Maternal Instincts

By Shakespearotica

Ava Smith adjusted the hem of her modest floral dress,
the soft cotton fabric whispering against her thighs as
she smoothed it over her ample curves. At 35, she still
carried the lush, voluptuous figure that had drawn
admiring glances back in their homeland—a small village
in Ireland—before she and her family immigrated to the
United States five years ago. Her F-cup breasts strained
gently against the bodice of the dress, a constant,
unspoken testament to her womanly form, though she
dressed conservatively, out of deep-seated habit and the
lingering echoes of cultural expectations. Life in this quiet
rural corner of Pennsylvania was a world away from the
dusty markets and crowded family gatherings they'd left
behind. Here, the air smelled of pine and fresh earth, the
days stretched long and lazy under wide blue skies, and
their modest two-story farmhouse sat nestled among
rolling fields and whispering cornstalks. It was peaceful,
grounding. Her husband, Adam, worked grueling shifts at
the local factory, assembling parts for heavy machinery,



his hands calloused and his back perpetually sore. Their
14-year-old son, Pete, was blossoming in this new
soil—tall for his age, with his father's dark hair and a
quick laugh that filled the house like sunlight. Ava spent
her days in a rhythm of domesticity: kneading dough for
flatbreads that evoked home, tending the small
vegetable garden out back, and folding laundry while
humming old lullabies. It was a life of quiet gratitude,
though sometimes, in the still hours before dawn, she
felt a faint ache for the vibrancy of what they'd lost.

But there was something else about Ava, a secret tucked
away like a forbidden letter in a drawer—a naive
fascination, almost a weakness, for cute, handsome boys.
It had started innocently enough in her youth: stolen
glances at the village lads with their tousled hair and
bright eyes, the way their laughter could make her
stomach flutter like butterflies in a jar. She'd never acted
on it, of course. Marriage to Adam at 20, followed swiftly
by Pete's birth, had channeled those feelings into
motherhood, into the fierce, protective love she poured
into her son. Yet the spark lingered, buried but



unextinguished, a guilty whisper in her mind during idle
moments.

The phone rang sharply from the kitchen wall, jolting her
from her reverie. She wiped flour-dusted hands on her
apron and lifted the receiver, her voice warm and
melodic with the faint lilt of her accent. "Hello?"

"Ava, My love," Adam's voice crackled through the line,
tired but laced with a rare excitement. The factory's hum
echoed faintly in the background—clanging metal,
distant shouts. "I have news. Big news, maybe. Mr.
Langford, my boss—he's heading out on a business trip
to Chicago. Some conference. Can't take his son with
him, and he's in a bind. Asked if we could watch the boy
for a couple of weeks. Name's Lucas. sixteen years old."

Ava paused, her free hand absently tracing the edge of
the countertop. Naive as she was to the nuances of
American workplace politics, she knew Adam's
admiration for Mr. Langford bordered on reverence. The



man was a towering figure at the
factory—broad-shouldered, silver-haired, with a voice
like gravel that commanded respect. A favor like this
could mean the world to Adam, who dreamed of a
supervisor's position, of shorter hours and a steadier
paycheck to send back to relatives still scraping by
overseas.

"But Adam," she said softly, her brow furrowing, "we
don't know this boy. Is he... troublesome? And
Pete—school's busy enough without extra mouths."

Adam chuckled, though it was weary. "Nah, love. From
what Langford says, Lucas is quiet as a mouse. Small for
his age—he has never had a true mother to take care of
him. He has had health problems growing up. It kept him
out of school a lot. And get this: he's in Pete's grade now.
Held back a few times because of illnesses. It'll be like
having a big brother around. Langford promised to make
it worth our while—'compensate the kindness,' he said.
Could be my ticket to that promotion I've been chasing."



Ava bit her lip, her wifely instincts already stirring. A boy
without a steady home? It tugged at her heartstrings,
reminding her of the orphans her grandmother used to
feed back home. "Alright, Adam. If it means so much... I'll
prepare the guest room. When will you bring him?"

"Tonight, after my shift. Around seven. Just be kind to
him, Ava. Langford mentioned the boy's mother... well,
she left when he was little. Barely been around since.
Kid's had a rough go."

Her heart softened like dough under warm hands. "Poor
thing. Of course. We'll make him feel welcome. Drive
safe, Honey. | love you."

"Love you more." The line clicked dead, leaving Ava in
the sudden quiet of the kitchen. She glanced at the
clock—4:16 PM. Time to bustle. She pulled fresh linens
from the closet, their scent of lavender soap a small



comfort, and aired out the spare room upstairs. It was
cozy but sparse: a twin bed with a quilt her mother had
sewn, a dresser scarred from years of use, and a window
overlooking the back meadow where fireflies would
dance come nightfall. Pete bounded in from school then,
backpack slung low, his sneakers muddy from the bus
stop trek.

"Mom! Soccer practice was killer—Coach had us running
suicides till | thought I'd puke." He dropped his bag by
the door, raiding the fridge for orange juice straight from
the carton.

Ava swatted his arm playfully with a dish towel.
"Manners, Pete! Use a glass. And wash up—dinner's
soon." She hesitated, then added, "Your father’s bringing
a guest tonight. A boy from your school—Lucas. We'll be
looking after him for a bit while his dad travels."

Pete's eyes lit up, juice dribbling down his chin. "Lucas?
The blond kid who sits in the back? Yeah, he's cool. Kinda



quiet, but he aced that history quiz last week. No biggie."
He shrugged, already bounding upstairs, the crisis
averted in teenage fashion.

Ava smiled to herself, chopping vegetables for
stew—ground lamb spiced with cumin and mint, a taste
of home. It'll be fine, she thought. Just a boy needing a
roof. Like family.

The gravel crunched under tires at precisely 7:02 PM. Ava
smoothed her dress once more, her long blonde hair tied
in a loose ponytail that cascaded over one shoulder, and
hurried to the front door. The screen creaked open as
Adam climbed from the truck, his work boots heavy on
the porch steps. Behind him emerged a figure so slight
Ava did a double-take—Lucas Langford, all of
five-foot-four, with a frame as delicate as a bird's. His
honey-blond hair fell in soft waves over his forehead,
catching the porch light like spun gold, and his eyes—oh,
those eyes—were a piercing blue, wide and expressive,
framed by lashes any girl would envy. He looked up at



her with a shy duck of his head, his face boyishly
handsome: high cheekbones, a smattering of faint
freckles across his nose, lips full and pink. But there was a
fragility to him, an underdeveloped slenderness in his
shoulders and limbs that made him seem far younger
than his sixteen years. He clutched a worn duffel bag like
a shield, dressed in faded jeans and a hoodie that
swallowed him whole.

"Evening, Mrs. Smith," Lucas murmured, his voice soft,
almost a whisper, with a faint Midwestern twang. He
shifted, avoiding her gaze.

Adam clapped a hand on the boy's shoulder—gently, as if
afraid he'd break—and grinned at Ava. "Ava, this is Lucas.
Kid, my wife's the best cook this side of the Mississippi,"
Adam said, hurrying inside to use the bathroom.

Ava's heart did a peculiar flip at the sight of him—those
blue eyes, that cute, vulnerable face. It stirred that old,
buried fondness, the one she quickly shoved down. He's



just a boy, she chided herself. sixteen, but... so small. Like
a lost lamb. She stepped forward, opening her arms
without a second thought. "Welcome, Lucas. Come
here—give me a hug. You're family now."

He hesitated, cheeks flushing pink, but stepped into her
embrace. Because of his petite stature, his face pressed
directly into the soft, yielding valley between her F-cup
breasts, the floral fabric of her dress a warm barrier. Ava
inhaled his scent—clean soap and a hint of teenage
sweat, boyish and endearing—and held him close, one
hand stroking his blond hair. Poor darling, she thought,
her naiveté painting him as utterly innocent, in need of
the mother's touch he'd missed. No wonder he's so
forlorn.

Lucas stiffened for a heartbeat, then melted against her,
his arms tentatively circling her waist. His cheek nestled
deeper, and Ava felt a faint warmth bloom in her
chest—not just maternal, but something else, a subtle
tingle that made her nipples tighten ever so slightly



under her bra. She ignored it, releasing him with a bright
smile. "There, that's better. Now, come in. Dinner's
waiting."

As they crossed the threshold, Pete thundered down the
stairs. "Lucas! Dude, what's up? You ride the bus? Sucks,
right? Come on, I'll show you the room."

Lucas's face brightened a fraction, those blue eyes
flicking up. "Hey, Pete. Yeah... bus is okay. Thanks." He
followed Pete upstairs, duffel in tow, while Adam sank
into his armchair with a groan, rubbing his neck.

"Good kid," Adam said, accepting the beer Ava pressed
into his hand. "Langford's counting on us. Be the mom he
never had, eh?"

Ava nodded, though her mind replayed the hug—the way
Lucas's soft hair had tickled her skin, his breath warm
through her dress. Just kindness, she told herself firmly.



Nothing more.

Dinner unfolded in fits and starts. The stew steamed on
mismatched plates, accompanied by rice pilaf and
yogurt-cucumber salad. Pete dominated the
conversation, regaling them with tales of school
drama—a teacher's bad haircut, a prank on the
janitor—drawing rare chuckles from Lucas. The boy
picked at his food, though, forking small bites as if eating
were a chore. His fork scraped the plate more than it
lifted, and Ava watched him from across the table, her
heart twisting. He looks so sad, she thought. Like a flower
wilting without sun. What must it be like, no mother to
fuss over you, to make sure you've eaten your fill?

"More rice, Lucas?" she offered gently, spooning a heap
onto his plate unbidden. He blinked, surprised, but
nodded.

"Thanks, Mrs. Smith." His voice was so quiet, but when
he smiled—just a small curve of those full lips—Ava felt



that flutter again. Such a handsome face. So cute, like
one of those angels in the old church paintings back
home. She pushed the thought away, focusing on Adam's
recounting of factory gossip.

That night, after Pete and Lucas had retreated to their
rooms—Pete's door banging shut, Lucas's closing with a
soft click—Ava and Adam lay in bed, the ceiling fan
whirring lazily overhead. The room smelled of his
aftershave and her rosewater lotion. Adam's hand found
her hip under the sheets, a familiar gesture.

"You're a saint, you know that?" he murmured, kissing
her shoulder. "Taking in a stranger like that. Langford'll
owe us big."

Ava turned to him, her blue eyes soft in the moonlight
slanting through the curtains. "He's not a stranger. Just a
boy who needs us." But as she drifted to sleep, her mind
wandered to Lucas's blue eyes, the way his head had fit
so perfectly against her bosom. Stop it, Ava. You're a



wife. A mother.

The next morning dawned crisp, the rural air biting with
the promise of autumn. Adam left before sunrise, his
truck rumbling down the dirt lane, leaving Ava to rouse
the boys for school. Pete was a whirlwind—gobbling
oatmeal, wrestling into his backpack—while Lucas moved
like a shadow, emerging from the guest room in the
same hoodie, hair tousled from sleep. He looked even
smaller in the morning light, his blue eyes heavy-lidded,
and Ava's chest ached with protectiveness.

"Good morning, sweetie," she said, setting a bowl of fruit
and yogurt before him. "Eat up. Growing boys need
strength."

He poked at the yogurt, spoon hovering. "Not really
hungry," he mumbled, though his gaze lingered on the
strawberries, plump and red.



Ava sat beside him, her dress brushing his knee. He
needs coaxing, like Pete when he was little. "Just a few
bites. For me? Please?" She smiled, that warm, maternal
curve of her lips, and watched as he relented, taking a
tentative spoonful. A dribble of yogurt clung to his lower
lip, and she reached out impulsively, thumbing it away.
His skin was soft, warm, and he flushed, eyes widening.

"S-sorry," he stammered.

"No apologies, handsome." The word slipped
out—handsome—and she felt a spark, quickly doused.
Just encouragement. Mothers say such things. The bus
honked outside, and the boys dashed off, Lucas casting a
shy wave from the steps.

The day dragged for Ava—gardening, then scrubbing
floors on hands and knees, her breasts swaying heavily
with each motion, a reminder of her body's insistent
vitality. By afternoon, when the bus groaned to a halt,
she was at the door, arms open. Pete barreled past with



a "Hi, Mom!" but Lucas paused, duffel exchanged for
backpack.

"Welcome home," she said, pulling him into a hug before
she could second-guess it. Again, his petite frame slotted
against her, face burying into her cleavage. She held him
a beat longer than necessary, inhaling his scent—now
mixed with school chalk and teenage energy. "How was
your day, my sweet boy?"

He mumbled against her, voice muffled. "Okay. Math test
was hard." But he didn't pull away, arms loose around
her.

Ava stroked his hair, feeling her nipples pebble faintly.
Warmth. That's all. "You'll ace it next time. You're so
smart, with those beautiful blue eyes." She released him,
cheeks warm, and ushered him inside.

Over the next few days, a pattern emerged. Lucas ate



sparsely—pushing peas around his plate at dinner,
sipping milk without finishing—and Ava's worry festered
like an untreated wound. He was polite, always "yes,
ma'am" and "thank you," but his smiles were rare,
fleeting things that didn't reach those haunting eyes.
Pete dragged him into video games after homework,
their laughter echoing from the living room, but Lucas
seemed a spectator more than participant, his small body
curled on the couch's edge.

One evening, after tucking Pete in—his room a chaos of
soccer posters and crumpled socks—Ava retreated to the
kitchen, dialing Adam on the rotary phone. The factory's
night shift meant he answered on the fourth ring, voice
hushed amid the din. On the phone, Ava talks to her
husband about Lucas.

"You see? Lucas. He... he hardly eats. Picks at everything
like it's ash. And his eyes— so sad. What am | doing
wrong?"



A pause, then Adam's sigh, heavy with empathy. "Ah,
Ava. Langford warned me. The boy's had no mother most
his life. She split when he was five, chasing some dream
in California. Left him with nannies and tutors, but no
real warmth. Doctors said that's why he's small—stress
stunted him. He needs maternal stuff, you know? Hugs,
words. Like you give Pete. It'll coax him out."

Ava's throat tightened, tears pricking her eyes. No
mother? God have mercy. How does a child survive
without that embrace, that voice saying 'l love you'? "Oh,
Adam. My heart breaks for him."

"Be a maternal figure, then. For these weeks. It'll heal
him—and us, with that promotion." He chuckled softly.
"You're the best at it."

She hung up, resolve hardening like cooling wax. I'll be
his mother. Fill that void. The next morning, after the bus
departed, she found Lucas lingering in the kitchen upon
their return—Pete already off to practice. "Come here,



sweetie," she said, arms outstretched.

He stepped in without protest, face nestling into her
bosom as always. Ava hugged him tightly, rocking
slightly. "You're safe here, Lucas. So handsome, so cute
despite everything. | see you, my boy." Her voice was a
soothing murmur, and she felt him relax, a small sigh
escaping him.

"Thanks, Mrs. Smith," he whispered, pulling back with
the ghost of a smile—cute, dimpled, melting her.

It worked, those hugs. By day's end, he cleared half his

plate at dinner, chatting haltingly about school. "Pete's

funny in gym," he said, fork midway to mouth. "Tripped
over the mat today."

Adam raised a brow, impressed. "See? Told you."



Ava beamed, but inside, a whisper: His face against me...
it feels right. Too right? No, maternal. Pure.

The hugs multiplied—after school, before bed, quick
squeezes in passing. Each time, Lucas's small stature
doomed his face to that plush cradle, and Ava's body
responded traitorously. By the fourth day of such
embraces that week—a lingering one in the laundry
room, the dryer humming like a heartbeat—her nipples
hardened to peaks, brushing his cheek through her bra
and dress. A flush crept up her neck, heat pooling low in
her belly. Just blood flow, she rationalized, naive to her
own arousal. Nothing sinful.

But she noticed his smiles more—those cute, boyish grins
that lit his blue eyes like summer skies. | love that face,
she admitted silently. So innocent, so handsome.

The escalation was subtle, insidious. Hugs stretched
longer; Ava found herself pressing him closer, arching
just so that her hardened nipples grazed his skin. "My



sweet, handsome boy," she'd coo. "You make me so
proud." And Lucas, starved for affection, leaned in,
oblivious to the shift.

One Tuesday afternoon, with Pete at debate club and
Adam on overtime, Ava cornered Lucas in the hallway
after he unpacked his backpack. "Rough day?" she asked,
arms enveloping him.

He nodded into her chest. "Essay due. Hated it."

"Poor baby." She held him, swaying, her breasts molding
to his face. Then she felt it—a firm pressure against her
thigh, insistent and hot through his jeans. Her breath
hitched. Glancing down discreetly, she saw the outline:
enormous and thick. His cock was straining the denim
like a caged beast. Oh, God... what is that? So big, for
such a small boy. Shock mingled with curiosity, a
forbidden thrill.



She tried to pull back, arching her hips away, but his
length—impossibly long—followed, brushing her again.
Heat flooded her core, panties dampening. Ignore it. He's
innocent, doesn't know. Naive Lucas indeed had no clue;
sex was a mystery to him, his body a stranger reacting to
softness and scent. He simply hugged back, murmuring,
"You're nice, Mrs. Smith. Like a... a... Mother."

The words pierced her. She released him abruptly,
smiling through the flush. "Go rest, sweetie. Dinner
soon." As he shuffled off, she sagged against the wall,
hand flying to her breast. Fingers pinched a nipple
through fabric—hard, aching—and she gasped, wetness
slicking her thighs. A moan slipped free, low and needy.
No, Ava! You're married. A mother to Pete. This boy—
he's like a son. Repent. Pray to God, seek guidance. But
the image of that bulge haunted her, massive and
potent.

That night, guilt gnawed as she lay beside Adam, his
snores rumbling. How could you feel that? For a guest?



Yet sleep brought dreams: Lucas's face buried in her, his
hardness pressing, those blue eyes adoring.

The next hug undid her further. Morning, before bus
arrived, in the kitchen. "Good job on that essay—I know
you aced it," she said, pulling him close. She pressed
forward deliberately, nipples dragging. "You're brilliant,
my cute boy."

Lucas squirmed slightly, nose buried in fabric to the
extent that he couldn't... breathe.

Ava laughed, but didn't relent. "Just a second more."
Sweet words tumbled out: "Such a handsome face,
Lucas. Those eyes could melt ice." Unable to inhale, he
parted his lips—and Ava, lost in the moment, pushed her
breast nearer. The thick, cloth-covered nipple slipped
into his mouth, warm and insistent.

For three heartbeats, his lips closed around it, suckling



reflexively, soft and unknowing. Pleasure lanced through
her, sharp as lightning. Ohhh... yes... She yanked back,
laughing shakily. "Oops! Sorry, sweetie. Clumsy me."

Lucas breathed again, bewildered but smiling. He had no
inkling, thinking it a mishap from the kindest woman he'd
known.

Ava fled to the bedroom, door locked, dress hiked to her
waist. Fingers plunged into her soaked folds, the other
hand mauling her nipple—tugging, twisting, as if his
mouth still lathed it. "Lucas... my boy... suck harder..."
Orgasms crashed over her, three in succession, body
convulsing on the quilt. Spent, she curled fetal, tears hot.
Monster, how could you push like that? He's pure,
untouched. Repent, Ava Smith. You're acting like a
harlot. But the afterglow lingered, sweet and damning.

That night, she pounced on Adam in bed, straddling him
with a ferocity that startled him awake. "Ava? What's—"



"Shh. Need you." She guided his modest length inside
her, rocking hard. Adam groaned his release quickly; she
faked hers, frustration coiling tighter.

The following day, resolve cracked. One more hug, with
no bra. It's hot; practical. She slipped it off, her heavy
breasts swaying free under the dress, nipples already
perking at the friction. When Lucas returned—Pete to a
friend's— she enveloped him. "Missed you, handsome."

His nose nudged a bare nipple through thin cotton, hard
as a berry. She shivered, holding him, whispering
endearments. "So cute, my blue-eyed angel." After, in
the bathroom, she pinched both peaks, fingers circling
her clit until she shattered, moaning his name silently.
For Ava it was like torture, she thought later, watching
him do homework while Adam napped. She wanted to
hold him forever. But Pete... Adam... they'd see the sin.



Stolen moments became her addiction. Quick hugs when
backs turned—Pete in the shower, Adam on the phone.
Each pressed his face to her braless bounty, erection
throbbing against her. "You're growing so strong," she'd
lie, feeling his girth.

Just mothering, she'd justify, guilt a constant shadow. A
real mother would comfort him.

One humid evening, TV flickered in the living
room—Adam late from a union meeting, Pete at
sleepover. Ava, braless in a loose blouse, patted the
couch. "Sit with me, Lucas? Watch this show—it's funny."

He curled beside her, small and warm, smelling of soap.
Minutes in, her hand found his nape, guiding gently.
"Rest your head here, sweetie. On my lap." A cushion on
her lap propped his head. After a few minutes, she
leaned down, breasts descending like ripe fruit. Nipples
brushed his cheek—then lips. "Shh, relax. You're the
cutest boy, you know that? My handsome little man."



He yawned, mouth opening, and she nudged—a
cloth-covered nipple slipped into wet heat. He latched
instinctively, suckling soft, eyes closed in drowsiness.
Ecstasy bloomed; Ava moaned aloud, hand clamping her
mouth as climax tore through her, juices soaking the
couch cushion. She wanted to say, "Yes... drink from
me..." But Lucas unlatched, blinking sleepily.

"It's okay, baby." She trembled, aftershocks rippling.

Guilt hit like a wave post-TV. What wife does this? But his
cute smile as he bid goodnight erased it.

Days blurred into a haze of duality: doting publicly,
devouring privately. Laundry hugs, where she'd grind
subtly against his bulge. "Good boy" she'd say, voice
husky.

Kitchen embraces, nipple to nose. "Love your smile,



Lucas."

Internal tempests raged: Wife to Adam, who trusts you.
Mother to Pete, who idolizes you. This is betrayal. Yet
desire won, hugs lengthening, whispers turning breathy.

By week's end, they were having a backyard picnic. Boys
were tossing and playing with a frisbee while Adam was
grilling the chickens. Ava stole Lucas behind the shed for
a "quick check-in." Hugging fiercely, she felt him harden
fully, that huge cock tenting obscenely. "You are ... such a
good boy," she breathed, hand "accidentally" brushing it.

He gasped, red-faced. "Aunty?"

"I'm so proud of you." She fled inside, masturbating in
the pantry, fingers frantic.

Nights with Adam grew frantic; she rode him nightly,



"Harder," she'd demand, eyes shut.

Adam, puzzled but pleased: "What's gotten into you?"

And yet Adam's small dick and his meager thrusts could
not scratch the itch in her loins.

The second week intensified. School projects brought
Lucas to the table, Ava hovering over his homeworks. She
started giving hugs as a reward for his progress. "Genius
boy," she'd praise, pressing his mouth near her peak.

One rainy afternoon, thunder rumbling, they baked
cookies—flour dusting his nose. "Look at you, covered in
mess!" She hugged him over the counter, nipple catching
his tongue as he laughed.

He's thriving, she noted proudly. Eating full meals, smiles
constant. My love does that. That was how she justified



her actions.

Yet torture peaked with family around. Dinners where
she'd ache to hug him, foot brushing his under table
instead. Can't... they'll see my hunger.

A stolen TV night again: head to lap, breasts smothering.
This time, she fed him a nipple through a very thin fabric.
Instinctive,y, his suckle deepened, as rain lashed
windows. She came twice, whispering, "Good boy...
sweet boy."

As Mr. Langford's return loomed, Ava orchestrated a
farewell picnic. Hugs galore, each more charged. Final
one, porch at dusk: "I'm gonna miss you, handsome."

Face in bosom, cock against thigh. "Thanks for
everything, Aunty. You are the Best."



Tears pricked her eyes. If only you knew the half. Guilt
and love warred, but as his truck taillights faded, she
touched her lips, smiling sadly.

I'd do it again. For that cute face, those eyes. My secret
boy.

In the quiet house, Ava Smith—wife, mother—carried
her burden, a flame unquenched, waiting for the next
spark.

NININININI NI N

Some days later, she stood at the kitchen window, her
fingers tracing absent patterns on the fogged glass as the
autumn rain pattered against the panes like impatient
fingers. It had been three days since Lucas had gone
home with his father, Mr. Langford's truck kicking up
gravel in its wake, those taillights fading into the twilight
like a promise broken too soon. Three days of aching



emptiness, a hollow in her chest that no amount of
chores or conversations could fill. The house felt too
quiet without his soft footsteps on the creaky stairs,
without the shy flicker of his blue eyes across the dinner
table. Pete chattered on about school as always, Adam
slumped into his armchair with the evening paper and a
weary sigh, but Ava... Ava was unraveling, thread by
thread.

How can | miss him so much? she thought, her dark blue
eyes distant, staring at the sodden fields beyond the
porch. He's just a boy. A guest. But that face... those
eyes, like sapphires in a boy's innocent gaze. And his
body against mine, so small yet so... potent. The memory
of their last hug on the porch replayed unbidden: his
honey-blond hair nestled between her heavy breasts, the
insistent press of his massive erection against her thigh
through their clothes—a secret heat she'd savored even
as guilt clawed at her insides. She'd retreated to the
bathroom that night, fingers delving into her soaked
folds, whispering his name like a prayer turned profane.
God forgive me, but | need him here. | need to feel him



close, to mother him... or whatever this twisted affection
has become.

She turned from the window, wiping her hands on her
apron, resolve hardening like clay in a kiln. Adam was
due home from the factory soon, his shift ending at six.
Pete was at soccer practice until seven. This was her
window, her chance to weave the web that would bring
Lucas back. It's for the best, she told herself, ignoring the
lie's sharp edge. For Pete's studies. For Adam's
promotion. For... us. The "us" was a dangerous
indulgence, but she pushed it down, focusing on the
practical. She busied herself with dinner—stewing lamb
in cumin and garlic, the aromas a comforting veil over
her turmoil—until the truck's rumble announced Adam'’s
arrival.

He entered with his usual gust of cold air and factory grit,
hanging his coat by the door and pecking her cheek.
"Smells like heaven, dear. Rough day—Langford's riding
us hard on quotas."



Ava forced a smile, stirring the pot as her heart raced.
"Sit down. I'll serve you dinner." They ate in
companionable silence at first, the clink of spoons
against bowls the only sound, but she couldn't hold it in.
As Adam mopped up gravy with bread, she broached it
carefully, her voice light, maternal. "Adam... about Lucas.
I've been thinking. The boy's good for Pete, you know?
They're in the same class, same grade despite the age
difference. Lucas is sharp—helped Pete with that history
project last week. They could study together more,
motivate each other."

Adam paused, fork midway to mouth, his brow furrowing
in that thoughtful way she knew so well. "Yeah? Pete did
seem less whiny about homework with him around."

Emboldened, Ava leaned forward, her F-cup breasts
shifting under her sweater, a subconscious ploy she
didn't even register. "Exactly. And for you... Langford
adores that we took him in. Imagine if Lucas stayed



longer—weekends, overnights whenever his father's
traveling. It shows loyalty, family spirit. Could tip the
scales for that promotion you've wanted. More money,
less overtime... think of the life we could give Pete."

And me, her mind whispered traitorously. Think of those
hugs, that bulge, his cute face buried in my bosom. She
qguelled it, holding Adam's gaze with wide, earnest eyes.

He chewed slowly, then nodded, oblivious to the
undercurrents swirling in her. "You're right, Ava. Smart as
always. Yeah, let's do it. I'll mention it to Langford
tomorrow—say the door's always open for the kid. Good
for everyone."

Relief flooded her, hot and sweet, mingled with a thrill
that made her thighs clench under the table. "That's why
you are the love of my life. You're the best." She rose to
clear plates, her mind already leaping ahead. Soon. He'll
be back soon.



As fate—or her quiet scheming—would have it, the
opportunity came swiftly. Two days later, Adam called
from work, voice apologetic over the line's static.
"Langford's off to Detroit again—three weeks this time,
some supplier summit. Kid's alone, as usual. You okay if
he crashes with us?"

Ava's pulse thundered, her free hand gripping the
receiver like a lifeline. "Of course, Adam. Tell him
yes—immediately. We'll set up the room." She hung up,
a soft moan escaping her lips as she sagged against the
counter. She was counting every second until she could
hold him again, and a flush crept up her neck.

Lucas arrived that evening, duffel slung over his slender
shoulder, those blue eyes lighting up at the sight of her
on the porch. Pete whooped a greeting from inside, but
Ava moved first, arms opening like wings. "My sweet
boy," she breathed, pulling him close. His face slotted
perfectly into her cleavage, the familiar softness of her



breasts enveloping him, and she held tighter than before,
one hand cradling his head, the other splaying across his
back. "I've missed you so much."

He mumbled into her sweater, voice muffled and shy.
"Missed you too, Mrs. Smith." With Adam in the
bathroom and Pete playing videogames in his room, the
house was... quiet. The hug lingered, her nipples
hardening instantly against the lace of her bra, brushing
his cheek. She felt him stir below, that monstrous length
twitching through his jeans, and a gush of wetness
soaked her panties. God, yes... back where you belong.
Releasing him reluctantly, she ushered him into his room,
her smile radiant. "Make yourself at home as always."

The first night was a delicious torment. Dinner passed
with Pete's chatter and Adam's factory tales, Lucas eating
heartily now—his plate clean, a testament to her
"maternal” care. But under the table, Ava's foot brushed
Lucas's calf "accidentally," sending a jolt through them
both. His eyes flicked to hers, wide and confused, but she



just smiled innocently, her interior storm raging. He is so
cute when he's flustered. That face... | could devour him.

Later, as the house settled—Adam snoring in bed, Pete's
light out—Ava knocked softly on the guest room door.
"Lucas? Can't sleep?"

He opened it a crack, hair tousled, wearing oversized
pajamas that made him look even smaller. "A little.
Storm's loud."

"Come here," she whispered, arms out. He stepped into
the embrace without hesitation, face burying deeper this
time, her sweater's neckline dipping low. She rocked him,
whispering, "My handsome boy. So strong, so beautiful."
Her hands roamed his back, nails grazing lightly, and she
pressed her hips forward just enough to feel his growing
erection nestle against her belly. Huge... always so huge
for such a petite frame. The hug stretched, her breaths
shallow, until she pulled back, cheeks flushed. "Sleep
well, sweetie. Sweet dreams."



He nodded, dazed, blue eyes glassy. "G'night, Aunty."

Alone in the hall, she leaned against the wall, hand
slipping under her nightgown to circle her clit, the
orgasm quick and shuddering. This is just the beginning. |
need more... but | have to be patient. | should tease him,
and little by little, draw him in.

The next morning, with Adam and Pete off to work and
school, Ava escalated subtly. She wore a knee-length
skirt that hugged her hips, the fabric soft and flowing,
paired with a blouse unbuttoned one extra notch to hint
at the expanse of meat beneath. When Lucas emerged
for breakfast, yawning cutely, she pulled him into a
good-morning hug—braless now, her heavy breasts
yielding to his face, nipples peaking like diamonds against
the thin blouse. "Good morning, my blue-eyed angel,"
she cooed, holding until she felt his hardness bloom.



Over oatmeal, she sat across from him, legs crossing and
uncrossing "casually,” the skirt riding up her thigh, to
show him the hidden treasure beneath. But it was on the
couch that afternoon, during a shared TV session—some
mindless sitcom Pete had left on—that she truly tested
the waters. Lucas sat beside her, small frame sunk into
the cushions, oblivious as ever. Ava shifted, parting her
knees just enough so that the skirt hiked to mid-thigh.
She watched him from the corner of her eye, heart
pounding. "Look, sweetie. See what you do to me," she
told herself.

His gaze drifted downward, snagging on the shadowed V
between her legs. The skirt had risen higher in her
"comfortable" pose, offering a clear view up to her
panties—white cotton, sheer from dampness, a dark wet
spot blooming at the crotch like an accusation. Lucas's
eyes widened, cheeks flaming crimson, but he couldn't
tear away. Ava feigned absorption in the screen, her own
arousal spiking at his stare. "That's it, handsome. See
how wet you make your 'mommy'?" she thought.
"Mommy?" Deep down, she wanted Lucas to call her



mommy. Inside, guilt flickered—This is wrong, exposing
yourself like a wanton woman—but desire smothered it.
She recrossed her legs slowly, the motion deliberate,
brushing her inner thigh teasingly close to his hand.

"S-sorry," he stammered, shifting, his erection tenting his
jeans unmistakably now.

"For what, sweetie?" She turned innocent eyes on him,
hand patting his knee. "Just relaxing. You okay?"

"Y-yeah." He bolted to his feet, mumbling about
homework, fleeing to his room. Ava bit her lip, thighs
clenching as aftershocks of need rippled through her.
Poor baby. So innocent, so hard because of me.

The teasing became a game, her secret indulgence. The
following day, with the house empty save for them, Lucas
sprawled on the living room carpet, textbooks splayed
around him like fallen soldiers. Math equations, from the



look of it—Pete's influence dragging him into group
study. Ava watched from the doorway, a vacuum in
hand, her skirt the same one, panties fresh but doomed
to soak. Time to clean, she thought, a wicked thrill coiling
in her belly. And give my boy a show.

She plugged in the machine, the low hum filling the air as
she maneuvered it toward him. "I'm cleaning the room,
Lucas—don't mind me." He glanced up, smiling that cute,
dimpled grin, then buried his nose back in the book. Ava
positioned herself strategically, stepping over him so the
vacuum's path crossed his line of sight. As she bent
slightly to guide the hose under the coffee table, her skirt
flared—intentionally—granting him an unobstructed
view up the backs of her thighs to her ass, the panties
clinging damply, the wet spot glistening under the lamp's
glow.

Lucas froze, pencil hovering, eyes locked upward. He
could see everything: the curve of her cheeks, the fabric
molded to her most intimate folds, arousal evident in the



darkening patch. His breath hitched audibly, and Ava
lingered a beat too long, "accidentally” swaying her hips.
"Look all you want, my handsome boy. It's all for you,"
she mused. Straightening, she moved on, but not before
hearing his sharp intake, the rustle as he adjusted
himself.

He lasted ten minutes before excusing himself to the
bathroom, face beet-red. Ava set the vacuum aside, ears
straining. The door clicked shut, but not latched—sloppy,
in his haste. She waited, pulse thundering, then crept
closer. Through the thin wood, she heard his frustrated
grunts, the soft splash of... nothing? Curiosity—and
hunger—propelled her. She turned the knob, pushing in
without knocking.

"Oh! My God." The words escaped her in a hushed gasp,
eyes dropping to the sight before her: Lucas at the toilet,
pajama pants pooled at his ankles, his enormous cock in
hand—thick as her wrist, veined and throbbing, easily
nine inches even in its semi-state, the head flushed



purple and leaking precum. It bobbed heavily, defying his
efforts to aim it downward for relief.

He yelped, spinning half-toward her, hands fumbling to
cover but only succeeding in hiding half of it, and
accidentally, a bead of fluid came out the slit. "A-Aunty
Aval | — | —."

She closed the door behind her, leaning against it, her
skirt's hem still rumpled from the vacuuming, panties a
sodden mess. The air thickened with his musky scent, her
nostrils flaring. So big... bigger than | imagined. And he's
suffering because of me. Guilt warred with lust, but lust
won, her naiveté shattering into bold need. "Sweetie...
what happened? You can't...?"

Lucas's face crumpled, blue eyes pleading, utterly
clueless. "l... | can't pee. It won't... go down. It really
hurts." He gestured vaguely at the offending organ,
which twitched under her gaze, growing harder, longer,
the head swelling.



Ava's mouth watered. "Of course you can't pee in that
state, my poor baby. It's... excited." She glanced down
pointedly, then back to his face—that cute, handsome
face twisted in confusion and discomfort.

He nodded miserably, shifting foot to foot. "When | saw
under your skirt. | don't know why it became like this."

"My innocent boy," she thought, heart aching even as
her core clenched. Time to teach you... to ease you. She
couldn't take it anymore—the teasing, the denial, the
endless ache. Dropping to her knees on the cool tile,
heedless of her skirt bunching, she reached out, fingers
wrapping around his girth, her wedding ring catching the
light as she took him into her hands. It was hot, velvet
over steel, her hand barely encircling the girth. "Let me
help you, sweetie. You can't pee like this. Mama will
make it better."



His eyes widened to saucers. "M-Mama? But... what are
you—oh!" Her lips brushed the tip, soft and reverent,
tasting salt. She kissed it like a lover, then swirled her
tongue around the flared head, lapping the precum that
beaded there—sweet, musky, addictive. So pure... all for
me. Lucas gasped, hands hovering uncertainly, as she
parted her lips and took him in, inch by thick inch.

The stretch was divine, her jaw aching gloriously as she
bobbed, sucking with hollowed cheeks. "Mmmph," she
hummed around him, the vibration drawing a whimper
from him. Her free hand cupped his big, tight balls,
rolling them gently, while the other stroked what her
mouth couldn't reach—yet. She worked him deeper,
gagging softly but persisting, saliva dripping down his
shaft, her wedding ring glinting mockingly. Adam'’s ring...
on this cock. Forgive me, but | need this.

Lucas's hands tangled in her hair, not guiding but
clinging, his hips bucking instinctively. "Aunty... it...
feels... weird... good... ah!" He was putty, naive body



surrendering to sensation, blue eyes glazing over.

She sucked for ten blissful minutes—slow at first,
savoring his throbs, then faster, tongue flicking the
underside, cheeks hollowing to milk him. When he
tensed, a guttural "C-coming!" escaping, she sealed her
lips tight, swallowing every ropey spurt. It was copious,
flooding her mouth—hot, thick, tasting of youth and
vitality. She drank it all, not a drop lost, humming
approval as he shuddered, spent.

Pulling off with a wet pop, she licked him clean, then
rose, cupping his flushed face. "There, sweetie. All
better? Now you can pee."

He nodded dazedly, cock softening to a manageable
monster. "Th-thank you... Mama." The word sent a shiver
through her. Lucas realized that he also like to call her
Mama.



"Anytime, my handsome boy." She kissed his knob, then
slipped out, locking herself in the master bath across the
hall. There, she stripped, fingers plunging into her
drenched pussy, the taste of him still on her tongue. His
cum... inside me. God, | want more. She came screaming
silently, body convulsing against the sink.

From that day, the dam broke. Blowjobs became daily
ritual—morning wood in the shower, where she'd join
him under the spray, kneeling on the tile to suck him dry
before school; afternoon quickies in the laundry room,
his homework forgotten as she dropped to her knees
amid the scent of detergent; evenings after Adam and
Pete slept, sneaking to his room for languid worship, her
mouth coaxing load after load.

But it was the nipple play that bonded them deeper.
Lucas, discovering his oral fixation, latched onto her
thick, ever-hard nipples like a starving babe. "They're
so... big," he'd murmur, face buried in her blouse, hands
kneading her F-cups as he suckled. Ava would arch,



moaning, "Suck harder, baby. It's all for you." She'd curse
inwardly—Why don't | have milk? I'd give him everything,
nurse him like the son | want him to be—but the dry pulls
were ecstasy, her pussy clenching emptily.

This is enough, she'd tell herself post-climax, guilt
resurfacing as she wiped his spend from her chin. You're
a mother-figure for him. Keep it here. But it wasn't. The
ache grew, a void only he could fill.

One sweltering Thursday, Adam at an all-day training
seminar, Pete at a classmate's for a project overnight—
the house was theirs. Ava prepared meticulously: fresh
sheets on the master bed, a bottle of lube on the
nightstand, pilfered from Adam's drawer (unused for
years). Anal, she decided, the taboo thrill making her
shiver. My virginity there... for him. Safe, no risk of...
consequences. Just us.

She found Lucas in the living room, reading a comic Pete
lent him, legs tucked under him. "Sweetie," she purred,



taking his hand, "come to my room. Mama has a special
lesson today."

His blue eyes sparkled with trust—and budding lust.
"Okay,"

In the bedroom, sunlight slanting through lace curtains,
she stripped slowly, revealing her voluptuous form:
heavy breasts with dark, pebbled nipples, soft belly
curving to wide hips, the thatch of dark curls above her
slick folds. Lucas gawked, cock tenting instantly.
"You're... beautiful."

"And you're gorgeous." She undressed him reverently,
gasping at his nudity—slender limbs, smooth chest, that
disproportionate endowment jutting proud. Kneeling,
she lubed her hands, stroking him slick and shiny. "This...
goes here," she whispered, turning to present her ass,
cheeks parting to reveal her puckered rosebud. More
lube, fingers circling, dipping in to prepare herself—two,
then three, scissoring with deep breaths. It burns... but



for him. Relax, Ava. Take it like the wanton you are.

Straddling his hips on the bed, she positioned the head at
her entrance, sinking slowly. "Ahhh!" The stretch was
exquisite agony, his girth splitting her, inch by burning
inch. She paused, panting, feeling him nudge deep inside,
a pressure like he was in her belly. So full... like he's
remaking her. Eyes locked on his adoring face, she began
to rise and fall—tentative at first, then rhythmic, hands
on his chest for leverage.

"F-feels... tight... good," he groaned, hands gripping her
hips, thumbs tracing her stretch marks.

"Yes, baby... fuck Mama's ass." The words shocked her,
but she rode harder, breasts bouncing, nipples grazing
his chest. Orgasms built swiftly—first a clitoral grind
against his base, shattering her with a cry; second
deeper, internal, as he throbbed. "Cum inside... fill me!"



He did, roaring her name, flooding her bowels with
torrent after torrent. She collapsed onto him, ass
clenching around his pulsing length, loving the overflow,
the fullness. His seed... marking me. Precious, like him.

The new routine solidified: evenings of tit-sucking
marathons, Lucas nursing greedily—"Wish there was
milk, Mama"—her cooing, "Oh! You greedy boy." Then
choice: blowjob, throat-fucked until he painted her
tonsils; or anal, bent over the kitchen table, skirt hiked,
taking his loads deep. Always inside, never wasted. "|
can't spill it," she'd gasp, post-climax. "Cum from such a
beautiful, handsome face... it's a gem. She should keep it
inside," she told herself.

Guilt lingered in quiet moments—"I am defiling Adam's
bed. | am endangering Pete's future"—but Lucas's smile
erased all of it. He's happy. I'm happy. This is our secret...

Weeks blurred into a haze of stolen ecstasy. Mornings: a
quick suck under the breakfast table, his hand fisting her



hair as Pete ate cereal obliviously feet away. Afternoons:
upskirt teases evolving to panty-free flashes, her bare
pussy glistening for his wide-eyed stares, erections
inevitable. "Touch if you want, sweetie," she'd whisper
once, guiding his trembling fingers to her folds— but
stopping short, saving the full plunge for later.

One rainy Saturday, Adam fishing with buddies till dusk,
Pete at a tournament, Ava orchestrated a "study session"
in the attic—dusty, secluded, perfect for sin. She spread
a blanket amid forgotten boxes, stripping to nothing,
posing like a harem girl from ancient tales. "Learn me,

Lucas. Every curve."

He explored with awe: lips on nipples, sucking till they
bruised sweetly; tongue tentative on her clit, guided by
her moans—"There, yes, lap Mama's honey." But she
craved his cock, lubing him anew before mounting
reverse-cowgirl, ass swallowing him whole. "Watch it
disappear," she panted, grinding. He did, hands
spreading her cheeks, thumb circling her empty pussy.



The dual tease pushed her over—cumming with a wail,
bowels milking him dry.

Post-coitus, curled in his arms, she stroked his blond hair.
"You're my everything, handsome. | wished you would
never leave."

"Me too," he said, nuzzling her breast. Innocent still, but
awakening.

Nights with Adam grew mechanical—her body sated
elsewhere, faking moans as he rutted briefly. Forgive me,
she'd pray silently, but the next day, seeing Lucas's cute
grin, she'd drop to her knees again.

Escalation crept in: nipple clamps from an online "gift"
(disguised as jewelry), biting into her peaks as he suckled
around them; roleplay whispers—"Call me your dirty
mommy" —his shy "Yes, Mommy" sending her spiraling.



By winter's edge, snow dusting the fields, their bond was
ironclad. A holiday visit from relatives loomed,
threatening separation, but Ava schemed: "He'll
stay—study break helper." Adam agreed, clueless.

In stolen moments amid tinsel and carols, she'd pull him
to the pantry, ass presented over flour sacks, his cum
warm inside as family laughter echoed. Her life... was a
sin-made paradise.

Ava , once a naive wife and mother, now was the queen
of her forbidden realm—tits sucked raw, ass claimed
daily, heart full of a boy's blue-eyed love. Worth every
damnation, she thought, swallowing his essence once
more. For that face... I'd burn.

NINININININI N

In Smith's house, at least for Ava, time passed sweetly.



Today, she paced the worn oak floorboards of the
farmhouse kitchen, the late November chill seeping
through the cracks like an unwelcome guest. Outside, the
Pennsylvania fields lay barren under a slate-gray sky, the
last harvest stubble poking through frost-kissed earth like
forgotten regrets. It was the day Mr. Langford was due
back from his extended trip to Detroit—three weeks that
had felt like a stolen eternity, filled with whispered sins
and fevered touches in the shadowed corners of her
home. Lucas had been hers, utterly and completely, in
those stolen hours: his honey-blond hair at her breast,
his massive cock filling her mouth or ass with a heat that
branded her soul. But now, the clock on the wall ticked
mercilessly toward four PM, and with it came the
inevitable: separation.

She wrung her hands in the hem of her woolen skirt, the
fabric bunching under her fingers. "How can | let him
go?" she thought, a vise tightening around her heart.
That cute face, those blue eyes like summer lakes... and
his body, so small yet so potent, claiming me in ways
Adam never could. The guilt was a constant shadow now,



flickering at the edges of her desire, but it paled against
the ache of impending loss. She'd justified it all—My
pussy for my husband, my ass for my boy. Fair and
square—but the truth was murkier, a tangled web of
maternal longing twisted into something profane and
insatiable. Lucas wasn't just a stand-in for the son she'd
always wanted to nurture; he was her secret fire, her
forbidden bloom in the rigid garden of her marriage.

The rumble of a truck engine shattered the quiet, gravel
crunching like bones under tires. Ava hurried to the
window, peering through lace curtains. There it was: Mr.
Langford's battered Ford, dust-streaked from the
highway, pulling into the drive. Her breath hitched, a sob
threatening to escape. One more hug. One more taste of
him before he's gone.

The door banged open downstairs, Adam's voice
booming cheerfully. "Langford! Good to see you back in
one piece. Lucas, grab your bag—come down. Your
father's waiting for you. We are gonna miss having you



around."

Lucas's reply was soft, muffled by the walls, but Ava
caught the reluctance in it: "Yeah... thanks for
everything, Mr. Smith." Footsteps ascended the
stairs—heavy for Adam, light and hesitant for Lucas—and
then he was there, duffel slung over his shoulder, blue
eyes meeting hers in the hallway dimness.

"Mommy," he murmured, the word a caress that sent
shivers racing down her spine. Without a word, she
opened her arms, pulling him into the alcove by the
guest room door. His petite body molded to hers, face
burying into the deep V of her sweater, where her F-cup
breasts strained the wool. She held him fiercely, one
hand cradling his head, the other splaying across his
back, feeling the rapid flutter of his heart. My boy... my
everything. His erection stirred almost immediately, that
monstrous length—thick as her wrist, longer than Adam's
wildest dreams—pressing insistently against her thigh
through his jeans. She grounded herself subtly against it,



a silent promise, her own core clenching with need.

"I've... I'll miss this," he whispered into her cleavage,
voice thick with the same longing that clawed at her.

"Me too, sweetie," she breathed, lips brushing his ear.
"So much. But go now—your father's waiting. Be good."
She pulled back just enough to cup his face, thumb
tracing those full, pink lips. His eyes, those piercing blues,
held hers with a mix of adoration and sorrow. "If only |
could keep you. Hide you away like a treasure." But the
truck horn blared below, impatient, and Lucas slipped
from her grasp, flashing a sad, dimpled smile before
descending.

Ava watched from the upstairs window as he climbed in,
the door slamming like a finality. The truck reversed,
taillights winking red in the dusk, and then they were
gone, swallowed by the winding rural road. She sank to
the floor, back against the wall, tears hot on her cheeks.
Gone. Again. The house, once alive with his presence,



echoed hollowly now—Pete's laughter from the living
room a distant tinny sound, Adam's footsteps below
oblivious to her unraveling.

That night, dinner was a farce. Ava picked at her plate,
the stew congealing untouched, her stomach a knot of
grief. "Everything alright, love?" Adam asked, fork
pausing mid-air, his dark eyes concerned under bushy
brows.

She forced a smile, the curve of her lips brittle. "Just
tired, my love. Long day." Pete chattered about
school—a science fair project, something about
volcanoes—but her mind wandered to Lucas: the way
he'd latched onto her nipple that morning in the shower,
sucking greedily while she knelt, water cascading over
them; the flood of his cum down her throat, thick and
precious, not a drop wasted. | am not allowed to waste
it, she'd told herself then, swallowing with reverence. It's
from that handsome face, those eyes— a gem. Now,
without him, the absence was a physical torment, her



body aching as if starved.

Sleep evaded her, Adam's snores a rhythmic irritation
beside her. She slipped from bed, padding to the guest
room in her nightgown, the door creaking open to
emptiness. The quilt was still rumpled from his last night,
carrying a faint trace of his scent—clean soap and boyish
musk. She buried her face in it, inhaling deeply, fingers
drifting between her thighs. Lucas... come back. Fill me
again. The orgasm was hollow, tears mingling with her
release, guilt crashing in waves. What kind of
woman—mother—am I? Scheming to keep him, craving
him like this. Repent, Ava. But how, when he needs me?

The days blurred into a month of exquisite torture, each
one a deliberate cruelty orchestrated by fate. Ava's
appetite vanished; meals became battles she lost, plates
pushed away half-eaten, Adam's worry deepening into
quiet lectures. "You're wasting away, Ava. Is it the
holidays coming? Or... woman troubles?" Pete echoed
the concern, his teenage awkwardness manifesting in



burnt toast attempts at breakfast. "Mom, eat something.
You look like a ghost."

If only you knew, she thought, forcing down a bite, the
food ash on her tongue. It's him. Always him. Mornings,
she'd wake slick and needy, humping her pillow in silent
desperation, imagining his small hands on her hips, that
huge cock stretching her ass. Afternoons, chores
blurred—gardening gloves forgotten in the dirt, laundry
piling in baskets—as fantasies consumed her: Lucas's
mouth on her thick nipples, sucking with that innocent
hunger, her whispering, "Harder, baby... Sorry... Mama
has no milk for you." Evenings, she'd volunteer for extra
shifts at the community center, anything to distract from
the void, but the drive home always dissolved into tears,
radio love songs twisting the knife.

One particularly brutal night, two weeks in, she broke.
Curled in the tub, water scalding, she wept openly, the
steam fogging the mirror like her fractured reflection.
This is torture. Someone—God?—is doing it on purpose,



ripping him from me. Her hand found her breast,
pinching the nipple hard, a pale echo of his teeth. |
justified the blowjobs—his release, my gift. The anal—my
secret for his comfort. But without it... I'm dying inside.
The water sloshed as she fingered herself furiously,
climaxing with a muffled cry, but it only amplified the
loneliness. Come back, my handsome boy. Your mama
needs you.

Adam noticed, of course—his touches increased
substantially, trying to fill the void. "Talk to me, my love,"
he'd murmur post-coitus, arm heavy across her waist.
She'd feign sleep, mind elsewhere, plotting silent pleas to
Langford for another "favor." But pride—and fear—held
her tongue. What would | say? 'Please send your son so |
can suck him dry'? No. Endure.

Endurance frayed by the month's end. Ava's curves
softened further, her once-plush figure leaning toward
gaunt, dark circles blooming under her eyes. Pete's
soccer games became escapes, cheering from the



bleachers a momentary reprieve, but even there, she'd
spot a blond boy in the crowd and her heart would seize.
Is that him? No... but soon. Please, soon.

Salvation came via Adam's factory gossip, delivered over
weak coffee one crisp December morning. "Langford's off
again—big trip to Africa this time. Some mining
conference in Johannesburg. Three months, at least.

Kid's got no one, so... you mind if he bunks here? Again?"

Ava's spoon clattered into her mug, coffee sloshing. She
schooled her face to casual concern, but inside, joy
exploded like fireworks—it was music to Ava's ears, like
Christmas had come early! My gift, my boy! "Of course,
Adam. Poor Lucas. We'll make him feel at home." Her
voice was steady, but her thighs clenched under the
table, a rush of wetness betraying her. Overjoyed doesn't
cover it. I'm alive again.

That evening, as snow flurried outside, the truck
arrived—not Langford's, but a cab from town, Lucas



huddled in the back with his duffel and a tentative wave.
Ava was at the door before the driver killed the engine,
arms flung wide. "Sweetie! Oh, my handsome boy." He
tumbled out, small frame swallowed by her embrace,
face pressing into her coat's fur collar, then lower as she
shrugged it off, nestling between her breasts. The hug
was desperate, her body molding to his, feeling his
instant hardness—a promise fulfilled.

"Missed you," he whispered, voice cracking, arms tight
around her waist.

"Shh, Mama's here now." She stroked his blond hair,
inhaling him, the world rightsizing in that moment. Pete
bounded out, slapping his back—"Dude, snow day
tomorrow? Epic!"—and Adam clapped shoulders all
around, but Ava's eyes never left Lucas's, a silent vow:
Soon, you'll reclaim me.

The rituals resumed with a vengeance, as if the month
apart had only stoked the flames. That first night, after



Pete crashed early from holiday cookies and Adam dozed
by the fire, Ava slipped into the guest room. Lucas
waited, pajama-clad and eager, blue eyes gleaming in the
lamplight. "Mommy..."

She silenced him with a finger to his lips, locking the
door. "Undress, baby. Let Mama worship you." He
complied, that enormous cock springing free, already
leaking for her. She dropped to her knees, the carpet
rough against her skin, and took him in hand—her
wedding ring glinting mockingly as she stroked. Pussy for
Adam, ass for you. Fair. But fairness was a lie; this was
possession. She swirled her tongue around the tip,
savoring the salty bead, then engulfed him, sucking deep,
throat relaxing from practice. Lucas groaned, hands in
her hair, hips bucking gently. "Feels... so good, Mama."

She hummed approval, bobbing faster, cheeks hollowing.
Ten minutes of sloppy devotion, his whimpers

crescendoing, until he flooded her mouth—ropes of thick
cum, endless and hot. She swallowed greedily, not a drop



escaping, licking him clean with reverent laps. "Precious,"
she told herself, rising to kiss his forehead. "Not a gem
wasted."

He pulled her to the bed then, small hands deft now from
their time together. Her blouse unbuttoned, bra
discarded, and he latched onto her left nipple—thick,
hard, begging. "Oh God! How much | love these," he
mumbled around the peak, sucking with wet pulls, teeth
grazing. Ava arched, moaning softly, fingers carding his
hair. If I had milk... I'd nurse you forever, my sweet boy.
The right breast received equal attention, his tongue
flicking, hand kneading the heavy globe. She came
untouched, pussy clenching on nothing, whispering
endearments: "My blue-eyed angel. So cute, so
handsome."

Blowjobs punctuated mornings—quick and frantic in the
bathroom, her on knees as he peed post-release, the
intimacy profane. Nipple sessions stretched lazy
afternoons, Lucas nursing shirtless on the couch while



she read aloud from Pete's comics, her voice husky with
arousal. And anal... oh, the anal was nightly sacrament.
Bent over the kitchen sink, skirt hiked, lubed and ready;
or reverse on his lap in the attic, sinking down that
impossible length, feeling him nudge her depths. "Fill
Mama's ass, baby," she'd gasp, riding until he erupted,
her bowels warm with his seed. No waste. All
inside—where it belongs.

She justified it relentlessly in her monologues, pacing the
empty fields during chores. Pussy's sacred, for Adam and
heirs. But ass? A backdoor delight, harmless. And his

cum... from that face? Divine. | honor it. Guilt nipped, but
desire devoured it, her body a temple to their secret rite.

Then, catastrophe shattered the idyll. It was mid-January,
snow blanketing the world in white silence, when Adam's
phone rang at dawn—a foreman, voice grim. "Langford's

gone, man. Accident in Africa. Truck rollover on some dirt
road. Kid's... alone now."



Ava, eavesdropping from the hall, felt the world tilt.
Gone? Lucas's father... he is an orphan now?. Horror for
the boy eclipsed all; she burst in, face ashen. "What?
When?"

Adam hung up, pulling her close. "Details
fuzzy—embassy's handling." To which Ava said, "But

what about Lucas?...

"I don't know honey."

"We'll take him in, right? Take his custody?"

"Are you sure , Baby?"

"Yes," she breathed, resolve steeling. "We must. He's
family." That afternoon, after school, she sat Lucas down
in the living room, Pete tactfully banished to his room.
The boy was shattered—Dblue eyes red-rimmed, small



frame curled fetal on the couch. "He's... dead? For real?"

She enveloped him, rocking as sobs wracked him. "I'm so
sorry, sweetie. But you're not alone. We'll fight for
you—Adam and I. We will be your guardians. Your home
is here." He clung, face in her bosom, but the spark was
dimmed, grief a wall between them.

The funeral was a blur—uvirtual, from Johannesburg, a
cold Zoom call with suited strangers and Lucas's hollow
echoes of "Yes, sir." Back home, the avoidance began
subtly: meals picked at, hugs rebuffed with mumbled
"Tired." Blowjobs offered met shrugs—"Not now,Mom."
Nipple play? He'd turn away, burying in books or Pete's
video games. Anal invitations hung unanswered, her ass
clenching on emptiness.

It killed her, bit by bit. Nights, she'd lie awake, Adam
snoring beside her, tears soaking the pillow. He's
grieving. | know—I lost my brother when | was young. |
know the ache that hollows you. But the rejection stung



deeper, a lover's slight. He needs me. My body healed
him before. Why not now? Days blurred in torment:
cooking his favorites, only for plates to cool untouched;
lingering hugs met with stiff shoulders. Avoiding my
breasts? My touch? It's torture anew—worse, because |
taste his sadness.

After weeks of this slow bleed—Lucas a ghost haunting
their home, his laughs rare, eyes distant—Ava retreated
to the garden one thawing afternoon, knees in mud,
pulling weeds with vicious tugs. Blowjobs were release,
anal escape. But grief like this... needs deeper healing.
Warmth. Full union. The realization bloomed, shocking in
its clarity: He needs pussy. Mommy's pussy—hot, wet,
enveloping. To feel whole, claimed. Her cheeks burned,
hand pausing on a thistle. My last sanctuary... for him.
On our marital bed, no less. Damning? Yes. But
love—twisted maternal love—demands it. She rose,
resolve igniting like dry tinder. I'll prepare. Make it
romantic, healing. Show him I'm his harbor.



The day came serendipitously: a Friday in late February,
Adam at a multi-day conference in Philly, Pete at a
weekend campout. The house was theirs, sunlight
streaming through winter-bare branches. Ava began at
noon, heart pounding with anticipation.
Candles—scented vanilla and rose, pilfered from the attic
box—dotted the bedroom: on nightstands, windowsills,
the dresser mirroring their flames. Rose petals, plucked
from the greenhouse's hothouse blooms, trailed from
the door to the bed, crimson whispers on white sheets
she'd starched fresh. The air thickened with
perfume—jasmine oil on her pulse points, a nod to
homeland nights.

Shower next: scalding water cascading over her curves,
steam fogging the glass. She shaved meticulously—Ilegs
smooth as silk, underarms bare, then the intimate thatch
above her pussy, trimmed to a neat landing strip the way
she'd caught him eyeing once, his blush endearing. "For
you, baby." All smooth, inviting. Lotion followed,
rose-scented, massaged into heavy breasts, soft belly,
wide hips. She slipped into a sheer negligee—ivory lace,



nipples dark shadows beneath, the hem flirting
mid-thigh. Makeup subtle: kohl-lined eyes to deepen
their doe-like plea, lips glossed crimson. A seductress?
No—a mother offering solace. His... solace.

Lucas was in the living room, lost in a textbook, blond
hair tousled, face pale with lingering sorrow. She
approached softly, hand on his shoulder. "Sweetie...
come with me. Please." Her voice was velvet, laced with
promise. He looked up, blue eyes wary but curious,
setting the book aside. She took his hand—small,
warm—and led him upstairs, the petal path guiding like
fate.

The bedroom door swung open to candlelight's glow,
petals swirling in the draft. Lucas gasped, eyes widening.
"Mama... what's this?"

She turned, cupping his face, thumbs brushing his
cheekbones. "For you, my handsome boy. To chase the
shadows. Let Mama heal you—fully." She kissed him



then, soft at first—lips to lips, a maternal press—then
deepening, tongue teasing his, tasting mint and youth.
He melted into it, hands tentative on her waist, the
negligee's lace whispering under his fingers.

They tumbled to the bed in a tangle of limbs and petals,
her guiding his mouth to her neck, her breasts. "Suck,
baby," she murmured, arching as he latched—first left
nipple, thick and aching, his tongue swirling with familiar
hunger. "Yes... just like that. My sweet boy, so good to
Mama." He switched sides, teeth nipping, drawing moans
she didn't stifle. Hands roamed: his exploring her thighs,
hers unbuttoning his shirt, tracing his underdeveloped
chest, the faint trail to his straining zipper.

"You're beautiful," he whispered, awe threading his
voice, grief's edge softening. "Missed this... you."

"I know, angel. Shh." More kisses—trailing down her
throat, collarbone—then she pushed him back,
straddling his hips, grinding against his clothed erection.



So big... soon inside me. Foreplay stretched languid: her
sucking his fingers, him laving her navel; mutual
undressing, her negligee pooling like cream, his jeans
shucked to reveal that cock—veined, throbbing,
precum-smeared. She stroked it reverently, wedding ring
flashing, then bent to kiss the tip.

Guiding him to lie back, she reclined, legs parting in
invitation—missionary, intimate, faces inches apart. "
would like to see him, those eyes, locking on mine as he
claims me." Her pussy glistened, shaved lips swollen and
wet, clit peeking like a pearl. "Come here, Lucas. Enter
Mama."

He hovered, cock nudging her entrance, eyes searching
hers. She reached with her right hand, but he caught her
left— the ringed one—lifting it to his lips for a kiss. "Use
this one," he said, voice husky, a spark of mischief in his
blue depths.

Naughty delight curled her lips, a grin wicked and loving.



Oh, you devil. Guiding my married hand to prove my
betrayal... | adore you. "As you wish, handsome." Her left
fingers wrapped his girth—ring cool against hot
flesh—and positioned him, the head breaching her folds.
"Slow, baby. You're... so big."

He pushed in inch by torturous inch, her walls stretching,
burning sweetly. "Tight... oh, Mama..." She breathed
deep, nails digging his shoulders, urging, "Slower... yes,
like that. Feel me open for you." Past Adam's modest
reach he went—five inches, six—nudging uncharted
depths, a pressure building like discovery. His cock was
like Columbus in her body... mapping new territories she
didnot know existed. At full hilt, as he bottomed out, his
balls touching her ass, she shattered—cumming with a
wail, walls fluttering, vision whiting. It seemd as if she
had died and risen to Heaven.

"Move, love," she gasped, legs wrapping his waist. He
did—slow thrusts at first, delicious friction igniting nerves
anew. "Faster... yes, fuck Mama's pussy." Profanities



spilled, unheeded: "God, so deep... your cock... is huge!"

He accelerated, hips snapping, small body belying power,
her breasts bouncing wildly. Orgasms chained—one, two,
three—losing count in the haze, each cresting with cries:

"Don't stop... my boy... ahh!"

Forty minutes blurred—sweat-slick skin slapping, candle
flames dancing shadows on walls, her monologues a
litany: "This is right. Healing him AND Me. Will | be
Damned? Of course, but it is worth it... | will do anything
for that cute smile." Then Lucas's rhythm faltered, face
contorting. "Mama... gonna..."

"Inside!" she begged, heels digging his ass, knowing the
peril—No protection, his seed in my womb. Eternal sin.
"Cum in Mama... fill me!"

He roared, burying deep, erupting—jets of cum painting
her cervix, hot and endless. Her final orgasm eclipsed all
and sent her into a state of nirvana: body convulsing,

mind blanking to white light, a scream tearing free. They



were eternally bound now.

They stayed locked, his weight a comfort, her whispering
into his ear: "My handsome prince. You're safe. Loved.
Forever." Kisses peppered his brow, cheeks, lips—soft
now, tender.

Time intruded—clocks ticking toward returns. "Go,
sweetie. Study. We'll... continue this." He pulled out with
a wet schlick, cum dribbling, but she clenched, trapping
most inside. She would not allow a drop to be wasted.
She would keep his gift... deep inside.

He dressed, flashing a genuine smile—first in
weeks—blue eyes alive. "Thank you, Mama. For...
everything."

Her heart swelled. "I hope | brought him back," she told
herself.



Dinner that night, with Adam and Pete home—tales of
conferences and campfires—Ava served roast with a
spark in her eyes, secret fire banked but glowing. Lucas
chattered animatedly—jokes with Pete, questions for
Adam—his happiness was radiating. Under the table, she
brushed brushed his calf with her foot while there was a
spark in her eyes that said, "My pussy is full of you, boy. |
did it... Healed us both."

NINININININI N

Some days later, Ava lay entwined with Lucas in the dim
glow of the guest room lamp, the house settling into the
quiet hush of midnight. Adam's snores rumbled faintly
from down the hall, a distant thunder that only
heightened the illicit thrill of the moment. It was late
March now, the Pennsylvania winter clinging stubbornly
to the fields outside, frost etching silvery patterns on the
windowpanes. But inside, heat bloomed—Ava's body a
furnace, slick with sweat and satisfaction, Lucas's petite
frame draped over her like a living blanket. His



honey-blond hair rested on her F-cup breast, one thick
nipple still glistening from his recent attentions, caught
between his full lips in a lazy, post-climax suckle. His
massive cock, softened but still imposingly thick, lay
heavy against her thigh, a reminder of the three loads
he'd deposited deep in her pussy earlier that
evening—raw, unprotected, a deliberate flooding of her
fertile womb.

"This is our new normal," she thought, her fingers tracing
idle circles on his underdeveloped back, feeling the
delicate knobs of his spine. No more holding back.
Mouth, ass, pussy—all his, without shame or restraint.
The rituals had evolved since that first full surrender on
the marital bed, the night she'd given him her pussy and,
unknowingly, set the course for their tangled future.
What began as stolen blowjobs in shadowed corners had
blossomed into uninhibited offerings: her on her knees in
the pantry, throat working his length while Pete
rummaged in the fridge mere feet away; bent over the
washing machine, ass lubed and presented as the spin
cycle masked her moans; or, most daringly, riding him



reverse on the living room couch while Adam napped in
his armchair, the TV's drone covering the wet sounds of
their joining.

The thrill of proximity—of cheating under Adam's very
nose—had become an addiction, a mind-numbing rush
that left her trembling long after. Just last week, during a
family movie night, with popcorn bowls balanced on
knees and the flickering screen casting blue shadows,
Ava had excused herself to "get more soda." Lucas
followed seconds later, feigning a bathroom break. In the
narrow hallway, she'd hiked her skirt, braced herself
against the wall, and guided him inside her pussy—quick,
frantic thrusts, his hand clamped over her mouth to stifle
gasps. Adam had called out, "Everything okay in there?"
Mid-scene, and Ava, impaled and clenching around
Lucas's girth, had managed a breathy, "Fine, my
love—just spilled a bit!" The lie, the risk, the hot spill of
Lucas's cum trickling down her thigh as they returned
separately—it was ecstasy, profane and perfect. He has
no idea, she'd marveled later, wiping herself clean in the
bathroom, the mirror reflecting her flushed, guilty smile.



His wife, dripping with another man's seed, sitting beside
him like nothing's amiss. God, | love it. The danger... it's
what makes it ours.

Lucas stirred now, his blue eyes fluttering open, those
piercing sapphires locking onto hers with a mix of sated
drowsiness and lingering hunger. "Mama," he
murmured, the word a caress that sent fresh wetness
pooling between her legs. At 16, he was still so
boyish—small stature, smooth skin, that cute, handsome
face framed by tousled blond waves—but his appetites
had grown with their intimacy. No longer the naive
orphan fumbling in confusion; he was her lover, her
secret son, claiming her with a possessiveness that
thrilled her maternal heart.

She kissed his forehead, tasting the salt of his skin.
"Sleep, sweetie. Dawn's close—school for you, chores for
me." But he nuzzled deeper, latching fully onto her
nipple, suckling with wet, rhythmic pulls that drew a soft
moan from her throat. "You greedy boy. If only | had milk



for you... you'd never leave my breast." The thought,
once a whimsical curse, now carried a deeper ache—a
void she couldn't name, gnawing at the edges of her
bliss.

The next morning unfolded in domestic rhythm:
breakfast chaos with Pete wolfing down pancakes, Adam
buried in the morning paper, headlines about factory
expansions blurring under his tired eyes. Lucas sat across
from her, fork scraping eggs, his knee brushing hers
under the table—a deliberate tease, his blue gaze flicking
up with mischief. Ava's conservative dress hid the
evidence of last night: faint bruises on her inner thighs
from his grip, her pussy still tender and full-feeling from
his repeated fillings. "Three times... and he wants more?"
she thought, suppressing a shiver as she poured coffee.

Later on in her private moments, as she mused about
their relationship, she felt that something was missing.
This love—it's fire, but it is fruitless. It is wild and
consuming... yet empty.



The realization struck her that afternoon, alone in the
garden, knees muddied as she planted early peas under a
reluctant sun. The earth was cool and yielding under her
fingers, seeds nestled into furrows like promises. Seeds.
Fruit. Her hand stilled on a trowel, breath catching. True
love bears fruit. A child—his child. That's what's absent.
Not just his body in mine, but his life from mine. The idea
bloomed, shocking in its audacity, intoxicating in its
rightness. At 35, her body was ripe—curves lush, cycles
regular, fertility a quiet hum she'd ignored since Pete.
But with Lucas... Blue eyes like his, handsome features. A
baby with his smile, mine and his blonde hair. It will be
Ours. Adam's recent promotion—courtesy of the late Mr.
Langford's final act of generosity, a supervisor's bump
with hazard pay and benefits—sealed it. We can afford it.
More mouths, more joy. And Adam... he'll think it's his. |
will amange the timing... and the lies... white lies. it'll
work.

Guilt flickered—Cuckolding him with a child? Eternal
sin—but desire smothered it, maternal and erotic



emotions entwined. Adam's limp dick hasn't stirred real
passion in years. But Lucas's cock is ... bigger, thicker and
far superior. This baby will be proof of our love, hidden in
plain sight. She rose, dirt-streaked and determined, a
fierce resolve etching her features. I'll make it happen.
For us.

The plan coalesced over the following weeks, a
meticulous dance of denial and anticipation. First, Adam:
Ava rebuffed his advances with feigned headaches,
"womanly troubles," or sheer exhaustion, her body a
fortress he couldn't breach. "Not tonight, my love," she'd
murmur, turning away in bed, his frustrated sighs a small
price. Your seed's weak anyway. No more mixing lines.
Internally, she sneered—you are Limp, quick, forgettable.
Lucas owns me now.

With Lucas, the abstinence was torture for them both—a
deliberate famine to heighten the feast. No more hallway
quickies, no knee-suckling on the couch. She'd catch his

eye across dinner, her foot tracing his calf, then pull away



with a whispered, "Patience, baby. Soon." His frustration
mounted: erections tenting painfully during hugs, his
small hands clenching when she brushed past, blue eyes
stormy with need. Good, she'd think, feeling her own
heat build, panties perpetually damp. Let it simmer. Your
cum will be thicker, stronger—swimmers primed for my
egg. Nights, she'd masturbate alone, fingers plunging
while imagining his girth, orgasms sharp but unsatisfying.
They were both hot and restless? It's Perfect. On my
ovulation day, I'll be a flood. He'll drown in me.

She tracked her cycle on calendar, marking the peak:
mid-April, a Wednesday when Adam worked late shift
and Pete had debate club till eight. Preparation began
days prior: prenatal vitamins doubled, a fertility
smoothie of pineapple and spinach gulped daily. Body
ready. Now the scene. The bedroom
transformed—romantic music queued on a hidden
speaker, soft oud strings evoking an ancient moonlit
nights; exotic scents from sandalwood incense and
jasmine oil diffusing, heavy and heady. Rose petals again,
but more lavish: a trail from the door, a heart on the



sheets. And the centerpiece of the feast would be her
wedding dress, preserved in tissue paper, white silk and
lace from that sun-drenched ceremony a decade and a
half ago. In this, he'll lose his mind. He will mount his
'mama’ in bridal purity... It may be twisted, but it is
perfect.

The day arrived with spring's tentative warmth, birdsong
filtering through open windows. Ava dismissed Pete
early—"Homework at the library, mijo"—and Adam with
a packed lunch and a chaste kiss. Lucas lingered after
school, backpack slung, sensing the shift in her electric
gaze. "Go shower, sweetie," she instructed, voice husky.
"Then... come to my room in twenty minutes." He
nodded, blue eyes shining with anticipation and hope.

In the master bath, Ava transformed. Shower steam
enveloped her, razor gliding over already-smooth
skin—legs, underarms, that intimate strip above her
pussy, shaved bare this time for utter vulnerability. "All
open for you, baby. No barriers." Lotion followed,



rose-infused, massaged into every curve: heavy breasts
liftted and oiled, nipples perking under her thumbs; soft
belly, where his child would grow; wide hips, ass cheeks
parted for a teasing slick. Makeup: smoky eyes to deepen
her allure, lips painted crimson like forbidden fruit.

The dress—oh, the dress. She stepped into it reverently,
the silk whispering against her skin, lace bodice hugging
her F-cups like a lover's hands, the skirt flowing to her
ankles in ethereal waves. A veil pinned, train fanned—
she was a bride again, but for her boy. She checked
herself in the mirror: voluptuous, radiant, the fabric
sheer enough at the bust to hint at dark areolas beneath.
"He'll devour me." Giggling softly—nerves and
naughtiness—she lit the candles, queued the music,
scattered the final petals. Heart pounding, she waited on
the bed's edge, legs crossed demurely, the irony
delicious.

Twenty minutes ticked by like eons. The door creaked
open, and Lucas entered—clean-shaven, hair damp,



wearing only loose boxers that did nothing to hide his
raging erection. His jaw slackened, eyes widening to

saucers as he took her in the gown: he liked the glow.
She was like  the goddess on silk sheets. "Ohl... Mama...
you're... a bride?"

She rose, veil swaying, arms opening. "For you,
handsome. Come—Kkiss your bride." He crossed the
petals in a daze, hands trembling as they cupped her
face, lips crashing to hers. The kiss was fire: soft at first,
exploratory, then devouring—tongues tangling, breaths
mingling with oud's spice. "God, you look... perfect," he
gasped, pulling back to trace the lace, fingers dipping to
graze a nipple through silk. "Like a dream."

"Hhmmm," she whispered, guiding his mouth to her
cleavage, the dress's neckline low enough for access. He
unlaced deftly—practice from countless
undressings—exposing one breast, then the other,
latching hungrily. "Suck, baby. Taste your mama-bride."
Wet pulls echoed, his teeth nipping the thick peaks,



drawing moans that harmonized with the music. They
sank to the bed, eyes locked—his blue fire to her dark
passion—whispers flowing like wine: "You're so
beautiful, Lucas. My handsome boy, with eyes like stars."
"Love you, Mama."

Foreplay stretched eternal: his hands roaming the dress's
folds, hiking skirt to caress shaved smoothness; her
fingers in his hair, urging deeper suckles; then they
started mutual grinding, his cock—freed from boxers,
veined and leaking—rubbing her thigh, smearing precum
on silk. "Feel how wet | am, sweetie?" She guided his
hand under tulle, fingers slipping into her sopping folds.
"All for you, honey..."

His breath hitched, eyes blazing. "Wow!"

She turned to all fours on the bed—bridal train fanned
like a surrender flag, ass presented, pussy glistening in
candlelight. "Mount me, love. Like a stallion claiming his
mare." He knelt behind, small hands gripping her hips,



cockhead nudging her entrance. Slow—agonizingly
slow—he pushed in, inch by thick inch, her walls yielding
after weeks of denial. "Ahhh... yes, stretch Mama.
Deeper." As he bottomed out, balls to clit, she clenched,
a mini-orgasm rippling. She felt Full... owned.

Pausing, buried to hilt, she glanced over her shoulder,
veil askew, face flushed. "Today is... my ovulation day.
I've planned it all, baby. No more avoidance. Today you...
you're going to get me pregnant.” His eyes widened, cock
twitching inside her. She grinned mischievously, pushing
back. "Today, you make me a mother again... or a
grandmother, if you know what | mean." The taboo jest
hung, electric.

"W-what about Dad?" Lucas stammered, hips still,
though his length throbbed.

She laughed softly, reaching back to squeeze his thigh.
"What about him, sweetie? What he doesn't know won't
hurt him." Rocking gently, she took him deeper. "He'll



think it's his—That's it, pure and simple."

"Won't he... suspect?" Thrust tentative now, testing.

"Oh, don't worry, my naughty boy." She moaned as he
hilted again, the friction divine after abstinence. "I'm a
married, respectable woman. Everyone knows wives get
pregnant all the time. You can breed me while no one's
the wiser. This will be our little secret..."

That unleashed him. Passion ignited—slow,
honeymoon-languid at first, lovers savoring union. His
thrusts measured, hands roaming her bodice, unlacing
further to free breasts for pendulous sway. "l Love you
like this," he groaned, one hand sliding to rub her clit.
Orgasms cascaded: first a shuddering wave as he ground
deep, her pussy gushing around his shaft in hot, slick
pulses that soaked the petals beneath; second building
with position shift—her on side, leg hooked over his hip,
eyes locked in mirror across room. "Look at us," she
thought, watching his petite form dwarfed atop her



curves, blond head buried in her neck, his thick cock
pistoning in and out with wet, obscene slaps, her juices
coating his balls. "Boy breeding his Mama. That's
perfect." She came again, walls fluttering wildly, milking
him as she cried out, "Fill me, baby—plant it deep!"

They flowed through poses: her atop, dress hiked like a
tent, riding slow circles, breasts bouncing to slap his
chest with fleshy thuds, her hips grinding to take every
veined inch, clit rubbing his pubic bone until she squirted
in a gushing release that drenched his groin; him behind
in classic doggy, veil trailing down her back like a fallen
halo, his small hands spanking her ass red as he pounded,
the room filling with the symphony of skin on skin, her
moans echoing off walls; then prone bone—his and her
favorite, Ava lying flat on her belly, train askew, him
blanketing her fully, small weight pressing as he pistoned
deep, the angle hitting her core like lightning, his balls
slapping her clit with each brutal thrust. "Here... cum
here, baby," she begged, ass clenching, the friction
building to frenzy. Her demeaning whispers spilled
unfiltered: "Your cock is... so superior. It's so big and



thick—Your father and his pencil dick could never dream
of this. You are ... Uhhh ... far better than your father.
Breed me like he never could—make me swell with your
superior seed!"

Then he came —roaring "Mama!"—flooding her womb,
hot jets painting her cervix in thick, ropey spurts that she
felt pulsing deep inside, overflowing in creamy rivulets
down her thighs. She shattered around him with an
endless climax, pussy convulsing to milk every drop, her
body quaking as waves of ecstasy crashed, toes curling
into the sheets. She took it all without wasting a drop,
clenching to hold his essence against her fertile entrance.
They collapsed, but he hardened swiftly—youth's
gift—flipping her for round two. They chose missionary
now, her dress a rumpled cloud, her legs wrapped tight
around his waist, heels digging into his ass to pull him
deeper. "More," she demanded, eyes fierce, sweat
forming over her brow and rolling down to her heaving
breasts.



"Gonna fill you again—make sure it takes," said Lucas.

She nodded, nails raking his back, drawing red lines as he
hammered home, her orgasms blurring into one eternal
peak, each thrust sending squelching sounds through the
air, her arousal foaming at their join.

She received the third load in prone boneagain, his body
shuddering atop hers, cum overflowing despite her
clenches, pooling warm and sticky beneath her ass as he
ground out the last drops with a guttural groan. She
loved watching themselves in the mirror: Lucas's small
frame lying over her luscious body. it was so naughty.

Then post-coital glow enveloped them—tangled in silk
and sweat, his head on her breast, fingers tracing her
belly as if already imagining the swell. "Can it... not be
just this child?" he murmured, voice small, his cock still
semi-hard against her thigh, twitching with aftershocks.



She giggled, kissing his crown, tasting the salt of his
exertion. "Oooh, someone's greedy here..." Pausing,
heart swelling with possessive love, she cupped his face,
thumbs stroking his flushed cheeks. "Of course, sweetie.
Mama's only 35—prime for babies. | can give birth to lots
of beautiful children for you. We'll fill this house with our
secrets, one swollen belly at a time. You'll breed me
whenever and wherever you want, raw and deep, until
I'm dripping with your legacy."

They did exactly that. Conception took— Ava's cycle
shifted, tests blooming positive by May's end, a faint blue
line that made her pussy throb with triumphant wetness.
She celebrated alone at first, fingers dipping into her slick
folds in the bathroom, imagining Lucas's cock claiming
her again, then shared the news in a stolen moment:
bent over the kitchen counter while Adam showered
upstairs, Lucas sliding into her from behind for a quick,
celebratory fuck, his hand over her mouth as he
whispered, "This is our baby, Mama," spilling inside her
already-knocked-up womb. Adam, overjoyed at "his"
miracle, doted. Adam used promotion's money to make a



nursery, while Ava watched, her hand subtly on her flat
belly, Lucas's seed already taking root. Pete, thrilled at a
sibling, helped paint walls blue—"For the little bro,
Mom!"—unaware his new brother was his half-uncle in
truth.

Community buzzed: "Ava's glowing—her marriage is as
strong as ever." No suspicions; her respectable facade
held, even as Lucas sneaked into her bed on Adam's
night shifts, nursing her swelling breasts with gentle
sucks, his cock easing into her ass to avoid straining her
pussy, filling her backdoor with load after load until she
came whispering his name.

Pregnancy was bliss: Lucas's secret caresses—nursing her
swollen breasts in hidden moments, milk finally lactating
by the third trimester, his lips drawing warm streams
that he swallowed greedily, blue eyes locked on hers as
he murmured, "It tastes like us, Mama." Then he took
recourse to anal to spare her pussy till birth, his thick
shaft stretching her tight ring in the barn loft, hay



prickling her knees as he pumped her full, her pregnant
belly swaying with each thrust.

Close calls thrilled them both: Adam walking in on her
"napping" with Lucas's head under the covers, actually
suckling her leaking nipples, Ava moaning it was "just a
cramp" as Lucas's tongue flicked secretly.

The boy arrived in November—a son, Elias, with Lucas's
blue eyes and blond wisps, Adam's "spitting image" in
delusion, the delivery room filled with Adam's proud
tears while Ava locked eyes with Lucas through the
window, his smile mirroring the babe's as he mouthed,
"Ours." She held him first, tears streaming, feeling the
wet nurse of his tiny mouth on her breast, already

planning the next.

More followed: a daughter, Mira, two years later—blond
curls like his and hers, but those sapphire eyes betraying
the truth in private moments when Lucas would cradle

her, whispering, "My little girl," before sneaking to Ava's



bed for a breeding session, her body rebounding quickly,
pussy eager and fertile again. Conception night for Mira
was in the guest room, Adam away on a work trip, Lucas
lying atop Ava, fucking her senseless in every hole until
dawn, cum leaking from her pussy and ass as she begged
for his seed to quicken. Twins, boy-girl, at 39—handsome
rogues with their father's dimples, conceived during a
family camping trip, Ava luring Lucas to the tent while
Adam and the kids slept nearby, riding him silently under
the stars, her hand over his mouth as he flooded her
ovulating womb twice over, the risk of moans echoing in
the woods heightening her squirting orgasms.

After each birth, Adam's pride swelled—"My
legacy!"—Pete acting like a doting brother, helping with
bottles unaware they were filled with Ava's milk laced
with Lucas's secret licks.

Soon the farmhouse was bursting with laughter, chaos,
and love. Risks nagged—close calls with resemblances,
Adam's puzzled "He looks just like young Langford photos



| saw once"—but Ava's lies wove tight: "Genes skip, my
love," distracting him with a rare blowjob that left him
spent and unquestioning, while Lucas waited in the
shadows to reclaim her throat.

By 45, five children total—Elias now 10, tall and blond
like his true father, kicking a ball with Pete's old cleats,
oblivious to the winks Lucas shared with Ava; Mira, 8,
braiding flowers into her dark hair, those blue eyes
sparkling as she called Lucas "big bro" while he secretly
fingered Ava in the pantry; the twins, 6, chasing fireflies
with their father-son, petite and fierce in play. Ava
surveyed her kingdom from the porch swing: the farm
thriving under Adam's steady job and Lucas's hands-on
labor, fields golden in summer sun. No one knew: her
husband was content in cuckold blindness, and the
community was admiring her "fertile marriage" and
"devoted family," children thriving in innocent joy, their
sapphire gazes a private thrill only she and Lucas shared.

Ava had never been happier—fruit of twisted love, a



garden lush and secret. Her body, though softened by
births, still craved: breasts heavier with lingering milk,
pussy perpetually ready, ass trained to take him on
whim. This is... ours forever, she thought, hand on her
belly—perhaps one more? At 45, there were risks, but
she was fertile and ready. Lucas, now 25, still petite, still
hers, caught her eye across the yard, winking that boyish
grin as Elias scored a goal. He mouthed, "Tonight?" She
nodded subtly, heat flooding her core. "Yes, there's
always room for more."

That evening, with Adam dozing in his chair and kids
tucked in, Lucas slipped into the master bed—Adam's
side cold and empty from another "headache" excuse.
Ava, naked under sheets, pulled him atop her, guiding his
eternal hardness into her slick, waiting pussy. "Breed
Mama again," she whispered, legs locking as he thrust
deep, the house silent but for their muffled gasps. One
more secret seed, one more swollen proof. Their love,
endless, fruitful, hidden in the heart of the family they'd
built on lies and lust.



