
    
  
    
      
        
      

      The Job

    
  
    
      Part 1

      I had been home from college for just over a week. It was Christmas break and I had just finished the first semester of my freshman year. My mother and father divorced when I was 15. My father had left my mother and I to fend for ourselves. He started a new family in another state with us, his old family, all but forgotten, financially and otherwise. So all through high school I had a part time job to help my mother with expenses. I worked hard, both in school and at work. I was envious of the more carefree lives my classmates lived. But the work ethic I was forced to develop earned me an academic scholarship at a very well-regarded university. My school was 4 hours away from my mother's house. She was delighted to have me back home for break.

      I woke up one morning after being home for a week and walked into the kitchen. Mom kissed my cheek, gave me a smile and announced, "After breakfast, I want you to take a shower and go to Gloria's. She has a job for you. I thought you could use some extra spending cash."

      I groaned to myself. I had really hoped to spend the next few weeks relaxing before hitting the books for the next semester. I imagined a day of tedious labor now lay ahead. Gloria was my mother's best friend. They were about the same age (mid-30's). Gloria was also divorced, although she didn't have any children. She seemed a bit wild to me. I think that's why my mother enjoyed her company. My mother was normally on the quiet, introverted side. Gloria was a party girl; loud, overly flirtatious and usually sporting excessive cleavage. She really enjoyed making me blush when I was in high school. I often came home to find her and my mom drinking wine after an afternoon of sunbathing. Gloria would pinch my ass if I got within reach. And she always asked about my sex life, knowing damn well I was a high school virgin. The first few times she did that, my blushing awkwardness was sincere. But soon I would just act embarrassed, all the while enjoying the attention of this horney milf. She'd rub her freckled c cups in my arm and ask if I was 'getting any'. While acting uncomfortable to her delight, I soaked in all in, knowing I'd be replaying it in my mind that night while I jerked off.

      For her part, my mom would just giggle. She would eventually say something like, "Gloria, leave the poor boy alone." But I think my mother knew I was secretly loving the bawdy attention.

      After breakfast, I took a shower and dressed in old jeans and a t shirt. All my jobs over the last three years had been labor intensive. So I was a pretty well put together 18 year old. My mom was waiting at the door as I was leaving for this 'job'. She had an almost sad look on her face. I asked her if something was wrong. She surprised me with a long, tight hug. Then without a word, turned away. She called out that she would see me later as she walked out of the room.

      
        I was still wondering about my mother's odd behavior as I pulled into Gloria's driveway. She opened the front door as I approached. I was shaken at the sight. She was in a black silk robe that clung to her body. There was obviously nothing underneath. She had taken time to do her hair and makeup. I caught the scent of an exotic perfume as I drew near. Her nipples poked out obscenely, as if she prepped them for my arrival.

      She gave me a light hug and a kiss on the cheek then invited me in. I watched her ass cheeks play beneath the black silk as she beckoned me to follow her into the kitchen.

      "Did your mother tell you anything about why I asked you over?"

      "Uh... no ma'am." Her head was in the refrigerator. She was leaning over at the waist with the pretense of looking for something. The effect was to raise the hem of her robe above the bottom of her naked ass. Her cheeks parted slightly, revealing her smoothly shaved perineum and winking sphincter. My cock began to stir as this 'job' was apparently not going to be what I originally assumed.

      She finally turned around with some creamer for her brewing coffee. "Please, call me Gloria."

      I nodded and she continued. "Danny, I've always wanted a child. I always envied you and your mother. No matter what life throws at you, you always have each other. Family is the most important thing in the world, Danny. If you don't know that now, I promise, you will find out eventually. I'm 36, almost 37. If I'm going to have a baby, it has to be soon. "

      She poured herself a cup of coffee while continuing, "I want this baby to be perfect. Of course, I will love it no matter what. But why not do everything I can to ensure it will be as healthy and smart as possible? I could go to a clinic and get inseminated with a stranger's sperm. But Danny, you are perfect for this. You're smart, strong... everything I could wish for."

      My knees buckled a bit. I had to steady myself against the counter. My mom's best friend wants my sperm. And apparently my mother knew this when I left the house this morning! Gloria saw the realization of her plan had shaken me.

      "Danny, I will give you a thousand dollars for this. I will be so, so grateful. And don't worry. There is no obligation after I'm pregnant. This child is mine. I have plenty of money. This child will be loved and want for nothing. And it will never need to know you are their father."

      
        She was selling this very well. In fact, it sounded like the easiest $1000.00 I would ever make; jerk off into a cup, let her figure out the turkey baster thing and cash a check.

      "Wow, I am... speechless. Was my mother ok with this?"

      Gloria smiled, "Honey, she was the one who first suggested it. When I told her I wanted a baby, she said it was too bad you weren't a sperm donor because you were perfect in every way. She loves you so much, Danny. Anyway, I liked the idea the more I thought about it. You are perfect!"

      Well, I figured if my mom was on board, why not? "Ok Gloria. Let's do this. Is there a cup or something you want me to use?"

      She put her coffee down, stepped right up to me and took my hands in hers. She looked up at me, her eyes almost pleading.

      "Danny," She whispered. "I don't want your seed being transferred from a cup to a baster and finally my womb. I want this baby created by true contact, from you to me, directly."

      I couldn't bring myself to argue. She spoke those last words slowly, at a barely audible whisper. Her lips were within an inch if mine. I could taste her sweetened coffee breath. Her delicious perfume had my mind in a lusty opium-like haze. I closed my eyes and leaned into those painted lips. The first contact was delicate. We held the connection, unmoving, for several long seconds. Then our mouths began exploring each other.

      What Gloria didn't know was I had spent the last 3 months learning how to pleasure my English lit teacher. The affair began almost as soon as my class began. She was 40 years old and sexually ravenous. She had eyed me up as a young, fresh morsel when I walked in her classroom, perhaps good for a couple weeks of amusement. But I employed the same dedication and work ethic to her pleasure as I had the other important aspects of my life. With dogged study outside the bedroom and focused experimentation in the bedroom, I could soon love the body of my professor as a virtuoso could play their instrument. She was in a constant state of orgasmic intoxication the last 6 weeks of the semester.

      Gloria was leaning against the kitchen counter. After a few minutes of increasingly impassioned tongue teasing and sucking, I moved to her ear. I bit her lobe while at the same time pulling the sash to her robe. It fell open to reveal her slightly plump and womanly naked body. Her head fell back with her eyes closed and mouth open as I kissed my way slowly down her neck to the swollen nipple of one breast, then the other. They were delicious. I could only imagine how much more enticing they would be once they were filled with her mother's milk.

      
        
      

      After eliciting groans and gasps from my attentions to her breasts, I continued my journey down her body until I was on my knees before her. I was face-to-face with her cleanly shaved beaver. Her legs were parted just enough for access to her engorged clit and nether lips. I planted long, hot kisses all over her bald pubis. Then a soft, lingering kiss to her emerging clitoris. Gloria moaned and placed her hands in my hair. My tongue snaked out to dip between her folds and slowly curl back with a taste of her passionate secretion. She began feeling a sexual agony as she now grabbed my hair by the fists. After a series of long licks and soft sucks, I began a gentle strumming of her sensitive bean. She started calling my name, asking what I was doing and insisting I don't stop.

      I locked in to her body's response. I was now completely in charge of when she would get her orgasm. I considered delaying it, making it a tantric experience for her. But I felt it was coming so quickly and so strong, any delay would diminish its intensity. So I redoubled the speed of my clitoral manipulations and inserted two fingers into her thirsty entrance. It was only a half a minute before she shouted 'Oh my God! Oh my God' then sort of spasticly collapsed on top of me. She released a copious amount of ejaculate, which ran down my forearm and splashed on the linoleum floor. Her whole body trembled and quaked. I was able to catch her before she collapsed completely on the floor.

      I gathered her in my arms and carried her to the living room. She had lost her robe at some point and was now completely naked. I laid her down on the couch. Her skin was red and blotchy from her orgasmic rush. She giggled and gasped in both the amazement and the embarrassment for losing control of herself so dramatically. I stood over her, undressing myself for the real purpose of my visit. She watched me while running a finger slowly up and down her drenched Gates of Venus.

      Once naked, I positioned myself on my knees between her open thighs. She held a fingernail between her teeth and looked at me in anticipation as I ran my swollen cockhead around her flooded entrance. Mixing my own copious pre-cum with her excessive lubrication, my head and shaft were soon ready for penetration. I leaned over her body and took her hand, placing it around my turgid rod. I whispered, 'Put it inside you'. I felt the bulbus helmet approach her Eden. I push slightly, causing her to whine in a mix of ecstasy and pain. I knew I was larger than most. I could also tell Gloria hadn't had a lover for a long time. I took my time working my way inside her. The desire to bury myself to the hilt wrestled with my sympathy for the pain this woman was feeling adjusting to my length and girth. Eventually, I felt my cock nudge her cervix. Once I could go no further, I began to fuck her slow and rhythmically. Her eyes remained tightly shut for a while. But as we continued and her body finally accommodated my intrusion, she opened her eyes and began to urge me on.

      "My God, Danny! You're incredible. Fuck me... fuck me forever!"

      I was so turned on. This would be the first time I came inside a woman without using protection. I was going to get this woman pregnant. The idea was the biggest turn on I've ever experienced. It was the ultimate in instinctual pleasures. Raw, natural sex was ingrained within us since the dawn of man. The continuation of the species demanded a drive and pleasure that trumped all others. And I was now experiencing it fully for the first time.

      I felt the skin on my back tear as Gloria dragged her nails into me. She was lost in a world of continuous contractions, thrashing, twisting. She could only gasp, 'Please, please..' I didn't know if she was begging for my seed or begging to be released from the stream of orgasms that wouldn't stop. I gave in to the rush of my own release. With a final thrust I pushed my shaft to it furthest depths. I released a torrent of semen into her womb. I was aware of 5 or 6 full, potent blasts filling her baby-making core.

      I didn't move as I hovered over her. I wanted to stay inside, keeping my precious from spilling. She lay motionless, her eyes closed, her mouth open. The only indication she was even alive was the soft moans that she expelled over and over. It had been an amazing coupling for both of us. My own organ was still randomly bucking, as if there was more jizm to dispense. I reached for a cushion that had fallen to the floor. Slowly and carefully, I withdrew myself from her. Then I quickly lifted her ass and placed the cushion underneath. This would keep her pelvis tilted in a way as to keep my life-giving seed inside.

      For her part, Gloria looked lost in a euphoric daze. She allowed me to position her without a word. I took an afghan that was draped over the back of the couch and tucked her naked body in. I kissed her cheek and asked she just lay there for a while. She closed her eyes, smiled and hummed her assent. I quickly dressed. I turned to say goodbye only to find she had drifted off to sleep.

      I let myself out. As I drove home, it really hit me what an odd, potentially scandalous arrangement this all was. And what about my mother? She sent me over there, her only child, to impregnate her best friend? Neither of us were particularly religious or anything. But we were always properly modest when it came to sex. For her to send me out like a racehorse to stud was really outrageous. There would be an interesting conversation when I got home.

    
  
    
      Part 2

      I pulled into my mother's driveway and parked the car. I didn't get right out. I had to collect my thoughts. She had sent me over to her best friend's house that morning. I was to do some job that would earn me extra money while I was home from college on Christmas break. It was only when I got to her friend's house, I realized that the 'job' was to impregnate her. And as I understood it, my mom was the one who suggested this arrangement to begin with. I went through with it, leaving my mom's friend passed out and full of baby-making cum.

      So how should I act towards my mom when I see her? Outraged and indignant? No, I certainly didn't feel that way. As I thought about it, it's a compliment to be seen as 'ideal breeding material'. And how outraged can one feel when the sex was so hot and satisfying. Still, it was in our relationship dynamic to give each other a hard time when due. It was always good natured and never for long. Maybe I'll complain about being her stud for hire, available to be pimped out to her friends. Then I'll let her off the hook and explain everything was fine.

      Just as long as things weren't weird between us. I still had 2 weeks before going back to school. I wanted a calm, happy house during that time.

      I stepped inside and announced I was home. I expected mom to come striding into the front room with a knowing smile. But she didn't. Our house was small enough that she should have heard me wherever she was. She would have at least called out to say she'd be right there. And her car was in the drive, so I knew she was home.

      I walked back to the kitchen to find her staring out the window above the sink. I could tell right away she wasn't looking at anything specifically. She was just avoiding looking at me. The tracks of dried tears lined her cheeks. Next to her was a large glass with just a little bit of wine left in it. It was only a little past noon. She normally would never drink so early in the day. I knew right away I wouldn't be teasing her today. She was clearly having trouble with sending me to her friend's.

      "Mom? What's going on? Why have you been crying?"

      She lowered her head, glanced at me, then look at the floor. "Danny, I'm so, so sorry. I'm a terrible mother."

      She started crying again as her words trailed off. I walked over and put my arms across her shoulder. I pulled her close. She turned into me, burying her face into my chest. Her whimpering turned into all out sobbing.

      "Mom, listen.... It's fine. We did a good thing for Gloria. You're a great friend to her and a perfect mother to me. There is nothing to cry about here. I love you. I'm fine. She's fine. It's all good, ok? Stop crying."

      She pulled herself together a bit. "No, Danny. It was wrong to send you over there for... that. A mother shouldn't offer her child up for, for breeding purposes. I don't care how much she paid you. "

      Without thinking, I blurted out "She didn't pay me."

      
        Her head shot up. With an angry, wild look, she demanded "She didn't pay you? That was the point of everything!"

      "I know, mom. She was sleeping when I left. Besides, I guess I shouldn't get paid until she confirms she's pregnant."

      "Oh, hell no!" she fumed. "Pregnant or not, you're getting paid. I'll see to that!"

      She actually would have made a good pimp. When it came to getting me paid, she was not fooling around. I could see that. And that was not her personality. She was normally quiet and passive. But there was a fire in her right then that would have intimidated anybody. The good thing was, that anger took the place of her self-loathing. I preferred firecracker mom to weeping and wailing mom.

      I pulled her back in for a long hug. It was only then that I caught a whiff of myself. Ugh, I smelled like sweat, pussy juice and semen. I needed a long, hot shower. I kissed my mom's cheek, pushed away and announced I was going to run upstairs and clean up. She gave me a faint smile and whispered an ok. As I was climbing up the stairs, the phone rang. I stopped and listed to my mother's side of the conversation. Her voice was cold and terse.

      "Hello? .... Yes, he's back .... No, he's taking a shower right now. And by the way, why didn't you pay him? .... Yeah, well, I'm on my way over right now. You can pay me .... What?! Listen Gloria, you can forget THAT.... We'll talk when I get over there. Goodbye."

      I softly scuttled up the stairs and into the bathroom. A couple minutes later, mom rapped lightly on the door.

      "Honey, I'm going out for a bit. I'll see you later, ok? I love you."

      "Ok mom. Love you too." I shouted as I turned on the shower's hot water. The call had been from her friend whom I spent the morning licking and fucking. I had no idea how that visit was going to go given my mother's current state of mind. I hoped Gloria appreciated my mother's feelings and wouldn't go into graphic detail about our encounter. But the Gloria I knew didn't have a filter when came to telling stories.

      The more I thought about it, the more I realized I didn't want to be there when mom got home. So, I called a buddy of mine and offered to pay for his ticket if he wanted to catch a movie in the next town over. He agreed. I wrote my mom a quick note explaining where I'd gone and advised she not bother waiting up.

      
        
      

      I made up some lie about the seats being more comfortable when my buddy asked why we were driving so far away to see a movie. I just wanted to burn some time. By the time we got there, walked around the mall, got something to eat, saw the movie and drove back, it would be close to 11 pm. Hopefully, my mom would be in bed. The drama of the day would be past and we could all start fresh tomorrow.

      I was just about perfect with my timing. It was 11 pm when I arrived back home. My mom's car was there but the lights were off, indicating she had gone to bed. I crept up to the bathroom. I washed my face and brushed my teeth. When I got to my room, I stripped off all my cloths and hopped under the covers. Mom and I were always respectful of each other's privacy. So I never gave sleeping naked a second thought. I had been doing it for years.

      Just as I was drifting off, there was a tap-tap-tap at my door. Before I could answer, it was open. I could make out my mother standing in the doorway.

      "Baby, before you go to sleep, can we talk?"

      For a second, I considered faking like I was asleep. But a sense of duty as a man and a son prevented me.

      "Sure mom. What's up?"

      She sat at the foot of my bed. There was just enough ambient light for me to tell what she was wearing. It was one of my old tee shirts and a pair of panties. That's it. She was a petite woman. She watched her diet and enjoyed working out. Her breasts were a large B cup but looked bigger on her small frame. But her most arresting feature was her ass. The first time I saw her in yoga pants, I had to catch myself. It was amazing, as perfectly plump and feminine as could be imagined. But other than workout cloths, she never wore anything that highlighted it.

      I never lusted after my mom. I was an observant, intelligent man who could see she was an attractive woman. Up until I began my affair with my college professor, I was always too focused on work and school to be obsessed with any woman, let alone my mom. But there was something in the air as she sat at the end of my bed. I was naked under the sheets, she was in a mere tee shirt and panties, there had been emotion, sexual drama and love wrestled with all day. Definitely something in the air.

      
        She didn't say anything for a bit, then she placed her face in her hands and softly began weeping. I sat up and began slowly rubbing her back. I could feel the heat of her skin through the soft threadbare material. I could also feel the absence of a bra.

      "Shhhh.. mom.... Please. There's no reason to cry. We talked about this."

      "I know, baby. I'm not crying about what you think. I want to tell you something. But... I know you'll hate me for it."

      "What, you scheduled my services for two more of your friends tomorrow?" I laughed.

      My attempt at levity only caused her to sob louder. "Shhh... mom, I was only joking. Only a joke, ok? I love you. In fact, you're the only person I truly love in the whole world. We've been there for each other for so long. There's nothing that could make me hate you."

      "Danny, I sent you to Gloria's because... because I wanted you to make love to me. The closest I could get was to have you make love to my best friend. But Danny, it was me, me who really wanted you."

      I was ready to sooth away anything that made her worry I might hate her. But I was not ready for this. I leaned over and embraced her, only because I couldn't think of anything to say.

      Finally, I spoke. "Mom, you're not awful. I have felt the same way about you."

      Now that was a lie. But I loved this woman. It seemed the only thing I could say that wouldn't make her feel like a sick creep. I could forgive her for wanting to have sex with me. She was my mom, my only family, the only person who really loved me. Was I going to act all indignant and rake her over the coals for a compulsion she was honest enough to admit, a compulsion that was clearly causing her anguish? No, I was going to make her feel loved. I was going to ride out whatever was tearing her apart until we got to the other side and everything was ok again.

      "Oh honey," she sniffed "I love you so much. Just let me lay with you for a little bit. Just hold me. That's all I want."

      "Let me throw on some cloths. I'm naked under here."

      "Don't worry about that. I won't attack you, I promise."

      
        
      

      I could sense a smile in her voice as she said that. I was glad I didn't react negatively when she said she wanted to make love to me. That might have shattered her and ruined our relationship forever. I laid back and she got under the covers. She cuddled next to me, my arm around her, her head resting on my chest. She lifted her thigh and laid it over my legs. The feeling of her naked leg on mine was electric. She lightly, slowly began tracing circles with her finger tips on my chest. After a few minutes, she whispered,

      "I went to Gloria's this afternoon."

      "Did you get my money, mama?" I joked.

      "Oh, you know mama got your money." She giggled. Then, after a pause, "You really rocked her world, mister. Can you believe she asked if you could spend the night with her tonight? She wanted to 'make sure, just in case' she didn't get knocked up this morning. I can tell, she's addicted to you, my boy."

      I thought, 'Another round with Gloria would be nice.' But I kept my mouth shut.

      "Anyway, I told her to forget it. It was a crazy idea to begin with. I told her, 'One and done, my friend.' So please, honey, don't let her trick you into sex. I know she'll try. I could see it in her eyes."

      "Ok, mom. I promise." I leaned over and kissed the top of her head.

      We lay in the dark for a few more minutes. Then she spoke again. This time, her voice was softer, a touch husky, more sultry.

      "Tell me, baby. Did she... suck you?" Her circling fingers going lower, slipping under the sheets.

      My cock rolled across my thigh, swelling with her closeness, her breathy words.

      "No mom. She really didn't do anything."

      "I'm not surprised," She whispered, "She not like me. She's a taker. I'm a giver."

      
        
      

      When her fingers touched my swollen head, she gave a slight moan. She gently took my hardened rod in her hand and gave it a couple light strokes.

      "Oh baby, I bet Gloria felt like she won the lottery when she saw this."

      Then she ran her hand down to my balls, lightly teasing them with her fingernails, then gently rolling them in her fingers.

      She looked up at my face and growled, "Do you have anything left in here for mommy?"

      I was lost in the sensuality of the moment. I adjusted myself so we were lying face to face. I could make out her features in the dark. He eyes were wide open. Her lips were parted. We came together in a kiss. She moaned like a starving woman finally getting the sustenance she needed to live. Meanwhile, she again had my cock in her grasp. She lifted her leg and used my erection like a dildo, running the head against her pantie covered pussy. She slowly ran my spongy helmet from her clit down to her asshole, then back again. Very quickly, the pantie's gusset was soaked with her lubrication and my pre-cum.

      I wanted to take whatever was happening here slow. But her kisses were urgent, hungry. She would pull her mouth off mine to catch her breath or cry out, but then she sought my tongue and lips again. She pulled on my shaft harder, grinding her clit along it's veiny length, pushing the head into the silk covered entrance.

      I could sense her first orgasm was rapidly approaching. I push myself out of her grasp. She seemed shocked that I would break the moment as it was climaxing. I threw off the sheets. I grabbed her panties and pulled them off. She smiled, sat up and raised her arms, allowing me to take off her tee shirt. I gazed at her beautiful body. I was about to taste every inch from her neck to her toes. But her need wouldn't allow it. She pulled me down and onto my back. She was on top of me in an instant. She reached between her legs and grabbed my cock once again. A couple swipes between her flooded labia was all the lubrication necessary for her to position my pole at her entrance and begin the slow, excruciatingly beautiful journey down the shaft.

      As my organ returned to the depths from where I was created, she sat up straight, threw her head back and screamed, "BAAAABYYYYYY!" I felt her contract all around my shaft: Thump-thump-thump-thump. She fell forward on top of me. She trembled as if she just survived some terrifying event. Eventually, she came back to earth. She brought her lips to mine and whispered, "I love you so much." Her face was wet with perspiration and tears. Our kisses were slow and deep at first. My erection, which had never gone down, was still buried deep inside her. She started rocking her hips back and forth.

      My hand ran down her back and grabbed the perfect globes of the ass I had always admired. I held her still above my cock and started fucking her. Eventually, I worked her in so I could use my whole shaft without hurting her. The pace picked up. My balls slapped her ass obscenely. She dug her nails into my shoulders, she sank her teeth into my traps. I cried out in mix of both pain and pleasure. She somehow knew I was about to explode.

      Grabbing my face with both hands, she shouted, "Are you about to cum, baby?! Me too, baby! ME TOOOOOO!"

      And with that, I discharged blast after blast of my potent jizz into her very core. All the while, she twisted and jerked on top of me, caught in the grasp of her own powerful orgasm.

      I laid there, catching my breath, staring into the dark. I felt her slide off me. She cuddled up to me again as when this all started. No thoughts of the implications of our actions. Just a glow, a satisfaction deeper than I dreamed possible. I heard her begin the deep breathing of sleep. I soon followed.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Shameful Confession

      The following occurred just this past Father's Day. I'm not at all proud of what happened. In fact, I've been racked with guilt and regret ever since. I hope sharing the tale with you readers helps exorcise these demons that haunt me.

      My name is Jess. I'm a 22-year-old US Marine. My parents divorced when I was 13. While I was in school, I lived with my mom and did the every-other-weekend thing with my dad. He remarried when I was 15 to a beautiful brunette 10 years his junior. Her name is Denise. She was a secretary at his law firm. She was always very nice to me, never trying to be a 2nd mother. Rather, she and I were more like friends. We seemed to have more things in common than her and my father did. When the 3 of us were at dinner, she and I could speak about the latest trendy gossip and my father would have a clue what we were going on about.

      Denise was also the center of my teenage masturbation fantasies. She had the allure of being an older woman. She also had a hot, hot body. She never overtly showed it off. But a good pair of Levi's on that woman was heaven to behold. She also couldn't hide those nice c-cup titties that swayed beneath her usually modest tops. I never felt guilty when I'd be jerking off to Denise, but out of respect to my father, I never let on in person how infatuated I was with her.

      I signed up for the Marines while a senior in high school. I was in boot camp less than a week after graduating. The Corp has been very good for me. Physically, I'm in peak condition. There is also a lot more women in the Marines than you might imagine. Maybe it's the times we live in. And the type of women who tend to be Marines are also the type of women who know what they want and aren't afraid to demand it. I've never tried to pick up a female Marine, but they've picked me up many, many times. I consider myself a pretty horny guy in the peak of his sexual life, but I've had to hide from these women on occasion when they've come around looking for my big cock for the 4th or 5th time that day. If insatiable women are a good sign of military prowess, other countries better watch out for the US Marine Corp.

      This year, I happened to be on leave during Father's Day. I am stationed in California while both my mother and father are still living in North Carolina (different cities). I thought it would be nice to see my father for the holiday. Maybe we could go fishing Saturday afternoon and then hit a nice restaurant for brunch Sunday. I hadn't seen him or Denise for over 18 months due to an overseas deployment. I talked to my dad and he said come on over. He was flying back from a conference in Charlotte on Friday night, but Saturday and Sunday worked fine.

      I had been staying with my biological mother the previous week. Saturday, I made the 20 minute drive to my father's place. I got there about 1 PM. Denise answered the door. She looked simply amazing. She was wearing capris and a light blouse. Her look said casual, but I could tell in the details she had made an effort to look good. She was wearing sandals which showed off her perfectly manicured toes. Her fingernails were also beautifully done. Her hair was down but clearly darkened. She had made up her eyes and lips to arrest the attention of any man.

      She had also gained about 20 pounds since last I saw her. Oh, but the extra weight was in all the right places. Her hips were fuller, her face had a bit more softness and those breasts were larger and more alluring that I ever remembered. She threw herself into my arms as I stood on their doorstep. She held me tight and for an extended amount of time. She told me how she missed me so much. I mean, I love her as both a friend and a step-mother, but this greeting was a bit much.

      I gave her a kiss on the top of her head and said I miss her too. She eventually released her hold on me. She grabbed my hand with a smile and led me inside. She had me sit down on the couch while she went into the kitchen.

      "Where's dad?" I asked.

      "He missed his flight last night," she answered. "He's flying in this afternoon. He should be here around three."

      I was disappointed. I was really looking forward to doing some fishing with my dad that afternoon. I always enjoyed our time alone as father and son. I had so many stories from the last 18 months I wanted to share with him.

      Denise came back from the kitchen with two tall Bloody Marys. I didn't know her to be an afternoon drinker. Myself, I rarely drank at all. But then again, I'm not a giant pussy either. So I happily accepted the drink and we toasted our overdue reunion. Wow! She made my drink strong. I felt the vodka burn my throat. The tabasco and alcohol immediately warmed my whole being.

      Denise had sat herself right next to me. Close enough I could smell her alluring perfume. She turned toward me and placed a hand on my thigh.

      "So, my sexy Marine, are you seeing anybody?" Her eyes sparkled in a way I've seen so many times from women on the prowl. But I wasn't going to make assumptions. She was the subject of my adolescent fantasy life, yes. But she was my father's wife. Nothing could possibly happen between us. Right?

      "No one special. Kind of 'playing the field' right now."

      
        "Hmmm... I can believe that. Because if you were my man, I wouldn't let you out of my sight. You look to damn good."

      I almost did an old fashioned spit take with my Bloody Mary. I rationalized this was her way of teasing me. Get the kid to blush with bold, sexually pointed statements. She was just having some fun.

      We started talking about my exercise routine. She lamented her weight gain since I last saw her.

      "Please, you look better than ever with the extra weight. You were always attractive. But now I'd use the term 'mouth-watering'. "

      Was that the vodka talking or was I just responding to her flirty talk in kind? I wasn't sure. Although the delight in her face told me I hadn't said the wrong thing.

      "Thank you, baby. That makes me feel good. Maybe if I could just loose a little around the waist."

      I set my drink down and lifted my shirt, exposing my rock-hard abs.

      "200 sit-ups a day and you can look like this." I smiled.

      "Oh my," she whispered. She took her hand off my thigh and lightly ran her fingers up and down my six-pack. Her eyes had a glazed-over look, like a child seeing presents under the tree on Christmas morning. She then ran her hand under my shirt and felt my pecs. First one and then the other before taking one of my nipples and giving it a pinch.

      "Watch it," I laughed, gently swatting her hand away. "Turnabout is fair play."

      She kissed my cheek while giving my thigh a squeeze. "Oh please. You don't have guts, Marine." She grabbed her glass and got up to refresh her drink.

      I can't condemn myself for anything that had happened to that point. But what was to follow is an unforgivable sin against a father by his son.

      
        I got up and walked into the kitchen. She was at the counter cutting celery for her cocktail. She looked at me, gave me a sexy smirk, then focused back on her drink prep. As if in a dream, I walked up behind her, placing my crotch up against her ass. I reached around her, placing my hand under her blouse and on her soft belly. My lips brushing her ear, I whispered;

      "I guess you misjudged me."

      She set the knife and celery aside. Placing her hands on the counter, she pressed her ass into my cock.

      "You're playing with fire, Marine. Your father hasn't touched me in 3 years and I'm about to explode."

      She grabbed my hand and slid it up her body until I held a hefty bra-covered breast in my hand.

      "Then explode all over me," I growled. "It's a dream of mine."

      She turned around and leaned back against the counter. Taking my face in her hands, she pulled my lips to hers. When her hot, wet tongue slipped into my mouth, twirling and teasing mine, it felt like a genie had be freed from its bottle. And as if I had freed a genie, the moment was both terrifying and thrilling. Thrilling because I was about to see my adolescent fantasy become reality. Terrifying because I was betraying my own father, risking the destruction of our relationship forever.

      I took my mouth off hers long enough to lift her blouse over her head. Her bra unclasped with no trouble and I looked into her ravenous eyes. I then proceeded to kiss down her neck, across her collarbone then down the slope of one luscious tit. Her nipples were fat and long, like the tip if my middle finger. I nipped, suckled and licked one protuberance then the other. All the while, Denise ran her fingers through my short hair, moaning, cooing, telling me how good my mouth felt. Eventually, I dropped to my knees and unsnapped her pants. I slowly pulled down her pants and panties at the same time. Before me was her beautiful, completely bald beaver. She was freshly shaved (as in that morning). I wondered at that. If my father hadn't touched her in 3 years, had she shaved for me? Was she planning this encounter all along?

      I didn't wonder more than a half a second before my nose was pressed to her smooth, bare pubis, my tongue slowly encircling her already engorged clit. "Oh baby, yes!" she shouted as I worked my way between her labia, her wetness drenching my whole face in short order. She held my face hard to her mound with both hands, rocking her lust swollen genitalia up and down as I worshipped at the altar of my goddess. I slid one, then two fingers into her ravenous opening. I found her G Spot a moment later. And with well-practiced manipulations, I soon had her whole body quaking in orgasmic contractions. They were so intense, she began to collapse to the floor. I was quick enough to catch her. I scooped her naked body up in my arms. She was trying to catch her breath yet could not stop laughing.

      "Oh my God! Oh my God! What did you just do?! I've never cum like that in my life!"

      Throwing her arms around my neck, she gave me a long, sweet kiss.

      "Take me to the bedroom, Jess." She asked with a pleading tone.

      The bedroom. The bedroom my father shares with his bride. How could I have been so weak? Oh, but I was. I marched right in. I was obsessed with consummating this adulterous union even if I had to do it on their very wedding bed.

      I laid her down on the neatly made bed. She watched me like a wolf, lazily toying with her pussy as I undressed. Once I was naked, she sat up on the edge of the bed an pulled me to her. My cock was throbbing-hard. She looked at it with a deep admiration as she slowly used both hands to jerk my shaft. She looked up at me. "You got a beautiful cock, Jess. I need it inside me, baby." She took the fat head into her mouth and gently sucked for a few moments. Then she removed it again. "Please baby, I need this in me now."

      I laid down next to her. She quickly positioned herself on top of me. Her pendulous tits hung down enticingly as she leaned over my body. Her desperation was real apparently because without ceremony, she reached between her legs, positioned my cockhead at her vaginal opening and began the agonizing processes of adjusting her neglected orifice to my considerable length and girth. For a couple minutes, she labored to get comfortable with my shaft. Eventually, she began riding back and forth and the agony was replaced with extasy. I began nursing her fat nipples as she was lost in the pleasure of our union. Suddenly she stopped her rocking. She yelled, "Baby? Babyyyyy?!" Rising herself off my rod, her pussy squirted a copious amount of liquid in 3 or 4 big contractions. We both watched her splash all over my cock and ball. Then we looked at each other, both in disbelief at the intensity of our passion.

      I roller her over on her back. In the classic missionary position, I reinserted myself into her velvet envelope. With tears of happiness in her eyes, she placed her hand on my cheek;

      "Jess, I've dreamed of this for so long. I'm ashamed to say how long I've wanted you. But it's been a long, long time. I knew we'd be perfect together. I was made for you. You were made for me. I know it sounds cold and callous, but I believe destiny brought your father and I together so, eventually, you and I could be together. Your father is a good man, but my pussy, my mouth, my ass, my heart are all yours. I want this beautiful cock to fuck me forever!"

      
        
      

      With that, she suddenly pushed me back from her pussy. Her hips bucked up off the bed and another spray of ejaculate splashed me from my chin to my thighs. She collapsed onto the bed again. I slid my manhood into her as deep as I could go. Her pussy was in a state of non-stop throbs and contractions. I search out her mouth with mine. Once we were locked in a kiss, my jizz exploded, jet after jet, into the deepest depths of her womb.

      We lay together in a half conscience state, side by side. Her leg lay over my hip and my semi-hard cock remained buried in her box. Eventually, something made me look at the clock next to the bed. It was 2:30. My father would be here in a half hour, if not sooner! There I was, still inside his wife, his sheets drench in sweat and love juices. I roused Denise to wakefulness. I told her we had to hustle and get it together. She seemed to want to play more as she started kissing my neck and jacking my cock to life. But I insisted and soon had her in the shower while I tried to gather our loose cloths as well as any other visible evidence of our passionate afternoon.

      I heard my dad's Uber pull up just as I felt everything was tidy enough. Denise was still in the bedroom. As I heard my dad's keys in the lock, I saw out of the corner of my eye, Denise's panties on the floor. I must have dropped them while cleaning up. Faster than I knew I could, I was able to grab them and tuck them in my pocket just as he opened the door.

      I could barely look my father in the eye the rest of the afternoon. I was supposed to stay the night, but the guilt and shame were too much for me. I pretended to get a text message calling me back to base for a supposed emergency deployment. My father was clearly disappointed the visit was cut short. I've been in a state of self-hate ever since. Then yesterday, my father left me a voicemail saying Denise was leaving him. That was followed by a voicemail from Denise saying she was moving out to California to be with me.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Purple Orgasm

      I had gotten in the Electricians Union very soon after graduating high school. My father was a big wig in the union, so I was fast tracked in. I was employed for 5 years at one of the east coast's largest power suppliers. The money was great, especially for a guy in his early twenties. But then, due to a 'weak global power market' I was laid off.

      Between the union benefits, state unemployment benefits and the money I had in the bank, being laid off was actually pretty great. I was told by the union to just be patient. They expected I would be back at work in about a year. I was living with my girlfriend at the time. She was working on her master's degree. Suddenly having me home all the time was making it hard for her to study. So I thought it would be best if I took this free time to visit my mother in California.

      I was an only child. My parents split up after I was done with school. My mother had family in California. So after the divorce was final, she moved out there. Since then, we talked once a week on the phone and she'd fly in for a few days during Christmas. My girlfriend was in her last month of the school year. She would be extremely busy with papers and exams. It was a perfect time for me to stay with my mom out west. After my girl was done with her school, she'd come out to join us for a couple weeks. Then she and I would fly back east.

      Mom met me when I landed at LAX. I was stunned at how attractive she was. She had let her gray grow out, so her hair was a long, straight salt and pepper that hung half-way down her back. She sported faded jeans that accentuated her plump and juicy ass. She wore a light colored blouse that couldn't hide the fact her c cup breast were unencumbered by a bra. It was all so different than the typical conservative PTA mom she played back east.

      Our relationship had changed since she moved out west. Through our phone calls and brief visits, I assumed it was because I had grown up and was no longer someone she had to 'mother'. But on our drive back to her apartment in the valley, I found out the changes were more profound. She had become a vegan. She was also now into holistic medicine for her mind and body. She meditated daily as well as practiced yoga 3 times a week.

      But the biggest instigator in her changes was her medical marijuana card. Back east, she would get debilitating migraine headaches almost weekly. They led to depression, troubles in her marriage and just a generally poor quality of life. When she moved to California, her sister persuaded her to visit her doctor. He prescribed she start smoking weed regularly. Since then, not only had her headaches disappeared, but her whole outlook on life and the world had improved. She was an overall happier person than the woman who raised me.

      
        Now I had smoked a bit in high school but very little since then. I liked it, but not enough to live that stoner lifestyle. My mom had embraced it 100% and I had to admit, it seemed to be working well for her. She seemed healthier and more vibrant than I had ever seen her.

      She had a one-bedroom apartment, but it was in a safe, quite neighborhood. She worked part time at a local florist. Between that, alimony and state assistance, she was able to live a frugal but contented lifestyle.

      She tried to offer me her bed while she slept on the couch during my stay. I'd hear nothing of it. Arrangements would be cozy but nice for the next month. When my girlfriend came out, she and I would get a hotel room for a couple weeks before going back.

      After I settled my things in her pad and washed up, I took mom out to dinner. It was an upscale Spanish-style place. Like most every restaurant in the LA area, they had plenty of vegan options. I offered to get us a bottle of wine, but my mother advised she no longer drank. She had given me a little lecture on why I shouldn't be eating meat and now that was followed by a lecture on why I shouldn't drink alcohol, even a glass of wine with dinner. I was glad my mother was blossoming in her new life out west, but she seemed to be a stick in the mud when it came to life's simple pleasures.

      It was clear dinner wouldn't be followed by a bowl of ice cream, let alone a glass of whiskey, so we headed back to her apartment. She took a shower and put on her bed cloths, which consisted of a pair of men's silk boxers and a loose-fitting tank top t shirt. I took a shower and came out with my own pair of boxers and a t shirt. She had turned down the lights, lit some candles and a sweet but not over-powering cone of incense. On the stereo was the sound of crashing waves over a dreamy new age piece.

      "Would you like to smoke with me?" she asked, as casually as though she was asking if I wanted a glass of milk and a cookie. (Although I was sure she wouldn't approve of milk or cookies)

      "Absolutely," I replied. If there wasn't going to be good food or booze for the next month, I sure as hell wasn't going to pass up the weed.

      She smiled. Before her was a glass jar filled with fat green and purple buds. There was also a lighter and a pack of rolling papers. What looked even more enticing was the vast amount of tit that was exposed by her tank top t. Not only on the sides and the cleavage in the front, but I could clearly see the shadow of her areolas through the thin material. I suppose I was lusting after her because she was so different than the person I knew growing up.

      
        I sat down on the couch. She scooted over so our hips almost touched. She looked like a goddess in the weak candle light. She asked me to roll us a joint. My rolling skills were fair, so I agreed. When I unscrewed the lid to the jar, the skunky aroma smacked me in the face. I knew just a little of this bud would do me fine. I grabbed a fat one by the stem. I was amazed how sticky it was with resin as I broke it apart onto the paper.

      "This stuff is called Purple Orgasm. I've never tried it. I just got it this morning," mom smiled as she watched me prepare the joint.

      When I was finished, I held it up for our inspection. Not bad, I thought. It was on the thinner side. But this shit was obviously potent. My mom whisper, 'Nice' then placed a hand on my shoulder and told me spark it up.

      My mom likes to fill her mouth with smoke than inhale it into her lungs where as I like to suck it straight down. Man, that bud was super smooth. We each took two hits. When she passed me the stick for a third, I had to wave her off. I was flying. She took a third hit then put out the roach. I leaned back on the couch. Mom snuggled up to me, placing my arm around her shoulder.

      We talked and laughed... laughed a lot. Her body felt soft and warm next to mine. As we talked, she would emphasize a point by placing a hand on my chest or my thigh. It felt good. And when I looked down at her, she seemed the most beautiful woman in the world.

      Weed can make you hungry, sleepy or in this case, very horny. I started to hope mom may want to go to bed soon so I could get under the covers and jerk off. Turns out, she was feeling the same way.

      "I don't know about you, babe. But smoking always makes me hot and bothered. Normally when I'm here alone, I'll get high, relax, then play with myself until I fall asleep."

      She was definitely under the influence to say something like that. But I understood. We were bonding. We were sharing a wonderful experience together.

      "I believe it, mom. I plan on doing some playing myself once you go to bed."

      She placed a hand on my bare thigh and started rubbing slowly up and down.

      "It a shame we have to go to our different rooms," she spoke in soft, sultry tone. "I feel so close to you right now. I want to share more with you."

      
        
      

      Her voice became even softer.

      "Would it be too weird if we... took care of ourselves, like, together?"

      I was feeling so good, so calm, so close to her. I didn't hesitate.

      "I don't think so. I think it would be beautiful. How do you want to do this?"

      She kind of squealed with delight then directed me to lay down on the couch. She laid down next to me. The couch was just wide enough as long as we were snuggled up together. We were both on our backs. My arm was around her, her head resting between my shoulder and chest.

      "Should we do it at the same time?" she giggled.

      "No. You go first. I want to watch you. I don't want to be distracted." I whispered back.

      "Oh honey," she breathed while sliding a hand into her boxers. "I love we can do this together. I feel so close to you. I love you so much, my handsome, sexy boy."

      I watched the silk of her boxers rise, fall and roll as her fingers teased and played underneath. Her eyes were closed. Her mouth was open, little gasps and coos escaped as she pleasured herself.

      "Baby!" she gasped. "I'm so wet already."

      I gently grabbed her wrist and withdrew her hand from her shorts. I brought her glistening finger to my mouth. I licked and sucked away her lube. She watched the erotic sight with disbelief. I directed her hand back to play when I was done. Her t shirt had ridden up, exposing her belly. I placed my hand on the exposed skin.

      "Yes baby, touch me. Touch me. I love when you touch me." She twisted and turned for a moment, removing her t shirt and tossing it to the floor. She then settled back next to me and continued masturbating. Her tits were wonderful. Fat, pencil eraser nipples on top of half dollar areolas. They were soft and sagged as a woman's breasts in her late 40's should. I ran my hand all over the exposed skin, pulling and pinching the nipples to her delight.

      
        
      

      Her moans became louder, turning into shouts and cries. I could tell her hand was alternating between vigorously working her clit and finger fucking herself. The sloshing sound was musical to my ears.

      "Here I cum, baby. Hold me, baby! HOLD MEEEEE!" She threw her body on top of mine, jerking and trembling. I wrapped my arms around her as she rode out the orgasmic waves.

      "Oh baby... oh honey... that was incredible," she panted. It took her a few minutes to catch her breath and relax. She eventually raised her face to mine. She wore a happy, satisfied smile. She leaned up and gave me a long, loving kiss. Then she pulled back and giggled.

      "From what I'm feeling, someone liked that very much as well." Her thigh was resting over my shorts. She could feel my rock-hard cock throbbing under the pressure.

      "I guess it's my turn," I smiled. I gently moved her so I could remove my shirt and shorts. I wanted my cock free for this experience. I also wanted to feel her warm, soft skin on mine. She was on her side, lying next to me, her head on my chest.

      "My love, your thing is amazing!"

      I knew I had an impressive piece. But her complement made me feel even more sexual and at ease as I began to slowly stroke myself. She moved her mouth up to my ear, causing shivers to run down my spine.

      "You're so sexy, baby. Is there anything mommy can do for you?" she breathed in my ear. Her hot and humid breath driving me out of my mind.

      "Would you touch my balls? Please?" I panted.

      "You want mommy to touch your balls?" she whispered back. I nodded yes while she slid a hand down my chest. She placed a hand over mine as I continued to stroke. Then she moved her hand down, lightly raking her nails over my sensitive scrotum.

      "You like that?" she cooed. "You like mommy touching your balls? They're so full of cum. Are you going to come for mommy?"

      
        
      

      Her sexy talk was driving me insane. She slid a finger down my perineum until she was touching my asshole. She softly circled the crinkled entrance while lightly licking my ear. I moaned in ecstatic agony.

      "Ohhh.. baby is just like his mommy," she panted. "You like your ass played with too."

      It was too much. How I lasted that long, I don't know. I took my hand off my cock and replaced it with hers.

      "I'm going to cum, mom. Please help me cum."

      She looked down at the long, thick shaft she now held. She immediately started jerking me off. In about 10 seconds, the first blasts shot into the air, landing on my chest and her arm. It felt like my entire being was blasting out of my cock with the force of a cannon. I moaned and twisted, lost in the throes of ecstasy. My mom was shouting, "Yes, baby! Yes! Cum for mom! Cum baby!"

      I collapsed on my back, amazed at the intensity of what just happened. Mom continued to softly rub my deflating pecker and emptied sack while I caught my breath. She then used her discarded t shirt to wipe off the jizzum that covered both of us. When she was done, she kissed my cheek and laid her head on my chest. I was asleep soon after.

      I woke up with your classic stoner hangover. It felt like my brain needed a jumpstart. It took me several moments to realize where I was. I was by myself, naked under a blanket, and this wasn't my couch. When I heard my mother humming to herself in the kitchen and preparing coffee, it all came back to me. Lastly, I remembered our side-by-side sexual release the night before.

      'Oh God', I thought. 'Is she freaked out? Are things going to be weird between us now?' As for myself, I was totally cool with what happened. But I know most people get hung up on social constructs and will freak out when faced with the 'taboo'.

      I wrapped the blank around my nakedness like a toga and walked into the kitchen. Mom turned around to greet me with a big smile on her face.

      "Well good morning, sleepyhead!" she beamed, giving me a big hug. She was in a long terrycloth robe. It was neatly tied up so I couldn't tell if she was naked underneath or not.

      
        "Baby, I need you to get a quick shower. You can drive me to work and have my car for the day. Then you can pick me up at the end of my shift."

      I thanked her. She kissed my cheek, turned me around and smacked my ass to get me moving. I was so relieved she wasn't emotionally shaken or doing the whole 'We need to talk' thing.

      My mind was still fuzzy as I stepped under the warm water of the shower. I was just starting to enjoy the feeling when the shower door opened behind me. I jumped in surprise. There was my mother, as naked as I was. She had done her hair up in a bun. She gave me a naughty smile as her eyes shamelessly roamed over my body. She was a vision of milf perfection. Her breast hung large and a bit saggy. Her nipples were strawberry red and fat. Her hips were wide. She had a cute pooch of a belly. Below it, a nice black bush with flecks of gray.

      "Just trying to save some time and hot water," she giggled as she slid her body between me and the warm shower spray. My cock went from flaccid to full-on stiff in about 15 seconds. She grabbed a bottle of body wash sitting on the shelf. It was pink and smelled like flowers. She poured herself a handfull then proceeded to soap me down. She started at my chest, squeezing my muscles, pulling playfully at my nipples. She soaped up my belly and pubes. Then, squatting before me, she soaped up my legs, totally bypassing my throbbing, bobbing hard on and balls. In fact, my stiff rod accidently brushed against her cheek a few times as she lathered my legs. She glanced up at me with a wicked grin. But she avoided any further contact with my cock.

      She stood up and had me turn around. She washed my back with the slippery, sweet-smelling soap. She really focused on working my ass cheeks; rubbing, squeezing, massaging. She got my asshole squeaky clean as well, even letting a slippery digit slip inside a couple times. Finally, she turned me around to face her once again.

      "God, baby. I just love your beautiful body," she moaned as she cupped my aching balls in one small, soapy hand while the other slowly ran up and down the length of my upright cock. Grabbing the bottle of body wash, I began to clean her as she had cleaned me. Starting at her slender neck, I worked every inch of her torso over. Lifting, caressing, massaging each breast. Pulling, pinching, teasing each nipple. All the while, our mouths were locked in a passionate kiss, tongues erotically dueling as we moaned our pleasure into each other.

      I was close to blasting my seed, so I reluctantly dropped to my knees. As she had done with me, I ignored the glistening lips there in my face, begging for attention. Mom even placed her hand on my head, trying to direct me to her sex. I kissed her thighs and pubis, but I avoided her honeyhole for the moment. I finished washing her legs, stood up and turned her around.

      
        I began washing her shoulders and upper back. She pushed her ass back against my cock, sandwiching it between her cheeks. It was such a fantastic feeling... so warm, wet and slippery. I bent her over at the waist. I started sliding my cock up and down between those plump globes. Soon I felt a rhythmic tapping on my balls. I looked up to see mom and one hand against the shower wall while the other was working her clit. It was all too much. I shot 4 long strands on jizz across her back. Before my orgasm was done, I fell to my knees behind her. I guided her fingers away from her pussy. I moved in, placing my nose between her engorged labia. I started strumming her clit with my tongue.

      "Oh fuck!" she cried. "Oh fuck, honey! That's so good. That's soooo fucking good!"

      She rocked her hips back onto my face. She was trying to shove my nose into her pussy while my tongue sped up to triple time on her clit.

      "Mommy's cumming baby! Oh shit! Here I cum!" With that, I could sense her whole body releasing in a massive wave of bliss. Her legs started to give out, so I quickly stood up behind her, holding her body to mine, keeping her from collapsing. Once she was composed, she turned to face me. We made out gently, lovingly. We both giggled over the unbelievable and unabashed passion of what just transpired. Finally, she said we had to get a move on. We rinsed off and got dressed.

      I never saw my mother so happy as I drove her to work. She laughed and sang and kissed me at every stop sign and red light. And me? I was loving it. When you love and trust someone completely while at the same time finding them extremely sexually attractive.... that is as good as it gets in this world.

      When I pulled up to drop her off, she handed me the address of a vegan grocer and a list of things to buy for dinner that night. She gave me a quick peck and confirmed the time I was to pick her up. I had GPS on my cell phone, so I had no trouble finding this store. A young and cute hippy girl was working there. She helped me find everything on the list, most of which I'd never heard of or could even pronounce. She asked me where I was from. I amused myself buy telling her I was honeymooning in LA from New Jersey. She smiled and pulled a bottle of capsules from the shelf.

      "Take two of these a day. It's made from a special Indonesian root. It will keep your gun loaded, if you know what I mean." she winked.

      As soon as I paid for everything and got back in my car, I popped two of them. I made my way back to my mom's apartment, put away the groceries and finally called my girl back east. I had texted her when arrived in LA, but she had been out of my mind since. She said she was getting a lot of studying done. When she asked how things were with me and my mom, I told her it was a typical mother and son vibe. I certainly wasn't going to tell her I face-fucked my mom in the shower that morning.

      
        I picked up my mom when her shift was done. She was as happy than as she was in the morning. I got just as many kisses on the way back as I did on the way to drop her off. She made tofu curry from the ingredients I had picked up. I must admit, it was delicious. We went for a walk after dinner, holding hands and talking about everything lover's talk about.

      When we got back, She took a shower while I cleaned the dishes. When she was done, she came out in her robe. It was very loosely tied. There was no question she was naked underneath.

      "Go take a shower and we'll burn the rest of that joint from yesterday." she purred.

      I practically skipped to the bathroom. When I was done, I was wishing I had a robe to lounge about in. I settled for the boxer/t shirt combo again. This time, I was a bit more prepared to handle that 'purple orgasm' bud. It was smooth and it was sweet. She'd take a hit, we'd put our mouths together and I'd inhale while she exhaled. All the while, my hand was in her robe, playing with those memorizing tits. Once we had smoked that roach down, I was hoping for some more sexy cuddling on the couch. Instead, mom stood up.

      "Baby, I want you to sleep with me tonight. Come on."

      She held her hand out. I took it and let her lead me into the bedroom. She lit a couple candles on her dresser. Than she faced me and dropped her robe. She was the vision of female perfection in that candlelight. She approached me and our mouth met in a passionate kiss. She then pulled back and lifted my shirt over my head. She got down on her knees and pulled my boxers off. She gently grabbed my shaft, slowly jerking it while her mouth sucked, licked and nibbled the head.

      The love and passion I felt for her, the warm, wet pleasure of her mouth, it was all multiplied by one thousand due to the effects of the marijuana. She stood back up after a couple minutes, her mouth hot and wet when we kissed. She had a look of someone possessed by lust.

      "Get in the bed, my love. I need to feel your body next to mine."

      We laid down. Everywhere our skin touched was ecstasy. Our legs intertwined. Her pussy was hot and wet as it rubbed on my thigh. She rolled on top of me.

      "Baby, being with you is a dream come true. I have wanted you for so, so long. Please, baby, please. I need you."

      
        With that, she reached between us and maneuvered my cock head to her pussy's entrance. She worked the head in, then more and more of the shaft.

      "Yes baby. Yes, my love. Oh, it's better than I dreamed. I love you so much"

      She placed her lips to mine and cried out as the final few inches were sheathed within her. She began slowing fucking me. Her face became wet with tears of happiness as she showered my face with kisses.

      "Please love me like this forever, baby. You fill me up perfectly. I need you inside me. Please, baby. Love me forever? Baby? Baby?! Oh God, Baby! Here I come!"

      She slammed her pussy down to the base of my rod. Her orgasm had hit her hard. She trembled and quaked on top of me. Her teeth bit painfully into my pectoral muscle as she was gripped in the sweet orgasmic torment. She was still gasping for air when I flipped her on her back. I started pounding my cock into her convulsing passage. Her first orgasm hadn't fully passed before my pistoning tool evoked another. Her cries and gyrations were overwhelming.

      "Mom, I'm gonna cum!" I announced. She immediately locked her legs around my hips, not allowing me to withdraw from her womb. My cock discharged jet after potent jet deep inside her belly.

      The rest of the night was a half-conscience dream of pure bliss; whispers of affection, pleasure given, pleasure received, vows made to live together forever in this state of pure love.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      My Mother the Prodigy

      My mother was a child prodigy at playing the piano. She was giving concerts here in Cleveland at age 7. When she was only ten, a well-known talent manager took her under his wing and she began touring internationally. This talent manager, who was 40 years old at the time, seduced my young mother. She was only 17 when I, her son and only child, was born.

      I was basically raised by my grandparents. My biological father didn't want anything to do with me. My mother toured almost constantly. I would see her for a couple weeks here or a couple weeks there. We never really established a mother/child relationship. She was desperate to see me when she could. There was always tears in her eyes when we'd reunite and outright bawling when she had to leave again. To me, she was a sweet, beautiful woman who called herself my mom. But I couldn't appreciate her heartache at not being around while her child grew up.

      She was 33 years old when she came back home for good. My father had an eye for the young girls and my mother no longer qualified; not only her literal age, but her body as well. She was a full-grown woman and she looked it. Her hips and ass were fat and feminine. Her breast were full D cups. She had a body of goddess. But that was apparently not in vogue within the concert pianist world. So she was unceremoniously let go from both her touring obligations and the 'relationship' with her manager.

      I was 16 when she came back to stay. She was ecstatic to be off the road and with her son. She was constantly hugging and kissing me. I didn't mind at all. Unlike most teens who cringe at parental demonstrations of affection, I rather enjoyed it. I guess it was because to me, she was my mother in name only... this beautiful, curvy, affectionate woman.

      Financially, she was set for life. Twenty years of playing concert halls all over the world paid handsomely. My grandfather had always watched her money like a hawk. He made sure she was never cheated or ripped off during her career. She decided to buy a house of her own once I graduated high school. She didn't want to take me out of the family environment I had always known until I went to college.

      It was sadly obvious she had missed out on her childhood and the years of being a young adult. She treated me more like a friend and really nothing like a parent. She was interested in doing all the things I liked to do. And I like doing them with her. In fact, we became best friends by the time I turned 18 and was ready to go to college. My normal friends were obviously hurt and offended I basically dropped them for my mother. I felt no remorse. My mother was fun, smart and beautiful. There was something always missing in my heart that now felt fulfilled with my mother's return. We went to the movies together, played games, hung out at the record store, everything.

      
        Well, not EVERYTHING. I had already started dating when my mom moved back to stay. I was still a virgin, but I loved making out with my girlfriends. I strangely kept that part of my life secret from my mother. I don't exactly know why. It was like I felt I was cheating on her if she knew I dated girls my own age. My mother and I did like to flirt with each other. Nothing outrageous, but we'd hold hands in public or snuggle on the couch. I guess we would have appeared as young lovers to anyone else. I remember more than once my grandparents walking into the tv room to find my mother wrapped in my arms as we watched tv. They'd always give us an odd look, a look I understand better in retrospect.

      We never went beyond hugs, snuggles and kisses on the cheek. I respected her too much to ever consider it. I will confess; I would masturbate at least twice a day thinking of her wonderful body on top of mine, her long, black hair falling in my face, her hot breath panting in my ear as her think, juicy form wreathed on top of mine. Yes, it was technically incest. But those fantasies didn't seem wrong in my mind.

      I was accepted at Ohio State University. While having nowhere near the talent of my mother, I was a very good saxophonist. I tried out for and made the OSU marching band. My mom took the news with mixed emotions. While OSU was in state and I could come home on the weekends, she wouldn't get to see me much during football season. I assured her I'd call every day and nothing in life would ever separate us for long.

      Being in the marching band made sure I had no time or energy to feel homesick. The focus and physical fitness required to play in a top rated marching band is way beyond what most people realize. You hear of 18 year olds gaining 'the freshman 15'? Well, I lost 20 lbs marching around football field that fall. It was tough, but we were among the best in the nation and we felt proud.

      A more interesting aspect of the marching band were the away games. We had an equal ratio of men to women. So when we were staying in hotels for football games outside of Ohio, it was a sexual free-for-all for a lot of us. When I say 'us', I am certainly including myself. There would be parties in various rooms; booze, weed, music. Then everyone would pair up and retire to one or the other's bed. I'm not bragging but I was always sought after during these fuck fests.

      Once, the first chair flute player had corralled me back to her room. We were both naked on her bed. She was sucking my cock like a porn star; loud, wet and sloppy. I was kicked back, smoking a j and enjoying her service. Suddenly, her roommate barges in.

      "Tony passed out in the bathtub. I'm as horny as a rabbit. Hey, that looks like fun! Mind if I join you?"

      Next thing you know, the roommate is sitting on my face. My nose is in her asshole, my tongue is doing laps around her vaginal opening and she's grinding her clit on my chin. Meanwhile, the flute player is riding my cock for all she's worth. They're making out and I'm wondering if I had died earlier in the day and was now in heaven.

      Sadly, football season ended and we all went back to our studies and more subdued sexual lives. I didn't want a steady girlfriend, not for the first couple years of school anyway. That flute play would come around pretty regularly. She claimed no one thrilled her or satisfied her like I could. She'd even bring her roommate along on occasion. I suspected the flute player was starting to develop feelings for me, feelings beyond a satisfied, well-fuck pussy.

      I was happy to go back home for Christmas break. Six weeks of quite time with my mom in her new house. She squealed with delight to see me. My whole face was covered in her lipstick within 20 seconds and I loved it. She has purchased a small, two bedroom in a nice suburb of Cleveland. I was surprised there were no picture or mementos of her years as a concert pianist. The only photographs displayed were of me, or her and me together. In fact, the house seemed to be shrine to our relationship. There were pictures of the two of us in various, albeit innocent, embraces from over the last 2 years. It appeared she took every picture and selfie we posed for together, had them blown up and professionally framed.

      Now, I thought this was all a bit odd. But when I turned to say something, her eyes were desperately pleading for my approval. I just didn't have it in me to disappoint her.

      "Mom, I love it! This feels like home... our home... you and me."

      She flung her arms around me and we held each other for a long, long time. I had to admonish myself for starting to think sexual things. The last 5 months had been so drenched in wanton sex, I had to get my mind back in line. But her breasts were so full and soft against my chest. And the urge to run my hands down her back and palm those luscious ass cheeks was undeniable. I know I was bushing a bit when we separated. She had a glow to her face as well.

      The first couple days I was home were happy if unremarkable. I spent some time with my grandparents. My mother was taking classes at a local junior college, so she was busy. It appeared I would be enjoying a quiet, restful break with my family. But then the letter arrived.

      I used my mother's Post Office box for correspondences from college, such things as tuition payments, room and board arrangements, etc.. I didn't realize that address was in the student directory that my classmates could access. Well, my mother walks in from running errands one afternoon looking both hurt and disgusted. I was sitting on the couch watching television. She throws a pile of mail dramatically on the coffee table in front of me and stomps upstairs, slamming her bedroom door behind her.

      
        
      

      The letter on top of the pile had been opened. I saw it was addressed to me. I recognized the name on the return address as the flute player I had been having sex with back at school. I put 2 and 2 together and broke out in a cold sweat. I could have been angry at my mother for opening the letter. But I guessed at what was written therein and my guilt overrode any feelings of violated privacy. My hands were shaking as I pulled the letter from the envelope.

      A picture fell out as I unfolded the paper. It was of the flute player's shaved vagina. She was spreading the lips with two fingers. Those fingers and her folds glistened from what was an obvious masturbation session. I didn't read the letter word for word. I just scanned it to confirm what I already knew it contained. I caught phrases like 'your big, beautiful cock', 'you fill me up so well', 'suck you until you shoot' and 'I'll cum all over your face'.

      This was a catastrophe. I never wanted my mother to know what kind of sex pig I was at school. She must have assumed I dated girls but we never talked about it. I loved my mother. Our relationship was pure, loving, innocent and beautiful. Her opinion of me meant everything. I'm sure that letter destroyed all respect she had for me. The young man who she adored was in truth a depraved pervert and now she saw it written out in graphic detail. The innocence between us, destroyed. The love, tainted. Now when she looked at me, she would see my face licking some stranger's pussy, getting my cock sucked, fucking like some monkey in a zoo. I felt lower than dirt.

      I put on my shoes, grabbed the letter and picture and left. I walk for miles, wandering aimlessly. I came across an open dumpster on the other side of town. I stopped, took out the letter and picture and tore them up. I tossed the pieces in with the rest of the garbage and filth. Then I walked on.

      I just wanted to run away. I never wanted my mother to see my face again. I thought about leaving the country. I thought about joining the military. I wanted to be gone, forgotten. I ruined the one precious thing in my life. Worse, I was sure I broke my mother's heart.

      Night had fallen by the time I made it back to my mother's house. I hoped to sneak in to grab my wallet and car keys without having to see her. The plan was to go back to school until I decided what to do with the rest of my life. The way I felt at the time, maybe I wasn't even worthy to live.

      There were no lights on that I could see from the outside. The front door was unlocked, which made me feel worse. Obviously, my mom felt sorry for her sexually deviant son. I tip-toed my way in and crept up to my room. I grabbed my keys and billfold. I snuck back downstairs. I was about to leave when I thought the least I could do was write my mom a note, something explaining how ashamed and sorry I was. I turned on a small lamp in the living room, found a pen and some paper and sat down on the couch to begin writing.

      
        I had just started when I felt someone else's presence in the room. I looked up to see my mother not 5 feet away. I don't know how I didn't hear her come down the stairs. She was dressed in what I assumed were her bed cloths, although I thought she normally wore flannel pajamas, pants and top. As she stood before me, she was only wearing one of my oversized OSU band camp t shirts. The hang of her pendulous breast and the protrusion of her fat nipples announced she wasn't wearing a bra. The shirt only hung down to her naked mid-thigh. And even though she seemed dressed for bed, her long black hair was perfectly brushed. Also, her make up seemed freshly applied. If I wasn't so shocked at being caught and ashamed at the letter she had read, I'm sure I would have found her an amazing vision of womanhood. As it was, I just wanted to disappear.

      She slowly walked to my side and sat down next to me, almost hip to hip. Our faces were only a foot apart. She didn't look angry. She looked determined, like she was on a serious mission. I opened my mouth to express my shame and regret when she suddenly attacked. She pressed her mouth hard into mine, her teeth and lips crushing my own. At the same time, she roughly rubbed her breasts against my chest, her shoulders awkwardly sawing back and forth.

      In shock, I pushed her away and stood up. I could taste blood in my mouth. I ran the back of my hand across my lips and the resulting red streak confirmed it. I looked down at my mother. She had the look of a wild animal. She was panting. I thought she was about to spring off the couch and attack me again.

      "Mother! What the hell?!"

      "Baby, let me love you. I can do everything that girl does to you. You can have me however you want me. "

      Then she did spring off the couch. She grabbed my crotch and squeezed hard. I bent over in pain and at the same time, pushed her violently off me. She fell back on the couch. She looked surprised I had thrown her off. But then I could see she was about to strike again. I lifted my fists to defend myself.

      "Mom!! Back! The! Fuck! Off! I'm not kidding! What in the hell is wrong with you?!"

      The look on her face changed from wild beast to that of a confused and broken woman. Tears welled up in her eyes. She buried her face in her hands and began sobbing.

      As she broke down, my adrenalin rush started to subside. I began to see what was going on here. My mother, in her own rough and inexperienced way, was trying to seduce me. She was trying to win my affection away from the girl who wrote the letter. Then I almost started crying, crying from deep, deep pity. The fact she thought this rough assault-type approach was how you seduced someone showed me what a sad, limited and unloving relationship she had with my father. It showed me how much she loved me, how she would do anything not to lose me. Her only experience with romance was this sort of animalistic attack. She was trying her best, but no one had ever shown her how to make gentle, caring love. This broke my heart because I loved her so much.

      I sat down next to her, placing my arm around her shoulder.

      "Shhh... Mom, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to yell at you. You just sacred me. I didn't understand what you were doing."

      She responded while weeping, keeping her face in her hands.

      "When I read what you were doing with that girl... I felt... jealous... panicked I would lose you."

      She hesitated. Then is a low, soft voice

      "I wanted you to desire me... in that way."

      I leaned my head closer to hers.

      "Mom", I said gently. "Look at me." She lifted her face. Her eyes were wet and begining to get puffy. I continued.

      "I love you, only you. Teenagers... we're horny all the time. And the things that girl was talking about, it's all just fun and games. Yes, I know I should have more respect for myself. I know that kind of fun isn't good or wholesome. I'm ashamed and I'm sorry. I'm mostly sorry because I never wanted to disappoint you. And I'm sure you are."

      She shook her head lightly and whispered, "No, baby. You didn't disappoint me. I do understand. I'm the one who should be ashamed. I tried to seduce my own son... and failed spectacularly."

      It looked like she was going to cry again, so I pulled her in for a tight hug. Her face was hot and wet against my cheek from the crying and drama. I leaned back and looked at her again.

      
        "Speaking of that, we need to work on your seduction techniques. That was more like a mugging."

      She looked down and giggled.

      I placed a finger under her chin and guided her face up and towards me. He eyes were wide and expectant.

      "Now mom, I don't want you to respond. Just feel what I'm doing. This is how to seduce someone."

      I pulled back her long hair, exposing her neck. I gently laid my lips on the soft skin just under her jawline. She involuntarily drew a loud breath at the sensation. I blazed a trail of warm, loving kisses down her neck and then back up, then her cheek, her chin, each closed eyelid, the tip of her nose and finally our lips pressed together in a love-affirming embrace. I drew my face away finally. She leaned back with a musical sigh. Her eyes fluttered open. She placed a hand to my face and with a look of need, asked for more.

      I placed my lips to hers for a moment, then whispered "Seduction is like a beautiful piece of music; it starts off soft and delicate, building and building to crescendo and climax. I know my beautiful mother understands this."

      My hand slid across her belly and up, lifting a heavy breast. The t shirt covering her was so thin, I could feel the heat of her skin through it. She began mimicking my kisses as the passion between us increased. When I opened my mouth, she opened hers. Soon our tongues were rolling together in raw sensuality. I strummed and tugged at each nipple through the shirt she wore, causing her to moan. I noticed she started to rub her naked thighs together. She was as turned on as I was.

      And I had never been so turned on. It was more than the fact she was a delicious and responsive woman. I loved her with all my heart. I now discovered expressing your love for another sexually is the most intense experience you can ever have. The sex games I played at school seemed empty in comparison. When I placed my hand on her knee, her legs immediately opened. I slowly ran my hand down her smooth, womanly thigh. I felt the humid heat of her sex well before I got there. I discovered she wasn't wearing panties when my hand was kissed by her wet, naked labia. I slowly ran a finger from the bottom of her entrance, between her lips and up to her hard, quivering clit. It was all heat and liquid and satin. I ran soft circles with my fingertip around her clit. In less than 30 seconds, she clamped her thighs like a vice on my hand. She buried her face in the crook of my neck, holding me by the shoulder and the back of the head so tightly, I couldn't move. She trembled and moaned like that through a couple minutes of an excruciating orgasm.

      
        She slowly relaxed. She looked at me with half-opened eyes and a pleasure drunk smile. I picked her up in my arms and carried her up the stairs. Her bedroom door was open. I laid her down on the bed. She watched me with a mixed look of nervousness and hunger as I undressed before her. When I was naked and my erection exposed, I saw a shadow of joy cross her face. I approached her. I grabbed the shirt she wore by the collar and tore it apart like a child with a Christmas present. She squealed with surprise.

      Her body was amazing. Large, natural breasts capped with pink areolas and fat nipples. She had a soft, feminine belly, wide hips and a freshly shaved pussy, luscious pussy lips with a still arouse clit poking out from under its hood. I guessed she shaved after seeing the picture from the flute player. And I did indeed find it beautiful, as I did every inch of my mother.

      I wanted to embrace her, to savor the exquisite pleasure of two naked bodies intertwined. She opened her arms, inviting me to her. We laid on our sides, face to face, softly kissing and whispering how much we loved each other, how much we desired each other. She threw her leg over my hip, pulling my crotch to hers. My erection lay between her legs, her pussy lips kissing the top of the shaft, her clit grinding on the base. I slid my had down her back until I was palming a magnificent ass cheek.

      I whispered into her kissed-out, swollen mouth "Your body is incredible. You're the sexiest woman in the world. I swear."

      "It's all yours," she whispered back. "Anytime you want me, you can have me. I'm yours forever."

      She started sliding her wetness back and forth along my shaft. My fingers slid between her cheeks until I found her wrinkled sphincter. I began tracing my index finger around the puckered pore. She giggled and called me a dirty, dirty boy. Soon our rubbing and teasing reached a critical point.

      "Make love to me, baby. Please. I need you inside of me."

      She laid on her back and opened her legs. I positioned myself for the act. I took her hand and placed it on my throbbing cock.

      "Put me into you. I love you so much. Guide me inside."

      She placed my head at her entrance. And even though she was soaked with her natural lubricant, it was a tight, slow process entering her love gates. I was careful to watch her face and feel when she tightened in fear as I entered. But we were in no hurry. It took a while, but we were eventually rewarded when her body was finally able to accommodate me.

      
        
      

      "Oh my love," she cried with joy. "It's happening. It's really happening. This is so beautiful. Make love to me. Make love to me for the rest of our lives. I need you inside me every day."

      We kissed deeply, with our souls. Our rhythm was in perfect synch. Our skin began to shine with perspiration. Our bodies wetly slapped a steadily building beat. As my mother's orgasm approached, her eyes widened.

      "Can you feel that, baby? Can you feel what you're doing to me? Oh baby! Oh my love! Here it comes!!"

      She threw her pussy at me, burying me as deep as I could go. She trembled and quaked beneath me. The visual, the feeling was more than my senses could take. Before she was through, I withdrew my cock. The first massive blast shot past her body and splashed against the headboard. That was follow by 5 more wads which left hot white streaks across her belly and tits.

      My entire body felt drained of all energy after my orgasm. I collapsed on my back next to my mother, panting for air. She made a sexually contented humming sound and embraced me. We were too exhausted to care about cleaning up. Our bodies sated and our hearts as one, we drifted off to sleep.

      The next morning was well along when I was awakened by the smell of coffee brewing. I was alone in my mother's bed. I wondered if the morning light changed the way she felt about last night. It definitely did not for me. I was in love with that woman. Complete, full-blown love.

      I took a quick shower, dried off, threw on a robe and padded down to the kitchen. My mothers face beamed with joy when I walked in. She was also in a robe and I could see by the deep cleavage, naked underneath. We held each other there in the kitchen for a long minute. We kissed long and deeply. Kisses that affirmed the love revealed the night before. When my inevitable hard on nudged her belly, she undid the belt of my robe. She cupped my balls in one hand and began to softly jack my cock with the other.

      "Baby, why didn't you cum inside me last night?"

      "I... I didn't know if you were on birth control. I assumed you weren't."

      She kissed me. "I'm not. And I want you to make me pregnant. I'm your mother and your wife now."

      
        She kissed me again as my mind whirled at the idea of making a baby.

      "Come on, "she cooed. "Coffee can wait. I need you to fertilize me, now."

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Starting Anew

      I met my girlfriend in my Junior year at Penn State. We were both Physical Education majors. But our relationship grew due to our mutual love of CrossFit. That's a specific type of training which really became popular a few years ago. It involves cardio, bodyweight exercises and Olympic-style weight lifting. In fact, my girlfriend and I competed together in a 'CrossFit Games' program on a specific sports-themed cable television network.

      I graduated a semester earlier than my girlfriend. It was supposed to be a happy, exciting time for us. The night I graduated, I proposed to my girl and she accepted. We stayed up late that night dreaming of our future. We agreed, when she graduated in the spring, we would move to California. It was sort of the fitness capitol of the United States. To establish a life in that culture was a dream for both of us.

      I took my new fiancée to my parents' home in New Jersey for Christmas. We were going to share our plans for marriage and moving out west. But when we arrived, there was a palatable air of gloom in the house. Before we could share our news, my father announced he and my mother were getting a divorce. Neither of them elaborated as to why. My mother wouldn't, or couldn't, say anything at all. I sensed she had been crying a lot over this development. She probably wouldn't have been able to keep it together if I had tried to press her for reasons.

      Although we had planned to stay for a week, my girl and I only stayed one night. We were too excited about the developments in our own life to be in that house of gloom for the holidays. We drove back to Pennsylvania and managed to have a pleasant little Christmas together. Still, I couldn't stop thinking about my parents, specifically my mother. I wasn't worried about my father. He had a good paying executive position in a multi-national company. He had many friends as well. My mother, on the other hand, had never worked since she got married. Her 'friends' were really my father's friends with whom she was required to socialize. Now they were divorcing, I was sure they would all abandon her. I had a sad image of my mother, alone and feeling forsaken.

      So when the New Year started, I began calling my mother twice a week. I was happy with the fact she got to keep the house and was receiving a livable alimony check each month. I didn't have any advice for her. I just called to be there, to be a friend. It was initially strange because our relationship had previously been that of a typical mother and son. We had always loved each other, but our roles were clearly defined. Now, she began opening up to me about things mothers don't typically share with their sons. Not sexual things but hopes, fears, regrets, reminisces of old loves, of my father when he was courting her. I could tell she loved our conversations. I was more than happy to be her sounding board.

      She eventually confessed to why my father divorced her. It was your typical story of a successful man hitting a mid-life crisis. He apparently began an affair with a woman in his office 20 years his junior. My mother was willing to forgive him for love and the sake of the marriage. But he was compelled to chase his youth with this new relationship. My mother was heartbroken but surprisingly philosophical over everything. Her reaction was to overhaul of her own life. She wanted to get back into the shape she was 20 years ago when she had me. She asked me for diet and workout plans. Given that was my expertise, I complied. She also said she had a surprise for me next time I came to visit.

      That visit came at the end of April. My girl was taking her final exams, so I thought I'd get out of the apartment and let her study in peace. I was really looking forward to seeing my mother in person. We had grown close over the last 4 months. Yes, my wife-to-be was my best friend. But my mom had become my co-best friend (Believe me, I would never admit that to my fiancée). I had plans to take her out. Maybe we could go to Atlantic City for the day. Like most people with my major, I made a few bucks on the side as a personal trainer. And as a very fit, I admit good looking, 21-year-old personal trainer, my female clients were very generous with their tips. My girlfriend believed I was totally faithful when I trained those women. All I'll say is, you don't make 200.00 an hour helping people do sit-ups.

      I rang the doorbell to the home I grew up in. The door opened only a few inches. My mother's smiling eyes appeared.

      "Hello, handsome! Are you ready for the surprise?"

      I laughed and said, "Yes! Yes!" I had no idea what she was up to.

      She announced, "Ta-da!" and swung open the door.

      She had lost maybe 20 pounds. You could see it in her face. Not that she was overweight to begin with. But she had definitely tightened up the package. The SURPRISE, and man, was it ever, were her breasts. Specifically, her apparent boob job. Her boobs were amazing! The had to be a full d cup. And on her petite frame, they were the center of attraction. She was wearing a light blue v-neck tee shirt . Her nipples poked out a half inch, like fat thumbs. There was obviously no bra there. I know our relationship had evolved from that of parent and child to one of close friends. But this moment had me dumbstruck. She was mouth-watering delicious... but she was still my mother.

      She stood in the doorway, her arms held open, exhibiting these new, magnificent additions.

      "Well, what do you think?" she smiled. I think the fact my mouth was hanging open and my eyes were bugging out told her everything she needed to know. And she was apparently happy.

      
        
      

      She stepped to me and gave me the most incredibly loving hug I've ever had.

      "I'm so happy to see you." She purred.

      After a good minute, she finally pulled away. Her unavoidable nipples were even more erect. She kissed me on the mouth, emphasizing her happiness at seeing me.

      "Mom, your, uh, boobs are amazing!" I managed to sputter.

      She looked down at them, grabbed the bottom of her shirt and pulled down. This exposed even more cleavage. She pulled within a millimeter of her areolas. She was proud of her new titties. And apparently, felt not the slightest bit of modesty.

      "Oh honey, I'm so glad you like them. I went to the best doctor in New York City. This is the exact size they were when I was breastfeeding you. That was the time of my life when I felt most attractive. After I weened you, they dropped 2 cup sizes and flatted out. I'm so happy to have them back!"

      "Well, I must be having a flashback because suddenly I'm very hungry."

      As soon as I said that, I wondered what in the world came over me. I just told my mother I wanted suck her tits! Thankfully, it was apparently the right thing to say. She squealed with laughter and wrapped her arms around me again.

      I was a bit tired after the 4-hour drive from State College. My girl had put me through a marathon lovemaking session the night before, knowing we'd be apart for a week. Mom had me sit at the kitchen table while she made me a sandwich. She told me how she had gotten her boob job a month ago. She said she was very sore for the first couple weeks. Now they were still sensitive, but in a 'good way'.

      "When I'm alone in the house, I'm normally topless. Just having to wear this tee shirt in front of you has me all hot-n-bothered."

      I just about choked on my sandwich, which made mother laugh out loud.

      
        "I haven't really shown them off. I wanted you to be the first to really see them."

      I wondered if she understood how that sounded to me. I assumed she was simply proud of her new body, her new look. And since I had given her some diet and exercise advise, she wanted to show her appreciation. But I was lusting for her in a serious way. And all this talk about her tits was beginning to be torturous.

      I asked her if she had bought any nice cloths specifically for her new body. She said no, so I gave her my charge card and told her to go out and buy something nice. I would take her out that evening. After trying to refuse, she eventually accepted. In truth, I wanted a nap and to cool my jets for a while. I hadn't stopped drooling over her barely-covered knockers from the moment I got there.

      She put on a much more modest outfit, gave me a kiss and headed out. I went upstairs to my old room and jacked off to relieve the tension she had created. I fell asleep almost as soon as I shot my load. Thankfully, I had pulled a sheet over my naked body before passing out because I awoke a couple hours later to my mother standing at the foot of the bed.

      "Baby, you look like a young Greek God sleeping there."

      The sheet barely came above my freshly jerked cock, leaving my entire upper body for my mother to ogle. And she did so shamelessly. She looked like a hungry lioness about to pounce. I asked what she got at the store, which snapped her out of whatever lecherous fantasy she was lost in. She smiled and said, "You'll see."

      About 10 miles outside my hometown is one of the nicest restaurants in southern New Jersey. I called and was lucky enough to get reservations for two. There were some acceptable cloths for me to wear still hanging in my closet. My mother retreated into the master bedroom, where she had her own full bath and walk-in closet. I passed by her door a couple times to hear her singing to herself as she prepared for dinner. I was delighted to see her so happy.

      I was drinking a glass of my father's fine scotch, waiting for her downstairs. Just as time was demanding we leave, she appeared at the top of the staircase. She wore a black dress. The neckline plunged almost to her bellybutton. It did not allow for a bra. But her breasts were so deliciously round and full, there was no need for one. The sides of the dress were open, allowing for a massive amount of tit exposure. She wore a diamond necklace which drew even more attention to her décolletage. The desire to pull aside the cloth covering her nipples and begin sucking was almost overwhelming.

      
        I didn't want to smear her carefully applied make-up, so I took her hand and kissed it. She cooed in approval. I opened the car door for her. I could see as she sat down her dress was slit very high up her thigh. As we drove, she took my hand and placed it on her leg with her hand resting on top of mine.

      "No stockings tonight?" I observed.

      "No, with my breast so sensitive, it seems everything is more sensitive. My legs, my... Well, everything." She giggled.

      I was disciplined enough to keep my attention on the road and not the smooth, delectable flesh under my hand. Still, my cock was in a state of three quarter erection and promised to stay that way all night. We got to the restaurant a bit early. This gave us some time to go to their bar and have a drink. I have to say, my mom made quite an impression. Almost all the men and a good portion of the women we saw stared lustfully at her amazing body and the dress that framed it. My mother was glowing with pride under their obvious admiration. I was as mesmerized as everyone else, even though I had had a few more hours to be with her.

      During dinner, the conversation was light and fun. I avoided talking about my planned move out west. In fact, I was starting to think that was a bad idea. I love this woman before me. Talking on the phone twice a week was nice, but to be in her presence was something I didn't want to live without. Not simply because of her arresting body. It was everything about her. I was going to have to have a serious talk with my fiancée when I got back to Pennsylvania.

      After a wonderful dinner, we drove back home. The night was dark. The atmosphere in the car was electric. We had laughed and enjoyed ourselves all evening. We had each had a few drinks and were feeling loose and free. The feeling of love between us was strong. My mom put my hand back on her thigh then leaned over to my face as I drove.

      "Honey, your mother is feeling very, VERY wicked right now."

      "Now, now... be a good girl. I want to get us home in one piece."

      She whined at my response like a spoiled child not getting her way. She kissed my cheek then bit my earlobe. She settled back in her seat.

      "When we get back, I want you to help me with something. I know you'll enjoy it." She growled.

      
        
      

      "Ooo.. I can't wait." I replied, squeezing the flesh under my hand.

      She sang along to the radio the rest of the way home. Again, my heart was warmed by her obvious good mood. When we finally got back, she told me to get into something comfortable and meet her in the living room. I took a quick shower and dressed in my sleeping attire, which was a tee shirt and boxer shorts. I was a little nervous but not at all conflicted. I was enjoying every second of her flirting and teasing. I was up for whatever and would not have a second of apprehension at anything she might want to do.

      I went downstairs and turned the television on to a station that played meditative music 24/7. I let the screen be the only light in the room. Soon my mother appeared. She was wearing a silk robe that, again, betrayed the fact she was braless underneath. She walked up to me and gave me another long, warm hug. She pulled back just enough to look me in the face. My cock had never relaxed from its earlier state of agitation. My shaft nestled against her pubis. I know she could feel me between the thin layers of cloth separating us.

      "Baby, thank you so much for tonight. You made me feel so wonderful. I haven't been this happy since I can't remember."

      She kissed me on the lips. It was an opened mouth kiss for the first time. There was no tongue, but it was loving, warm, soft and passionate. We eventually parted and she looked me in the eye while she licked her lips. 'Delicious' she whispered.

      She had me sit on the couch. She left the room for a moment and came back with a little white jar.

      "Baby, I've been rubbing this into my breasts for the last month. It is supposed to help with pain and swelling. I'm almost done with it. I thought you'd want to help mommy out and rub it in for me tonight."

      I felt like I had just won the lottery. I could only nod and say, "Yes please!"

      She smiled and shrugged off her robe. Her body was breathtaking. If you didn't know, you'd think her breasts were real. Perfect, mouth-watering but real. They hung magnificently as a 45 year old woman's should. Her areolas were the size of half dollars, tipped with fat, succulent nipple. Nipples that begged to be sucked. She was clearly in shape but had a bit of a paunch that only made her that much more feminine. In contrast, my wife had a steel cable, six pack abs. Good for aerobics and weightlifting but not the sexiest thing for a hetro man to kiss.

      
        
      

      She shyly placed her hands over her smoothly-shaved beaver. I had never laid eyes on a sexier vision. She directed me to sit at one end of the couch. She had me put my legs up so she could sit between them, her back against my chest. She wiggled up against me, my rock-hard cock nestled between her ass cheeks. The thin fabric of my boxer the only barrier between us. I threw off my shirt and wrapped my arms around her. She smelled like wildflowers. She hummed her pleasure over our skin-on-skin contact. I looked over her shoulder as she opened the lid of her breast cream.

      She turned her face to mine. Our lips were an inch apart. "Take some, baby." She whispered, offering the open jar. I dipped three fingers in and withdrew a dollop. I warmed the ointment between my hands. It felt silky and had a sweet, delicate musky smell. My mom set the jar down, closed her eyes and laid her head back between my neck and shoulder. My hands trembled slightly as I reached for the globes I'd been lusting over all day. I cupped the underside of each simultaneously. Mom gave a quick intake of breath, then a purr of pleasure as I slowly, ever so slowly ran my hands up from under her breasts, over her turgid nipples and further, to almost her collarbone. I reversed course, achingly, slowly retracing the journey to the underside of her breasts. Back and forth I made this trip until each breast fully glistened with cream in the flickering light of the television. Then I used both hands per tit, holding it on both sides then running each hand across the slick skin to the nipple peak, giving it a gentle tug with each pass.

      Mother began to moan and squirm as my manipulations continued. I could see her sliding her thighs together, trying to rub her clit between them. I turned my face to her ear and whispered.

      "Mom, you can touch yourself if you want. Do it, please. I want to see you." She opened her eyes and looked at me.

      "Really, baby? You want to see mommy touch herself for you?" She breath into my mouth.

      I nodded in accent. We met in a kiss, her tongue demanding mine. At the same time, I felt her legs open. I turned to look down. She was running her finger up and down between the petals of her flower. At the top, a large clit stood out, wanting to be caressed. Mom would tug at it every third or fourth pass. Or she would twirl her finger around it like a mini tornado. Mom was also nipping at my neck and ear whenever a particularly intense wave of pleasure hit her. All the while I was pulling and strumming at her nips. Then she began to finger herself. Soon the room was filled with the obscene noise of her fingers plunging in and out of her drenched pussy. As it became clear her orgasm was moments away, I asked her to stop and give me her masturbating fingers to lick. She hesitantly withdrew them and lifted them to my mouth. With the lids of her eyes half-closed, her mouth opened as mine did, watching as I took her finger into my mouth. I ran my tongue up, down and around each pussy cream coated digit. When I was done she returned them to the task of fucking her. Our mouths met again as her orgasm hit her like a train. She jerked and spasmed in my arms while I held her, preventing her from falling to floor.

      
        
      

      "Oh my God! Baby... Baby... Oh my God.." She kept repeating as she caught her breath. She closed her legs and curled into a fetal position on my chest. I simply held her, basking in the amazement of the most incredible moment I've ever lived. Soon her breathing was normal, then replaced with the deeper breathing of sleep. I lifted her up and carried her to her bedroom. Laying her on the bed, I kissed her cheek. She whispered, "I love you" as I draped a blanket over her naked body. Then I left her room for my own.

      Waking up the next day, I was most surprised at how I felt no regret over what happened. I mean none. The only negative feeling about yesterday came when I checked my cellphone. My fiancée had called twice and left a bunch of text messages. I last contacted her when I had arrived at my mom's the day before, just to let her know I made it safe. I didn't think of reaching out to her since. And I didn't feel like speaking to her that morning either.

      After freshening up, I walked downstairs to find my mother in the kitchen. All she wore were some black satin panties. She turned and embraced me as soon as she heard my footsteps.

      "Are you alright, baby?" She spoke into my chest.

      "More than alright. Yesterday was amazing. I love you so much."

      She stepped back, opened her arms and presented herself to me.

      "How do you like it? This is how I dress every day."

      "You wear it well, my love." I said with a wink. My cock jumped in my boxers, catching my mother's eye.

      "I do feel bad about one thing, baby. Come here."

      She grabbed my hand and led me to the living room. She sat down on the couch and had me stand before her.

      "You were so good to me yesterday." She said. Her face was level with my swollen crotch. "I want to do something nice for you." With that she lowered my boxers, freeing my fully erect cock. She held it with admiration, slowly running her hand up and down the shaft. She looked up at me.

      
        "I've wanted to do this for so long. I love you so, so much." She softly said. She began kissing the shaft, moving up to the head, then back down. After a few more passes, she took the head into her mouth.

      There are certain types of blowjobs. There's the obligatory blowjob; which is when your partner feels it's their duty or they owe you. There's the mindless blowjob; where the giver has done it so often, they just go through the motions. There's the technical blowjob; these are focused on technique. Often good, but lacking emotion. What my mom gave me was the worshipful blowjob and it was the greatest of my life. Her heart and soul were focused 100% with pleasing me while, at the same time, expressing the deepest of loves. With her mouth and tongue, through my cock and balls, she wanted me to know how much she loved me, how deep her appreciation was for me and how devoted she would always be. I felt all those things and more with every slurp, suck and nibble.

      I couldn't say how long it lasted. 2 minutes? 10? 20? All I know is I was in heaven. When I felt the cum rushing up my shaft, I shouted a warning. This only made her moan in anticipation. She drank my load down like it was the essence of life itself. My knees buckled and I fell to the floor before her. I held her in my arms, whispering "thank you, thank you" over and over again. Eventually, I turned my face to her neck and began kissing. I kissed across her throat and down. I suckled at her breast in the most tender of ways. She ran her hand through my hair and moaned "yes baby, yes" as I sucked and nibbled at her fat nipples.

      After giving each magnificent tit the attention it deserved, I guided mom onto her back and pulled off her panties. With a hand behind each knee, I held her legs up and open, exposing her completely. I dove my tongue into her sopping crevasse, extending it as far as I could, then curling it back, getting the maximum taste of her womanhood as I could. I continued to lap into her. I then moved up to her clitty. I sucked and fluttered my tongue around it until it was literally quivering with explosive pleasure. I introduced my fingers into her as this clit teasing was going on. After that, it was mere moments before orgasmic jets of sweet juice began splashing on my face. She screamed my name and pulled my hair violently.

      Once she had come down to the point of being a mass of quivering flesh, I began the slow trek of kisses up her body until we were eventually face-to-face. We kissed softly, expressing the tender side of the feeling between us. She ran a hand down my back and around to my never-softened cock.

      "Put me inside you." I breathed into her ear. She nodded her head. We locked eyes as I slid into the passage from where I had emerged into this world. Our rhythm was slow and steady. Her pussy was still contracting from her previous orgasm. Eventually our coupling intensified until she came, bursting into tears at the intensity and beauty of the moment. I followed her orgasm with my own, never questioning for a moment whether it was ok to seed her depths.

      
        As we laid together in post-orgasmic bliss, I knew I had some tough decisions to make. But for the moment, I closed my eyes and savoured the pure joy of our entanglement.

    
  
    
      Mixed Feelings

      Nancy was just about to go to bed when her phone rang. She considered letting it go to voicemail for a moment. But something told her to answer it.

      "Hello?"

      "Hi Mom."

      "David? What's going on?"

      "Can I come over? Dad kicked me out."

      "Kicked you out?! David, what happened?"

      "Can I explain when I get there? Please?"

      "Of course, honey. Of course."

      "Thanks mom. See you in a half hour."

      David was her only son. He was attending college on the west coast and was back in town for the summer. He had already spent a couple weeks with her. Now he was supposed to be spending the next month with his father out in the country. He had only been there a couple days before the phone call asking to come back.

      Nancy and David's father had divorced the year before. Once David graduated high school, his father was hit with a major midlife crisis. He bought the obligatory Corvette, started dying his hair and dressing like a teenager. What made the crisis complete was when he started seeing another woman behind Nancy's back. It was a girl from his gym, 20 years his junior. When Nancy found out, she was shattered. She felt old, ugly and worn out. At the same time, she was mad enough to spit fire. She hated David's father for his betrayal. She hated the young chippy he was fucking behind her back. Nancy filed for divorce immediately. She did quite well in the settlement. She got to keep the house and received a nice package of cash and stocks as well. David's father could afford it though. He seemed more than happy to leave his old life, and wife, behind and begin anew with his fresh arm candy.

      All of Nancy's friends were sympathetic and supportive. Yet despite their support and the nice divorce settlement, her self-esteem was destroyed. At her friends' prompting, she began going to the gym and eating right. Still, while she may have become an attractive, even sexy 40-year-old in the last year, she'd never see a 20-year-old looking back in the mirror again. The only true spark of happiness in her world was her son. He was handsome, athletic and devoted to his mother. He even wanted to quit school for a while to be by his mother's side when he heard about his father's infidelity. Nancy wouldn't hear of it. She didn't want David to see her crying every night. Not to mention David was doing wonderfully in school. He was taking pre-med classes and was on the dean's list every semester so far.

      She savored every minute he was home for breaks and now, the summer. It killed Nancy that he had to visit his father for a whole month. Still, David's father was paying his tuition and all his expenses. It was reasonable to expect him to spend some time over there, over there with the adulterous bum and his whore bitch.

      About 20 minutes after his call, David was at the front door. He had a sad, regretful look on his face. Nancy gave him a big hug and ushered him inside. Once he was settled with his bags and all, they sat together on the couch.

      "So, what happed, David?"

      He looked down at his feet and didn't speak for a moment. Nancy thought it must be something terrible. Davis was clearly searching for the right words. And some courage to speak them.

      "When Dad came home tonight, he caught Christy and I on the couch." He said, eyes still staring at his feet.

      Christy was the 20-year-old who broke up Nancy's marriage. She was her ex's new wife in all but name. Just to hear her name caused Nancy's blood to start boiling.

      "Caught? Caught doing what? Were you having sex with your father's girlfriend?"

      
        
      

      David turned to her in denial, but was too ashamed to look at his mother and adverted his eyes again.

      "No, no we weren't doing anything. I mean, she was kind of on top of me. I'm sure it looked bad. But I swear we weren't... you know. Everyone was clothed, ok?"

      "David, how could you?" Nancy tried to sound disappointed.

      "Please mom, believe me. Nothing actually happened. She was being very aggressive. Dad really should be mad at her, not me. But I'm the one who got accused and thrown out of the house. Mom, I swear."

      They sat in silence for a couple minutes. Both of them now staring at the floor.

      "Listen honey, it's late. I want to talk about this more tomorrow. For now, let's just say good night. I love you and I'm glad you're home."

      She leaned over and kissed his cheek. He cracked a semi-smile and thanked her for taking him in.

      As she lay in bed, she had mixed feelings. Part of her was evilly delighted her ex got a taste of his own medicine. Now he felt a little of the betrayal she had been living with for the past year. She hoped he was breaking down with regret at that moment, hating himself for throwing away 20 years of marriage for an untrustable slut who played him for the old fool he was.

      But part of her felt something like jealousy, jealousy for Christy getting to do something sexual with her handsome son. She knew her son had been having sex with his girlfriends since he was a senior in high school. They had talked frankly about how sex was a part of dating these days and how it should be done safely and responsibly. She had never been jealous of his girlfriends before. No, she felt Christy didn't deserve the pleasure of getting physical with her boy. If anyone other than David's girlfriends were to enjoy his loving, she though, it should be... her, Nancy.

      Wow. Nancy had always been honest with herself, but once she admitted she wanted David sexually, she questioned if she was perhaps too honest. She tossed and turned for a while in bed, trying to put that genie back in the bottle. But it was impossible. Eventually, she knew if she was to get some sleep, she'd have to masturbate. And masturbate to thoughts of her son. Twenty minutes later, she was softly snoring, her pussy wet and swollen after one of the most delicious releases of her life.

      
        
      

      The morning was well along when she awoke the next morning. She felt remarkably refreshed and content. She took a moment to savor the feeling. She hadn't felt this way since well before her divorce. She recalled the events of the previous evening, including the amazingly hot masturbation fantasy she had about her son. She wondered at her lack of guilt over it. But not for too long, soon she was skipping down the stairs looking for breakfast. David had left a note. He was going to the Y to swim some laps then pick up dinner for the both of them.

      'The dear,' she thought to herself. 'He feels guilty. I'll try a bit harder to ease his worries.'

      Around noon, the phone rang. It was Nancy's ex-husband.

      "Nancy, is David there? I was a little harsh with him last night and I want to apologize."

      Nancy went from calm to enraged in all of 2 seconds.

      "You listen to me, you son of a bitch. Don't you EVER throw my son out of your house in the middle of the night. And if that whore girlfriend of yours even so much as touches him, I will personally see to it she never does again. Got it?! Goodbye!"

      She slammed the phone down emphatically. After a moment, she smiled to herself. That felt gooood... that felt really good. She had always played the passive victim in her husband's infidelity and their divorce. Well, no more. It was well past the time for the world to know this kitten has claws.

      It was late afternoon when David finally returned. He had done quite a bit of shopping. He had bought things for dinner as well as food for the both of them for the next couple weeks. He also bought Nancy a couple bottles of her favorite wine. He poured her a nice big glass and insisted she relax in the other room while he prepared their meal.

      Dinner was delicious, grilled salmon with avocado salsa. Still, the conversation was a bit awkward. She didn't tell him his father called. She felt a little guilty about holding that from him. But she wanted to enjoy the evening together with her son. She decided to tell him the next morning and pretend it had slipped her mind.

      After dinner, she suggested he take a shower and get comfortable while she did the dishes. Then she'd take a quick shower and they could have a talk about last night. He agreed. Before he went upstairs, she gave him a long, warm hug and thanked him for dinner. She was feeling happy and a little frisky from the wine. She still needed to hear what happened at his father's house the night before. She told herself it was because she was simply a caring, protective mother. But deep down, the intimate details of what happened between her son and his father's girlfriend would be a turn on for her, something to get her going for another intense masturbation session later.

      She finished the dishes and grabbed a quick shower. She threw on her typical evening wear; a night dress (which was really just a long t shirt that came down to her knees) and a pair of worn cotton panties. As she walked down the stairs, she realized her large breasts were swaying and bouncing in a most eye-catching way. Not only that, but her dress emphasized exactly where, and how hard, her nipples were. She hesitated for a moment and considered putting on a bra. But then she thought giving her son a little tease would be a bit of wicked fun.

      David was waiting for her on the couch. He was wearing only in a t shirt and boxer shorts. He smiled a warm, heart-melting smile as his mother approached. She noticed his eyes were drawn to her unencumbered tits. They played beneath the thin material of her dress as she walked across the living room. She smiled inwardly as he struggled to keep eye contact with her... yet kept glancing down at her free milkers.

      She turned off the main lamp in the room and kept on only a small reading light. This set a nice, romantic ambiance. She thought that might put her son at ease. She sat down next to him, almost hip to hip.

      "So," she began, placing a hand on his thigh and hunching her shoulders forward for a moment so her braless breasts squeezed together. "Tell me exactly what happened yesterday."

      He was able to look at her now as opposed to last night. She guessed the dim lighting helped with that. He took a deep breath and spoke softly.

      "Christy said she had something important to tell me. So we were sitting on the couch, just talking. She said she and dad were going to get married, that she was going to be my new mom."

      A wave of murderous rage washed over Nancy. Though she managed to keep her composure.

      "That fucking ... I'm sorry, honey. Go on."

      "Well, she said she was looking forward to spending a lot more time with me."

      
        
      

      He hesitated. Nancy could see he was holding something back.

      "Baby, I want you to tell me everything. Don't hold back. Nothing is going to happen. I just need to know exactly what she said."

      He took another deep breath. He looked down at his mother's hand on his thigh. Then, in almost a whisper,

      "She asked me if I wanted to be a mother fucker."

      "WHAT?! Oh my God! I am going to kill this woman!"

      Seeing the rage in his mother's face caused David to panic.

      "Mom! Mom! Please! Yes, that was outrageous of her. But I'm a big boy, ok? Nothing was going to happen. Nothing would ever happen. If I was going to have sex with my mother, it would be you. Every time, it would be you."

      Ninety-nine percent of mothers who would have heard that from a son would have slapped their face in disgust. But it was the perfect thing for David to say at that moment. The anger in Nancy's eyes immediately softened. She wrapped her arms around her son and squeezed with gratitude and love.

      "Oh baby, I love you so, so much"

      After holding him for a few moments, she lifted her head and whispered,

      "Then what did she do?"

      "She, uh, straddled me."

      
        "You mean like this?" She stood before he son, placed a knee on either side of him and held on to the back of the couch. Her crotch hovered millimeters above his, his face mere inches from her thinly veiled tits.

      "Then what, baby?"

      He swallowed hard. "She was kind of... grinding on me."

      "Oh, that dirty slut," she whispered in mock condemnation. "Like this?"

      She gently lowered her hips until her clit, barely concealed behind her thread-worn panties, made the lightest contact with his boxer-encased erection. She rolled her hips back and forth slowly. Her swollen nub caressing the considerable length of his shaft. She shivered with pleasure as she could feel each vein and the ridge of his cock head.

      The gentle tenderness of the contact was almost torturous.

      "She was grinding a little harder," David panted. It was more of a plea than a description.

      Nancy pressed into her son's shaft a bit more. She was now breathing heavy herself and decadent contact increased. She was hot and wet, and she knew her son felt it.

      "Then what happened, baby?" She moaned

      "That's when dad came in," he answered. David looked like he might start crying, fearing the end of the story meant the end of his mother's loving.

      "Oh, that poor girl. She was probably close to cumming. I know I am. I bet I know what she would have done next. You want to see? You want mommy to show you?"

      David could not speak, only nod his head yes. Nancy sat up and pulled her dress up over her head, tossing it across the room. Her tits were still nicely full at age forty. Her nipples were almost as fat as a thumb, sticking out a good half inch.

      
        She leaned over her son again, who had remained motionless beneath his mother the whole time. She looked down at her young man's face, the most handsome face in the world. She lightly ran a hard nipple across his cheek, along the lips of his slightly open mouth and back again.

      "Do you want to suck me? baby. You can. You can suck your mother's tits. I want you to."

      He closed his eyes and took the nipple into his mouth. At first, he lightly sucked the fat nub, occasionally rolling his tongue around it. But as his mother's grinding picked up intensity, so did his ministrations. The springs of the couch were soon creaking loud and rhythmically and she humped her panty-clad pussy against his cock.

      "Baby? Mommy's gonna cum! Mommy's cumming baby! Mommy's CUMMMMINGGGG..."

      He released a red and swollen nipple and sought his mother's mouth. Their kiss was initially as intense and furious as the orgasm Nancy was lost in. But as she came down, the kissing transitioned to soft, sweet, loving caresses. Eventually, she was fully in control of herself again. She leaned back and looked down at her son.

      "Wow honey! That was something else! You're so good to your mother. Let me do something nice for you."

      She stepped off the couch and knelt on the floor before him. She grabbed his boxers by the waist. He lifted his butt off the couch to allow her to remove them. She threw them in the direction of her discarded dress. She thought his cock was beautiful. Long and thick, it would require a very well-lubricated pussy take that fine piece. He apparently shaved everything as well, there was only smooth, delicious looking skin on and around his cock and balls.

      In fact, his balls looked so good to her, that's where she started. She took one of the egg-sized sperm factories into her hot mouth, rolling her tongue under and over it. David dug his finger into the couch cushions and groaned in pleasure. She switched back and forth between balls before kissing and nipping her way up the shaft. At the head, a large pearl of clear pre-cum had formed at his pee hole. Nancy softly kissed it, then smeared it across her lips and over the helmet of his prick. She took the head into her mouth and gently sucked while slowly rubbing the shaft in her hand. She had never held a harder cock in her life. She removed her mouth from his penis and asked in a lust-drenched whisper,

      "Do you like that, baby? Do you like how mommy sucks your cock?"

      
        "Oh mom... mom... I'm going to cum... I'm cumming..."

      She got her mouth back on his organ just in time to receive his first blast. Shot after shot filled her mouth. But she was able to suck it all down. Once he was finished discharging, she lay his still hard cock against his stomach, gently petting it.

      After only a minute, David sat up and motion his mother stand. He got up off the couch and maneuvered himself behind her. He placed his chest to her back, reached around and cupped a tit in each hand. He whispered in her ear, "I've got to have you." She reached her hand up and caressed his cheek.

      "I want you too, baby."

      He kissed her neck hotly and slowly. She felt her knees quiver with the pleasure. He kissed down her back along her spine until he reached her panties. He grabbed each side and slowly pulled them down her legs. He had her step out of them. He stood up behind her again. He guided her back onto the couch as if she was straddling him again, only this time he was not underneath her. He was behind her. He had her drop her back and lift her ass. This caused her ass cheeks to separate. She was completely exposed to him, both her asshole and her pussy.

      She squealed and squirmed as he teased her with gentle bites to ass. Then he planted a long, wet, warm kiss to her engorged clit. She couldn't help but wiggle a bit, wanting to rub her pleasure bean all over his mouth. Than he proceeded with long, sensual licks up and down her hot, weeping slit. Nancy was gyrating along with his mouth.

      "Does mommy taste good, honey? You make her feel so good. Mommy loves your mouth. Lick me, baby. Lick mommy all night."

      His mother squealed again when he ran his tongue around the rim of her sphincter. She had never been this open to a man. No man ever got that intimate with her. David began to rub her clit with his thumb while tongue fucking her asshole. She screamed his name. This was beyond her raunchiest fantasies and she never wanted it to stop.

      Before she could cum again, David was standing behind her. A hot, fat, spongy bulb was being rubbed up and down her vaginal opening. She knew he was lubing up his cock in order to enter her. She was ready. She needed to become one again with her boy.

      
        He placed his cock head at her entrance. She pushed back against him. She felt an almost painful pressure as her pussy stretched to receive him. Then, as if it knew it had no choice, her vagina opened up and he slid inside her.

      "Yes, baby! Yes! You're inside mommy! Is it good? Do you like it?"

      "Oh my God. Yes, you feel AMAZING!"

      Mother and son rocked steadily towards then away from each other, allowing her body to adjust to his girth and length. She never felt so full, so bonded sexually and emotionally, in her life. After a few minutes, she was able to take all of him. Soon her ass was loudly slapping against his thighs as she threw her pussy onto his cock. His balls smacked against her clit with every inward plunge. After several more minutes of this unabashed coupling, she dropped her head and stopped moving, other than to tremble and shiver.

      "Oh God... Oh... my God." She cried into the couch cushion.

      Her climax literally knocked her over. She found herself curled up in the fetal position, wracked with orgasmic contractions. She moaned over and over with her eyes closed, "Oh baby... I love you so much. I love you baby, so much..."

      When she was semi-coherent again. She looked up. Her son stood over her. He looked like a god; his handsome face, his young, rock-hard body, his cum-coved erection standing proud, glistening in the dim light. She rolled onto her back, spread her legs and beckoned him to take his place between her open thighs. That's where he positioned himself. He bent down, locking his lips with hers as she groped for that glorious baby-maker. Once in hand, she guided him back to her now accommodating pussy. He slid that amazingly hard cock all the way to her cervix. Than he began that gentle pounding, coaxing his seed out to search for her egg.

      "I want you every night," she panted as they locked eyes. "I'll never get enough of you. Never."

      With those words, he buried his shaft as deep as she could take and released jet after ejaculatory jet into her body. She kissed him all over his face and he struggled not to collapse on top of her. Once he was completely empty, he withdrew slowly, eliciting a moan of disappointment from his mother. He positioned his body next to hers, spooning naked, basking in the afterglow of their epic mating.

      Nancy smiled to herself. Her womb, awash with her son's seed, was proof that she had found the love of her life with her son.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      House Arrest

      At first, my mom was relieved to only get 12 months house arrest. She and my father had both been charged with embezzling over a million dollars from the company they worked for. He was the Chief Financial Officer and she was just an accountant at the company. At their trial, my father's attorneys tried to pin the whole thing on my mom. Thankfully, the judge saw through that. It was clear my father was the mastermind and my mother was just his pawn. While my mom got the year of house arrest, my father got 15 years in prison.

      While house arrest sounded like an easier sentence to serve as opposed to being in a jail, it ended up being worse for my mother. In jail, her day would have been regimented; she'd get up at the same time, have her meals at the same time, exercise at the same time, etc. While on house arrest, her only obligation was community service 10 hours a week at a woman's shelter. She wore an ankle monitor 24/7 and was only allowed to leave her house to go to the local grocery store. So she found herself spending a lot of time in bed, watching television, eating or sleeping.

      In theory, her friends could visit. But after the trial, the family name was mud. She suddenly found she no longer had friends. My father was a dominant force in our family, so her social life revolved around him and people he knew. Now he was in prison, no one called, no one wanted to be associated with her.

      I'm her son and her only child. Really, I'm her only family as well. My father isolated my mom from her siblings during their 20-some years of marriage. So she was estranged from everyone except me. My mother and I were close while I was growing up. My father and I, not so much. He was obsessed with accumulating wealth and social status. As long as his wife looked good at parties and his son ended up in a reputable university, he was satisfied. He believed you had to be a 'family man' to have a good reputation in the business world. So I always felt like a prop rather than his son.

      I did end up in a good university. I graduated with degrees in both marketing and computer programming. I finished developing my first cell phone app with a buddy of mine when my parents were arrested. I lived on the other side of the country, so I kept updated on the legal proceeding through phone calls from my mom. But otherwise, I could carry on with my new business.

      Like I mentioned, my mom was relieved when she got house arrest at the end of the trial. I think she was equally relieved my father was going to prison. She felt completely betrayed when he tried to pin the crime on her. She talked about divorce after that with every phone call.

      It was only about 6 weeks into her year-long house arrest that I began to detect the depression that she was dealing with. It was during the third month that I really became concerned. She would call and not say anything, just cry softly. She wouldn't answer when I tried to speak to her. She would just cry and cry. That's when I bought a plane ticket and flew home.

      I took a taxi from the airport when I arrived. The grass in the front yard hadn't been mowed for weeks. I knew that was a bad sign. Mom had always been fit and handy in the yard. Mowing was always something I dare say she enjoyed. I rang the doorbell and waited. I knew she had to be home or at the store. It was a Saturday and I knew she did have community service obligations. Finally, she came to the door. My heart broke when I saw her. She had always kept up her appearance. Not only because my father insisted, but she was a woman who took pride in how she presented herself. Now here she was; wearing a stained, ratty bathrobe, her once long and lustrous brunette hair was cut short and was now various shades of brown and gray. Her fingernails were short and chewed. I could see her legs from the knee down and they were clearly unshaven. There were bags under her once bright eyes. Her face looked old, pale and broken, her once bright white smile now yellow and dingy.

      She looked at me for a few moments like she couldn't believe what she was seeing. Then she threw her arms around me and broke out in sobs. The faint smell of b.o. hit me as I held her there in the doorway. The initial feeling of sadness I felt for my mother was soon replaced by a feeling anger. How could she allow herself to fall into such a state? She appeared to only be living in her bedroom. In every other room, the shades were drawn. The air was musty and stale. The trash was full of empty nighttime cough syrup bottles. This was how she was coping with her arrest? I wanted to take her over my knee and tan her hide.

      So it was a mixture of love, anger, pity and resolve that I sat her down and explained how things were going to change. First, I was moving in... immediately. I would sell my share of the business. My partner and I had created it to sell anyway and we had offers on the table. The money wouldn't be enough for a 22 year old to live in luxury the rest of his life, but it would be enough to live very well for the next several years. My mom almost jumped for joy at the idea of me back home.

      Second, she was going to get it together under my supervision; no more self-medicating with cough syrup, no more laying in bed all day, no more ignoring her health and hygiene. I was going to arrange for a personal trainer to come to the house. I would buy the equipment needed to workout. I was also setting her up with online classes. I wanted her to get an understanding of what I do. That way, once her confinement was over, she could work for me on whatever I decided to develop next.

      Mom began to cry again as I finished explaining the changes we were going to implement. But they weren't tears of despair as she had been crying. She was crying in both shame at her current state and gratitude that I was dedicating myself to her betterment.

      I spent almost two weeks at my mom's initially. I got her set up on all the things I had promised. Unfortunately, I need to go back out west for a month. My mom hugged me tight when I left, promising she wouldn't slip up while I was gone. I had to finalize the sale of my business, get out of my apartment lease and basically tie up all my loose ends. I had a girlfriend there I had been seeing for about 4 months. The sex between us was hot and plentiful. I liked her a lot and we might have gotten serious, but this situation with my mother demanded we end things. That was the hardest part of moving back home.

      I was feeling some regrets when I arrived at my mom's a month later. But then she opened the door and I was blown away. She was the beautiful woman I remember growing up... times 10! The transformation was truly incredible. When I saw her six weeks before, she looked like she was 60, 60 years old and broken by life. She was actually only 40 years old. Now as she stood before me, she could have passed for 30. And not just 30, a healthy, happy, SEXY 30 year old who had nothing but hope and optimism for the future.

      I hadn't told her when I was arriving, so she was about to get a quick workout in. She was wearing black yoga pants and a sports bra. Wow! Her body was amazing. Her tits were full and mouthwatering, more than a mouthful for sure. Her legs were tight and shapely. Her ass was on the fat side, which was how I loved a woman's ass. She had her hair up, but I could see she was growing it out. It was the dark brown which looked so good on her. Her face was clean and glowing. Her beautiful white smile was full of joy when she saw me. I forgot all about the life I had just left behind.

      We sat down and she excitedly told me all about her life since I had left. There was nothing about the shame of her crime, the loss of social status or 'friends'. Instead, she beamed as she told me about her school and working out. I was so happy to see her transformed. She was really blooming like she never had before.

      As for myself, I didn't want to just sit around for the next 8 months, waiting for mom's sentence to be up. So I signed up at a local technical school to become a massage therapist. I didn't think I'd ever do it for a living, but it seemed like a skill I could use in my personal life. Offering a girl a massage is always a sly move towards lovemaking. So I thought, what the hell, might as well be good at it.

      From the moment I moved back in, the dynamic between mom and myself was more husband and wife than mother and son. I'd come home from school and she'd have dinner ready. I'd tell her about my school, she'd tell me about her workout or classes. Then I'd clean up, we'd watch tv on the couch then say goodnight.

      On days we were both free, I tried to make it special since mom couldn't leave the house. I'd either have a fancy dinner delivered or I would make it myself. We'd both dress up as if on a date. We'd have a candlelit meal in the dining room, maybe with some wine. Then we'd watch a rented movie, always holding hands. The evening would end with a chaste kiss and a long hug, or at least they did at first. As the months rolled on, the kisses were getting less and less chaste.

      
        We both felt it; our relationship was evolving. We both wanted more. We both wanted to complete the bond of man and wife. But believe me, incest is an intimidating line to cross, no matter how bad both parties want to. So the weeks went on and the heat between us increased.

      One evening she asked out of the blue, "Baby, what's my most attractive feature?"

      We were watching tv on the couch. I had my arm around her. She like to wear my plain white t shirts as a pajama top with cute silk boxers.

      Speaking straight from the heart without hesitation, I answered. "Hmmm... I could get lost looking into your beautiful brown eyes. I doubt I could ever get enough of kissing your delicious lips. And when I see your ass wiggle as you walk, I'm hypnotized. But your breasts are truly amazing, mom. Every time I can sneak a peek, my heart smiles."

      Not the most romantic response, I know. But it made her laugh. Then she ran a couple fingers down the slope of one breast, across the peak to the other.

      "Mmmm... baby likes mommy's boobs. Seems nothing has changed. You didn't want to stop sucking on them when you were a toddler."

      "Trust me, mom. Nothing has changed."

      She laughed again and cuddled tighter to my side, making sure to rub those delicious milkers shamelessly on me.

      She always called me baby, ever since I could remember. Never my father or anyone else, just me. Which made me wonder. I was staying in the guest room, right next to hers since my old room was now the study. The walls were thin and the vent system meant I heard every sound. I often could guess when she was masturbating. The bed would squeak or I'd catch a few quiet moans. But as the weeks were winding down on her house confinement, she got louder and louder.

      "Ohhh baby... Baby?! Momma's cumming on you. Momma's cumming on you now. Cum for mommy! Baby? Baby!? Baaaabyyyy!" She'd yell this and more. She absolutely knew I heard it all. The next morning, I'd ask how she had slept. She'd give me long hug, a naughty wink and a smile. "Wonderfully. tee-hee!"

      
        And ever since admitting I liked her tits, she started dressing to accentuate them. She found the loosest shirts she could find. Then she found every excuse to bend over in front of me so I could see her braless breasts swinging free. Once at breakfast, a naked tit 'accidently' popped out of her carelessly fastened robe.

      "Oops!" she giggled. "I guess someone wanted to say hi."

      I leaned down and kissed the fat nipple. "Well, good morning to you too!" I laughed and left the room.

      "Tease!" she called after me.

      Again, taking that final step into incestuous love... it was too daunting at that moment.

      Then the final week of her confinement finally arrived. And many things happened all at once. First, my mom's divorce was finalized. Second, I graduated massage therapy school. And third, I surprised mom with a two week vacation to the shore in South Carolina. I rented us a beach house. She would get her ankle monitor removed Friday and we'd be on the road Saturday. She was ecstatic.

      I graduated massage therapy school on Thursday of that week. Obviously, mom couldn't attend. So on my way home, I bought a massage table. Although she had begged me often during that year, I had never given my mom a massage. I jokingly told her I wanted to be certified, so she gets her money's worth. I was actually proud of my skills. So I didn't buy the table with the thought of seducing her or feeling her up. I wanted to give her a first class, therapeutic deep tissue massage.

      She clapped her hands and did a little dance when I came home with the table. I set it up in her bedroom with fresh linens. I lit some candles and put on some meditative instrumental music. Then I called her in.

      "Ok ma'am. I am going to leave the room. Please undress to your comfort level then get under the sheet, face down. I'll be back in 5 minutes. "

      She smiled and gave my ass a little pat as I exited. I put on some medical scrubs and got the massage cream. Once I was together, I entered her room. She was under the sheet, just as instructed. I could see from her bare shoulders she was topless. Her head was resting in the face cradle. I folded down the sheet she was under until I reached her upper ass. She wasn't wearing panties either.

      
        I warmed the lotion in my hands and began applying it to her back in long, slow strokes. Starting from her traps, I smoothly but firmly ran my hands down her back to the swell of her ass. I dragged my fingers lightly back to her traps, applied more lotion, then repeated. Once the lotion was properly applied, I began working specific areas of her back where I had felt muscle tension.

      Mom didn't hold back when it came to moans of pleasure. In fact, she was making the exact same sounds as she did when she masturbated. I admit, it was a turn on to hear her express how good I made her body feel. I worked her back muscles for about 20 minutes. Then I moved to her wonderful ass. I was professional. I worked her glutes through the sheet, not skin-on-skin. I also didn't try to stimulate her in any sexual way. Still, she moan how amazing it felt. She told me I could work her ass all day. I just laughed and continued down her body. I worked her calves then the back of her thighs.

      I asked her to turn over on her back. I lifted up the sheet slightly so she could turn while keeping her modesty. Once she was settled, she looked at me and smiled.

      "Baby, that was amazing. Before you do anything else, please give your mom a kiss."

      I bent down to give her the standard chaste peck, but she placed her hands on both sides of my face and began to passionately shower my face and mouth with ravenous kisses filled with urgent need. I uttered a moan of shock and surprise. I could have run out of there, yet I chose to stay. In a couple moments, I started returning her kisses with an equal intensity. We were soon panting into each others mouth as our tongues curled and teased each other. She threw off the sheet that covered her naked form. She grabbed my hand and guided it between her pillowy breasts, across her soft belly and over her trimmed bush. My fingers then touched the fat protuberance of her clit.

      "Gaaaa! Oh, yessss baby! I need you to touch me. Please, baby. Please!" she pleaded into my ear with a raspy whisper. My fingers dipped below her clit to find a pussy so hot and wet, it was beyond anything I had know previously. She lifted her knees and spread her legs, allowing me full access to manipulate her soaked and needy womanhood. I was inclined to kiss my way down her inviting body and lick her to paradise, but she was almost there already. Besides, I wanted to stare into her eyes as I touched her most intimate parts for the first time.

      I ran a finger softly along the outside of one labia then up the side of the other, gently across her clitoral hood, and then repeated a few times. She moaned into my mouth with the pleasure of my touch. I slowly ran a finger from the bottom of her entrance, between her delicate folds to the quivering bean of her clit. I then circled the fat nub with my well-lubed finger. I felt completely in tune with her body and the sensations I was creating in it.

      She started humping her pubis upwards, signaling for me to enter her. I twirled her clit a few more times, then slid a finger between her swollen petals. I pulled my mouth from hers as I sank into her hot, wet box. Her eyes widened and mouth fell open at the intensity of the moment. She was beyond primed for me. I slowly finger fucked her for just a bit before I introduced a second finger. Once she was hungrily fucking back on my hand, I curled my fingers and found her G spot.

      "Oh God, baby! FUCK!" Her head thrashed to the side, her eyes closed tightly as a wave of excruciating pleasure crashed throughout her body. Within moments, my pistoning fingers elicited 4 or 5 strong squirts of female ejaculate. He legs then clamped down on my hand like a vice. She gave a long groan of ecstasy as she bridged her neck and shoulder up off the table. Trapped inside her, my fingers felt the thump-thump-thump of her orgasmic contractions.

      Then, all at once, she collapsed onto the table. She released a long sigh of total relief, her eyes closed, a dreamy smile on her face. I slowly removed my hand from between her legs. My fingertips were wrinkled as if I had been in a hot bath for too long. I looked down at her drained, satisfied body. She was the ultimate vision of a mature female glowing in post-orgasmic bliss. But this wasn't about us bonding through intimacy. This was addressing a pent up need, a need that demanded attention or else she was going to lose her mind.

      I leaned down and softly kissed her lips. Her eyes fluttered open. Her smile was bright and beautiful.

      "Baby, that was... unbelievable. You don't know how much I needed that."

      I kissed her again. "I know, mom. It was amazing for me too. Now take a shower. By the time you get out, I should have dinner ready for us."

      "I love you so much, baby," tears welling in her eyes.

      "I love you too, Mom."

      As I prepared dinner, I thought about what just happened. I figured I should feel traumatized, or at the least confused, over the fact I just masturbated my mother to orgasm. But I wasn't, not in the least. I was happy I could give that kind of pleasure to this woman whom I deeply loved. I was happy she trusted me that much, that there were no barriers, socially or emotionally, between us.

      We watched tv after dinner. We were snuggled together on the couch. I was in a t-shirt and cutoff sweatpants. She had changed into a long night dress. Throughout the evening, we would turn to the each other and kiss softly, lovingly. It was heaven to be holding her like that, her delicious lips caressing mine. Then, as the night was getting late, her hand wandered down to my lap. My cock had been three quarters erect all night. Now her small hand gripped the shaft through the sweatpant material.

      "Baby, let me do something nice for you," she growled with a mischievous grin.

      Despite the protest of every cell in my body, I gently moved her hand away.

      "Mom," I smiled after kissing her again. "This Saturday, we'll be at the shore. There is something very important we need to talk about then. And even though I want you more than anything on Earth right now, we have to wait until Saturday."

      She gave me a sad pout. But then we hugged and held each other tightly and lovingly for the next half hour before we each went to bed.

      Friday finally came. I spent the morning shopping for everything we would need for our vacation. In the afternoon, Mom and I went to the county office and got her ankle monitor removed. She broke down in relief and happiness as I drove her home. That evening, I took her to dinner in a town about 50 miles away to celebrate her freedom. We held hands in the car on the way to the restaurant and back. We were both ready for sleep by the time we got home.

      We were on the road by 8 am Saturday. Mom was so excited to finally get away. The beachouse I'd rented was a 4 hour drive away. I paid a lot of money for our stay, but it was worth it. It was a high-end gated community. Our place was one of the smaller houses, just a three bedroom. Our neighbors were a hundred yards away on either side. We had direct access to the beach, which was only 50 yards away. Mom was bowled over as we looked out over the Atlantic from the second story deck outside the master bedroom.

      "Baby! This is amazing! You spent way too much money," she tried to say disapprovingly. But she couldn't keep the joy out of her voice.

      "Mom, I love you so much. You're worth every penny."

      We embraced and kissed. These kisses of gratitude and love soon took on a more passionate flavor. I pulled back before the smoke turned into a flame. She gave me her disappointed pout. But I had to go to the market and get the perishable things for our stay. Mom agreed and went about setting up house.

      
        The bright, sunny morning made way for a cloudy afternoon. By the time I got back from shopping, it was just beginning to sprinkle. Mom had aired out the place while I was gone. She had put away our luggage and made up the master bed with fresh sheets.

      "I didn't make up the other upstairs bed. I wasn't sure what the sleeping arrangements might be," she shyly admitted.

      "Actually," I replied. "That is what I've wanted to talk to you about. And since it's raining, this is a good time for it."

      We sat down side-by-side at the end of the freshly made king size bed. I captured her hand in mine.

      "Mom, staying with you over the last several months, we've gotten so close. I've always loved you. But now, I'm in love with you. You're the woman of my dreams. You're my best friend, smart, fun and funny. And I find you so, so attractive. Now that you're off house arrest, I don't want to be apart. I want us to be together always. Mom, I want you to sell your house. Let's move out west together. Let's leave that old town and old life behind. Be my wife. You're the only woman I want for the rest of my life."

      Before I finished speaking, tears were already welling up in her eyes. When I was done, she threw her arms around me. She sobbed softly for a bit then whispered in my ear while holding me tight,

      "Yes Baby. In my heart, I'm already your wife. I'm yours forever."

      She pulled back and we looked into each others eyes. She kind of half laughed and half cried with the emotion of the moment. Then our lips met in the first kiss of a man and wife. It was pure bliss knowing there was now no question, no doubt about the future of our relationship. We were in love and had confirmed our devotion to each other.

      I couldn't give you a time frame on how long we kissed after our lips met. The holy, love-confirming kisses did eventually transform into passionate, hot and urgent kissing. She made the first move after that. She pulled my shirt off over my head, biting my nipples and the skin over my 6 pack once it was exposed. Then she had me scoot up the bed and lay down. She took off my shoes and socks. Then she unbuttoned and unzipped my slacks while keeping her eyes locked to mine. She looked like she was possessed with a demon of lust. She ripped off my pants, leaving me lying there naked with a giant hardon. Frantically jerking and tearing at her own clothes, she was naked herself within seconds.

      
        She slowed way down as she positioned herself between my legs. She picked up my hard rod and inspected it admiringly while gently running her small, warm hand up and down the shaft. Her other hand cupped my balls, feeling their sperm-laden weight, rolling the testicles between her fingers. Again, she made eye contact with me when she placed her lips to my swollen penis head. When she pulled away, my copious pre-cum had left a shine on her lips. With a lustful wink, she slowly licked her lips and moaned as though she never tasted anything so delicious. She then proceeded to kiss and nibble her way down the shaft, all over my scrotum, then back up the shaft. She took her time, savoring every moment. Meanwhile, I was almost shaking with the pleasure overload. Here was the woman I loved and desired above all others, worshipping my cock in the most sensual way possible. When she placed mouth over the head and began nursing softly, my orgasm could not be held back.

      "Mom! Mom!" was the only warning I could give before the first jet shot out of my shaft. She seemed fully prepared, humming in happiness as my sperm filled her mouth. She amazingly swallowed it all. It took a while for my orgasm to subside. Even after I was done ejaculating, my cock still jerked and throbbed as though it never wanted to stop cumming. Finally, I returned to Earth. Mom lovingly kissed my slightly deflated shaft and temporally empty balls. She then kissed her way up my body, up my chest and neck until her mouth was at my ear.

      "Wow Baby.. you're delicious," she panted. I turned her over on to her back. Propping myself up on an elbow, I look down into her loving eyes. I placed a hand on her tummy as I leaned down and softly kissed her. Her mouth was hot, wet and salty after what she had just done. I ran my hand up to a breast, cupping and caressing her.

      "I have been dying to touch you," I whispered into her mouth. "You're going to have trouble keeping my mouth off your beautiful tits."

      She growled back, "Mmmm... Baby, I want your mouth on me all day, every day. In fact, I'm ovulating this weekend. If you can keep me filled with sperm, these tits just might get full of milk for you."

      Wow, that blew my mind. Making love to my mother and getting her pregnant? My semi-hard cock immediately turned into a bar of steel at the thought. I kissed and sucked my way down her neck, causing her to squirm and moan. My mouth searched out and found a fat nipple. I nibbled and sucked while mom cooed her love to me, running her hands through my hair as I nursed, dreaming someday soon I would be rewarded with real milky nourishment.

      After giving her tits more than sufficient attention, I kissed my way down further. She spread her legs invitingly for her man. I settled between her wet thighs, licking away the juices that had leaked from her needy pussy. Her sex looked beautiful, drenched with desire. I pressed my mouth to her labia then gently sucked on her lips. To me, her taste was sweeter than honey. My tongue dove into her love gate, swabbing her entrance, twirling and twisting. Mom pulled my face close to her needy center. I found her fat clit. I fluttered my tongue on the protuberance, causing her to grip the bedsheets with white knuckle intensity. I brought her to the edge, than dipped my tongue back into her honeypot. She started to buck her hips up every time I came close to asshole, wanting me to give attention to her puckered pore. I wet my index finger and slowly inserted it into her anus.

      "OH MY GOD! YES BABY! YES!"

      Gently finger fucking her ass, I really attacked her clit with my tongue. The pleasure overload was too much and she was soon convulsing in an orgasmic seizure. I mercifully slipped my finger out of her ass and moved to her side, cradling her in my arms as she twitch and trembled. She slowly returned to reality. We kissed softly and giggled in disbelief at how unbelievably hot and passionate we were together. She reached down between us and grabbed my rock-hard cock. She brought the head to her quivering clit, rubbing and tapping the spongy helmet against her pleasure button. She teased us both until she was burning for the consummation of our love.

      She guided me onto my back. She threw her leg over my body, mounting me. My hard cock lay flat on my stomach. She lowered he pussy lips and clit on to it. She rubbed herself up and down the length, soaking my shaft in her overflowing lubricant. She leaned her face close to mine.

      Inches from my face, she whispered, "Are you ready, Baby? Are you ready to take me, to make me you wife?"

      "God yes!" I moaned back. She reached down between her legs, found my erection and lifted the head to her entrance. We cried out together as she slid down my length. I wanted to slam into her depths, but I allowed her to accommodate to my length and girth at her own pace. Soon she was rocking back and forth with a desperate urgency.

      "Fuck Baby," she cried, tears of pure happiness streaking down her cheeks. "This is better then all the dreams I've had of us together. I love so much. I'm yours. Forever, I'm yours."

      All too soon, she slammed her body down to the hilt of my shaft. She jerked and shivered, cried out, then collapsed on top of me. She issued a long, low moan as her pussy walls pulsated around my rod. I gently turned her onto her back, keeping my cock embedded inside her. Again our kisses were soft and loving as I continued our copulation, slowly sinking into her until my cockhead nudged her cervix, pulling back all but an inch, than sliding back into her core.

      "Baby?" she breathed as I gently fucked her. "Promise me? Promise me you'll always make love to me? I need you inside me everyday. I've never felt so complete as I do right now."

      
        I kissed her deeply as confirmation. Then picking up my pace, I reaffirmed my devotion.

      "You are my life. Being inside you is heaven. I will always, always want to be with you just like this."

      That sparked something deep within her.

      "Oh God, Baby! Yes! Fuck me now! Fuck me always!" she screamed, jerking her hips up to meet my downward thrusts. The heat between us was unbelievable. Her pussy suddenly gripped my cock, which triggered my own massive orgasm. I sank into her as deep as our bodies would allow. I then unleashed wad after wad of hot, potent seed.

      Mom had her arms locked around my neck, her legs locked around my hips. I wasn't able to disengage even if I had wanted to... but I didn't. I was perfectly happy to be one with my mother... my wife.
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