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Authors Note:For a long time I have wanted to explore the idea of a Mom having sex with her son from the mother's point-of-view. What series of events would it take for a mother to allow herself to break that taboo and to truly give herself over to the carnal joy of sex with her son? This story is my take on one way that might happen.

Oh, and one more little detail. I recently read in the forums that readers of these kinds of stories do not especially like when the mother enjoys anal sex. I'm not sure that I believe that. While I realize that anal isn't for everyone (hence this heads-up), I think her relationship to anal sex adds to the story. Okay, enough! On with the show!

Memories of Matt

From a stray dish inside the sink to vanishing leftovers from the refrigerator, finding evidence of her son's continued presence felt more common than actually seeing him. Opening the dryer door, Marjorie found it filled with her son's clothes. "Simon" she cried out, exasperated at the discovery. Of course, there was no reply. There seldom was. Even if he was home, chances were that he would be wearing headphones while playing computer games with his online friends.

She couldn't remember hearing his hoots of victory or cries of defeat. She called out to him once more before pulling his clothes from the dryer. He was so bad about starting his laundry and not finishing it.

With the laundry basket parked on her hip, she walked down the hallway thinking that she should just dump his clothes on his unmade bed. When she reached his bedroom door, she called out to him once more without an answer. Since starting college, he spent so little time at home that catching an actual Simon-sighting felt as rare as seeing a cardinal visiting the backyard bird feeder.

With no reason to knock, before she opened the door she braced herself to expect the usual cluttered mess inside his room instead of seeing him. She expected to see a desk lined with empty energy drinks, an unmade bed, and clothes that needed to visit the laundry scatter across the floor. She inhaled for the inevitable sigh she would release upon seeing the mess before swinging open the door to something very unexpected to go along with the usual clutter.

Simon stood staring at his computer, nude from head-to-toe and clutching something to his face, although that last part took a moment for her notice as her eyes fell immediately on the sight of his long, hard cock and his furiously pumping hand.

Instead of being released as a sign, Marjorie's deep breath of air came out as a swear. "Oh fuck!" Marjorie exclaimed, marking the very first time in Simon's twenty years of life that he had heard her use that particular swear word.

Gravity happened faster than her next reaction as the basketful of clothes fell from her hip, spilling across the floor and blocking the doorway. Recognizing that she had caught her son during the most personal and private moments possible, she tried pulling the door closed as she backed away, except the upturned basket and pile of clean clothes prevented the door from closing.

Close, damn it! her brain screamed as she kept pulling on the door, trying as hard as she could to restore his privacy and shut out the sight in front of her. She couldn't take her eyes off of his nudity, his full erection, his pumping fist held loosely around his big cock, and whatever it was he held up to his face. Finally giving up on the misbehaving door, she backed away and darted down the hallway towards the living room and the rest of the house. Anywhere but there. Anywhere out of sight of her son in his moment of self-pleasure.

She made it as far as the kitchen before slowing to a stop at the sink. She saw the dirty dishes head left in the sink for the dishwashing fairy, also known as Mom. Clutching the lip of the sink, she slowly shook her head while trying to delete the image of her nude son from her mind. She felt horrible for him. What could be worse than getting caught doing that by your Mom?

"Being the Mom and catching your son jerking off?" She shrugged away the thought as quickly as it had occurred to her. She wasn't offended by what he was doing.

"Because you liked it." She canceled that thought, dismissing it as offensive while smiling at how hard she had tried to pull his door shut all while staring at him.

Another damning thought flickered through her head before she dismissed it. "He sure has a nice one, doesn't he?"

She felt herself blushing. How dare she even think something like that! As she tried to chase away those crazy, impure thoughts, she puzzled over what he had been doing with his other hand. What had he held pressed against his face?

"Mom!" came Simon's mournful howl from down the hall. Was he calling out to her?

"I didn't see anything!" she called back, lying her ass off as she kept thinking about the light blue swatch of fabric against his face. It had looked lacy and vaguely familiar. In horror, she slowly realized those were her panties!

Suddenly feeling lightheaded and a little queasy, she clung to the cool metal of her sink, holding herself up despite suddenly weak knees as the rest of it occurred to her. Those were yesterday's panties! The edges of the world felt dark, as if looking down a tunnel or through an empty roll of paper towels. She felt her head spin without moving and gripped the sink still tighter. This was crazy!

"Bullshit!" Simon called back so loud that he could have been in the next room. Her eyes darted back the way she came, through the dining room and towards the opening to the hallway that led to his room, her room, and the spare bathroom.

"I swear I didn't," she called back as the deep breath of yelling back to him helped to calm her. She no longer felt weak-kneed and the world wasn't collapsing in on itself despite how fast her brain continued to work.

Yesterday's thong, her brain taunted, recognizing the cloth he had held pressed up against his face. Yesterday's used, dirty thong. As if that wasn't bad enough, her mind's eye was kind enough to serve up a captured image of how he had had the inner cotton liner pressed against his face, right against his nose and mouth.

Marjorie felt a new emotion rising inside of her to replace the shock and surprise of seeing her son naked (and hard). She felt the shock of being violated. Simon had stolen those panties from her. To get them, he would have had to go into her room (Violation #1), into the hamper next to the closet (Violation #2), and fished around to find them beneath the rest of her clothes (Violation #3). A funny sensation of anger and indignation filled her as she realized he had stolen from her.

Although voices carried well through-out their small house, she hated communicating by yelling. She broke the rule when yelling, "Were those my panties?"

"No!" he called back, except she didn't believe him. She knew what she had seen.

"Yes they were!" she hollered back, already on the march as if she had caught him using her good sewing scissors for a craft project. Her anger grew with every step, overriding any sense of impropriety over catching him in the very private moment of self-pleasure. When she reached the hallway, she saw him leaning out of his doorway still trying to free trapped clothes from beneath his door. "Give them to me," she demanded, no longer caring if he was naked, hard, or anything else. "Right this instant!"

"Mom! I'm still naked," he said, recoiling from the door hung up on a pair of jeans wedged between the bottom of the door.

"And you don't have a damn thing I haven't seen before," she said, ignoring his nudity. What she meant was that he didn't have anything she hadn't seen before on other men. After all, she had once been married to his father. And his father had been far from her first lover or her last one.

"I'm still fucking hard," he groaned, backing away from the doorway, hands crossed over his privates to hide his erection. The only thing he wore were the headphones hanging around his neck with the curly cord stretched nearly straight as it reached all the way back to his speakers.

"Oh, big fucking deal," she said, scanning his room for her panties. "Where are they?"

"Where's what?"

"My fucking panties," she spat at him, finding it much easier to swear now that they had both used it. "You stole those from me and I want them back!" She followed the black line of the headphone cord to this desk.

"They're not yours," he lied and that pissed her off even more.

"Bullshit!" she cried, spying her panties sitting on his desktop where porn still played on his computer. Ignoring him, she marched towards her panties, pulling the nuisance cord out of her way. The cord came free of his speakers and sprang back towards him. As she reached for her panties, she caught a glimpse of his preferred porn and heard it, too.

"That's a good boy. Make Mommy happy," said the naked female performer to the naked man fucking her. With just a glance, she saw the age difference between the two performers. While there surely weren't enough years between them for the man and woman to be mother and son, there was enough of a distance to show the age gap.

The woman on the screen looked close to forty. My age, was how Marjorie's mind had interpreted it along with making the observation, Except, I'm probably in better shape than she is. The female actor clearly had big, fake tits, wore too much lipstick, and could stand to lose about twenty pounds.

The guy pretending to be the son looked close to thirty. She vaguely recognized the guy from other porn vids she had seen and wasn't that impressed by him because he looked like a stuck up jock.

"I'm going to make you feel so good, Mommy." the male performer said as he worked his cock between his co-star's legs with the practiced ease of a seasoned professional.

"Mommy?" Marjorie grunted, snatching up her panties and trying hard not to notice how wet they felt as if Simon had been doing more than breathing on them. "What the hell kind of porn are you watching?"

"Mom!" her son groaned. "That's none of your business." He made a play for shutting the lid of his laptop which meant pulling one hand away from his crotch. She caught a glimpse of his hard-on.

"Fuck it, enjoy yourself," she said, turning her back on him. When she reached the door, she paused and pulled his jeans out from beneath the door. "And pick up your room when you're done."

As she felt the dampness of her panties inside her clenched fist, she released them and carried them by the elastic as she returned them to her room and the hamper in the corner. "What the hell had he been doing with those?" she wondered without trying to think too much too far past how they felt. "Was he sucking on them?" She tossed them on top of the second load of laundry sitting in front of her clothes hamper.

Refusing to think about seeing her son nude (and hard!) or his choice of porn, she retraced her steps past his now-closed door, through their tiny dining room and the kitchen. Before all this had started, she had wanted to move her wet clothes from the washer to the dryer. After doing that mindless task, she realized she should have grabbed the rest of her clothes, too. Remaining focused on the mindless chore, she went back to her room.

"Wet," she thought as she walked past his door again. "Wet from sucking on them?" Nothing else made sense. She forced herself to consider an alternative. Maybe he had already had an orgasm. Maybe he had cum inside her panties. Was that better or worse? And, if he had had an orgasm inside her panties, then why would he have had them up to his face? It didn't make sense so she shut out the idea as too taboo to consider.

Marjorie dumped her small load of clothes into the washer taking just a brief moment to see if her pretty blue panties included the creaminess from a load of cum. Instead, they simply looked wet, as if someone had drooled on them. That made her feel funny and she blocked it out, too. She didn't need to think about her son jerking off. She certainly didn't need to think about him jerking off to her panties. If he had done that, what did it mean?

. . . make Mommy happy.

Porn could be so weird sometimes. Why would anyone want to watch something like that? And why would her son want to watch it?

She blocked it out again. If they were going to eat supper together, she would need to lay something out. She moved over to the freezer, found a package of hamburger, and tossed it in the sink. If she filled the sink with water, it would thaw out in plenty of time for her to decide what to make with it. She considered chili-mac as easy to make and one of Simon's favorites. While the sink filled, she wondered if he would still be home for dinner. If he wasn't going to be home, then she would make something she liked and something she could use as leftovers, too.

Still feeling like she was moving through a fog of uncertainty, she drifted into the living room and sat in her favorite chair. She hadn't planned on turning on the TV, then again, she couldn't remember having a different plan, either. She needed something to distract her mind from what she had seen.

Her eyes were aimed at the TV while her brain kept serving up pictures of her naked son and his hard cock. She kept changing the channel, hoping something else would grab her attention and replace noticing that Simon was in very good shape. While her ex-husband had been a jerk, they had still produced a good looking son.

In her mind's eye, she kept seeing his hard dick. She couldn't seem to block it out. Simon had a very nice sized hard cock. She saw his hand furiously pumping on his prick, urging himself ever closer to an orgasm. Damn, she liked watching a guy do that, she always had. There was just something so primal about watching a man pleasuring himself.

She kept changing the channel past commercials. It did nothing to stop her mind from thinking about Simon's cock. His long, glorious looking cock and swaying balls. She paused. Had his balls been swaying or had they been pulled up tight to his body in anticipation of an orgasm? No, they had been swaying back and forth. Swaying a lot as she remembered from the energy of him pulling so hard on his big, long cock.

"And what the fuck was he doing with my panties?"

Her blue thong had been pressed against his face. The crotch of them. The nastiest part of her old underwear, even if she kept herself clean down there. Was he that desperate for a girlfriend? Did he need some pussy that damn bad?

She tried to remember Simon's last date. He went through girlfriends faster than running shoes and he wore-out a pair of running shoes every two or three months. She had known her son was what they used to call "a player." A true Don Juan, she had given up on trying to track the name of his current girlfriend until he brought her home to meet Mom, which didn't happen often.

Most girls could do a lot worse than Simon, although none of them had a hope of tying him down. Eternally restless, Simon needed variety in his life. Still, as long as a girl knew his reputation, as long as she understood he was there for a good time and not a long time, they would be fine.

He was probably a good lover. She had seen the hero-worship in the eyes of his lovers, how they couldn't keep their hands off of him. She knew first hand that a man didn't earn that sort of affection without being able to make a woman very happy in the bedroom.

Marjorie remembered dating a man like that in college. Matt had been funny, kind, handsome, and sexy as hell. While Marjorie became just another notch in his bedpost, but she had never regretted it because Matt had made her feel sexy, too. Yes, he could pleasure her beyond expectations. More importantly, he had taught her how that pleasure had nothing to do with shame. That was the hard part, letting go of the shame that having a good time could somehow be wrong.

For Matt, she would do anything and had, including her first threesome with another woman, her first threesome with two men, and so much more. For three months in her sophomore year, she had given herself to him in every sense of the word, no hole was off-limits, no sexual request felt out of bounds.

Recalling the raw sexuality of that relationship made her squirm as she recalled his suggestion that she should stop wearing bras, ever, including to class, because her breasts were too perfect to cover in bondage. Then he had convinced her to go without panties, including while wearing a skirt or a dress because he liked running his hand up her thighs and teasing her. She would never forget the excitement she would feel whenever he would put his hand beneath her skirt and finger her just to watch her squirm.

With kind words and playfulness, Matt had transformed her into a wanton slut, willing to do anything to please him because it had brought her so much pleasure. She had become such a bad girl she had no longer recognized herself. It wasn't until she spent the summer away from him that she had reclaimed her center. A small part of her still pined for him. Now on the wrong side of forty years old, she would give anything to find a man who could make her feel that way again.

Like Matt, Simon seemed to have an endless supply of girlfriends. Like Matt, Simon's girlfriends worshipped him, seemingly oblivious to their surroundings. With a jolt, it occurred to her that she was still thinking about her son.

She recalled one of the few times Simon had brought home a girl to meet her. The cute little blonde stood on the far side of the breakfast counter, chatting away while Marjorie chopped veggies until Simon had moved next to her and she seemed flustered. As the poor girl's face flushed, Marjorie caught the subtle motion of her son's shoulder and realized Simon was groping her from behind. That was such a Matt thing to do!

Of course, her son was hypersexualized. All men his age were and so were most women. People talk about the frustrations of that initial hormone flood when you're a teen, but that's nothing compared to the lust and thrill you felt once you had some experience behind you. In her very early twenties, Marjorie had been more of a horn-dog than at any other point in her life. She always blamed Matt, but in her heart, she knew he had benefited from her secret desires to explore every aspect of her lust.

Marjorie glanced over her shoulder at the empty hallway. Could she risk heading to her room for a quick thrill? She thought about her toy drawer and considered how good it would feel to fill the ache between her legs with a big dildo or press a buzzing buddy against her aching clit. Except that would require her to walk past his room again. And walking past his room might trigger thinking about seeing him naked, hard, holding his big cock while pressing her panties to his face . . .

What the fuck was up with those panties?

And why was he jerking off to that kind of porn?

"Had he gone back to it and finished?" she wondered, unable to push away the thought. "Did he watch the rest of his video? Had he pulled and jerked on his big cock until it sprayed across the room?" She hated her thoughts. "What did he do when he came? If she hadn't interrupted him, would he have orgasmed inside her panties? How many times had he done that?"

Thanks to Matt, Marjorie understood being kinky. She understood the pull of the taboo. She had felt the thrill of flashing strangers and putting herself out there like a cheap slut. She knew what it was like lust so hard that she would do anything to relieve the painful need for release.



"Fuck it," she muttered, annoyed with feeling like this. She was a fully grown, adult woman with a good job, a nice enough house, and always paid her bills on her time. She was as allowed to feel pleasure in her life as much as she was allowed to feel joy. She wasn't a bad person for feeling horny. Nor would she be a bad person for pleasuring herself.

Doing her best to ignore why she felt horny, she turned off the TV and went to her room. As she neared Simon's closed bedroom door, she felt a stab of resentment over his theft of her panties. It wasn't her most shining moment of motherhood, but she slapped her hand on his door and called out, "If you're done jerking off, pick up your room!"

Giggling at herself, she went to her room to do the same thing she had caught him doing. Closing and locking her door, she stripped naked while staring at the nightstand drawer where she kept her toys. She made it a point to focus on the pleasure of those toys and not on the underlying reason for why she felt excited. She didn't want to think of her son being naked, hard, and how nice his big cock had looked. She owned cocks, well, dildos, but they were surrogate cocks that she could use any way she wanted to use them without a reason for guilt.

She wanted them all at once. She wanted to feel full. She wanted to be entranced by the joy of pleasure, even if it was self-pleasure. Remembering Matt helped to block out the clutter of Simon. Remembering the first time she had offered him her ass, she lubed a butt plug and slid it into place. Fuck, that felt good. So very good. When was the last time she had started off by doing that?


* * *


"You have such a sexy ass," Matt told her, kissing one upturned cheek and then the other.

His words made her feel good. She had always thought her butt was too small. Finding jeans that fit had always been a challenge.

"I love seeing you in those tights you wear in the studio."

"They're called yoga pants," she said, feeling wanton on her knees with her backside up in the air. She had spent too many years in dance classes wearing tights beneath a leotard. Yoga pants were more comfortable.

"What do you wear beneath them?"

"Panties, what else?" she giggled. Why wouldn't she wear panties?

"But I never see any lines."

"You have to wear a thong."

"Mm, I want to be your thong," he said, caressing her tight, dancer's ass.

"You are so nasty!" she giggled.

"You have no idea," he said, kissing her butt cheeks again. "Let me rub against your butt."

Marjorie tensed. Was he asking for anal sex? "You're not going to try and put it in there, are you?"

"Not unless you want that."

She bit her bottom lip. "I don't think I do,"

"But it's okay if I just rub against it, though, right?"

"You are so crazy!"

"I'm serious," he said, suggesting she lay flat on her stomach and that felt better. She didn't feel quite as exposed. Grabbing a bottle of hand lotion, he squirted some on his hands and then started to rub her back. Mm, that felt good. He gave the best massages. She relaxed beneath his touch, even when he began massaging her butt, too. "I'm not going to do anything," he assured her, adding more lotion between her ass cheeks. "I'm just going to rub, okay?"

"Okay." Matt had a way of earning her trust and when she first felt his strong hard-on between her ass cheeks, it felt good to her, but what about him? He was just rubbing his hard-on between her asscheeks. "Do you like that?"

"I like you," he murmured in her ear, his words moist and warm against her neck. He never said I love you unless he was talking about something specific, like when he said, "I love your ass" or "I love how you blush." That was okay. "And I love how your butt feels."

"Other things would feel good, too," she said, wanting to feel him inside her pussy. She arched her back, hoping it would encourage him to move his cock a bit farther between legs and into her wet, needy pussy.

"Oh yeah," he said, gripping her hips and encouraging her to keep her ass poking up in the air like that. "That's hot."

She felt his cockhead sliding against her asshole. He wasn't trying to put it in there. She knew some girls did that, but she wasn't one of those kinds of girls. Still, it was a fun teasing sensation feeling his hard cock slippery with lotion easing across her butthole. It made her want him even more.

"I want to cum like this," he moaned.

"Can you do that without putting it in?"

"I could put it in," he teased, reaching between their sandwiched bodies and guiding his cock to caress her pussy. "Is this what you want?"

It was, but more than anything, she wanted him to have some fun, too. "It feels really good."

"What about this?" he asked, moving back to sliding his penis against her backside. "Does that feel good, too?"

"Uh-huh," she moaned, wanting the other thing more until he wrapped a hand around her waist and touched her clit. "Oh God," she moaned.

"Just Matt," he joked, a stupid joke he made any time she said something like that.

She went with his joke and bucked up against him. "Oh Matt," she moaned, barely able to hold back a giggle. If he had a sense of magic about it, and Matt had lots of magic, it would have been his ability to keep sex playful.

"You are my goddess for letting me do this," he said before kissing the back of her neck and making her feel even better. "I want you to cum, too."

"I'm so close."

"Are you?" he asked, pulling his hand away from her clit which felt disappointing. "Maybe you don't get to cum yet."

"But I've been a good girl," she pouted, enjoying the tease.

"Have you? And do good girls like this?" He directed the head of his cock to rub against her butthole.

"Some do," she said, feeling herself blush for admitting it.

"Only the best girls," he said, laying against her backside as he kissed her. Damn, he felt so good against her.

"You've done that before, haven't you?" She was well aware of his reputation and his long list of temporary girlfriends. Rather than reject his past, she embraced it. Matt felt worldly to her. Perhaps, he could make her worldly, too?

"Is that a bad thing?"

"Not really," she said, doubting that she could ever be a first for him. "You've gone all the way back there, haven't you?"

"If it felt good for her, I did."

She felt a stab of jealousy over women she had never met. He never hid his past nor rubbed it in her face. If she asked, he would answer. Otherwise, his past remained behind him. "A lot of girls?"

"Most of them."

"And now me," she thought, unsure how she felt about it. "And they really liked it?"

"All of them," he insisted with more kisses on the nape of her neck. Matt made the women in his past sound like an exclusive club who had learned to let go and enjoy all the pleasures the world had to offer. "I don't need to do it, though. Not unless you want to experience it. This is good. I like this because I love your sexy ass."

"You are so bad," she complained, hating how he had made her curious about experiencing the rest of it. "What if it hurts?"

"Nothing hurts if you do it right, unless 'hurts so good' is a thing."


* * *


And even on that first try at anal sex, Matt had been right. It hadn't hurt, not with how excited she had felt. He had been slow and gentle, much better than the boy who had first taken her real virginity. Matt had let her decide how fast he went until he was inside her butt and it had felt remarkably good. Too good. So good that she had begun to crave that unique experience. She hadn't been his first time doing anal, but that was what had made it good, too.

She liked having that fat metal butt plug up her ass. For the moment, she appreciated how doing it had made her think of her old lover instead of her son. When she wondered if Simon liked butt sex and she quickly rejected the stray thought. This wasn't about Simon, this about her and her pleasure. Grabbing the flange of the toy, she eased it in and out of her butt several times to simulate the sensation of being fucked back there until she left it nestled against her backside. She needed more than a toy up her butt, much more.

On hands and knees, she rummaged around inside the drawer she thought of as her "toy drawer," pulling out toys as possible candidates for her pleasure. She needed a big toy in her pussy and maybe a buzzing one against her aching clit, too. Fuck, she felt so damn needy! Rather than ignore the sensation, she gave in to it, pulling out her longest, thickest dildo and the tiny, pocket-rocket sized vibrator that buzzed so much harder than some of her bigger toys.

Laying on her back, she pushed the fat toy inside her needy pussy while thinking briefly of Simon's father. He had never been a great lover, but she sure had loved his big dick, something Simon had been fortunate enough to inherit. She chased away the memory of her ex (and her son) by turning the small vibrator on high and pressing it directly as her aching clit.

The intense sensation of pleasure had her seeing stars. This is what she needed! This is what she deserved! Fuck why she was horny and excited, none of that mattered as much as giving in to the moment. The small toy buzzed loudly, too loudly. That was its biggest flaw, but she didn't care. She needed it. She needed all three toys at once.

Panting from her first orgasm, she had bit back her moans as best as she could. How loud had she been? She had no idea as it occurred to her that she might have cried out. Had she? She couldn't be sure as she caressed near her clitoris and worked on building up that aching need for release a second time. She hated feeling so needy. She hated how sometimes her body craved complete satisfaction.


* * *


They stood in line at the knock-off fast food joint just off campus that sold vegan burgers and faux versions of Big Macs, Whoppers, and all the other fast-food favorites college students loved to eat. While much pricier than McDonald's or Burger King, at least this place had the advantage of being closer to campus and somewhat healthier.

"Get whatever you want. My treat," Matt told her, pressing up against her backside as they stood in line.

"And you can have whatever you want, my treat," Marjorie said, leaning back against him.

"Anything?" he whispered in her ear as they waited behind two other couples.

"Anything. Anytime," she cooed over her shoulder, accepting a kiss from him while still buzzing with joy over the afternoon they had just experienced. Matt had been an animal in bed, determined to turn her into a screamer. And he had been successful, too. "I still can't believe what you made me do."

"I didn't make you do anything," he assured. "I just helped you get out of your own way."

"I'm not loud like that."

"You didn't use to be," he said, adjusting her statement. "I bet you'll be that way from now on."

"Maybe with you."

"It's okay to be sexy and for the world to know that you are. If it wasn't for sex, none of us would be here."

Matt had lots of pro-sex statements like that like. Marjorie wasn't sure if she agreed with all of his little sayings. Like when he would say, "Orgasms are pleasure and what's wrong with feeling good, regardless of how it happens." That one felt wrong to her. "So, it's okay to be a hedonist and live only for pleasure?"

"Of course not," he had assured her. "But how often do we say 'no' to pleasure? Too often. Live! Enjoy life! Just don't hurt others."

She had no interest in hurting others, but accepting pleasure wherever it could be found felt like a learning experience. Especially if everyone else heard it.

"You don't think twice about squealing on a roller coaster or laughing in public, do you?" he had suggested before unleashing her voice. Feeling freed (and remarkably teased), she had been very loud.

"I bet everyone on my floor heard me. Did you see how Wendy had looked at us when we left my room?"

"Wendy was jealous of how good you felt. If she was smart, she's playing with herself right now."

"Maybe," she said, intrigued by the idea that being loud in bed might encourage someone else to have some fun, too.


* * *


"Unless that other person is my son," she thought while squirming on her bed so she could feel the toy in her ass. If she had moaned, had he heard?

Don't think, experience.

That was another of Matt's little sayings and it felt very true to her. This wasn't about Simon, this about her, Marjorie Kathleen Stapleton. She moved the loudly buzzing toy across her clit, felt that wanton need growing inside of her again, and began easing the big fuck toy in and out of her pussy again. Fuck, that felt good. So did the moan she couldn't hold back. She doubted that he would hear her, not with those big headphones he always wore while gaming. And if he did hear her? Fuck it, at least she wasn't watching crazy-assed porn while doing herself.

She gave herself over to the pleasures of the moment. When she got like this, the only way out of it was through it. Resisting the thrills of getting herself off came with the penalty of walking around in a horny haze of needfulness. Not satisfying her carnal desires would lead her to think too much about sex until she offered herself to the first available man she met and she really didn't want to fuck Mark Thompson twice in the same month, not that there was anything especially wrong with Mark, except for his slightly smaller than average cock.

Marjorie didn't like feeling like a size queen. She refused to admit that if she couldn't have a great lover, then she at least wanted a well-endowed one. Her ex-husband had been the latter instead of the former. What he had lacked in skill had been replaced with a feeling of fullness that had felt good in her pussy, hand, or mouth. At least Mark made up for his shortcomings by being a thorough lover, willing to please like a puppy dog.

Pressing the big toy deeper inside her pussy, she touched the inner parts that so few lovers could reach and sighed. Damn, that felt good and it was okay to feel good. Another moan escaped her lips and she didn't regret it. She mentally repeated Matt's mantra: "Pleasure is good. Orgasms are pleasure. Orgasms are good." Giving herself over to the thrilling sensation of being a horny little bitch, she came again and, for a brief moment, she didn't care who knew.

Panting, she played with the toy in her pussy, sliding it in and out slowly while trying to make up her mind if she wanted to go for it once more.

"Never say 'no' to an orgasm."

She smiled at the naughty thought which felt completely reasonable. She had nothing else to do that afternoon except finishing the laundry. Given the choice between having more fun with her body and doing what? Watching TV? Finding another chore to do that she could just as easily do after getting off?

She turned off her buzzing buddy but left it within reach. She might need it again, but if she was going to have another orgasm, she wanted to really get it out of her system. That was the trouble with being horny, it felt like an itch hidden inside of a cast that you couldn't quite scratch and it wouldn't go away until you either scratched it or distracted yourself enough to forget about it.

She eased the toy from her asshole, immediately feeling emptier without it inside her butt. Setting it aside, she knelt on the floor, looked inside her toy drawer, and found the dildo she wanted most of all. It wasn't as long or thick as the dildo she had been using. Then again, some places appreciated length and girth more than other places. She lubed the tip, pressed it against her butt, and softly moaned as it slid inside. Yes, that's what she needed. She pressed until the fake balls were against her backside.

Fucking her ass with a toy gave her a different sense of being full, not a better one, just a different one. Holding the toy inside her ass, she reached for an old school, bullet-style vibrator in pink. It had a bit of a hook to the end, apparently for her g-spot, except it also worked well for hooking into her pussy while feeling its vibrations against her clit. She turned it on with her mouth before leaning against her bed.

Yes, that felt good, very good! Both toys did and so did leaning her chest on the bed. If she rocked, she could give her nipples some action, too. It was a great action. It didn't feel as good as a mouth sucking on nipples or a pair of hands massaging her tits, but it was better than nothing. Trying to blank out her brain, she gave herself over to the mix of pleasurable sensations.

Going blank and becoming an orgasm monster worked really well for a moment, but only for a moment until her feverish brain betrayed her with a stray thought. What if Simon walked in right this moment? In a panicked flash, she felt her asshole clenching tighter against the toy as her pussy did the same thing. That extra friction (It's all friction, baby!) pushed her over the edge. Burying her burning face against her comforter, she bit the fluffy blanket in frustration while letting go of a massive, angst-filled scream at the idea of Simon catching her like this. At least she wasn't sucking on his used underwear at the same time!

She went limp for a moment, easing both toys away from her body at the same time. Instead of feeling empty, she felt sated, as if she had taught that fucking itch deep inside her cast a lesson. With her head on the bed, she looked towards her closed and locked door, reassuring herself that she hadn't been caught.

"Fuck, you need to get laid," she told her bedroom as she slowly stood, testing the strength of her knees before trusting them to support her. She still felt loose and wobbly, but stable enough to stand. She collected her used toy and washed them in her bathroom before putting them away as a whimsical thought occurred to her. Maybe she shouldn't put them away. Maybe she should leave them on her nightstand for easy access and fuck Simon if he got embarrassed by seeing them.

She froze for a moment as a different thought entered her mind. If he had gone snooping inside her hamper, had he gone snooping through her drawers, too? Had he found her stash of toys? Smiling at her reflection, Marjorie shrugged. "Serves him right if he did," she told her reflection. "Mom's are girls, too."

He's well aware of that, her mind taunted, reminding her of his choice of porn. That was a thought she didn't want to entertain. Nor did she want to acknowledge the tingle she felt between her legs that he would think that.


* * *


Still standing in line at the vegan fast food restaurant, Marjorie struggled with how turned on she felt as she felt her boyfriend pressing against her backside. "It's so crazy," she murmured for just his ears. "We just had lots of great sex and I still feel a little horny."

"Pleasure begets pleasure, nothing wrong with that."

"But, I'm like really horny," she pouted as she considered abandoning the short line and heading back to his room for another round of hot, passionate sex.

"Horny enough to go masturbate in the bathroom while I order food?"

"I've already done that," she said, remembering earlier in the week when she had texted him from class "I'm horny!" and he had replied with "Go masturbate." She told him she was in class and his response had been, "They make bathroom stalls with a door for a reason." She had felt so dirty, nasty, naughty, and wrong excusing herself from class just to go masturbate in the public bathrooms of the English building, but she had done it. She didn't really want to do it in the bathroom of a fast-food restaurant, too.

"Are you wet?" he asked, worming a finger between her legs from behind.



"Cut it out," she gasped, reacting with a thrill as he caressed her.

"Cut it out or keep going?" he asked, reaching around and cupping the front of her shorts.

"We're standing in line!"

"Behind people. No one can see," he said, easing his hand inside the waistband of her shorts. She couldn't believe he was doing that. Hell, she couldn't believe she was letting him do it until his fingers touched her pussy. "I'm glad you're not wearing panties."

"Matt," she moaned, grabbing behind her and groping for his cock. She wasn't sure if she was protesting him or giving in to him since that's all she said.

"I'm here for you," he whispered in her ear. "Just let it happen, but hurry before it's our turn."

In a panic, she watched the first couple stepping to the side to wait for their order at the pick-up window. There was still a couple between them and the counter. If they moved, would he stop? If he didn't stop, did she really want the cashier to see what she was letting him do to her?

"Cum for me, baby," he urged, his slick finger caressing her clit. "Hurry."

"You fucking bastard," she groaned, a bit louder than she meant because the male half of the couple in front of them turned around to glare at her. "No, not you," she assured the man, embarrassed and turned on at the same time.

"I might be," Matt joked. "I don't know."

Marjorie didn't laugh or snicker at his little joke. Instead, she came. It wasn't a big orgasm or even a necessarily satisfying orgasm, but an orgasm was an orgasm and it had happened in public while standing in line for food. The knowledge of when and where remained with her forever. It wouldn't be her last public orgasm.


* * *


Ever since that day, she blamed staying horny after already having sex on Matt. He encouraged that in her. He liked that she was always ready for some fun while she blamed him for being the same way. Now that he was twenty years in her past, she still struggled with that aftereffect from their relationship. Some women reported experiencing an afterglow from sex. For Marjorie, that afterglow could be summed up in a single word, "More."

While putting her toys away, she held the butt plug for last. She loved that stupid, teardrop-shaped piece of metal. She liked the heft of it and how it felt inside of her. Hell, she even liked the fake jeweled bottom to the flange and how it nestled between her cheeks. Home alone, she had put it up her butt and worn it for part of the day before treating herself to some real fun.

Still feeling enough of an edge to feel playful, she lubed the tip and pushed it back inside her ass. She couldn't walk around like that for long before needed to take care of herself, but why not? Because her son happened to be home? It's not as if he would ever see or notice it. What the hell difference did it make?

"Own your pleasure because no one else will do it for you."

She wasn't going to keep it in for long, for just a few minutes, long enough to check the meat in the sink, pull her clothes from the dryer, and move the other load, that's all. That would be enough. Then she would return to her bedroom, give herself one more orgasm, and she would feel back in control.

Before heading out of her room she pulled on workout shorts and a tight top that offered her breasts a little support without being as restrictive as a bra. As she passed Simon's open bedroom door, she noticed the lack of energy drink cans lining every horizontal service but didn't smile. Had he also left the house? If he had gone out, then she would need to change her dinner plans.

When she saw what he was doing in the kitchen, she felt as annoyed as she would have if had left. He stood topless behind the counter finishing off a sandwich.

"I was planning on starting dinner soon," she said, barely registering his partial nudity. Simon had the lean physique of a runner and regularly expressed his male privilege of going topless in public, including on runs. His golden bronze tan never grew darker than bronze, but it gave him a unique look that made his partial nudity more interesting.

With a toss of his head, he flipped his hair out of his face. "You know me. I'll still eat."

"You better," she said, strolling past him towards the laundry room and very aware of the toy in her ass. She glanced to make sure he was wearing shorts. Of course, he was, why wouldn't he? He wore a tight-fitting pair of running shorts that hugged his perfect ass. She didn't stare. She barely glanced while strolling past him. She had clothes to rescue from the dryer.

She dropped the clothes basket on the floor in front of the dryer. After shaking out each article of clothing, it was folded and dropped into the basket. Each time she bent over, she felt the presence of the toy in her ass and liked it. She nearly jumped when she heard Simon's voice from behind her.

"So what's up with barging into my room without even knocking?"

"I didn't think you were home," she said with a glance over her shoulder to see him leaning against the doorway as he nibbled on his sandwich. "I even called out to you. Twice."

"The closed door didn't mean anything?"

"Not especially. It's my house and you still live here rent-free."

"Fair enough," he said with a hint of a chuckle in his voice. She had put him in his place and he was okay with it. "Guess I should hang a sock from the doorknob if I'm busy?"

"Or my panties," she bristled, still pissed that he had stolen from her. "What the hell was up with that, anyway?"

"Yeah, we're not having that conversation," he replied. She didn't need to turn around to see his expression. She had seen him look obstinate and stubborn. "Did you enjoy your show?"

"My show?" she asked, snorting with laughter before flipping it back on him. "Were you hoping I might catch you?"

"I wasn't trying to get caught," he mumbled. "You know, we could buy a lock for my door."

She began moving damp clothes into the dryer, untangling them as she went. "Trust me, you can count on me knocking from now on." Pulling out a twisted ball of panties, seeing them pressed against his face still bothered her. "You know, I'm okay with you playing with yourself, but not with you stealing from me."

"I wasn't stealing," he grumbled, looking very uncomfortable as untangled the twisted ball from the washer. "I was only borrowing them." He started to walk away, clearly embarrassed.

"No you don't," she snapped, freezing him in place. "We're talking. You don't just get to walk away."

"But Mom!" he groaned. "I don't want to talk about this with you!"

She got it. The topic was embarrassing, but she wasn't the one stealing his underwear for her masturbatory pleasure. "It's not about what you were doing, it's how you were doing it." That didn't come out right. She didn't want to address his choice of porn, how he jerked-off or even how often he did it. "I mean, I don't steal from your room."

"I wasn't stealing!" he insisted, red-faced, embarrassed, and holding on to the doorway with both hands as if that was the only thing stopping him from running away from the awkward conversation.

"They weren't even clean!"

The twisted expression on his face showed how uncomfortable he felt. He fidgeted in the doorway, rocking back and forth with faux little push-ups against the door jam and looking very unhappy about the conversation while she waited for a response he didn't have.

"And your choice in porn," she added, bending over to pick up her clothes basket while wishing she hadn't added that last part. As shocking as his choice in porn had been, that was none of her business.

"I can't help it," he said, his eyes traveling over her body. "You're hot."

"Oh, stop it," she said, laughing at him. "I'm your Mom. I'm not allowed to be hot."

And neither are you, she thought, admiring his slim, but muscular physique. Sometimes he reminded her of the male dancers she had known in college, except he was straight. He had the same sort of lean, muscular body with a pleasant-looking bulge always on display in the front of his running shorts and that tight, cute butt on display from his backside.

"Do you mind?" she asked as he continued to block the doorway while staring at her. She playfully bumped his taut stomach with the basket.

As he moved out of the way, the question he asked confused her. "Did you have fun?"

"When?"

"In your room."

"What are you talking about?" she asked, realizing she needed to move the thawed meat from the sink to the refrigerator. She set the laundry basket on the floor of the kitchen and took care of that bit of business. As she bent over, the toy in her ass moved with her, reminding her of its presence in the most delicious of ways. She felt a tiny blush rise to her cheeks. If she had known Simon was in the kitchen, she wouldn't have shoved that toy in her butt.

"I have ears," he said with a playful smirk on his face.

She held the refrigerator door open longer than needed, hiding behind it as she felt her tiny blush turning into a deeper one. She adjusted a couple jars that didn't need adjusting as cover. "I'm sure I have no idea what you're talking about," she announced in a chilly, flat voice that she hoped would end the conversation. She forgot to pull the plug on the sinkful of water.

"Uh-huh," he said, his smirk changing into a smile. "You realize I can hear everything through the wall between our rooms just like you."

He was referencing all the times she had told him to either turn down his TV or computer while gaming when she was trying to sleep. Headphones were the best gift she had ever gotten him. Since he usually wore those big headphones, she seldom considered what he might hear.

Ignoring her blush, Marjorie dried her wet hand on the towel hanging from the oven. She wasn't going to let him get the best of her.

"And I do mean everything," he quipped. "Your sighs. The buzzing . . . " He trailed off, ending with a playful smirk. "All of it."

"Fucking pervert," she swore, bending over and picking up her basketful of clothes.

"Such language!"

"Oh please," she groaned, picking up the basket of clothes and heading towards her room. "Believe it or not, I know all the swear words."

"You never use them."

"Because I'm a lady," she said, confused with why he would follow her down the hall. He stopped at the threshold of her room, grabbing the upper lip of the molding and hanging there. She dropped the basket in front of her dresser and began putting away her clean clothes. Every time she bent over or moved, the toy inside her shifted. Part of her found it very annoying. Another part of her thrilled at her hidden secret.

She didn't think her tight-fitting bottoms would expose the toy nestled between her asscheeks. Still, she didn't want to give him more ammunition. She moved to the far side of the clothes basket and squatted as she organized the bottom drawer of her dresser. She shouldn't have risked using the toy with him home. It bothered her that he might be able to hear her masturbating, too. If he had heard buzzing, it had to be that little pocket-rocket vibrator. That was easily the loudest toy she owned. As for her moans, she could be quieter or only do it when he wasn't home. She briefly wondered again if he had ever found her stash of toys.

"I guess you liked catching me," he said.

"You wish," she said as dismissively as she could while fighting off a deeper blush. "You don't have anything I haven't seen on other men."

"A lot of other men?"

"Enough of them," she said in the same icy-cold tone. "Is this really a conversation you want to have?"

"How's Mr. Thompson?" he asked with a smirk. "Is he good in bed?"

"Why, do you want to fuck him?"

"Not him," he grinned.

"You are so fucking bad!" she spat, shocked that he would even suggest something like that. "What the hell is wrong with you?"

"I don't know. You made me."

She glared at him and that turned out to be the wrong thing to do. Despite her sudden spark of disgust at his suggestion, she still noticed the bulge inside his tight running shorts. The tight, stretchy fabric always cradled his cock and balls in a way that had looked interesting, more interesting if he wasn't her son, but still interesting enough for her to fantasize about seeing other men dressed like her son.

In college, Marjorie had wanted to major in dance although the practical side of her wouldn't allow it. Instead, she had opted for a Liberal Arts degree while staying in touch with her dance background by auditioning for musicals and taking any dance classes open to non-dance majors. She liked the movement of dance. She also liked seeing the men in their tights with big bulges. The fact that most of them were gay didn't change the thrill of that much eye candy.

Having a son with the body of a dancer had not escaped her notice. How could it? She had spent too many years of her life appreciating that particular look. While he might lack the grace of a dancer, he still had the athleticism of one.

Glaring at him and noticing the bulge inside his tight-fitting shorts struck her on a visceral level. She felt her reaction deep in her very core, tightening her nipples as they grew stiff, making her clitoris ache, and forcing her butt to clench down around the playful toy inserted inside it. She felt a rush of heat filling her body as she noticed that he wasn't flaccid. Instead of the pleasant look of a pouch that contained his cock and balls, she saw the telltale lump of a growing penis trapped beneath the second skin of his shorts.

Whatever retort she had planned became trapped in her throat as she realized her son had transformed into a remarkable example of a man. His runner's body mimicked a dancer's body by being long and lean with virtually zero body fat. The trail of fur leading from his navel and vanishing inside the waistband of his shorts made her heart jump into throbbing overdrive as her glare changed into shock and surprise. Was she really getting turned on by her own son?

She looked away, something that felt as difficult as the last repetition of the last set on a piece of workout equipment at the gym. She felt flustered and dismayed, ashamed of herself while loving the thrill of arousal. If she were to describe it as a "feeling like a schoolgirl," she meant that she felt like a college coed in heat. Only Matt had been able to make her feel so flustered, hungry, and needy for the hedonistic joys of raw, passionate, and unbridled sex.


* * *


While their relationship had only lasted a few months, they had been three and a half months of crazy, lust-filled passion. All the cliches applied to that relationship from "burning the candle at both ends" to "the brightest sparks creates the hottest fire." Part of her had always known that their relationship would never last. Maintaining that level of passion felt exhilarating and exhausting, leaving her feeling spent even in between their feverish sessions of uncensored sex. She did things with Matt she had never done before or since. Crazy things. Sinful things.

With years of reflection behind her, she had come to realize how much Matt had benefited from being in the right place at the right time. After a rather conservative upbringing, twenty-year-old Marjorie had reached that age when she craved experience over caution and knowledge over conjecture. She would forever be indebted to everything she had learned about herself because of his playful, enticing lechery.

Matt truly remained the worst horn-dog she had ever met and all of his little sex-positive statements had threatened to turn her into a lust-craving hedonist. Whatever they did together was never enough for him. There was always something more until summer break broke his spell. But until a return to her small town had grounded her with fewer opportunities and more ramifications to her actions, Marjorie had been his willing accomplice.

His approach to sex felt like a spiral forever spinning outward. A kiss on her asscheek soon became a finger up her ass which spiraled into her craving the wantonness of being ass-up on her bed, begging to feel his cock buried inside her backside and how thoughts like This is so wrong! and Good girls don't do this! collided with boundless pleasure.

Going without a bra during a date with him had felt daring as her freed breasts swayed and her nipples strained against the fabric of her top, but that felt tame compared to wearing a simple dress and nothing else, not even panties. She felt exposed and nearly nude as he took advantage of her accessibility with casual caresses. Still, none of that had felt as over the top as the night when he had badgered her into joining a wet t-shirt contest. Even her former years of dance hadn't prepared her for the thrill of being essentially topless in front of that crowded bar of hooting and hollering men and women.

That outward spiral of "More!" kept going. It wasn't enough for her to admit that she masturbated, he wanted to know when she did and how. Then came the suggestion that she do it more often. And then, "Ever finger your butt while you do it?" So she had added that to the experience, feeling wanton, desperate, and out of control. Especially when she did it in front of him. Fingering her butt in front of him had tripled the sensations of feeling out-of-control with her lust for pleasure while convincing him that she really did enjoy it.

Wearing next to nothing in public had turned into playfully flashing people while trying to make it look like an accident. After being on stage shaking her tits for strangers, it didn't feel so crazy flashing people, including his friends, even if it did give her a bit of a reputation.

When an art student asked if she would pose for some nude photographs, Matt had been all-in on the idea, requesting being there for the photoshoot and encouraging her to tease the poor guy. Arthur had obviously grown hard during her photoshoot, as hard as she had grown wet and needy. It had felt like a small step to the next ring of the spiral when Matt suggested a threesome with the artist.

She had said "Yes," to the experiment of experiencing two men at once. Double the pairs of hands pawing at her body. Double the dicks for her to touch, suck, and fuck along with the amazing sensation of being filled in new ways. Saying "Yes, please!" to a second, third, and fourth time with their new friend had been even easier.

There had always been a sensation of shame combined with her actions. Good churchgoing girls from small towns didn't do these things, none of them. Breaking free of that past had felt exhilarating. True, it came at the expense of feeling like a slut or a bad girl, but she didn't care. She needed it, including when Matt had suggested, "Maybe we can even the score and try it with another girl, too?"

She knew he had been referencing having sex with the art student. "But I'm not a lesbian."

"I'm not gay, but you still had fun with Arthur, right?"

Except she couldn't imagine having another woman in bed with them without the two girls touching, too. Nor could she imagine how to find a woman willing to join them. "Do you know someone?"

"It depends. Do you want her there for you, me, or both?"

"Both," she quickly decided, afraid that if she was there mostly for him, it could backfire on her.

It had been easier with another man than with another woman. Letting go with the cute girl from one of Matt's science classes had embarrassed her in strange ways. She kept checking for the reaction of the other girl and being hyper-aware of where she was. If the other girl was sucking Matt's cock, then Marjorie felt obligated to kiss his lips instead of helping her with doing the sucking. But when Matt went down on their friend, what was she supposed to do, just watch?



She still remembered the crazy sense of This is so wrong! that filled her being when their friend asked, "Can I try going down on you?" She had looked so hesitant, red-faced with the murmured request to try something she had never done before. "I just want to try it, just once."

Marjorie had heard the shameful apology in her voice and understood how she felt. She had an opportunity to try something new and didn't want to let it zoom past her. How many of the things she had done with Matt had been motivated by that same sensation?

"Of course," Marjorie agreed, even if she felt so wrong parting her legs and allowing this other woman between them. She knew that feeling of wrongness came from growing up in a conservative church where being gay meant going to hell. Having sex with this other woman had felt like a sin of the highest order.

Marjorie was convinced that's why it had felt so good when she returned the favor by going down on their friend. Pussy tasted good and while all the body parts felt and tasted very different, she understood how giving still felt like giving and she loved giving pleasure.


* * *


She felt that same rush of sinfulness at the idea of her son getting aroused. Everything about the idea felt wrong, as wrong as exposing herself on stage, fingering her asshole in front of her boyfriend, or tasting pussy for the first time. The aching, excited sensation felt like being stabbed by Cupid's arrow. She felt a flood of "I want you!" deep inside her body as she tried to keep her eyes averted from his body.

Making a valiant attempt at ignoring him, she picked up her empty clothes basket with the plan of returning it to the laundry room. She still had clothes in the dryer, mostly underthings, including the panties he had pressed against his face. Her used panties.

Simon remained hanging in the doorway, blocking her path as he eyed her in a way no son should eye his mother. "Why don't you see Mr. Thompson more often?"

"I see him enough," she said, waiting for him to move.

"Not enough," he smirked.

"What's that even mean?"

"I just think you need it more often than that."

"Need what?" she asked, challenging him to explain himself.

"Dick," he said, grabbing the front of his shorts and watching her reaction with a big smile on his face. "I think you need a lot more of this than he's giving you."

"What the fuck is wrong with you?" she gasped, stunned at his forwardness while unable to stop her eyes from following his hand and noticing the size of the bulge he held in his hand.

"It's sexy hearing you cuss."

"Fuck you," she said, nudging his flat stomach with the rim of the clothes basket. She felt flustered and hot. Was this how hot flashes would feel? She shoved the thought aside. Being forty anything was bad enough, she didn't want to think about menopause.

"I wish," he chuckled, moving aside to let her pass while still clutching at himself.

Marjorie felt the presence of the toy in her ass as she marched down the hallway and back towards the laundry room. Even beneath her tight shorts, she was sure her buttcheeks would keep it hidden. Still, if he was checking out her ass (and she was sure he was), he had no idea everything he was seeing.

She felt her heart racing and couldn't ignore the tight, puckered feeling of her aroused nipples anymore than she could ignore the slick wetness she felt between her legs. Having sex with herself had left her with that warm afterglow of MORE! But that was before her son had clued in on what she had been doing. Could she still risk a return to her bedroom for a second round without being obvious? She certainly needed it. Her body craved it.

Once she passed through the kitchen, she had come up with a plan. She could suffer through being aroused for a bit longer. She would cook dinner, do the dishes (or maybe insist that Simon do the dishes!) and then wait until he had returned to his room, flopped down in front of the big TV in the living room, or went out to get with one of his girlfriends. She could hold out that long and, if she did, it would be even more fun.

She parked the empty basket on top of the dryer, turned to retrace her steps, and pulled up short when she saw Simon leaning in the doorway with a hand still on his crotch. "What's your issue?"

"I'm still waiting to hear why you don't get with Mr. Thompson more often."

"Because I'm not interested in dating, not like that," she explained, ignoring the sexual element of his question. "He's a nice man, but I'm afraid that if I see him too often, he'll get the wrong idea."

Simon scoffed. "He's a booty call and you can do better."

Rather than deny the obvious, she shrugged. "He's fine. I'm good."

"I bet you are," Simon said with a big smile, no longer touching himself, but leaving behind the telltale bulge of his large erection.

"Don't look!" she screamed in her mind. "Don't even glance!" She could tell he was hard without looking directly at it. "I'm not a slut like you." She breezed past him, proud of herself for not looking directly at his hard cock or accidentally brushing against it.

"I'm not a slut," he said, leaning against the counter as she started supper. "I just like some variety, that's all."

"It's different for men."

"It shouldn't be."

"Yeah, well it is," she said, starting a pot of water on the stove for the elbow macaroni. She turned off the stove, realizing she was getting things out of order. Hating the taste of mixes, she planned on making her chili-mac from scratch and that meant starting with the sauce. She returned to the refrigerator for veggies that would need chopping. She could start with the macaroni, except she liked the chili part to have a chance to stew. "Besides, do you want to date a slut?"

"I would love to find a slut to date," he said, absentmindedly running his hand over the bulge inside his shorts before returning both hands to the lip of the counter. Surely, he knew he was hard. Was he trying to show it off to her? "I get so tired of being the teacher."

"What's that even mean?" She focused on chopping the onions and green pepper instead of stealing glances at her son's hard-on.

"I just want an experienced woman," he complained. "A real woman. Someone who already knows how to fuck and do stuff."

"Then I'll hook you up with one of the housewives at the gym. I'm sure they would love to wreck your world."

"Only if they look as good as you."

"Oh, shut up," she giggled, oddly appreciative of his compliment. "I'm not that hot."

"You're a total MILF!"

"I hate that word! What's that even mean? That I've had a kid, so I might have sagging boobs and stretch marks?"

"You don't have either one of those."

She ignored any extra meaning to that, choosing instead to know that he had seen her in a bikini. "I work hard enough to keep it that way."

"You're perfect."

"Cut it out," she said, annoyed at his clumsy flirtations. She was NOT going to fuck her own son! "You need to go and take care of yourself again." (So did she!)

"Can I borrow your panties?"

"Ew! No! What the hell is wrong with you?"

She saw the playful grin on his face and knew he was enjoying jerking her chain.

"Is it because they're panties or because they're MY panties?" The moment that question slipped out, she regretted it. "Wait, don't answer that."

"Because they're yours," he said.

"Oh-my-God, that makes it even worse!" She knew he was too excited to have a filter and that was a dangerous way for a man to be.


* * *


A month into their relationship, after having butt sex had started, but before the wet t-shirt contest, the photography session, or either kind of threesome, Marjorie had begun to feel like Matt's debauchery would never end. A part of her was thrilled at the prospect of letting it all happen. They had done things she had never considered doing, like the anal sex stuff, but when and where would it all end?

"Why are you like this?" she asked while snuggling with him after another round of amazing sex. "Are you ever satisfied?"

"Too much?" he asked, playing with one of her nipples.

"It just feels like there's always something else with you."

"Maybe," he shrugged, accepting her criticism while playfully rolling her nipple between his finger and thumb. "The more we do, the more I want to do. You don't feel the same way?"

"I like what we do." She covered her nipple with her hand. His touch felt good, but she wanted to have this conversation before they did it again. It felt important. "It just feels like there's always more."

"I know, right?" he replied with unexpected enthusiasm. "It's like we're sexual explorers on an expedition to discover a new world." He moved his hand to her thigh, caressing her inner thigh before touching her pussy again. "Do you think we've done anything that strange or unusual?"

"Most of it," she thought.

"I guess not," she said aloud. She knew other people had anal sex and everything else, too. Just not the kind of people she knew. She doubted anyone in her hometown had ever done butt sex and they would be shocked to know she did it (and liked it!). "I just feel lost sometimes. Like I'll never be enough for you."

"You'll always be enough for me," he assured her with a very intimate caress between her legs.

One month into their relationship, she wanted to believe that lie. "What about your other girlfriends? Is this what happened to them?" He raised his eyebrows, questioning her question. "Did it get to a point where they didn't want to do more and so you stopped seeing them?"

"Gosh, I don't think so." Pulling his hand away, he rolled on his back and stared up at the ceiling as he considered her question. She watched the puzzled expression on his face as if he was doing hard math in his head. "No, I think those relationships had just run their course. Like one girl I dated wanted to get married and even though I liked her, I knew I didn't want to get married to her, so it felt wrong to keep dating her."

"I don't want to marry you," she giggled. "At least not yet."

"Good," he smiled, giving her a kiss. "I like being like this. Maybe that will change one day, but for now? This is really nice, isn't it?"

"Yeah," she said, giving him a kiss, too. Every woman liked falling in love, probably most guys, too. But it was too soon in their relationship to decide this would be forever. "I don't even know if I want kids yet!"

"Oh, I do! I want to have a bunch of them, too. Dozens!"

"Cut it out," she laughed, playfully slapping his chest. "No woman wants to go through that."

"Pregnant women are sexy looking."

"Ew!" she said, hoping he was kidding. "And what would you do with so many kids?"

"I don't know, raise them all in a big nudist commune?"

"You are such a pervert!"

"Not really. Only the kids eighteen or above would be allowed to go naked and never in front of the younger ones because that would be sick."

"Hey, we finally found a limit!" she crowed. It was a twisted one, but at least they had found a limit to his perversions. "No sex with family."

"No underaged sex with family," he clarified.

"Right, no underaged sex with family," she accepted, needing very much to hold on to the idea that there could be a limit to him. The other part of it stuck with her, though. "Could you really do it with one of your parents?"

"I did it with my sister and a cousin."

"No way!"

"It's just sex, baby," he insisted in his twisted, pro-sex outlook on life. "I love my sister, I always have, and it's not like we did it a lot. But yeah, shit happened."

As an only child, Marjorie had wondered about that. She had suspected that some of her friends might have done stuff with their siblings. There had been little confessions along the way about seeing their brothers naked or more. She had no doubt about it. That stuff surely happened.

"I can't believe you'd admit to it."

"I don't usually talk about it, but it's you."

She felt oddly honored by that. "I like that we don't have secrets."

"Me too," he said, kissing her deeply enough to make her want more than just a kiss. She reached for his cock to see if he was ready for more, too. Not yet, but she knew she could change that.

"You don't still do it with her, do you?"

"Nah, she's married now and we both act like it never happened."

"Weird."

He shrugged. "It's family stuff. I think families hide lots of secrets."

She nodded remembering how none of her male cousins were allowed to be alone with her Uncle Manny. "I guess so."

"Besides, back to your original question, when I get excited, I get adventurous, don't you?"

"You're proof of that," she said, kissing his lips before moving to his neck, then chest, and landing between his legs where she knew she could make him hard again with her mouth.


* * *


In the years that followed, she had learned that all men got bad thoughts in their heads once they got excited enough. She wasn't any different. Ideas that felt prosperous when you weren't excited suddenly felt acceptable in the heat of the moment. Most of the things she had done with Matt had been out of lust, not love. Hell, probably all of them! Lust was a powerful motivator, especially if you felt safe and loved.

Simon blushed after his confession and she felt bad for snapping at him. "I can't help it," he mumbled.

She touched his shoulder as she moved between the stove and the drawer holding her cooking utensils. She would need a spatula to stir the onions. With her hand still on his shoulder, she looked him in the eye and smiled. "I had a boyfriend like you once."

"A perverted one?" he asked, head down and looking ashamed of himself despite the lump inside his shorts.

"Pretty much," she laughed, grabbing the spatula and heading back to the stove. Leaning against the wall as she stirred, she faced him. "It was before I had met your father and he was, well, different."

"Did you love him?"

"I loved being with him, but that's not the same, is it?"

"All the girls I date want to get married to me."

"Matt used to say the same thing!" she said, laughing even harder. They really were formed from the same mold. "I didn't, though. He was just too much."

"How so?"

Marjorie hesitated as she searched for a polite way of explaining the nature of her relationship with Matt to her son. With a whimsical smile, she used the words Matt would have used. "He was a sexual explorer who always wanted to try one more thing." She dumped the lean beef into the pan to brown it before adding a can of diced tomatoes and the can of tomato paste, then she could start the macaroni, too.

"Even if it's perverted and wrong?"

She knew he meant his crazy infatuation with her, but still wanted to answer his question. "Especially if it was perverted and wrong."

"And you would do it with him?"

Without offering details, she smiled and nodded. Simon didn't need details of all the things Matt and she had done together, both in and out of bed.

"Like what?" he pushed.

"Just stuff," she said, nearly forgetting the garlic. No way could she go into all the details about her sex life with Matt despite how flustered, frustrated, and dissatisfied Simon looked. As she used the garlic pressed, she tried to think of something she could offer him to satisfy his curiosity. "Like doing it in the woods," she decided, smiling at the memory of the first time she had had outdoor sex.

"That's no big deal."

"Have you done it?"

"Kathy McKinny," he replied, naming one of his flavors of the month from last year. "She loved doing it outside."

"Was it hard talking her into doing that?"

"Not when it's always hard," he said with a smirk and quick squeeze of the lump inside his shorts.

Marjorie wasn't sure what to make of his comfort at being hard in front of her. After what she had seen earlier in the day, did it really matter? Way in the back of her mind, it felt significant that he was willing to be hard in front of her. At the moment, she accepted it as something he couldn't control without considering that he could hide it from her. He could have stood behind the counter, excused himself from the room and taken care of himself, or even taken a moment to change into something less revealing. She refused to acknowledge that she liked seeing him that way or that his arousal matched how she felt, too.

"Matt liked doing it where we might get caught."

"That's hot," Simon said with a lecherous gaze in his eyes. "Did you?"

"No, but the threat of it made it, well, interesting."

A very clear memory returned to her of them doing it next to a busy freeway where the cars were moving too fast to stop. Surely those drivers had seen them since they were in the open relative to the freeway. She had felt so on display and came so hard while grinding backward against Matt's big cock. She dismissed the memory before it made her shiver. Simon's only hint of her memory would have been the big smile on her face.

"You liked it, didn't you?" he said.

"I liked lots of things we did," she said, turning down the stove. She needed the cans of tomatoes stored beneath the counter. Squatting in front of the open cabinet put her on eye level with Simon's bulge. Of course, she looked, but she didn't stare. "Maybe you should go take care of that before dinner."

"I'm okay if you are."

"You're okay with being hard in front of your Mom?" The idea felt prosperous to her. No way could she have been excited in front of her parents, especially her dad. Surely it had happened, especially after that spring semester of outrageous sex with Matt, but she would have never allowed them to know it. Then it occurred to her the difference between her and Simon. She had never felt attracted to her father. "Of course you would be."

He caressed the long, enticing shape of his cock. "Does it bother you to see me like this?"

His cock looked meaty, which felt like an accurate and strange way to describe it. She appreciated its length and girth as something that would feel good inside of her, but it wasn't the sight of his cock that sent a thrill through her, it was the whole package. Seeing him shirtless, his lean body, that cursed trail of fur trailing down from his navel, his powerful legs and casualness about being excited in front of her, all of it mixed and swirled like ingredients in her sauce. And then there was the taboo of seeing him like this, the damning frustration of feeling aroused by her son.

"No, I'm okay," she said, turning her back to him and focusing on adding spices. She couldn't keep looking at him with the kinds of thoughts that kept forming half-realized in the back of her mind. Some thoughts were more realized than others: What if he pulls it out and shows it to me? What if he decides to jerk-off again? What if he rubs it against my backside and feels the toy nestled inside my ass? She discreetly leaned against the wall again and gave the sauce a good stir before putting a lid on it, letting it simmer while starting the water for the macaroni.

"Mm, good," he said, caressing his front again.

"But do you have to keep doing that?"

"I can't help it," he smiled, grabbing the lip of the counter again. "You're sexy."

"I'm old and literally your mother."

"I know," he grinned. "And you're not that old."

"Bullshit," she scoffed, feeling the weight of all her years along with the foolishness of being excited by her son. It could never happen. Even if it did, it could never mean anything. Worse, it would change things between them forever.

" . . . she's married now and we both act like it never happened."

"I like that you're experienced."

"I think you watch too much porn." Retaining most of its heat from her earlier mistake, the water heated quickly. She dumped in the macaroni and remained against the wall to keep it stirred.



"Maybe," he allowed, looking a little ashamed of himself. "How much do you think is too much?"

"I don't know, how much do you watch?" Before he could answer, she changed the question. "Besides, it's not how much you watch, it's the kind of porn you watch."

"Not really," he insisted, eyeing her with lustful thoughts in his mind. "I had these kinds of fantasies long before I started watching porn about it. You're hot!"

"Cut it out," she groaned, unable to accept his compliment. "I'm okay for my age but that doesn't make me hot."

"Halle Berry is in her fifties and she's hot as fuck!"

"I'm no Halle Berry."

"Jennifer Aniston, Charlize Theron, Cate Blanchett . . ."

"Enough! I get the point," she laughed. While she didn't think she looked as beautiful as any of those women, they were all inspirations for her. Each of them motivated her to keep trying.

"And you're definitely hotter than a porn star MILF."

She scowled at that word that she hated, but she was still curious why he would say that.

"Because you're all-natural like India Summer or Alana Cruise." She didn't recognize those names. "They're porn stars and they're hot because they're older and all-natural and hot as fuck."

"If you say so," she laughed, surprised that he would know their names.

"You're like, mmmm," he said, grabbing himself as he eyed her.

"Cut it out," she giggled, flustered by his gaze. "I'm not that hot!"

"You're right. You're hotter."

"Go to your room and take care of that," she said, staring directly at his hand and the very pleasing lump inside his tight shorts. "Supper is almost ready."

"Fuck supper. I want to eat you."

"Stop it!" she insisted, but her blush and big smile sent a completely different message. "I'm not going to fuck my son!"

"What if I wasn't your son?"

"I'm not going to fuck a twenty-something."

"You might like it. I'm pretty good." He slipped his hand inside the stretchy waistband of his shorts.

"I'm sure you are," she said, purposely focusing on finishing dinner. Doing her best to ignore him, she crossed to the sink to drain the macaroni without commenting on the hand he had inside his shorts. Back at the stove, she pulled dinner from the burner and combined the sauce with noodles. While pulling the cheese from the refrigerator, she glanced at him. "If you're going to jerk-off before dinner, please take it to your room."

He pulled his hand from inside his shorts, leaving his long, hard cock standing straight up. "I'm saving myself for you."

Shaking her head, she laughed at the idea. "Then you're going to be waiting for a long time."

"Fine, then I'm waiting until after supper so I can listen to you doing it again."

Marjorie gasped and blushed deeply at that thought since she couldn't wait to pull the toy from her ass and take care of herself again. The idea that he would be listening sent a shiver through her. She turned her back to him as she added the cheese and stirred everything together, too busy trying to hide her blush to realize that she was squirming.

"Fuck, that's hot," he said, crossing the couple of steps between them, putting his hands on her hips, and pressing his erection against her tight ass.

Marjorie froze in place. "What the fuck are you doing?"

"Letting you know what you could have if you want."

Pulling her hips towards him, he insisted on grinding against her. As his hard cock raked against the fake gemstone base of her toy, she gasped a second time as the toy pushed deeper inside of her and she worried that he might discover it just as her fears came true.

"What is that?" he asked, suddenly pulling away and replacing his grinding cock with his hand, cupping her ass, and feeling between her cheeks. His fingers explored the presence of the toy. "I thought I felt something!"

"Stop it!" she weakly demanded, trying to brush away his hand.

He stopped fingering the base of the toy but kept massaging her ass. "I knew you had one of those, but I never thought you really used it!"

"And how would you know I have something like that?" she demanded, spinning to face him as a spark of anger replaced the lustful thrill she felt.

"I found all your toys a long time ago," he said with a smile instead of with an apology for snooping into her personal things.

She stared up at her son while wondering when he had gotten to be so much taller than her. She saw the whiskers on his cheeks, the scruffiness that made him look like a man instead of a boy. He wasn't as furry as his dad had been, but he did need to shave. Seeing a young man staring down at her instead of a boy felt like a distraction. Somewhere along the line, her son had turned into a man.

"You don't belong in my bedroom," she said, admonishing him for snooping. His smile said that her correction didn't mean a thing to him.

"I've seen all your sex toys," he said, pulling her close. More importantly, he pulled her away from the range so he could cup her ass again. "Including this one." His fingers landed on the base of the toy. "I just didn't know you liked it this much."

"How much?" she asked, hands against his smooth chest as she tried to hold him back before they did something they shouldn't.

"Enough to use it in front of me," he said, damning her to hell. "Anal sex is the best, isn't it?"

"I wouldn't know," she scoffed despite the obvious evidence to the contrary.

Simon roared with laughter making her feel small and very embarrassed. "Bullshit!" He grabbed her ass with both hands and forced her against him until she could feel his large cock pressing against her lower belly. He made a lucky guess when he asked, "Did Matt teach that to you?"

"None of your business," she said, summoning her strength and pushing him away from her. She still felt ashamed of herself for being so stupid about using the toy in front of him, but she wasn't about to back down from her role as a mother. "And just because I like that doesn't mean a damn thing to you!"

"Yeah, it does," he said, caressing his cock. "It means a lot to me. It means you're as cool as I thought."

"Cool?" His choice of words confused her. "What's cool about that?"

"It means you're not some stuck-up bitch afraid of having a good time."

"Yes, I am," she thought, thinking about the great deal of restraint she was currently demonstrating. "You have no idea what kind of woman I am." She wasn't about to use that b-word.

"Oh, I think I have an idea," he said with his grin firmly fastened on his face as if it would stay there forever. The way he looked at her felt like he could see through her as if he could see her entire past from giving her ass to Matt to letting him finger her in public and everything else they had ever done.


* * *


With finals looming, their time together grew sporadic. Where they had spent the last month hooking up every other day, the need to study and finish end-of-semester projects meant their time together was reduced to stolen moments of pleasure. As much as Marjorie enjoyed their sex life, she truly respected Matt's commitment to his studies, too. Over the years that would later slip by, she would wonder if she would have been such a willing slut for him if he hadn't been committed to school, too. For the moment, that future remained lost in the fog of a future too far away to see. She felt more worried about their immediate future.

"What's going to happen to us during the summer?" she asked, curled against him with her head on his shoulder and one hand on his wet, spent cock. "Does it just end?"

"I don't know," he said, kissing the top of her head. "I don't want it to end. You're special."

"I'm another notch in your bedpost," she said, half-joking, but half-serious, too. She knew his reputation. "You'll find someone new to corrupt."

"Maybe," he agreed. "But never someone like you." He gave her a hug. "Besides, so will you! You're going to head home and rock the world of an old boyfriend."

She couldn't imagine doing the stuff she had done with Matt with someone else. The very idea made her giggle. That flash of merriment faded quickly as she landed again on the idea of them breaking up. "Maybe I could get an internship with you or you could turn it down."

"I'm not dying," he said, giving her another hug. "I'm only going to Chicago."

"And you're taking this with you," she pouted, giving his dick a squeeze. "Promise you'll be back in the fall."

"I could say the same thing to you."

"I have to be back, I have a scholarship."

"And you should have a scholarship in dance," he said as his cock began reacting to her caresses.

"I'm not good enough to do it professionally."

"I can think of something you're good enough to do professionally," he said, encouraging her to slide down his body and take his cock between her lips.

"You're always best at what you love," she thought, drawing his cock between her lips and still tasting her pussy. As she curled up to suck him, she felt his hand cupping her ass. When his finger slipped inside her ass, she knew what she wanted more than having his cock in her mouth. "I'm going to miss that."

"Then don't stop doing it," he said as if it was just that simple. He pulled her hand between her legs. "Show me."

Without shame, she slipped a finger inside her asshole, letting him watch her doing it and thrilling over the idea. Compared to the rest of the things they had done, fingering her ass for him felt rather tame. Having anal sex in front of another girl had felt much more exhilarating. She still smiled at the look of shock and surprise on that poor girl's face when Matt had taken Marjorie from behind. Some things remained more sexual than other things.

"Mm, you are such a naughty girl," he said, caressing her buttcheek.

"It's your fault."

"You could have always said no."

"Shut up and eat me," she said, climbing over him and insisting that they sixty-nine for a bit. She liked the dual sensations of being eaten while sucking cock because it reminded her of their threesomes.

After another round of amazing sex, they clung naked and sweaty to each other. "It sucks that I'm never going to meet another woman like you."

"You'll make one," she said. "I wasn't like this before you met me."

"I think you were always like this, you just needed to get out of your head and start saying "yes please!" to the idea of pleasure."

"Says you," she said, wondering if he was right. Had she always had a dark, sex-starved monster hidden inside of her, or had he created that?

With lots of tears from both of them, they said their good-byes at the end of the semester with a promise to pick up right where they left off in the fall. That wouldn't happen. Matt never returned from his internship in Chicago, but they didn't know that would happen at the time.

With her libido turned up on high, Marjorie returned to her little town with its three traffic lights and a dozen different churches all preaching the same messages of "don't." In the solitude of her bedroom she still played with herself, often masturbating to memories of a man who had touched more than her body, he had transformed her idea of what to expect out of sex. The problem was replicating that with someone else.

She tried dating, first with an old boyfriend and then heading into the big city for several one-night-stands that never quite filled her more carnal desires. When college started up again, she met the man with a big dick who would eventually become the father of her son and her husband, in that order. While she tried to be satisfied with enjoying his massive equipment, she had missed the variety Matt had brought into the bedroom with his constant exploring.

Once Tom had left, she felt freer to explore those other desires with fantasies, toys, and by taking on the occasional lover like Mark Thompson, all the while keeping hidden what felt like her true nature while wishing she could find Matt's equal. As Matt had once said, "Every Sherlock needs his Watson."


* * *


No one knew the darkness of her twisted, perverted mind, least of all, her son. Hearing a few moans, the faint sound of buzzing, or seeing inside her toy drawer wasn't the same as knowing all the things she would do to herself as a way to fill the carnal needs awoken by Matt. Seeing her son's smug smirk annoyed her. He thought he knew her, but he didn't, not really.

"Grab a plate and let's eat," she said, dismissing the conversation before it got out of hand.

"What I want to eat doesn't get served on a plate."

With her hand on her hip, she struck the most motherly pose she could. "And what exactly is that, young man?"

"It starts with me pulling out that toy with my teeth," he said as he approached her again.

"And then what?" she asked, hands against his chest, literally stopping him at arm's length. "And then you fuck your Mom up the ass? Is that what you want to do?"

"If that's what you want," he replied, softly caressing the side of her face with the back of his fingertips. She wasn't expecting such a tender caress and it threw her for a loop. "It really is what we both want, isn't it?"

"You honestly think I want your dick up my ass?"

"That's not what I meant." He cradled her head without trying to pull her closer. Instead, it felt like he was making sure she wouldn't stop looking him in the eye. "I meant that I wish we could just be together, that's all. I know it's wrong, stupid wrong, but it doesn't change what I want."

"Why me?" she whispered, unsure if it was a question for him or the universe for damning her with this kind of temptation.

"Because you're the first woman I ever loved."

"Fuck, that's sick," she muttered, struggling to maintain a facade of outrage while feeling oddly swayed by his words.

"I know, right? That's how I feel when I'm watching that porn, too. It's all so wrong, and yet? I want it, too."

"Then why do you do it?" she asked, pulling his hand down from her face. She didn't need to know how tenderly he could touch a woman.

"I can't help it," he said, eyeing her body. "You're beautiful and I don't mean just to me. You know you've still got it. You never lost it."

His compliment about her years of hard work at maintaining herself made her feel good. Without being stuck up, Marjorie knew she looked a damn sight better than most women in their forties. "I look good for my age," she said, dismissing his compliment.

"You look good, period," he insisted, finally looking her in the eye again.

"Stop it," she giggled, feeling an awkward blush being added to her jumbled, mixed-up feelings of emotions. "I'm okay, nothing more."

"I wouldn't have this problem if you were just okay," he said with another caress of his hard-on. "And I wouldn't jerk-off to the idea of having sex with you if you were just okay." He blushed even deeper than she did.

"You're jerking off the idea of me," she said, keeping her voice as flat and emotionless as possible.

He shook his head.

She gave up. If reason didn't work, then it was time to be unreasonable. "Then go for it," she said, staring directly at his crotch. "Pull it out and jerk off for me right now." She couldn't believe she was saying any of that, but why the hell not? He was obviously hard. He obviously needed an orgasm and she had already seen him doing it. Why did it matter if he did it again?

"If I pull it out, it won't be to jerk-off," he said. His words didn't slow his motions as brushed down his right running shorts, working them over his ass and the erection in the front.

"That's very nice," she said, straining to maintain her composure as she stared at the magnificence of his well-formed erection. "Like father, like son," she absentmindedly thought as she saw the size of his hard-on. Unlike Mark Thompson, Simon was truly gifted with a sizable cock that looked good with its symmetry. The long smooth shaft included bulging veins that made clear how excited he felt. Its shiny head, already a deep rose color, perfectly demonstrated his arousal before she saw it throb. "Now what?"

"Whatever you want," he said, cupping his balls and she realized for the first time that his pubic hair looked too short. He kept himself trimmed instead of sporting the tangled mess a bird's nest so many men kept between their legs. "Or nothing at all. I don't want it unless we both do."

"So you're just going to stay like that?"

"Maybe forever."

Scoffing, she laughed at that idea. "Uh-huh. You're going to be jerking it so hard in a few minutes that you might pull it off."

"Only if that's what you want me to do."

There were less than three feet between them. She could nearly feel his breath on her as she watched his chest rising and falling. His discipline at standing there aroused and nude amazed her. She looked up from his cock to his face and saw the hopeful look of her son in his eyes. His blush remained, but he also remained steadfast in his willingness to put himself on display for her.

"I'll do it if you want," he said and she caught the movement of his shoulder before glancing between them again to see his hand caressing his hard cock. "You should be allowed to watch me do it since I'm usually thinking about you when I do."

There was a twisted bit of elegant logic to his words, but she pushed away that thought. "I don't need to see that."

"It's not about need," he said, sounding so much like that young man she had known so many years ago.

"Lust is need," she corrected, which was something Matt had once said. It was the second part of Matt's words that felt strange and foreign to her " . . . and there's nothing wrong with need, it's what motivates us into action." In Matt's world, denying the pull of lustful need meant denying the pleasures and joy of satisfaction, which brought things full circle in his pro-sex philosophies, "And would anyone want to refuse pleasure, especially if it was offered out of kindness, affection, and with an open heart?"

Back then, her reply had been to make a callous joke about fat, ugly people needing love, too. Matt had simply adjusted his comment to include "It's okay if both people want it, isn't it?"

If both people wanted it.

If . . .

Damning herself to hell a hundred times over, Marjorie closed the gap between them, brushed his hand away, and replaced it with hers. His hard cock felt good inside her tiny hand. Every nerve ending in her body exploded with a sense of righteousness over how good he felt despite their relationship. Her eyes returned to his face as the rest of his body went as rigid as his cock.

Simon gasped, but remained frozen in place, his eyes locked on hers. His lips clamped shut as if struggling to hold back a thousand moans.

"Is this what you want?" she asked, a sly smile appearing on her face as she realized she had just called his bluff.

"Yes ma'am," he moaned, his eyes wide as they searched hers for a hint of what could be next.

"Does Simon want Mommy to make him cum?"

"Holy fuck," he gasped as his cock pounded inside her hand.

"Is this like one of your little porno videos?" she asked, cupping his balls and gently squeezing.

"Better."

She should have never done it. She should have never touched his long, hard cock. She didn't need to know how it would feel inside her tiny hands. She didn't need to call his bluff, either. Except there had been something compelling about his openness that had worked as the perfect invitation. He had clearly wanted this to happen and still had refused to force himself on her aside from the goofiness of rubbing against her backside. After that first lapse in judgment, he had shown remarkable restraint.


* * *


"How much do you love cock?" Matt asked as they walked hand-in-hand through the quadrangle enjoying the late afternoon sun that came with late spring days.



"A lot," she giggled, finding the question rather silly. "Especially yours."

"I know you like mine, but I mean in general."

"Well, yes, in general, I would say I happen to be a big fan of cock."

"All cocks?"

"Some more than others," she decided, only having a small subset of all cocks to her past. That number had doubled since she had gotten with Matt. Before Matt, she had been with three other men. Not including Matt, she had been with three more. Four, if she included Matt. "Who they're attached to makes a big difference, too."

"But what if it was just a cock and balls, but nothing else. Like sticking through a hole in the wall or something and that's all you knew about the guy - that he had a cock, it was hard, and he really wanted some action. What would you do?"

"I dunno, suck it?" she asked, finding it hard to imagine such a crazy circumstance. "I don't get to know anything about him?"

"Nope, you only get to see his cock. His hard, needy, very fuckable and suckable cock."

"Then I guess I would fuck or suck it," she said, dismissing the idea. "You know, if I was horny and all that."

"Right, of course, but if you were somewhere safe and didn't have to study for a test or anything, you would just go for it?"

Knowing how much he enjoyed watching her having sex, she asked the obvious question. "Are you there watching me do it?"

"Nope. No one is there except you and that hard cock and you can do anything with it that you want, including nothing at all."

"Well, I don't think I would just ignore it," she giggled, thinking about the rest of the scenario he had proposed about being somewhere safe and she was horny and all that. "Okay, what about you? What if there was a pussy waiting for you in the same way? What would you do?"

"I'd eat the fuck out of it," he said without hesitation.

"You wouldn't fuck it?"

"I think I'm better with my mouth and I'd want her to have a good time."

"That's so you!" she laughed. "You know nothing about this girl, but you'd still want to try unleashing her endless potential for orgasms, wouldn't you?"

"I bet you'd suck it before you fucked it."

"I do like doing that," she agreed, beginning to think they needed to head to her room or back to his for more sex. "And it might be easier, too. I guess it depends. Maybe I'll back up on it and let him fuck my ass."

"Fuck, that would be such a waste!"

"Why?"

"Because he might not be able to tell that he's getting the privilege of fucking one of the world's greatest asses."

"You are so bad!" she said, playfully nudging him while thrilling over his compliment.

"Me? You're the horndog sucking off strangers! What if he turned out to be your Dad or your Uncle or something?"

"But I wouldn't know that, would I?"

"Nope, you wouldn't."

"Then no harm, no foul," she decided, enjoying the way that made him smile.


* * *


His big, beautiful cock felt glorious inside her hands and she caressed its length while fondling his balls. "You've been excited for a long time, haven't you?"

He nodded, apparently afraid to talk, afraid to break whatever spell had fallen over her. That spell had been nothing more than lust and desire. Her son was beautiful, an attractive young man roughly the same age that Matt had been when she had first started dating him. His desire had been made as clear as his arousal for her.

"This feels so wrong," she said, caressing his smooth, bare chest.

"Please don't stop," he requested.

Could she stop at giving him a handjob? Should she stop with only that? She felt her heart pounded against her chest as if she had just completed the hardest workout ever. Despite the strength and speed of her heartbeat, why did her knees feel weak or her head feel like it was spinning? "Tell Mommy what you want."

"Everything," he moaned, still looking afraid of saying too much.

She tilted her head, studying her son's reaction. "But what's everything? Do you want me to make you cum?" He eagerly nodded. "What else, Simon?"

"I want to fuck you," he groaned through tight lips.

"Keep going," she said, feeling his cock swelling as his orgasm drew near. She wanted to know. She wanted to hear it all. She saw a droplet of pre-cum oozing from the slit of his hard cock and used it to paint the head of his cock. "Tell me all of it. Everything you want to do with me."

As his orgasm neared, Simon's stoic restraint broke as a stream of profane suggestions poured from his mouth. "I want to eat you. And eat your ass. I want to fuck your ass. I want to make love to you. I want to be your lover!"

That's as far as he got before his orgasm took away his words. Simon erupted inside her hand as huge strands of creamy white cum flew frown his cockhead landing on her hands, arms, and across her top and yoga pants. He came with the strength and virility of his barely twenty years, painting her in semen as she kept tugging, pulling, and coaxing every drop she could from him. She didn't care about her clothes, those could be washed. All she cared about was making sure he came as hard and well as possible.

"Damn, son," she giggled, looking down at herself. "Have you been saving up for me?"

"No," he sighed, looking concerned. "I didn't mean to cum on you."

"Yes you did," she said, wiping her hands and arms on her clothes. "What else were you supposed to do it?"

He blinked hard. "You're okay with that?"

"Why wouldn't I be? I'm the one who did it." She played with his cum, rubbing it into her clothes as she caressed herself. Again, what difference did it make? Cum washing out of clothing.

"Damn, that's hot," he purred with a huge, rakish smile on his face. "You're seriously okay with that?"

She laughed. "It's cum, it's not bleach." Finding a clean spot, she wiped off her hands before stepping to the sink to wash her hands. Glancing over her shoulder, she saw his perfect ass and fought back her lust. "Now go get dressed. Dinner's ready."

"What about you?"

"I'm going to get changed," she said, heading down the hallway.

Once inside her room, she shut her door and leaned against it for a long moment. "What the fuck did I just do?" she screamed in her mind while feeling a huge, playful smile on her face. "At least you stopped with just a handjob," she told herself as she pushed away from the door and pulled off her soiled clothes. She needed an orgasm but wouldn't do it. She couldn't. If she touched her wet, needy pussy, she wouldn't be able to stop.

Instead of getting off, she eased the toy from her asshole and washed it in the sink. The toy had served her well by creating a pleasant lust for sex, but given everything that had happened, perhaps it had served her too well? She didn't need its constant teasing.

Looking at her reflection in the mirror, she shook her head while feeling ashamed for letting things go too far. She saw her stiff, puckered nipples standing as erect as he had been. Doing a little squirmy dance, she felt the slippery, gooey feeling between her legs from her weeping pussy. If Simon liked to suck on her nasty, used panties, then he should try sucking on her yoga pants.

Sitting on the toilet, she used the bidet to wash her backside and between her legs. The cool water felt good on her burning hot pussy, calming her a bit. After patting herself dry, she washed her hands, splashed a bit of cold water on her face, and went back to her room to get dressed. She didn't dare to wear another pair of yoga pants. She pulled on panties and cut-off jean shorts. She opted for a thin bra and a t-shirt. After what had just happened between her and Simon, extra layers felt like a good idea.

As she started to head back towards the kitchen when it occurred to her that Matt would not have approved of her choice of wearing a bra. She ignored that thought, opened the door to her room, and marched down the hallway determined to make sure that the two of them would behave themselves.

Simon's version of getting dressed meant nothing more than pulling up his running shorts and adding one of the tight shirts he wore while running. The tight, stretchy t-shirt hugged his body as if painted in place. She could see his nipples and she smiled. "Feel better?" she asked.

"I want to make you feel good, too."

"I'm fine," she lied, buzzing with lust and determined to control herself.

"You didn't do anything, did you?"

She smiled. "Are you asking your mother if she played with herself?"

"Yeah, I am," he said with a big grin. She liked that he owned the question instead of backing down.

"I was a good girl."

"Are you saving yourself for me?" he asked with that same grin.

"My, aren't we full of ourselves? What makes you think that just because I gave you a handjob that I want to do more?"

"I think you want to do a lot more."

"You are so bad," she giggled, feeling a bit of a thrill surging through her. Why wouldn't she? She still needed another orgasm or three.

There's a fine line between being playful and being a jerk. Matt had been able to walk that line with ease. He could flirt and tease her with the most suggestive things without stepping over that invisible line and sounding like a pervert. It intrigued her that Simon seemed to have the same skill.

Sitting with her at the table, he shoved a mouthful of his favorite dinner inside his mouth and chewed while staring at her with a twinkle in his eyes. "This is good."

"Thanks."

"And so are you."

"You have no idea," she said, dismissing his compliment. "It was a handjob, that's all."

With his mouth too full to speak, he shook his head and sipped a glass of water before speaking. "You did more than that. You played to my fantasy, too."

"Did I?" She tried to remember how she had done that.

Nodding, he needed another sip of water before replying. "You teased me about being Mom while you did it."

"Well, I am," she agreed, recalling how she had done precisely that. "Do you know why I said that?"

"Probably trying to shame me," he astutely acknowledged before shrugging. "Didn't work, though. It just made me more excited."

She had felt that change. "Pervert," she teased with a smile so he would know she was only teasing.

"You made me."

Feeling her excitement rising again to a feverish pitch, Marjorie lost her appetite for food. Her nipples ached for attention. So did her clit and more. She should have played with herself before coming to dinner. Even if it had been just a quick little orgasm, maybe it would have taken the edge off how she felt. She forced herself to try one more bite, a very small one and quickly realized she had had enough as his lust for her swirled around in her mind. Why did he feel this way and what were they going to do about it?

"It's so wrong," she said before sipping her water. "Sons aren't supposed to be hot for their Moms."

"This son is."

"Yeah, I can tell," she sighed, touching the back of his hand so he wouldn't feel hurt by her directness. "And Moms are not supposed to be turned on by their sons."

"Are you?"

"Maybe for parts of you," she said. "You're blessed down there."

"I guess I'm okay," he said with another shrug. "Some girls are afraid of it."

"Why? You're big, but you're not like 'oh-hell-no' sort of big."

"Compared to some guys, I think I am."

Mark Thompson's less-than-average sized prick flashed to mind. "Well, I think you're probably the best size, big enough to thrill without being so big that it's scary. Other girls will figure that out."

"Does it feel funny talking about my dick?"

"It feels thrilling," she thought, but didn't say. "Not especially. I've seen it twice now."

"And touched it once."

Getting up from the table to clean off her plate, Marjorie thought about what he had just said. She had half expected him to ask if she wanted to see it again. To her, that would have been the obvious reply. "What makes you think I want to touch it again?"

"Because now you know you can and lightning won't strike us."

"Oh, is that how it is?"

"Why not?" he asked, surprising her by coming up behind her and slipping his empty plate into the sink. Grabbing her hips, he pressed against her backside. "I want you, Mom."

"You want the fantasy of being with your Mom."

"Still works, doesn't it?" he said, moving her hair out of the way and kissing the nape of her neck. "Being wrong feels good, doesn't it?"

"It doesn't make it right."

"No one is ever going to know," he said, wrapping his arms around her waist and when one of his hands moved upwards and cupped her breasts, she didn't stop him, at least not at first.

"We can't," she said, clutching the lip of the sink as he caressed her body. Surprisingly, he had a very tender and affectionate touch.

"You're right. We can't let anyone know." He kissed her neck again. "But that doesn't mean we can't do it."

"Simon!" she groaned with nothing else to follow as she melted against him. She could feel him growing hard again and any other thought she had became replaced with wondering how many times he could get hard in a single day.

Feeling her son's growing arousal reminded her of what she once had. When she had dated Matt, they would hook up every other day. That had been Matt's rule because he wanted to be fully recharged for her. At the time, she couldn't appreciate how that changes for a man as he ages until much later in life. The men of her youth seemed endlessly eager and hard. She had since learned that came with their age.

He caressed her with a familiarity for a woman's body that felt welcomed and appreciated, especially when his fingers found her stiff nipples and very precisely pinched them. "You are so bad," she purred, pressing back against him.

"Only me?" he asked as he slipped a hand inside her jean shorts and the stretchy material gave him plenty of access. He brushed against her panties. "Are you wearing these for me?"

His hand felt warm against her flesh as her body welcomed the intimacy of his caress. "Seriously?"

"Yes, seriously. Do you have any idea how long I've been stealing your panties?"

"I don't want to know."

"I want you," he whispered in her ear, sending goosebumps up and down her spine.

"Are you talking to my panties?" she joked, feeling filled with anxiety over what they were doing. Her son had no business touching her this intimately and she had no business being so aroused by it.

"All of you," he said with another kiss, this time right behind her ear.

"Damn it, Simon, we can't do this," she groaned without stopping him or pulling away. "It's wrong."

"Then fuck being right."

"But you're my son."

"Trust me, I know," he purred and then added a belated, "Mom."

The taboo of hearing him say "her" name drove her crazy. To Simon, she would always be "Mom" or, if he was feeling goofy, "Mommy." Either way, he would always be her son. Even the handjob she had given hadn't changed that dynamic. Slowly, she began to realize, he didn't want that dynamic to change because that was part of the thrill.

"You just want me because it's wrong to have me."

"And because you're beautiful," he assured her. "You're hot. Sexy. Beautiful . . . and you're my Mom."

"Cut it out!"

"If you really mean that, I will," he said, caressing her clitoris in ways that she never wanted to end.

"You're going to make me cum."

"Your son is going to do that," he said against her ear. "Your son is going to give you an orgasm."

"Don't," she said without adding or finishing the thought because she didn't know what she wanted to say. She should have said, "Don't do this to me." She felt like she wanted to say, "Don't you dare stop." She left it at the single word as she felt her climax approaching, racing towards her and stealing her ability for rational thought.

Unable (or unwilling) to stop her son, she gave in the sensation of pleasure provided by his probing fingers. Clutching the sink while he pressed against her back, she came in waves of pleasure, joy, and release. It felt like a release of all the tension he had created, but release was still relief, except for the one annoying side effect of having an orgasm. Even as the last wave of pleasure washed over her, she felt her inner demons making that cry for more.

"How do you feel?" he asked, moving his hands to less risque parts of her body. She respected that he didn't ask "How did I do?" as if he expected her to score this orgasm against some ultimate list she maintained her all-time best orgasms.

"Like a pervert," she sighed.

"Save that until after we've done the perverted stuff," he suggested, grinding against her backside.

She spun in his arms to face him. She needed him to see that it was her, his mother, and not some horny girlfriend from college. "Anything we do is perverted."

"I know," he said, guiding her hand to the lump inside his shorts. "But it feels good."

"That's not the point," she said as her hand automatically explored the shape of his hard-on. "I'm your Mom!"

"Yeah, but all I care about is what are you going to do with your son's hard cock?"


* * *


The lessons from an hour of economics were lost to Marjorie as she spent her time fantasizing about Tom's big dick. They had only been dating for two weeks, but she had parted her legs for him on their first date. She knew that he suspected she was a slut, a common horn-dog of a college coed despite her good girl appearance. She didn't care. When they had met, it was only supposed to be a one-night-stand, and it would have been except for that glorious cock attached to him.

After a summer of frustration, Marjorie had returned to campus feeling very mixed about herself. On one hand, the lack of opportunities back home had meant she couldn't be as wild as she had been with Matt. No one would ever take his place. On the other hand, she still craved that wanton, carefree sense of play Matt had taught her. What she couldn't replace with cheap and easy sex (which had been most of it), she had learned to replace by masturbating. God, she was so tired of doing it herself!

Tom had been a pick-up at a bar just off-campus. She had been attracted to his boy-next-door look. She had guessed that he would be surprised at her forwardness, but she was in the mood to be that way. She had never guessed at the equipment that he carried inside his pants until they were well on their way towards doing it. At his invitation, she spent the night with him, and the next day, and the day after that, only taking her leave when the weekend was over and his roommate returned home.

Tom wasn't Matt. She had accepted that she would never replace that special man. Instead, she wondered if she could be a female version of Matt for Tom. So far, so good, even if it came with the risk of her coming across as being too needy.

After class, she rushed to his off-campus apartment, knowing he would be alone. As soon as he unlocked the door, she pressed herself against him, grabbing at his cock and making her demand, "I need this inside of me ASAP."

"But I don't have any protection," he said, staggering backward in surprise.

"I don't care," she said, pulling off her clothes in record time. "I need you IN me."

"B-But . . . " he stammered. "I don't have any more condoms. We used them all this weekend."

"Then do me up the butt, I don't care."

Tom looked horrified. "I can't do that. I've never done that before!"

"Then we're going to take the risk," she said, dragging him to his bedroom, pushing him on the bed, and jerking down his pants to reveal the hard-on she had fantasized about.

She was well aware of the risk. After using the last of her birth control back home, Marjorie had been lazy about making an appointment with the local free clinic for a refill. At first, that had been purposeful. Without Matt back on campus, not being on birth control had forced her to be more mindful about having sex with every guy who had smiled at her.



Climbing on top of him for the ride she needed, his big cock felt wonderful as it filled her. She really did need to introduce him to the joys of anal sex for times like this. For the moment, this would do and she planned on climbing off of him before he came inside of her. In her mind, she would recognize when he was about to get off. She would see it in his eyes and feel it inside her pussy. When it was clear he was going to cum, she would jump off of him and jerk him off to a glorious, cum-spewing finish.

She didn't anticipate needing him inside her for just a couple more strokes. She never allowed for how good it felt feeling his cock swelling and throbbing inside of her pussy. When she saw that look of panic in his eyes, she knew what it meant and she wanted it.

"Do it," she told him. "Cum inside of me!"

When he erupted, she came, too. His orgasm had caused hers, although he would later suggest it had happened the other way around. It didn't matter. What was done was done. Tom and Marjorie had just conceived Simon.


* * *


Holding his cock, Marjorie knew just what she wanted. She needed to feel that cock inside of her, deep inside of her. She wanted to make a baby with him or to at least go through the motions of creating one even as her logical mind fought against the idea.

It's wrong, her logical mind screamed at her as she raked her son's shorts from his hips. It's immoral and illegal! While he stepped out of his shorts, she tugged on his shirt. He got the message, pulling it off for her. Do NOT do this! the reasoning part of her brain screamed.

Grabbing him by his cock, Marjorie led him towards the hallway. "Come with me and I'll show you what I'm going to do with this."

"Yes, Mommy," he said, sending shivers through her.

Reaching her bedroom, she stood him against the foot of her bed as she got naked. His nudity was a sight to behold from head-to-toe. Except for the middle of his core, where his hard cock throbbed, she knew the rest of his body from seeing it so often. There were no mental gymnastics she could perform that would alter the reality of it being her son.

"You are beautiful," he said as his eager eyes drank in the reveal of her body. "I want every part of you."

Stepping forward, she hooked a hand around his neck and pulled his face towards her. She had a final test inside of her and didn't even realize it until their lips touched. "If we can kiss, we can fuck." She parted her lips the moment they were kissing and Simon accepted that invitation with his tongue. Convinced they could kiss like lovers, her body reacted. She wanted him. Breaking their kiss, she pushed him backward on the bed and followed him down.

"No bouncing on the bed!" he joked as he did just that to center himself on her big mattress.

"My house, my rules," she said with a smile on her face as she straddled his body determined to start with going all the way. With his thick, meaty cock in her hand, she positioned her wet pussy above it and slowly impaled herself, half waiting for lightning to strike them both as he filled her depths.

"Fuck, you're horny," he grinned up at her.

"Shut up and fuck me," she said, although she was in the position to do all the fucking.

Her son's cock filled her in all the right ways as she knelt over his body and rode him in a cowgirl style where she maintained control. She braced her hands on his strong chest and made it point to stare into his eyes. She refused to close her eyes or look away, forcing herself to accept that it was her son beneath her. She waited for the shame of the moment to make it awkward. She waited for her body to catch up with her reasoning mind and reject the idea. Instead, she felt her thrill growing in a way she never expected.

"Does that feel good, son? Do you like how Mommy's pussy feels?"

"Yes ma'am," he gasped, reaching for her breasts and clutching them. His fingers found her stiff nipples and he delighted her by rocking and rolling them back and forth. "Fuck me, Mom. I need you!"

Marjorie leaned over, pressed her body against his, and insisted on kisses that he gladly gave her as she bobbed her tail end up and down. Her fitness and years of dance made her uniquely able to ride a man like this. She stayed focused on the feel of his tongue inside her mouth and the sensation of his big dick inside her pussy. Elsewhere in her mind, she never stopped thinking, "I'm fucking Simon. I'm fucking my son!"

All of it swirled and combined inside her head, moving her ever deeper into a need for release until the aching desire for an orgasm transformed into a determined need for one. The house could fall down around them and she wouldn't stop what she was doing. She needed this from him.

She felt the beginning of her orgasm as a huge wave crashing through her body as her pussy clamped down around the welcomed intrusion inside of her depths. That initial squeeze became a series of rhythmic squeezes as her orgasm took control of her body. Needing to moan, she pulled away from their kiss and stared at her son's face as she came. "Yes!" she cried out. "Yes! Yes! Yes!"

Momentarily spent, she collapsed on top of him, mewing and whimpering with delight and giving him tiny butterfly-like kisses as he caressed the back of her head. "Damn, Mom, you are so sexy when you get off."

From any other lover, she would have enjoyed the compliment and thought nothing of it. Coming from her son, it meant something different to her. She felt happy about impressing him as if proving that Mom could still ride a bicycle or dribble a basketball and score on his long, lanky ass. It was a very odd sensation.

"Your turn," she said, grabbing hold of him and rolling to her side. He moved with her and she pulled him on top of her. "You've always wanted to fuck me. So do it."

"Yes, Mommy," he agreed with that playful smirk on his face as he began thrusting in and out of her. "Does that feel good? Do you like your son's cock inside of you?"

"Fuck, you are so nasty," she gasped, staring up at him and smiling. If this was the game, she would play it. "Does Mommy's pussy feel good?"

"Yes, Mommy," he groaned and she felt his cock throbbing deep inside of her.

"You like that, don't you, son?" she asked.

"Fuck yeah,' he moaned, momentarily checking her reaction to his swear word. Just as she had seldom used a swear around him, she hadn't allowed him to swear around her.

"Fuck your Mommy," she said, grabbing his narrow ass and pulling him deeper. She pulled her head up from the pillow and he caught what she wanted by pressing their lips together. "Cum for Mommy," she murmured between sloppy kisses. "Let Mommy feel it."

Simon lost control of himself as his fantasy came true. She had no way of knowing how often he had jerked-off while fantasizing about doing this. It didn't matter how often. All that mattered was the reality of it finally happening. She squeezed his ass, hooked her heels around his thighs, and made sure he wouldn't stop.

"I'm going to cum," he gasped, feeling like he was trying to pull away from her before it happened.

"Do it," she insisted. "Cum in your Mommy. Mommy needs it!"

And she did. She felt right on the ragged edge of another orgasm, needing just a bit more before falling off that cliff into the blissful little death of another orgasm. When she felt his long, hard cock erupting inside of her, when she felt the throbbing of him cumming, that was the extra push she needed to cum with him. She bucked upwards against him and they came together in a gasping, moaning connection of Mother and son.

Sweaty and spent, he collapsed half on her and half off of her, providing her plenty of room to breath as she stroked his face. "Damn, you're good," he sighed.

"You are too," she said, meaning it and glad he hadn't pulled out. A flicker of shame slipped through her. "You realize we're both going straight to hell for doing this."

"I'm okay with that," he said, leaning in for a tiny kiss. "I love you, Mom."

"I love you, too," she said, wondering if she meant it on a new level and in a different way.

"Can we stay in bed for a while?"

"Sure," she agreed, not wanting this moment to end.

Rearranging their bodies, they laid next to each other with legs entwined while they caressed each other's naked bodies. Simon kept playing with her tits while she couldn't seem to keep her hand away from his wet, spent prick. "I don't want this to be a one-time thing," he said.

"Me neither," she said, surprising herself. "But I don't want to be your girlfriend, either."

"Right now, you are."

"What happened to the girl you were seeing?"

He shrugged. "She said the M-word too many times."

Marjorie giggled. She knew that was the kiss of death for a relationship with her son. "Have you officially broken it off?"

"Yeah, but she keeps calling and texting me."

"Because she wants this dick," she said with a playful squeeze on the object of her sentence. "I can't blame her."

"She was fun, but she wasn't all that."

"Are you going to keep her around as a booty call?"

"I don't think so," he said, moving his hand from her chest to between her legs. "This might sound crazy, but I'd rather just jerk-off than lead someone on."

"Do you always jerk-off to me?"

"Not always," he said, caressing her pussy lips and starting a new need building inside of her. "Mostly, but not always."

"God, that's so perverted, isn't it?"

"Uh-huh," he agreed with a rakish smile. "And it's even better doing it for real." After a tiny kiss, they went back to just laying there and caressing each other. Marjorie wanted more, but he needed to get hard for that. She could feel his cock beginning to grow again as he caressed her. "Are you going to keep seeing Mr. Thompson?"

"As long as he doesn't say the M-word. I don't think I'm ready for that." She laughed as she caught the similarities between them. "I'd rather do it myself."

Simon caught her parallel and laughed, too. "Do you do it a lot?"

"Sometimes," she confessed, surprised that she would feel awkward talking about masturbating to her son even as they laid naked in her bed. She pushed through the awkwardness. "It's like once I get going, I can't stop."

"Ever think of me when you do it?"

"Not before today," she admitted, sure that idea had forever changed.

Simon smiled. "I like the idea that even after you're old and gray, you might still think about us doing this."

"Compared to you, I'm already old and I'm much grayer than you know," she thought. She caressed his hard cock, impressed with how quickly he could recover. "And I think we need to create lots of memories to remember," she said, kissing down his chest. She wanted to fuck again. She wanted to do everything with her son, but all of that was going to start with a blowjob.

"Fuck, I love you," he said, caressing her head.

"And I love you," she said before drawing his cock between her lips. She positioned herself between his legs so she could look up at him. She wanted him to see that it was his Mom sucking his cock. As she did it, she felt her passion rising as she saw her son looking down his body at her. That strange, confusing mix of Don't and Don't stop collided in a way that made her feel hornier.

She nursed on his balls and kissed his furry, inner thighs while stroking his long, hard cock. If he was like every other man she had ever known, it would take more to get him off again and that meant she could play. She reached between her legs and felt her wetness as she caressed her clit. She kept his cock inside her mouth as she celebrated the moment with another orgasm.

"Now let me do you," he said, pulling her up against his body. As they kissed, he rolled her over and began kissing down her body until they had traded places. Electrifying her body with his most intimate kiss, he got her off easily with the sort of skill that came from knowing his way around a pussy. He read her needs and automatically adjusted his licking until her toes curled as she clutched at his head to make sure he didn't stop.

"You are too good at that," she moaned.

"You're best at what you love," he said, moving to kiss her again. She kissed him back, enjoying the taste of her pussy on his lips. What he said next made her heart melt. "And I love you, Mom."

"Shut up and fuck me," she said, pulling him inside of her and they fucked until he got off again. She did, too.

Laying satiated in each other's arms, Marjorie didn't want to break the magic of the moment. She wanted to stay naked and pressed against him for as long as possible. Holding her son against him like this still felt very wrong, but it also felt very right. "I love you," she murmured, caressing his head on her shoulder.

"I love you, too," he replied. "Please tell me we can keep doing this."

"I want that, too," she said, giving him a hug.

"Woohoo!" he cheered, giving her a kiss before climbing out of bed.

"Where are you going?"

"I gotta pee," he said, heading towards the hallway.

"You can use my bathroom."

"Oh yeah," he grinned, turning on his heels and heading to the bathroom in the master bedroom. She listened to him peeing and laughed about his automatic instinct to use the bathroom in the hall, his bathroom. Even after their shared intimacy, they were still mother and son. When he returned to the bedroom, he caressed his spent cock. "Do you want to keep going?"

"No, I think I'm good for now," she decided, feeling spent. It had taken a lot of orgasms to get her to feel that way, but for the moment, she felt satisfied. "It's been a long time since I felt this good."

"Since Dad?"

"Since college, before your Dad." She quickly reassured him that his Dad had been a good lover, just not her best ever. She gave Tom all the compliments he deserved, including mentioning his big dick.

"My mom's a size queen!"

"I am not!" she objected, watching him pull on his shorts. "But it is nice when you find it."

"I need a drink," he said, unfazed by her past. More importantly, he never asked for a grade or rating about how he had done. Matt had been like that. In fact, only Matt had been like that.

Getting dressed, she followed him to the kitchen. Standing side-by-side at the sink, they drank water together. It was such a little thing to do together, but it felt special. "It doesn't bother you that I dated other men before your Dad?"

"Why should it? It doesn't bother me that you date other men since him."

She took another sip of water before asking, "What about us? You're not going to stop dating because of what we just did?"

"It depends on if we keep doing it," he said, caressing her arm before running his hand across her chest. This time, she hadn't bothered with a bra. "I hope we do."

"I'm not your girlfriend."

"I don't need one of those right now, but I'll always need you."

Their kiss felt like a strange mix between the kind of kiss lovers share mixed with a kiss between mother and son.

Later that evening, they fell back into their usual patterns as Marjorie found herself sipping a glass of wine in front of the TV while Simon killed digital aliens in his room with his headphones in place and his door wide open. Several times she heard him crying out to his teammates, his virtual friends. His enthusiasm made her smile. As annoying as his cries could be when she was trying to sleep, she still liked hearing him.

Strangely, life felt back to normal, but she wondered if it would ever feel truly normal. They couldn't undo the things they had done together. Would it turn out to be a one-time thing or would they live up to their mutual promise to keep doing it? She had a second glass of wine before heading to bed.

"Goodnight, son," she said, passing his open door.

"Do you want some company?" he asked, pulling his headphones to the side.

"I'm good," she smiled. Having him in her bed had been one thing, but having him sleep with her felt out-of-bounds. Stripping down until she was naked felt like a funny thing to do with her bedroom door open, but she always preferred to sleep naked.

Beneath her sheets, she could still smell him and felt a thrill that she ignored. They had gone too far. They had done too much. While she couldn't undo it, she didn't need to let it happen again, either. But was there any reason to refuse it if he wanted it? Confused and unsure, she fell asleep feeling loved by her son while suspecting she might be a failure as a parent. The vague feeling of bliss she felt allowed her sleep but refused to last.


* * *


She started her day with a shower, just like always. As the warm water woke her up, her mind turned immediately to everything that had happened the day before and she felt a huge pang of guilt. It felt like a dream, except she knew it had all been real. "Fuck!" she screamed in her mind. Why had she let all that happen and what was she going to do about it?

Done with her shower, she got dressed while still replaying yesterday in her mind from catching him jerking off all the way through to inviting him into her bedroom. With the clarity of time and space from those events, and without being turned on, she marveled at what they had done. How many laws had they broken?

Just one, her mind taunted. But you did it several times.

She needed coffee. Lots and lots of coffee. She glanced inside the open door of her son's room as she passed and felt another pang in the pit of her stomach. The confused contraction felt like a mixture of regret and desire. Lost in her thoughts, she watched the coffeemaker produce her morning elixir of life while wrestling with two thoughts. First, she couldn't let anything happen between the two of them ever again. Secondly, she wanted it. All of it.

The weight of lusting after her son filled her with shame. She used to feel that way after Matt had convinced her to do something out of character, like entering a wet t-shirt contest or abandoning bras and allowing her hard nipples to show to the world even if she wasn't with him. Remembering Matt came as close as anything to how she felt in that moment even if having sex with her son made anything she had done with Matt feel like weak tea.

She had broken laws with Matt, too. Mostly just public indecency, but on the grander scale of what was acceptable to most, she had broken many more unspoken rules. Good girls didn't have threesomes with two boys or with her boyfriend and another girl. Good girls didn't masturbate two or three times a day just because their boyfriend had said, "Use it or lose it." And a good girl from a small town in the midwest never admitted to anyone what they did to themselves as a way of relieving an ache they shouldn't even have.

Tom had initially enjoyed her lust for him until after they got married. Several months into their marriage it had gotten to be too much for him. He had shamed her about wanting it all the time and made her feel bad about her lust. It had all fit into her upbringing of "don't touch there" or how a good girl would never act like a slut. Marjorie went back into hiding, appreciating sex whenever he wanted it, but never admitting to having fantasies he would never understand.

Thoughts of her ex-husband didn't help. His old-fashioned expectations for marriage had been the wedge that drove them apart. Marjorie could be lots of things, but she could never be a stay-at-home Mom and a housewife in an apron while baking bread. Instead, she had become a party planner and expected Tom to pull his own weight around the house until it became clear that they had outgrown each other. She couldn't meet his expectations and vice versa. She accepted his blame that it was all her fault that their marriage had failed. Blame never mattered, only getting out did.



In the years that followed, she had raised their son to be a good citizen and respectful of all women while slowly reclaiming herself. Simon had never been allowed to criticize her dating choices. Most of the time, he had never met her lovers. Her job as a party planner had helped blur the line between being out of work or being out for fun.

The wall she built between a boyfriend and her micro-family had been impenetrable. She never felt the obligation to offer Simon a father figure when he still had a father and coaches from his sports activities. She watched as her son had grown into an Alpha male, but with the kinds of grace and respect towards women that made her secretly proud of him.

Yesterday she had become a victim of that combination. Simon's desires had been plain, but so had his respect for her. He had played her by being open and sincere.

Like Matt, she mused, wondering if she had unwittingly raised a version of her greatest love. Except Matt wasn't obsessed with making love to his Mom. At least, not as far as she knew. That last thought made her smirk. Hell, maybe Matt had done that.

Simon wasn't Matt, despite having several Matt-like qualities, including awakening a deep lust inside of her. As wrong as yesterday felt in retrospect, while it had happened, it had felt good. Really good. She tried reminding herself that Simon had pushed for it. As strange as it felt for Simon to obsess about his Mom, it still made him a willing accomplice. She hadn't tried to seduce son, had she?

Interrupting him masturbating had been a genuine accident and everything that had happened after that point had been something they had done together. Hell, if anything, he had pushed for it! That didn't absolve her from getting carried away, but damn, it had been fun, too.

Rejecting the thrill she felt from that last thought, she got up for a second cup of coffee. She needed to stop thinking about Simon. She needed to stop thinking about Matt, too. In the years since Matt, she had often wondered if Matt had awoken her lust or merely given her an open pathway for expressing it. Did it matter? Either way, because of Matt she had discovered a true joy for sex and being sexual. What she hadn't discovered was another man who could share that lust with her.

Simon, she thought while shaking her head at the idea. It was just her luck that the world had conspired against her and Matt and then replaced him with someone too taboo to ever be accepted.

She heard the toilet flush in the bathroom down the hall followed by the sound of the shower. Simon had long ago adopted her system of starting the day with a shower. She tried ignoring knowing that her son was just down the hall, naked, soapy, and maybe hard. She pushed away those thoughts. She didn't need to tease herself. She needed to straighten up and to be the adult.

He's an adult, too.

She pushed away that thought, too.

He's the same age as you were with Matt.

She pushed harder.

Staring at her phone, she noticed the shower stopping and wondered if he had left the bathroom door open as he showered. If she walked to her room, would she pass him nude as he worked the towel?

"Damn it!" she thought, swearing at the naughty girl trapped inside of her. "Stop it!"

A moment later, her naked son strolled past her in search of coffee.

"Seriously?" she gasped, shocked at his boldness.

"Problem?" he asked, flashing her a playful smirk as he moved into the kitchen to fill a coffee cup.

"I'm okay with it if you are," she lied with remarkable ease as she felt a stab of excitement between her legs. "Is this what I should expect every morning?"

"Why not? I like to sleep in the nude, too."

She didn't need to know that.

"I'm good if you are," she said, staring at his open nudity as he joined her at the table.

"Good," he smiled.

Marjorie felt flustered and struggled to maintain her composure as she asked, "Are you planning on staying that way all day?"

"Maybe. You okay with that?"

"Sure," she said, biting back repeating herself a third time. "You do you."

His smile said he had very different ideas in his mind about what he wanted to do. "You could do it, too."

"Do what? Sleep naked?"

His smile broadened before he said, "Stay naked" and she quickly realized he had spied on her.

"You dirty little pervert!"

"I can't help it if you tend to kick your covers off."

She glared at him, once more feeling like he had intruded on her personal space.

"Or that you don't always put your toys away after using them."

Her mouth gaped open. Somewhere along the way, she had gotten lazy about putting her sex toys away after using them. She could lie to herself and say that she left them out so she could wash them in the morning. In truth, she got a thrill out of seeing them on her nightstand. If she had her way, she would leave them on display all the time just to experience that sexy, naughty, wanton jolt of excitement she got from seeing them sitting out in the open.

"You really are a snoop, aren't you?"

"Like you never were?"

She bit back saying anything as she remembered going "on patrol" while babysitting in hopes of finding x-rated movies. Only the Wilsons had any and they became her favorite customers because their kids went to bed early while they always stayed out very late. She dismissed the memory before she blushed or encouraged the deeper thrill building inside of her.

After enjoying his cup of coffee, Simon grabbed an orange from the counter and began peeling it. Tiny droplets of orange juice speckled him and she tried to ignore it. Was he trying to get a rise out of her? "Use a napkin."

"Good idea," he sheepishly said, wiping off his chest. "What are you up to today?"

"Masturbating in my room," she thought, but didn't say. "Mostly work. I have a couple events coming up."

"Anything fun?"

"Just typical reunions for the summer." She liked it when her customers planned their events in advance so she could secure the best pricing for them. She had been offered several jobs working as an event coordinator and had turned them down. Her business might be small, but it was very manageable, kept the bills paid and didn't require a lot of extra time. Speaking of work changed her mindset to business and she felt the dull ache between her legs subside. "What about you?"

Simon shrugged. "Nothing in particular. School, but it's all virtual so I can get it done whenever."

"Do it early."

"I know," he groaned and then smiled. "I like online classes because I don't have to get dressed for them." His smile grew bigger. "And now I don't have to get dressed at all."

Stuck inMom Mode, she ignored that last part. "I better not hear any video games going when you're supposed to be working."

"Or porn," she thought.

"It's algebra. It won't take long."

After refilling his coffee cup, he went to his room and Marjorie watched his nudity, especially his half-hard cock hanging long and enticing. She felt another shiver of excitement and ignored it. She had work to do, too. She hoped focusing on work would take her mind off of her naked son and for a couple of hours it worked.

Opening up her desk, she still felt the low-grade excitement in the back of her mind while sending emails, creating invoices, and making a couple phone calls. Working didn't end her lustful thoughts, but it did distract her. Her rolltop desk sat against the wall right next to the hallway. She loved that old desk, especially how rolling it closed felt like closing up shop for the day. She also liked having it near the hallway where she could keep an ear out of whatever Simon was doing. Unfortunately, his lack of clothing worked against her. She couldn't hear him being naked, but she knew that he was, and couldn't let go of the thought.

Simon kept his bedroom door open while studying, he always did. It had been a rule since high school when he needed the threat of Mom seeing him goofing around to stay focused on his work. Seeing the rectangle of light on the hallway floor kept reminding Marjorie that he sat in his room nude. Worse was whenever he walked across the hall to his bathroom or down the hall towards the kitchen to replace his coffee with a glass of water. Seeing him nude felt worse than knowing he was nude, and both ideas kept her on edge.

After closing up shop, she looked down the hallway at her bedroom door. More than anything, she wanted to take care of herself. The low-grade fever of being excited hadn't gone away. Being excited had lowered her defenses yesterday. Her lustful thoughts of longing for sex with her son frustrated and embarrassed her. She wrestled with her conflicted feelings.

He's your son! battled against So what? He wants it, too!

When she reminded herself "It's not just illegal, it's immoral!" Her libido had an easy reply. No one will ever know!

"Go play with yourself" she thought, except that meant walking past him. It meant going to her room, getting naked, and pulling out her toys, and risking whether he could hear her doing it. Worse, what if she got herself too worked up? What if she triggered that desperate desire for "more?"

She paced between the dining room and the living room, walking back and forth in front of the hallway while wrestling with her conflicted feelings. Thinking of Simon made her wet. Thinking of the relief her toys could offer made her wet. Thinking about being wet made her wet. She needed to distract herself, but how? Even work hadn't been able to do that.

"Once more, algebra has been defeated," Simon announced as he left his room and headed down the hall towards her wearing a smile and nothing else. "Seriously, I don't understand why people hate it so much." Strolling past her, he headed into the kitchen to troll for food. From the kitchen side of the counter, he stopped and really looked at her. "Are you okay?"

"I'm fine," she assured him without explaining how she really felt. Except for feeling horny as fuck. "Why?"

"I don't know, you just look a little flushed."

"I'm sure seeing my son marching around the house naked has nothing to do with it."

Simon smiled. "Does it bother you or are you enjoying the free show?"

"It's just different."

"Yeah, but different in a good way or a bad one?"

"I haven't decided yet," she said, surprised with how that felt like a lie. How could she like something that felt so wrong?

"What if you did something more than just look?" He stepped to the side of the counter, caressing his cock as his eyes worked over her as if she was the naked one. "Even if you don't want to do anything, you could get naked, too."

"Why would I want to do that?" The way he looked at her made her feel naked.

"I don't know, except I sure would like to see it."

She saw his desire growing in his hand.

"Even if you don't want to do anything, you could still watch me do it."

"I am watching you," she thought with a smirk growing on her face. He wasn't flirting with her, he was teasing her and she felt the difference. HIs nudity and hard-on were an open, bold-faced dare to her. "How much are you planning on doing?"

He caressed his long, hard cock. "I could keep doing this if you want."

She watched as he worked over his hard cock and saw him changing from being aroused into being genuinely excited. She watched the swelling of his erection become more pronounced as the veins began to bulge and desire transformed into need. She felt the same way. Watching her made her feel needy.

"Does it feel good being hard in front of me?"

"Yeah, it does," he said, dropping his hands away from his cock and letting it throb for her to see. "Being hard in front of you is sexy."

"Because I'm your Mom."

Without a hint of shame, he nodded. "I know it's wrong, but that's what makes it feel right, too."

She moved towards him and his erection, drinking in all of his glorious nudity, but especially his hard-on. Despite being her son and the age difference between them, Simon's body suited her. She appreciated his lean physique, his closely cropped pubic hair, and smooth chest. She especially appreciated the length, girth, and sheer manliness of his hard-on. When she stepped past him, he started to turn around.

"No, stay like that," she said with a hand on his shoulder, keeping him facing the dining room so she could admire his backside, too. She caressed his broad shoulders, narrow waist, and cute little butt. "Does it feel funny knowing that your Mom is checking out your ass?"

"The fun part is on the other side."

"Maybe," she said, unable to resist squeezing his bare ass. She cupped each cheek in her two hands and squeezed. He did have the ass of a dancer. She felt her resolve against having sex with him again melting away. "You really are something," she mused, caressing his back. "You deserve better than me."

"There isn't anyone better than you. You're the only person in the world who can be my Mom."

"And that's all this is for you, isn't it?" she asked. "I'm not really a woman to you, I'm just a twisted fantasy."

"If you weren't an amazing woman, I wouldn't have this twisted fantasy."

"Good answer," she thought, truly touched by the sound of his sincerity. She nuzzled closer to his back, hugging him from behind and wrapping her arms around his chest and stomach. "And what makes me amazing?"

"Where do I start?" he said, reaching behind both of them and pulling her tight. His hands grabbed her ass. "First of all, you're beautiful."

"I'm old."

"You might be older than me, but you're still beautiful. Don't even pretend that you don't know that."

"I'm okay for a woman of my age," she said, downplaying his compliment while feeling touched by it.

"No, Mom, that's not true," he insisted, trying to slide one of her hands to his cock. Instead, she caressed around his hard-on. "Do I need to spell it out?"

"Please do," she said, entertained by their conversation. Besides, what woman doesn't enjoy being told why she's beautiful? Where he started surprised her.

"You're infinitely kind to all my friends, even the ones you don't really like."

"Well, they're your friends and I like you."

"But you don't have to like them."

"Trust me, I don't," she giggled, kissing him on the shoulder to lessen the sting from those harsh words.

"I get it," he said, overlapping her arms with his as a way to hug her back. "You already know that you're hot as hell."

"Do I?"

"Please," he said, laughing as if it was foolish to suggest otherwise.

Marjorie glowed at how he scoffed at her. Like any woman, she only saw her flaws. She sometimes wished she was taller or had bigger boobs even if she didn't want the hassles of supporting them. She knew she looked more "cute" than classically beautiful by comparison to supermodels with their pointy chins, high cheekbones, and impossibly full and luscious lips. "What else?" she asked, enjoying his list.

"Well, there's this," he said, reaching around them again to grab at her ass. "And not just because you've got a sexy ass, but also because, well, you know."

She could guess he was referring to the toy he had discovered back there yesterday. "Until yesterday, you didn't even know I liked that."

"Mm, I love knowing that," he moaned, trying to relocate one of her hands to his cock. "I want this," he said, moving both hands back to her ass.

"I can tell," she said as his cock throbbed in her hand. "Have you ever done it before?"

"Not to you."

"And that matters?"

"Of course it does," he said, insisting on spinning her arms until he faced her.

"Because I'm your Mom."

His eyes searched hers for a long moment and she watched the wheels turning in his head even as his cock throbbed against her stomach. "I know I would want you even if you weren't my Mom. You're that kind of beautiful. You might not realize it, but you really are and not just 'for a woman your age.' That's such bullshit. Guys notice you. All guys do."

"Stop it," she said, embarrassed by his praise. "I'm not that hot."

"You're hot because you don't try to be hot and that makes you even hotter."

"Oh, I do try," she assured him, knowing just how much time she spent watching her waistline and keeping herself in shape.

"But you don't slather your face with make-up and you're not afraid of showing off your curves."

"I don't show off my curves."

"You don't hide them, either," he said, running a hand across her breasts and squeezing her much more intimately than a son should ever do to his mother.

Marjorie allowed his intimate caress. "I just like to look nice and be comfortable." Form hugging sportswear felt endless more comfortable than other clothes and she knew she had enough of a form that she could get away with showing it. "That doesn't mean I'm trying to show-off."

"I know, but I would still notice even if you were wearing a sack. Some things you just can't hide." He ran his thumb across one of her nipples. "I really like when you don't wear a bra."

"You're making me blush."

"You're the one who asked," he said, kissing her forehead. "And I haven't even touched on how much hotter all this is because you're my Mom."

"Pervert," she teased, raising her chin so he could see her smile.

"I know, right?" he said, owning his words by pressing against her. "But that's what makes this even hotter."

"You're incorrigible!" she said, using a word she had never used before because she had never had a reason to use it.

"You made me."

"And that's what makes this so wrong!"

"I don't care," he insisted, proving that word. "And I don't think you do, either." Before she could object, he covered her mouth with his and kissed her deeply. It was not the sort of kiss shared between a Mother and her Son, it was the sort of kiss lovers shared and she felt her head spinning over how good it felt. "Tell me you didn't want that."

"It's not about what I want," she whispered, breathless with desire as she massaged his hard cock and imagined how good that would feel inside of her.

"If it's not about what we want, then why is it about a bunch of stupid rules? I love you, Mom, and I want you. And I want you to want me, too."

"Fuck," she muttered as she felt her willpower being replaced with lust and desire for this forbidden young man. "Tell me what you want."

"To make love to you."

She shook her head. "Be more specific." The elegance of his words took her by surprise.

"I want to be lost inside of you. I want to love you like a man and make love to you like one. I want to fill you and be filled by you. I want you to say 'I love you' to me and mean it in every way possible."

Staring up at her son, Marjorie forced herself to blink before a tear formed in her eyes. She saw the sincerity on his face and believed him. "This isn't just about this?" she asked, squeezing his cock. "It's not just about sex?"

"Oh, it's about sex," he said with a smile as he caressed her chest, masterfully working his thumbs across her stiff nipples. "But it's about much more than just the sex. I'm not your 'little man' anymore. I haven't been for years."

"What's that mean?" She felt lightheaded, filled with lust for this young man whom she loved with all of her heart. "Tell me what you want. Tell me what to do."

"Make love to me."

"Be more specific."

He looked unsure for a moment. "You mean something sexual?"

She nodded and his moment of confusion flickered away as she saw the wheels turning inside his head while he sorted through what to say next. She felt his cock throb and her pussy ache while she waited for him to name something specific, anything at all.

"Can we do more than one thing?"





"We can only start with one," she said, enjoying the show of him trying to come up with a request.

"I want to go to your bedroom with you and make love to you in your bed and I want you to let me do it."

She considered him for a short moment. She had expected him to say something like I want a blowjob orI want to fuck you up the ass, but nothing about this conversation had gone the way she thought it would. Right or wrong, she heard herself telling him, "Then let's do that."

"Cool," he said as his face broke into a huge smile.

Taking her by the hand, he led the way and she followed without hesitation, staring at his naked ass as she felt the kind of butterflies in her stomach she used to feel when dating in college and a new boyfriend would lead her to his bedroom for the first time. She knew she wanted this, but she felt worried that she might disappoint him. After having sex with him yesterday, it felt strange feeling that way with Simon, except this time it felt different.

As they stood at the foot of her bed, Simon faced her and kissed her lips while pulling upwards on her shirt. Their kiss didn't last long. She put her hands above her heads and allowed him to pull off her top and she stood topless in front of her son. "You are so beautiful," he said, cupping her bare breasts as he kissed her lips again. Bending lower, he took a moment to swirl his warm, wet tongue around each of her stiff nipples before sliding his hands inside the waist of her shorts and brushing them off her hips. He moved with her shorts, following them to the floor and helping her step out of them with tender touches on the back of her calves.

Standing, he smiled and nodded for her to move to the bed. Naked, she crawled into the middle of her bed, laid on her back, and watched her son join her. It felt so wrong and strange seeing Simon crawling over her, like a lustful dream. He laid next to her, half off and half on her. Caressing her cheek, he pushed back her hair while staring into her eyes. "I love you, Mom."

Marjorie felt her heart skip a beat as she reacted to being called by "her" name. She knew in that instant that she would never be Marjorie, Marge, or Margie to him, only Mom or Mommy. "I love you, too," she muttered back right before he kissed her.

Simon kissed her lips and when his tongue sought hers, she allowed it. Despite the strangeness of kissing her son this intimately, her body still recognized the thrill of a lover's lips and she reacted as she should, enjoying the trail of kisses he made while moving down her neck before settling on her breasts. Her hand sought the raw, sexual firmness of his hard cock. Squeezing it, she felt the rush of touching the full-sized cock of a real man regardless of its owner.

He combined the soft suckling of her nipples with the occasional sting of raking teeth or teasing nibbles that made her gasp. She didn't like it too rough, but a little bit of roughness always added an edge to things. Simon seemed to have a sixth sense for how to combine those two things without biting too hard. A sharp stab of pain from a rambunctious lover could be so annoying. He never made that mistake before returning to leaving a new trail of kisses down her body.

She allowed him to part her legs, opening her womanhood to him as he settled between her legs. She felt that distant worrying wonder of whether her pussy would please him. Would he like how she looked, smelled, and tasted? She pushed that absentminded worry aside. This wasn't his first trip between her legs with his talented tongue.

"Mm, someone is wet," he said, admiring her pussy for a moment before pressing his face against it. He caressed her slit, slipping his fingers inside her labia and touching her clitoris. "Does it feel good being wet for me?"

"It feels good being excited," she reported, finding it jarring to see her son between her legs. We just did this yesterday! Doing it a second time didn't take the edge off of what was happening and who was doing it.

"I'm going to eat the fuck out your Mommy pussy," he said, making her gasp twice.

She gasped first at the crudeness of his words and second at the sudden ferocity of his tongue on her swollen, aching clit. Her thighs closed around his head as if trying to hide from him. If that had been her instinct, she was too slow. With his head already between her thighs, she only trapped him there. Hearing his moan made her relax her legs, opening herself to him, but also allowing him to pull away, too.

Except Simon had no interest in pulling away and Marjorie had to deal with the knowledge that she didn't want him to pull away. He licked, lapped, and softly sucked at her clitoris with awareness for how a woman's body works that few other lovers had ever demonstrated.

"Cum for me, Mom," he said, pulling his mouth away after a playful soft sucking of her clit.

"Simon," she groaned, frustrated, and embarrassed by feeling this excited because of her son. She stared down the length of her torso at his eager eyes looking up at her. Reaching up, he clutched at her breast. His fingers clamped around the stiff nipple he found, gently tugging, pulling, and twisting it side-to-side without being too rough. When he opened his palm and raked the tip of her nipple against it, she felt a flood happening between her legs. Damn it, that was one of her favorite sensations!

Barely aware of fingers inside of her, Marjorie felt her body tense as her first orgasm crashed around her. She felt that wanton sense of release that only an orgasm brings when it takes control of her body. Her clitoris felt like a thousand sparkling pinpricks of pleasure as the joy of release emanated outward from her core and consumed her. She came because of him.

"Damn, you're sexy," he said, pulling back and admiring the after-effects of her orgasm. He caressed her sensitive clit, making her jump. "Did that feel good, Mom?" The smirk on his face made it clear that he already knew the answer and that he wanted her to acknowledge it.

"Yes son," she gasped, giving the devil his due.

He knelt between her legs, positioning her legs over his knees. She saw his long, hard cock jutting upwards from his crotch. "Now imagine how this is going to feel inside of you." He tapped his big prick against her wet, open pussy.

"Yes," she moaned, needing his cock. She needed the full feeling only fucking could bring. She didn't care how long he lasted. She didn't even care if he was big, small, or somewhere in between. She needed a man inside of her pussy. She needed to feel him thrusting. She didn't care who he was.

"Tell me you want it," he teased, angling his cock downward and touching the entrance to her vagina.

"Please," she begged, reaching for him. "Give me."

He resisted her tugging. "Does Mommy want Simon's dick?"

"Yes!" she cried out, desperate and humiliated by his words but still in need of it. She never released her hold on his cock as he unwound his legs and moved to stretch out over her. He held himself up with his straight arms as if doing push-ups. His legs were between hers as he hovered over her. She kept pulling on his cock, trying to draw him inside her as she looked up at him. Couldn't he tell how much she needed this?

She felt his cock against her pussy and fought against thrusting her hips upwards to take it. She felt frozen in time and space. She knew what her body craved, but she couldn't bring herself to take it beyond the constant tugging of his cock. She looked up at her hovering son filled with wonder. Why wasn't he taking her? Wasn't this what he wanted, too?

When he brushed her hand away from his cock, she felt defeated, filled with panic that this was all some sort of cruel joke. Her willingness and desire for him had somehow turned him off, she was sure of it. Now that she was willing to have him, he didn't want her. This had all been a game and he had proved his point. Now that he could have her, he didn't want her. She had become the ultimate conquest and nothing more.

"I love you, Mom."

"I love you, too," she replied, still confused and needy.

"I love you so much," he said and she felt his cock against her pussy. "And I promise to always love you." He moved inside of her. "Always," he repeated, filling her pussy. "I've always loved you and I always will." He began thrusting, filling her again and again. "You're all the woman I could ever want and I just want you to love me back."

Deep in the back of her mind, she was convinced it was only the lust talking, but that's not how it felt to her body and it certainly wasn't how it felt to her heart. "I do, " she said, feeling oddly distracted by the sexual pleasure surging through her body. "I do love you, son. You'll always be my Simon."

Her son pressed his lips against hers and it took a moment before she realized how one of her hands had moved behind his head and pressed his face to hers. Her lips parted, hungry for his kiss and greedily drinking in his passion. She felt him inside of her, deep inside of her, filling her and satisfying that aching need for sex, for being fucked, for feeling the essence of a man who she truly cared about. A man who she truly loved. The size of his cock didn't really matter. How long he could last was irrelevant. All that mattered was the act of being joined as one.

Simon rode her and, thrusting upwards to meet him, she felt like she rode him, too. They were one being joined in a quest for something more than an orgasm, except she wanted that orgasm. She needed to feel his eruption inside of her. She didn't care how much he came, how fast, or how hard. All she cared about was being part of the moment for him. With him. Because of him.

Simon's kiss became sloppy and ineffective as his orgasm drew near. He pulled away, staring down at her as his pleasure became his only driving need. He pressed deep inside of her, deeper than ever before, and she felt it happen. She felt her son cumming inside of her and she felt her body reacting in the same way with a deep, satisfying orgasm that surprised her because her focus had been on his pleasure.

They came together and finished with a shower of hungry kisses as he pressed his weight against her, trapping her beneath him in a way that made her feel wonderful. It took only a moment before he slipped to the side so she could breathe, too.

"Fuck, that was good," she moaned, well aware of her language.

"That's like your new, favorite word," he smiled, picking up on her use of the f-word. "In two days you went from hardly ever uttering that word to using it quite a bit."

She felt his cock throbbing inside her pussy, an aftershock that delighted her. "What? A Mom isn't allowed to swear?"

He smiled, giving her a kiss. "Of course, you are." Caressing her naked body, he pressed against her, making sure he stayed deep inside of her. "You feel so good."

"Mm, you, too," she purred, enjoying how full she felt. Feeling impish, she chose to be graphic when she asked, "Where did you learn to fuck like that?"

"A cross between practicing a lot and fantasizing about doing it to you."

"This still feels so strange," she said, caressing his chest, too. "It's like, I feel really good, but I'm not sure I'm allowed to feel good."

"Then just focus on the good," he said, pumping against her.

"Are you still hard?"

"Sometimes, I don't get soft after the first time."

Marjorie smiled while remembering the virality of youth from other young men she had known. "If you keep doing that, you're going to make me want more."

"Is that a bad thing?"

"Not at all," she replied, cupping her son's face in her hands and kissing on the lips.

"Does Mommy want me to fuck her again?"

"Cut it out," she giggled, playfully slapping his chest. "That's not my name."

"It is for me."

"I know," she sighed. Was that sigh from the feeling of his erection inside of her or from the knowledge that they would always be Mother and Son? She had no idea and didn't really care. She smiled at him. "And yes, Mommy does want you to fuck her again." She felt him throb inside of her and knew he would be able to keep going. The idea thrilled her. It had been too long since she had been with a man who could keep going like that and, back when that had been true, she had failed to appreciate it as much as she should have.

"Do I still get to pick what we do?"

She smiled at the hopeful expression on his face and he never looked more like her son than he did at that moment. She also saw the glimmer of a man in his eyes and knew he had something very specific in mind. More importantly, she wanted to know what he wanted and if she could give it to him, she knew that she would. "Go for it."

"I want your ass," he said, watching her reaction very carefully.

"Excuse me?" she asked, surprised, and delighted at his request. She tried holding back her smirk and couldn't quite do it. Still, she tried to act indigent just for the fun of it. "What did you just say?"

"I want to fuck you up the ass," he said, squeezing her tit. His half-smile said that he had picked on her game.

"You want to fuck your Mom in the ass?" she asked, struggling so hard to keep a big smile off her face. Feeling him throbbing inside her pussy made that a bit easier. "Such language!"

"I know, right?"

She pulled away from him, immediately missing his hard cock the moment it slipped free from her body. "I don't usually do that on a first date."

"Good thing it's not our first date."

Smiling, Marjorie turned away from him, opened her toy drawer, and pulled out the tube of lubricant by touch. She passed it to him. "Have you done this before?"

"Not to you," he said with a rakish smile as he uncapped the lube. "Now roll over and get on all fours."

The confidence of his request excited her. It wasn't often that she gave her backside to a man. Tom never had her up the butt. Neither had Mark. Of course, Matt had visited back there since he had been the man who had introduced her to the thrill of anal sex. She could remember the sexy shamefulness she had felt doing it during their first threesome with another man. Wanting that in front of someone else had felt so electrifyingly sexy and wanton.

For years, her enjoyment of anal sex had felt like one of her darkest little secrets. The summer after Matt had been filled with her fingering her ass or finding just the right object to fill herself back there, too. Anal sex had always felt like the most overt expression of sexualness for the sake of being sexual. It served no purpose beyond pleasure for her and her man. Twice she had offered her ass to a one-night-stand and only once had the guy been into the idea.

Getting on all fours in front of her son filled her with a crazy mix of emotions. "This is so wrong!" she thought. "He'll never respect me after this!" But those concerns paled in comparison to the raw desire of going-all-the-way in every sense of those words. She wanted this and she wanted it from her son.

She heard that strange smacking noise of him lubricating his cock before she felt the equally strange sensation of well-lubricated fingers caressing her exposed backside. Simon circled the ring of her asshole, teasing her with penetration before slipping a finger inside of her. She gasped, pushing back against the intrusion.

"You have no idea how turned on I got feeling that toy back here," he said.

He added a second finger and she relaxed, enjoying the feeling of being stretched out back there. She felt like she was being prepped, made ready for more, and knew that was precisely what was happening. She moaned, pressing her face against her pillow in a vain effort to hide how much she wanted it.

Simon's cock was big, as big as her biggest toy. She knew he would fit, but he would have to be careful. As she felt the pressure of his cock against her asshole, she quickly realized that he really did know what he was doing. He pressed against her backside without trying to jam it inside of her. He maintained that pressure until she began to open to him. Even then, he showed remarkable restraint as he allowed it to happen without forcing it.

"Careful," she said, reaching behind her back and holding him in place, preventing him from moving forward.

He waited until she pressed back against him. "Okay?"

"Yes," she said, stopping with only part of him inside of her. He very wisely eased back before pressing forward again. He nudged a bit deeper without overwhelming her. She nearly requested for him to be careful a second time before realizing it wasn't needed. She had no idea how many times he had done this or even which of his girlfriends had allowed it, none of that mattered. All that mattered was trusting him. "Uh-huh," she said, realizing she did trust him.

"Damn, that feels good," he said, easing in and out without going for it too aggressively. She felt him throb and liked how that felt.

"Yes," she moaned as the pleasure of getting fucked up the ass began to take hold. Such an odd and unique sensation of being filled, but being filled in a way that teased instead of pleased. She pressed backward for more.

"That's it, take it," he cooed. "Take that dick."

"Yes," she moaned again, turned on by his words. "Give it to me." He began moving back and forth with more confidence and it felt even better. She rocked in opposition to him, getting into the sensation of having her ass filled and giving herself over to the raw sexuality of doing it. Reaching between her legs, she shoved two fingers inside her pussy and felt him, too. She felt the intrusion of his big cock inside her tight ass and she wanted all of it. She felt a switch going off in her mind of being an anal slut and what she said next shocked her. "Fuck that ass, Simon! Fuck Mommy's ass!"

"Yes!" he cried out, grabbing her hips and pressing still deeper inside of her. She felt his cock swelling. She felt him throbbing. She felt her son fucking her ass and she couldn't deny it for a single moment.

"Fuck me! Fuck Mommy!"

"YES!" he cried out a second time and she felt his thrill over what they were doing. His thrill fueled hers and was sure that worked in the opposite direction, too.

As they moved closer to the thrill of their orgasms, Marjorie felt a strange sensation of moving full circle. For a couple brief months, Matt had introduced her to thrills of uncensored and unbridled sex. She could blame him for turning her into a wanton woman with a ravishing thirst for pleasure that she would have to keep sated for the rest of her life. She could also thank him for helping her to realize, accept, and embrace her full potential for pleasure.

Their cries turned into deep, soul-wrenching, guttural moans of pleasure as they neared their orgasms. Clear thoughts were impossible to have, only reactions to a primal desire hard wired deep inside of them. Each of them managed an occasional shout-out of individual words of pleasure, a grunt "Fuck" and a mournfully moaned, "Mom" or "Mommy" that electrified them both because of what they were doing together as Mother and Son.

Marjorie felt whole in ways she couldn't express and in ways she had never experienced with Matt, Tom, or any of the other men who had shared her life for a single night or multiple months. There was something about opening herself fully to her son that changed this raw act of carnal pleasure. It had been hinted at with Matt and promised to Tom, although Tom had never taken advantage of her offering. To put it simply, she felt loved instead of pleased or used for pleasure.

With a mighty roar of release, Simon came deep inside her asshole. She felt him swell, felt the urgency of his building need, and felt the insistent throbbing of his orgasm happening. At the same time, she felt that remarkable sense of release pouring through her body as she fingered her pussy and thrilled from the unique sensation of being filling up her ass. Breathless, she collapsed beneath her son, enjoying his weight on top of her.



"Damn, Mom," he sighed, easing from her. Unlike normal sex, remaining inside of her ass seldom felt comfortable following an orgasm. "That was intense."

"Yes, it was," she agreed, giving him a kiss before excusing herself to clean off the greasy feeling of anal sex. When she returned from the bathroom, she tossed her son a warm, wet washcloth so he could tidy up his private parts, too. There was something special about seeing him naked on her bed while wiping lube off his half-hard cock that made her smile.

"What?" he asked, leaving the bed to put the washcloth inside her hamper.

"Nothing," she said as her smile grew even bigger. "Except that I love you."

"And I love you, too," he said, flashing his own smile as he approached and hugged her. "With all my heart."

"That's just it," she said, pulling back from their embrace. "I feel the same way. Like I love you more than just because you're my son."

"Yeah, I get that," he replied as if she had given words to a feeling he shared. "It's like you're both my Mom and something more."

"Maybe a lot more?" she asked, caressing his cock because she wanted to touch him that intimately.

"A whole lot more," he said, nestling her against him for a long moment before switching to kissing her. Their open-mouthed kiss felt like the kind of kiss lovers in love share.

"Now what?" she asked, still in his arms.

"I don't know," he replied, eyeing the bed.

"Seriously?"

"If you want," he said, leading her towards the bed and pulling her on top of him.

"You're not hard, are you?" She felt between his legs to check.

"Not yet, but I bet you can make me that way," he said and this time she was the one who started with kisses on his lips before leaving a trail from his mouth to more interesting places much lower on his body.

As they made love for a third time that afternoon, Marjorie marveled at the feeling of completeness he felt with her son. This was the love she never knew she craved and it was right there all the time.


* * *


The shame, guilt, and regret for being intimate with her son stayed away for the remainder of the day. At his request, she stayed naked with him, making dinner in the nude and hanging out with him in front of the TV that evening. They snuggled on the couch and as long as she felt a little excited, she felt good.

Staying naked with him felt strange. She hadn't spent this much time naked with a lover since that first weekend with Tom. That tiny buzz inside her for more sex kept her interested in staying in the nude with him, especially when he would get excited, too. It didn't take much for that to happen. She could squirm against him just right or she could touch his bare thigh and his body would react.

Without talking about it, they stayed together for the rest of the evening until bedtime. The frequency of his hard-ons increased as the evening went along until he got hard and seemed to stay that way. "Do you want to do something about this?" she asked, caressing his hard-on.

"Not yet," he said even as his cock throbbed inside her hand. "I just like being hard in front of you."

"I like it, too," she said, nuzzling against his chest and studying his erection. He really did have a nice looking cock. She felt a thrill and squirmed.

"Do you want to do something about that?" he asked with a wry smile on his face.

"Not yet," she replied, echoing his words. She liked feeling turned on and anticipating more sex. He caressed her chest, capturing a stiff nipple between his fingers and delighting her. "Keep doing that and I'm going to drag you back to the bedroom."

"Or we can do it here," he suggested, kissing the top of her head.

"We could," she agreed, cupping his balls and waiting for him to make the next move.

"This is good, just like this," he said, even as his cock throbbed.

"Yeah," she purred, gently squeezing his balls as she snuggled against him, caressing her body with his. She moved her hand back to his cock and gave it another squeeze.

"Seriously, Mom?"

"I'm sorry. I'll behave," she said, moving her hand to his flat stomach and adjusting herself to watch the TV instead of his hard-on. Hearing him calling her "Mom" sent a thrill through her that made her feel funny. Part of her felt more turned on while the conflicted part of her tried rejecting that sensation.

As the next episode of the show they were binge-watching started, Simon reached for the remote control and fast-forwarded past the opening credits. The new episode began with lots of nudity as a couple of the main characters risked getting it on at the office. The actors were attractive enough, even if they never showed full frontal nudity for either one. The scene lasted a long time as they changed positions several times in a way to demonstrate their lust for each other.

"I used to get so embarrassed watching sex scenes with you," Simon said.

"Why?" she asked, unable to remember witnessing a single sex scene with her parents.

"You never noticed how hard I would get?"

She hadn't. It had never occurred to her to check. "Because of the nudity?"

"That and because it was happening in front of you, too. And you always really watched it happen."

"Well, yeah," she giggled, wondering how she was supposed to act. "Was I supposed to close my eyes or leave the room during the sex scenes?"

"No, not at all, but sometimes your nipples would get hard."

"And that would get you harder, wouldn't it?"

"Every single time," he chuckled, caressing her breast and teasing the hard nipple his fingers found. "And then I would get excited about being excited in front of you."

She guessed at the next part, "And hope that I would notice?"

"Yeah," he confessed with another chuckle. "And then I would head to my room and jerk-off as soon as the episode was over."

"Now that part I did notice," she laughed. She tugged on his hard cock. "Guess you don't have to go hide in your room anymore, do you?"

"Not at all," he said, giving her a hug. "And I probably don't have to jerk-off, do I?"

"Maybe," she said, teasing him by pulling her hand away from his hard-on. "Maybe I like knowing you're doing that."

"I always liked it best when I could hear you doing it."

She dismissed the flicker of feeling like he had intruded on her personal space by listening. "If I knew you could hear me that clearly, I wouldn't have done it."

"If you knew what it was doing to me, you might have done it more often."

"Maybe," she allowed, unsure that would have been her reaction and feeling a tiny stab of failure as a parent. "I never meant for you to hear me."

"I know and it didn't happen that often, but when it did? Damn, that was hot."

She felt like it had happened more times than he knew because she knew how often she masturbated. Doing it two or three times a week felt about right. It certainly felt like a substantial decrease from doing it multiple times a day as she did in college. Occasionally, she could go longer between sessions of self-love, but that always came with a bit of a penalty. If she went too long between orgasms, she would feel the need to really go for it to make up for the lost time. Those were the nights when she might use all her toys. Knowing her body, she knew it was best to do it more frequently as a way to keep her lust in check. Those were probably the nights he had overheard her.

"How often do you do it?"

"Jerk-off?" he asked, squirming uncomfortably beneath her.

"You don't have to tell me."

"No, it's okay," he said, giving her a squeeze. "It just feels funny talking about this with my Mom."

"Yeah, it feels that way to me, too," she confessed, fascinated about how talking about masturbation could feel strange after making love to her son.

"Usually two or three times. Sometimes less and sometimes more."

"A week?"

There was a long pause. "A day."

"No way!" she gasped, initially surprised by the frequency before reminding herself that he was only twenty.

"I can't help it. I just need it that much."

"What about when you have a girlfriend?"

"It's about the same," he shrugged. "I mean, I usually do it every morning in the shower and then right before a date."

"How many times did you do it yesterday?"

"That shouldn't really count, should it? You sort of interrupted my first time of the day."

"What about today?"

"I almost did it in the shower, but then didn't want to because I wanted to be naked for you."

Intrigued, she borrowed a page from Matt. "I want to know every time you do it."

"Like, I'm supposed to ask you for permission or something?"

"No, nothing like that. You do it whenever you want to do it. I'm just curious how often it really happens."

"I guess it depends on how often we do it."

"That's okay. I get it. I don't usually do it if I know I'm going to see Mr. Thompkins."

"Are you going to keep seeing him?"

"I don't know," she said. "Should I?"

"I guess, I don't know."

"Are you going to keep dating?"

"Maybe," he said, sounding unsure. "I guess it depends on if we keep doing stuff or not."

"You mean stuff like this?" she asked, caressing his hard-on again. Talking about sex and masturbating had gotten her going, especially knowing how often he jerked off. Something about knowing he did that as often as three times a day turned her on. How had she not picked up on that?

"Mm," he moaned, caressing more than just her breasts.

Marjorie kissed down her son's front until she knelt on the couch, crouching over and curled into a tight little ball as she started sucking his big, glorious cock. He used his long arms to reach behind her. His fingers touched her pussy and it felt good.

"You are so good at that," he moaned.

"And I am so bad for doing it," she thought, feeling a thrill because she didn't stop.

They made love in the living room, right on her couch. With several orgasms behind him, Simon's endurance was impressive. They fucked in several different positions and he gifted her just as many orgasms. It seemed like every position they used brought a new thrill to her body. She didn't keep count of her orgasms. She hated keeping score of things like that, but if she had to guess, she would have put the number at three because, after her first two, she became determined to get him off, too.

They did it doggie style on the couch with her facing towards her rolltop desk, the hallway, and the rest of the house. As Simon fucked her from behind, she felt an exotic jumble of little triggers taunting her libido. Doing it in the openness of the living room instead of the privacy of her bedroom made her feel exposed and on display. She liked that feeling. Getting it from behind in her favorite position felt good, too. Simon's big cock felt wonderful inside of her, reaching areas most men couldn't, especially not Mark.

The oddest sensation of the night came from looking down the empty hallway and the jolt of What if Simon catches me doing this? The idea was ludicrous since he was behind her, hands on her hips, filling her so completely that she felt breathless. After reminded herself of who was fucking her, she glanced towards the front door of her house and imagined any number of people strolling through her front door and seeing them together. Anyone from Tom to Mark or even a neighbor, but what got her off was the big smile she imagined Matt would have if he caught her fucking her son.

Pushing back against Simon, she came hard, holding on to that last thought until the thrill of the idea subsided with the last contraction of her orgasm. She felt shameful, wrong, and complete at the same time.

"You are so fucking sexy," Simon said, still fucking her.

Reaching between her legs, she clutched at his balls, enjoying the feel of him but wanting him to get off, too. If he hadn't gotten off, maybe they needed to change? After pulling away, she turned and admired his long, hard cock as it glistened from being inside of her. She fought the urge to go down on him again. Instead, she had him sit on the couch.

"I know you what you need," she purred, sweaty and excited as she straddled his needy cock, facing him. She grabbed his wet cock, feeding it into her pussy as she lowered herself into his lap. "Mommy needs this."

"Oh fuck," he groaned with wide eyes and an equally wide smile on his face.

From the way he throbbed, she knew she had guessed exactly right. She moved his hands to her chest, squeezing her hands around both tits. "Fuck me, Simon. Fuck your Mommy."

"Yes!" he gasped, staring at her with wonder in his eyes.

She saw the fire in his eyes, the hungry need of his fantasies coming true, and wanted that for him. She laid it on thick. "Fuck your Mommy. Give her that big cock. Mommy needs you."

As his eyes rolled back in his head, she felt the eruption happening deep inside of her and the flickering thrill of her empathetic orgasm as she came with him. She rode him until his entire body went limp except for the part buried deep inside of her.

"Fuck, you're amazing," he sighed with a happy smile on his face.

"What I am is a mess," she said, smiling back at him as she wiped a lock of hair away from her face and realized how she probably looked like a mess, too.

"You're beautiful," he said, leaning forward and kissing her nipple.

"I'm gross," she said, feeling very self-conscious because she felt as sweaty as she did after a work-out. She backed off of him. "I need a shower."

"Okay," he sighed, too relaxed to move. "I'm just going to sit here for a moment."

"I love you," she said, leaning over to kiss him.

"I love you, too, Mom," he said, giving her another squeeze before letting her go.

Marjorie absentmindedly looked around her for clothes before remembering that all her clothes were already in the bedroom. Feeling slightly naughty for being naked in the living room, she pranced to her bathroom for a quick shower. She only took a few minutes beneath the spray, just long enough to rinse the sweat from her body.

Wrapping the towel around her torso, she peeked down the hall and saw her son still sitting on the couch. She could tell he had fallen asleep. Grabbing a blanket from the linen closet in the hall, she covered him with it before turning off the TV and lights. Then she went to bed alone feeling very complete and with no reason to expect anything except a peaceful night's sleep.


* * *


"But I can't be pregnant!" she gasped, staring wide-eyed at the doctor in the white smock and a silly concave mirror attached to a strap around his head. She felt so confused and sick to her stomach as she realized there was only one way for her to be pregnant, by her son!

"Come with us, said the police officer in a dark blue uniform with two rows of shiny brass buttons down the front. He looked like a cross between a British Bobby and a cartoon version of a police officer.

"I'll visit you every day! promised a naked version of Simon stroking his massive hard-on.


* * *


Marjorie woke in a cold sweat with her heart racing and her legs tangled in her covers. Nothing about her nightmare made sense. She left her bed to splash some water on her face, trying to erase the memory of the nightmare. it was just after four-thirty in the morning. Despite the early hour, she didn't bother trying to go back to sleep. Propped up on her pillows, she tried to read and couldn't focus as her mind raced, interrupting her attempts to read with crazy thoughts.

What are you doing?

You can't fall in love with your own son!

His cock isn't worth the risk!

Uncomfortable with her thoughts, she squirmed, agitated by them. Giving up on reading, she leaned against her headboard and stared at her dark bedroom. Sleep felt impossible. So did reading. If she was going to be lost in her thoughts, then let it happen. She dared her subconscious to keep it up. She crossed her arms beneath her breasts and waited.

It's wrong, her subconscious finally offered. It's wrong and you know it.

"Yeah, it is," she told the darkness. Her room wasn't perfectly dark. Enough light filtered into her room to outline the shapes of her furniture without showing their detail. She hated trying to sleep with a nightlight. She didn't even like the light of a digital clock or the overly bright LED from a phone charger. "But it feels damn good," she thought back.

Doesn't make it right.

"I don't care," she thought back to her subconscious and then paused to consider that thought, measuring and weighing it for truth. She twisted the idea around in her head. Making love to her son felt both wrong and amazing for different reasons.

He's your fucking SON! her brain taunted her, along with, He's half your age!

She dismissed both reasons as quickly as they occurred to her. As wrong as it felt to make love to her son, she couldn't deny his skill. In a strange, very twisted way, the taboo of being intimate with Simon made it sexier.

"Is this how Simon feels when he watches those porn videos?"

That felt like a very accurate thought. The pull and allure of the taboo enticed her by messing with her head. Yeah, it was wrong for them to do it, at least as far as the law was concerned.

And society her mind taunted.

But regardless of whether it was legal or socially acceptable, it still felt damn good.

She flashed back to remembering the things she had done with Matt, damn near everything she had done with him. Much of the sex she had with Matt had felt wrong and socially unacceptable. In retrospect, some of the things that had felt so naughty to the twenty-year-old version of her felt silly. She remembered the first time she had masturbated in front of Matt and how it had felt like she was baring her soul by letting him watch her doing something so secretive, private, and personal.

Sitting in the dark, she smirked at the memory of feeling so nervous and shy about exposing herself like that. While she knew most people would never do that in front of their lover, and they certainly wouldn't willingly report to their lover how often they did it, the whole idea felt so sweet and innocent. Masturbating in front of Matt had terrified her the first time she had done it, but soon became something casual and normal. Telling him how often she did it had felt so wanton and risque, like it was none of his business, except she had liked how turned on he got hearing about it.

Then why don't you tell the whole world how often you like to get off? her subconscious asked in its damning, sarcastic way.

"Because no one else really cares," she muttered to the dark. Telling a lover "I had such a great orgasm last night thinking about you" felt sexy. Telling the clerk behind the counter at the convenience store felt stupid.

And what about telling your Son?

"He would probably like hearing that," she thought, smiling at the idea as she imagined Simon's reaction, especially if she could see it. She wondered if he would spend tomorrow naked, too. "Today," she corrected inside her head, sensing that her room would soon start to brighten with a sunrise.

You are such a pervert!

Rolling her eyes, she sighed. How many times had her subconscious taunted her with that one? She was a pervert for masturbating and more of one for doing it as often as she did. She was a pervert for wanting to suck off Matt in the back row of a movie theater just for the thrill of it. According to the prude that lived inside of her, she was definitely a pervert for owning sex toys, especially the ones she enjoyed up her butt.

PERVERT!

She caressed her breast, teasing her nipple and enjoying how it felt when it grew stiff. She might be on the wrong side of forty, but her tits had held up pretty good. She mostly enjoyed the attention they received, especially when she went out with a bra. She felt a familiar tingle between her legs that came along for the ride from teasing her nipples as if her nipples and clitoris were somehow hard-wired.



Your son's a pervert, too! her subconscious taunted without effect. And you're feeding his perversion!

Okay, that last part stung a bit. Was she doing that? Was she playing right into his fantasies? She didn't need to think it through. Of course, she was guilty of doing precisely that. She was his darkest fantasy coming true. Having sex with her wasn't pretending to act out a fantasy, it was real life.

"He sure seems to like, though," she mused with a wistful smile on her face. Having sex with Simon might be wrong as hell, but it wasn't like she had forced herself on him. He had wanted it. Hell, he had wanted it long before it had ever happened. What if they hadn't done it? What if she hadn't caught him and he had never noticed the butt plug up her ass?

That damn butt plug, she mused, still smiling to herself. Why did guys get so turned on by anal sex? Her subconscious had an easy answer:

Because it's wrong and a little sick. No one should want that. Especially a Mom!

"Why not a Mom?" she angrily thought back to herself. "Or a grandma or a daughter or anyone else for that matter?" She waited for that prudish voice in the back of her mind to offer a reply.

You know better.

"Do I?" she asked her room, recalling the first time she had touched back there and felt the tingles of delight. She remembered the lustful thrill she had felt when Matt would worship her ass. She recalled feeling naughty, wanton, and out of control for wanting it from him. And she remembered the quiet disappointment she had felt when Tom had refused to do anything with her backside.

Because he knew it was wrong.

No, that wasn't it. She knew better. Tom had been a nice man, but he had been too uptight, too. He had lots of little rules and opinions about how a marriage should work. The wife should never ask for sex nor did she need to know how much money they actually had in their checking account. Sex was for the bedroom and there was no way a woman could ever negotiate a good deal for a car as a man could. She turned off any more replays of his shortcomings. For such a nice guy with a great dick, he sure hadn't turned out to be her forever.

And Simon is?

Marjorie blinked hard at that thought. Where the fuck did that come from?

Her subconscious leaped on the concept, flooding her brain with crazy thoughts. Do you seriously expect him to be faithful to you? Do you think the two of you are going to live like lovers? For how long? How long before he gets over his sick fantasy of fucking his Mom?

Marjorie's stomach felt queasy as her subconscious laughed at her.

Did you seriously think the two of you were going to get married and live happily ever after? You're old! You're twice his age! There's no way he's going to still want you in another twenty years. Hell, you'll be lucky if you make it to the end of the month before he starts to miss those hot college coeds!

She doubted that last part. She was willing to do things that only the sluttiest of coeds would be willing to do. There was no way he would find someone like her. Simon liked to date good girls. He liked the friendly, sweet girls who were probably virgins before he got to them.

Like Matt.

That stung, too. Marjorie had been like that back in the day. She might not have been a virgin when she had first hooked up with Matt, but she had always presented herself as a good girl. After Matt, she had sometimes felt like two people rolled into one. On the outside, she still had that good girl exterior, unless she wanted to go slutty for a night or two. On the inside, she had always known about the passionate fire that burned and wanted to be naughty and wanton.

Had Matt unleashed that passionate side of her? Had he taken advantage of her libido? Those were old thoughts for her, long since dismissed as answered once she had accepted that despite her exterior, she loved sex and always would. She loved the passion and craved being unfiltered and unleashed for her lover. Tom had never understood that. Mark sort of did, but couldn't keep up with her. Some of her one-night-stands had gotten the opportunity to enjoy her unfiltered passion, except she hadn't loved any of them and that mattered because, without love, sex felt empty. Without love, she could just do it herself.

As her room began to brighten, the acidic taunts of her subconscious lost some of their impacts. The fears of the night are no match for the light of the day. Still propped up against her pillows, she reflected on the lingering remnants of those fears. Maybe there was a time limit on how long she would remain intimate with Simon, but did that really matter? More than anything, she wanted happiness for her son, the same as always. That had never meant giving in to his every whim.

Was she being selfish because sex with him was fun? She mulled over that idea. Maybe, but then again, wasn't there always a remotely selfish aspect to sex? You wouldn't do it if it didn't make you feel good. That included doing it yourself and doing it with someone. Including doing it with her son.

Of course, they couldn't let the world know they were lovers. But just because it was illegal and an unacceptable taboo for most of society, did that mean they couldn't do it? There were lots of things that remained illegal or were considered to be immoral and people still did it, like how the world used to view same-sex marriages. That line between right and wrong felt so arbitrary, especially when it happened between two consenting adults.

You realize you're just trying to justify your actions because you don't want to stop, her subconscious taunted. She nodded, very self-aware of what she was doing. And I'm never going to let you off the hook for this.

"You never have," she said, smiling to herself as she got out of bed in a room filled with the promise of a new day.

Naked, she walked out to the living room where her son still sat upright in a deep slumber. She started the coffee before heading back to the living room. She watched him sleep, filled with love for this young man. He stirred, pushing the blanket from his body and exposing his nudity and more. He was hard. She watched as his hand caressed the length of his prick before falling limply to his side. His swollen cock throbbed and she envied him for having better dreams than her.

Dropping to her knees between his legs, she drew his cock between his lips, banishing the cursed thoughts of her conscience. She looked up, watching as he woke and realized he wasn't dreaming. He gave her a sleepy smile. "I was just dreaming about you."

"Keep dreaming," she said, eager to make sure he started his day in the best way possible.

"I love you, Mom," he said, caressing the side of her face.

In love and appreciation, Marjorie felt like she had started her day in the best way possible, too.


X X X


Author's Final Thoughts:

First off, thanks for reading the whole thing! :-) I hope you enjoyed it and that you'll be especially kind with leaving a generous rating so others might find this story.

Equally important, please accept my sincere apology for any mistakes remaining in this manuscript. It went through several edits and I pushed it through several different word processing apps in an attempt to find every mistake, but there are always some that slip through. Either I call it "as good as I can do" and publish it or I keep going forever and you never see it.

I don't do many sequels, but it sure feels like this story ends with multiple directions available to our characters. Do they continue together, perhaps forever, perhaps living as husband and wife? Does Mom have a baby with her Son? Does Marjorie seek out Matt and rekindle that old flame?

In earlier versions, I had Marjorie taking ownership over Simon, sort of becoming his Mistress in a vaguely Dom/sub sort of relationship. In another version, I went the opposite way where Simon takes the lead and turns his Mom into a sex-crazed slut for his amusement. Instead, I went with the version you see here.

Anyway, I hope you enjoyed reading this story as much as I enjoyed writing it. Be well and stay safe! - BD 2020





