

  

    [image: cover]

  




   



  

    

  


   



   



  Mom For My Birthday


   



  By Laura Lovecraft


   



  Artwork by CJ Douglass


   



  Copyright 2021 Laura Lovecraft


   



   



  ~~ All characters in this book are over 18. ~~


   





  Chapter One


   



   



  Justin’s eyes popped open when his phone jumped in his hand. He’d dozed off playing Words With Friends, and after sliding up to a sitting position, he checked the text and saw it was from Emily:


  “Happy Birthday, J!”


  “Thanks,” he texted back. “One more year before I can drink…legally.” He added a winking emoji.


  “LOL, so what are you doing today?”


  “Not much, closed at Longhorn last night, and I’m going back in for five. My mom is being corny and having a cake for me at noon. Lame.”


  “It’s not lame, she wants to make a big deal about your birthday. Too bad you’re not doing anything fun.”


  “No one to do anything fun with,” Justin rolled his eyes as he typed. “My girlfriend dumped me.”


  “That was two months ago, and I didn’t dump you, we decided it wasn’t working out.”


  “Okay, thanks for letting me save face.”


  “Don’t be bitter, and we’re still friends, that’s cool, no?”


  Cool, Justin thought. Real cool to still talk to, and occasionally end up hanging out with when a bunch of his friends got together, the girl he’d had sex with and now barely got a kiss on the cheek from.


  “Yeah, we’re cool,” he replied.


  Used to be hot though, he lamented. He hadn’t met anyone since they’d parted ways as a couple, and damn, he’d been horny lately, his dreams full of Emily’s sweet perky tits, tight body, and her amazing mouth.


  The girl gave head like a porn star and he’d jacked off more times than he could count to the memory of watching her work his cock with those soft lips and talented tongue, looking up at him with those big doe eyes that would roll back when he came in her…


  “What do you want for your birthday? I’m working today but could pop by and see you when you’re at Bill’s barbecue tomorrow.”


  “I don’t know, doesn’t matter.”


  “Come on, there must be something you really want.”


  “How about a blow job?” He typed it, thought for a moment that it sounded rude, but sent it anyway. Who knows, maybe he could get a pity suck out of her.


  “Friends don’t blow their friends.” Emily sent the eyeroll emoji along with her text.


  “Good friends do.” He added a laughing face.


  He waited and when there was no reply put the phone down next to him. Jeez, she couldn’t take a joke. Then again, was he joking or fishing? Because if she said okay it’s not like he would have told her, nah, just kidding.


  He leaned back against the headboard and rubbed his eyes, it was ten in the morning, not early, but he hadn’t gotten home from work until 2 in the morning. Too wound to sleep right away he’d played Dead Red Redemption, then shut the game off and tried to catch up on his Words games which never failed to put him to sleep.


  Knowing he was going to have a late night; Mom had set his lame little mini party for just the three of them for one so he could sleep in. Justin slid back down his bed until his head was back on the pillow.


  Just joking with Emily – and fondly recalling her oral skills – had his cock hard. He debated jerking off, performing another in a long line of tributes to his ex, but he was kind of drowsy and could probably sleep without it.


  Despite his last thought, his hand strayed under the sheet, gripping his cock which was hard as hell. Two months of nothing but his hand after close to a year of great sex – and even better head – from Emily wasn’t doing the trick, he was horny as fuck these days.


  He removed his hand, feeling like a loser. He’d heard a rumor Emily was seeing someone. If that were true she wasn’t jilling off, she was getting that smooth pink slit stuffed and giving world class blow jobs to some lucky…


  Justin jerked awake as the phone vibrated under his hand. He blinked in confusion before realizing he’d dozed off with his damn cock in his hand, fucking pathetic. He tried to lift his head, but he was so groggy he felt he was more asleep then awake.


  Still, he lifted the phone in front of his blurry eyes and clicked on the new text.


  “You never said, what do you want for your birthday?”


  Justin thought about letting it go with ‘nothing’ or ‘surprise me’ but his last thoughts that Emily was with someone had him feeling pissed off and more than a little petty.


  “I told you what I wanted, my favorite gift, and it doesn’t cost you anything.”


  “I don’t remember what you asked for, and it’s free?”


  Now she was being funny.


  “Let’s just say it’s something you’re really good at that you’ve done for me before.”


  “Baking you a cake?”


  Justin went to drop the phone next to him. Just give up and go back to sleep. His cock, which had remained hard while he dozed and maybe had a dirty dream he didn’t remember, twitched at the thought of what he wanted, and he took the plunge again, if she got pissed off screw it.


  “No, sucking my cock.”


  “You want what?” There was a shocked face to go along with it.


  “I want one of those long, slow, teasing blow jobs where you talk dirty, show off how good you are at it, then take every drop.”


  That was pushing it, but he was tired, horny, and most of all, feeling bad for himself.


  “That’s rude and a hell of a thing to ask for.”


  Feeling like an asshole, he typed “You’re right, I’m sorry,” but before he could send it, he received another text that caused him to drop the phone.


  “From your mother.”




  Chapter Two


   



   



  Justin slunk out of his room; his clothes tucked under his arm as he headed down the hall to take a shower. He was surprised to find he’d slept for close to an hour between his texts with Emily, then the disastrous exchange with his mother.


  He’d lay there for close to an hour, the phone in his hand. Mom hadn’t sent him any additional texts and he kept typing an apology, then erasing it. This was something he needed to do in person.


  She had to know it wasn’t meant for her and it was just one of those big-time mistakes that ended up posted on Twitter or Facebook in ‘oops, wrong person’ posts that he always found funny, until now because he’d just done it.


  At noon he knew he had to suck it up – pun not intended – and get out there and face her. He hoped to hell she hadn’t told dad, then he’d really be in deep shit. Not that he had done it on purpose, and dad would know that, but his father had little in the way of a sense of humor and although a good guy, kind of a dud.


  The opposite of his mother who was always laughing, joking, and had a fun playfulness about her. As he’d gotten older some of her jokes had been on the dirtier side, sexual innuendos, or out right raunchy comments.


  Dad would always give her a look, and once made the remark she shouldn’t talk like that in front of their son. Mom’s reply was Justin wasn’t twelve anymore and heard worse in school and had also had sex and watched a lot of porn.


  That line had been delivered with a wink behind Dad’s back because she had needed to use Justin’s computer when he wasn’t home one day, and he’d left a browser open on a porn site where he’d paused a blow job compilation.


  She had made a brief comment to him that he needed to always close that stuff out because his father hated porn. She’d added she thought it was harmless fun and watched it herself when Dad was on the road for work.


  Justin must have looked surprised because she’d laughed and added, “A girl has to do what a girl has to do.” Going by some of the things he’d heard Mom say to her friends when they’d come over to have lunch, Mom had to do a lot as she griped about his father’s lack of interest in sex over the last few years.


  He hadn’t overheard it on purpose, he had no desire to hear his mother and her friends gossip or bitch about their kids and husbands, work, or whatever else. But Mom liked her wine on the weekends and tended to drink a little too much.


  When she did, she not only lost her filter, but her ability to control her volume as she’d get loud, and they often say out on the deck under Justin’s bedroom window.


  One comment always stuck in his mind, and it came to the surface now after the humiliating texts. After bitching Dad wouldn’t give it to her the night before, her friend Mary had laughed and said that when her husband said he was too tired or not in the mood, she could be very persuasive.


  Being that Mary was an attractive redhead who was a total MILF, it had caught Justin’s ear as he imagined her persuading him to do pretty much anything she wanted. Then his mother’s response had floored him.


  “Trust me, I’m one hell of a fluffer, but these days he won’t even let me do that.” She’d paused – probably to sip more wine – and added, “Honestly, what man doesn’t want his cock sucked? Hell, back in the day I’d get so into it I just end up sucking him off and settle for him returning the favor.”


  Justin had been shocked at not only his mother’s words, but if she were right, and not just tipsy, what was wrong with his father? Dad was a few years older than Mom, but had just turned 50, he wasn’t an old man.


  Mom was in good shape as well, and if she weren’t his mother he’d be putting her into the Milf category with Mary. Between her looks and her obvious desire for sex, Justin couldn’t see why his old man would be acting like, well, such an old man.


  “There’s the birthday boy.” Mom spoke behind him just as he’d reached the bathroom door. He’d been so close to escaping, even it was only until his private party in the dining room.


  With a feeling of resignation, Justin turned to face his mother.


  “Hey, Mom.” He gave her a nervous smile.


  “Hey yourself, birthday boy!” Mom surprised him with a big hug and a kiss on the cheek. “My baby’s twenty today!”


  “Yeah.” He nodded, as Mom leaned back, but kept her hands on his arms.


  She’d been into the wine. Her face was flushed, and her light green eyes were wide and bright. The smile on her face was big and on the goofy side, and he was sure he now had some of her bright red lipstick on his face.


  “I wish you’d taken tonight off; you shouldn’t have to work on your birthday. It’s your day to do whatever you want.”


  “It’s okay, I don’t really have anyone to celebrate with.” He saw her smile start to fade and added, “Except you and dad.”


  “I know, and that’s Emily’s loss. She’s not going to find another boy as good looking, hardworking, and sweet as you.”


  “Sweet, that’s me.” He thought of his texts, the ones she so far seemed to be letting him off the hook on.


  “You are, and good looking and being good is rare in boy’s your age. Most of them are cocky frat jerks. I know, I dated a few when I was young.”


  “Right.”


  “Fucked a few too,” she sighed. “Big mistake, they always run and tell their friends.”


  Yup, she’d already had her share.


  “I made your favorite Red Velvet cake and I bought some of that cookies and cream Ice cream you love,” Mom went on as if she hadn’t just made an inappropriate comment.


  “Thanks, Mom, you’re the best.”


  “At lots of things.” She giggled like a teenager.


  Justin knew that giggle was what his father called a single serving day, as in Mom would drink an entire bottle of red wine by herself, and usually start a second if she had no where to go.


  “I’ll bet you have mad skills at whatever you do,” he went along with her.


  “Anything worth doing is worth doing right.” She winked. “Anything.”


  Justin frowned, wondering if she were teasing him about the texts when he’d thought she was Emily he’d called out how good she was at oral sex. Mom fed that thought by looking at him expectantly, probably waiting for him to acknowledge what had happened.


  He knew he needed to apologize, but so embarrassed he wasn’t sure what to say. In the meantime, he lowered his gaze, staring down at his 5′2″ mother, from his even six feet, and as always, thankful he’d taken after dad’s side when it came to height.


  His prior thoughts of wondering what his father’s issues were with sex came back. Mom wore a cute red sundress that fit her playful persona, and her light brown hair pulled back into a ponytail making her look younger than her age of 43.


  Mom wasn’t exactly small on top, and the dress being low-cut showed off an ample amount of cleavage. Being on the shorter side, her legs weren’t long, but years of playing tennis as well as the Peloton in the basement had them looking good, and the dress only falling to her mid-thigh gave them the illusion of being longer.


  All in all, his mother was an attractive woman, and more than once that had been pointed out to him by some of his friends busting his balls about his ‘hot mom’. His eyes roamed down her legs and he saw she was barefoot; her toes painted the same color as the dress, which in turn matched her nails and lipstick.


  An odd thing as she was hanging around the house for the day, but she always tried to look good, even when there was no one around to appreciate it.


  How dad didn’t appreciate it, he couldn’t fathom. If Justin saw a woman who looked like his mother, he’d be all in on…getting shot down because he doubted a woman her age who looked that good would want some kid slobbering over her, that shit was for the movies.


  “Everything okay?” Mom cocked her head. “You look like something’s on your mind.”


  “I’m sorry about earlier.”


  “Why, what happened?”


  “Come on, Mom, you know what happened.” When she gave him a blank stare, his shoulders slumped. “The texts and what I said I wanted.”


  “Oh, that?” Mom laughed.


  Mom, especially when she had been drinking, had a loud heartfelt laugh, the type that always made people around her smile or laugh with her, but Justin was too ashamed to do either.


  “Don’t worry about that!” She waved her hand. “Actually, it was kind of funny. I wish I could have seen the look on your face when you realized it was me.”


  “Yeah, I felt bad.”


  “Don’t, it was a misunderstanding.”


  “I don’t want you to think I talk like that all the time, I was texting Emily and teasing her, then I thought you were her teasing me back about what I wanted.”


  “Honey, it’s okay.” She patted his cheek. “And see? Only a good guy wouldn’t want someone thinking he’s a crude jerk.”


  “I guess.”


  “Emily had some skills huh?” Mom’s smile returned. “That innocent looking little thing gave good head?”


  “Mom!”


  “Oh, come on, I’m a woman, you’re a man.”


  “You’re my mother.”


  “Who is also a woman.” Mom shrugged. “Hey, she’s a smart girl, you take care of a guy right, they’re all yours.”


  “I have to take a shower.”


  “You’re so cute, you’re blushing!” Mom clapped her hands.


  “It’s awkward.”


  “But it’s fine to always tell someone what you want. I asked, you told me.”


  “Because I thought you were Emily.”


  “Doesn’t mean it’s not what you want,” Mom told him. “It’s your day, and you should get what you want.”


  “Well, I get my favorite sweets, and my mom and dad to blow out the candles with.” Justin tried to being back normalcy.


  “See, there you go talking about blowing again.” Mom gave a mock sigh. “Typical man.”


  “Sorry.”


  “I keep telling you not to be sorry. You’re a young man in his prime, and you have needs and desires.” Mom spoke as casually as if they were talking about ordering pizza for dinner.


  “What you asked for is one of the best gifts a woman can give her man. It’s how she shows her appreciation, and how much she wants to make him happy.”


  “I guess.” Wow, he should have stayed in his room. Where was dad?


  “It’s all about him, and that’s what’s special about it.” Mom narrowed her eyes and tapped her chin. “No, not true, a lot of women enjoy the control and making their man happy.”


  “Mom, can we talk about something else?”


  “And if we’re good at it, we get something from them.” She giggled again, but this one had a hint of naughtiness to it that made him uncomfortable. “A little sexual quid pro quo.”


  “Get what you give, I got it.” Justin nodded. “Now can I…”


  “Then again, plenty of men take that gift for granted and do nothing in return, and leave us feeling kind of cheap, and sometimes hot and bothered, then we have to…”


  “Mom!” Justin snapped louder than he intended. “I don’t need to hear this from you.” He realized he sounded harsh and softened his tone. “Please, it’s kind of weird.”


  “Guess it’s my turn to say I’m sorry.” She looked put off. “I was just saying that there was nothing wrong with you wanting something special and very intimate for your birthday.”


  “Okay, then I won’t be sorry for anything other than I have no one to give me something special this year. Maybe I’ll be seeing someone next year.”


  “I’m sure you will, you have a lot to offer a young woman.” A sly grin appeared on her face. “Any woman for that matter.”


  “Thanks.” He kissed the top of her head, something he got a kick out of doing ever since he’d grown several inches taller than her. “That’s because I have an awesome Mom.”


  “Aw, thank you, honey.” Mom beamed at him, a natural and genuine smile, her perfect teeth flashing against her ruby red lips. “Just for that, maybe I’ll show you just how awesome your mom can be.”


  “Going to make this the best cake ever?” Justin returned her smile.


  “Let’s just say, some frosting will be involved.” Mom gave him a tipsy wink, and walked past him, heading for the kitchen.


  Justin watched her, noting how snug the dress was on her ass, which like her chest, wasn’t exactly small, filling out the back of the dress, but had a nice little shake to it when she walked.


  Nice little shake? What was wrong with him? But in his defense his mother had spent the last few minutes talking about sex and blow jobs, two things he hadn’t had a long time. Too long if he had just been staring at his mother’s butt.


  Well, he thought as he entered the bathroom, the good news was the day couldn’t get any weirder.




  Chapter Three


   



  “Happy Birthday!” Mom and Dad exclaimed in unison when Justin entered the dining room.


  “Shocked!” He put his hands to his face as he looked around at the balloons around the room and the red velvet cake with white chocolate frosting in the center of the table. “I didn’t see it coming!”


  “Okay, smart ass.” Dad gestured around the room. “We know this is weak as you’d say, but we do it every year and always will, so deal with it.”


  “I can live with it.” Justin walked over and went to shake his father’s extended hand, but when he took it, his father pulled him into a rough embrace.


  “Ha, got ya!”


  “You did.” Justin returned the hug, then put up with his father mussing his short dark hair which he’d just added some gel too, and the obligatory punch in the arm.


  “I owe you 19 more,” he declared.


  “Pace yourself old man,” Justin said, then jumped out of the way of his father’s next punch. “Slowing down, Dad.”


  “Making you feel good,” Dad informed him. “You should be in this shape when you hit my age.”


  Justin could live with it if that were the case. Except for a few streaks of gray peppered through his father’s dark hair, he looked younger than fifty. Golfing every weekend, and every other chance he could, including ‘networking golf”, had left him with a deep tan.


  His face was devoid of lines and wrinkles and his dark eyes, always bright and alert. He was an inch taller than Justin with the same rugged shoulders and deep chest. He’d developed a bit of a stomach the last couple of years, but other than that he was in good shape.


  Made Mom’s claim of a dull sex life even stranger, Dad wasn’t exactly out of shape or an old fart, and he didn’t have any health issues. Justin liked to think if he had a wife that hot, he’d still be going at it every chance he could.


  Wife that hot, what was it with him and thinking of his mother like that this morning? It really was time to maybe cut back his hours and have a chance to meet someone, because even if it turned out to be just sex, he needed to something more satisfying than his hand.


  “You didn’t give us anything to go on.” Dad pulled him from his thoughts. “But I figure this always works.” He handed him a simple card that said Happy 20th Birthday, and Justin opened it to see two hundred-dollar bills.


  “That works just fine!” Justin grinned. “Thank you.”


  “I’d say you didn’t read the card, but it doesn’t really say anything, your father can’t be bothered to spend much time or thought on things like that.”


  “It’s cool, Mom.” Justin waved her off. “I’m a guy, like I want something mushy.”


  “See, no problem.” Dad shot her a look that grew in intensity, when Mom picked up a bottle of wine and poured some into the one of the plastic cups set on the table. “Pace yourself, Janice, it’s only one o’clock.”


  “I am pacing myself, I started at ten,” Mom quipped as she took several long swallows from the cup.


  “Let her go, Dad, she works all week too,” Justin defended her.


  “I’d say work hard, play hard, but there’s no play going on here.” She returned Dad’s nasty look. “Is there, Robert?”


  “That cake looks delicious.” Justin tried to head off any awkwardness.


  Awkwardness that had become a disturbingly regular occurrence. For as long as he could remember, his parents had rarely argued, at least not in front of him. But the last month they’d been sniping at each other.


  They weren’t as bad during the week, but because Dad had been working late, not coming home until after seven, then after dinner disappearing into his home office. On the weekends, at least when Dad wasn’t golfing, the tension between the two of them was palpable.


  Justin didn’t bring it up to either of them, figuring it was just a rough patch, and they’d get over it. His parents had been married for twenty-three years and no relationship that lasted that long was without its ups and downs.


  “That’s because I put a lot of time into it.” Mom shot Dad one more look, then stuck her finger in the cake, and brought it to her lips.


  “Hmm,” she purred as she slowly licked the frosting from her finger. “Nothing like something thick and sweet on your tongue.”


  “Janice!” Dad wagged his finger at her as if she were a child. “I’ve told you not to be vulgar in front of Justin, he’s our son.”


  “Vulgar?” Mom slipped her finger into her mouth and bobbed her head, causing Justin’s eyes to widen. “I was just licking some yummy frosting,” she told Dad. “Maybe you have your mind in the gutter, we don’t.”


  “Yummy? Are you twelve?” Dad rolled his eyes. “You’re way too old to be playing the little girl thing.”


  “Funny, I thought you liked little girls.” Mom flashed him a nasty smirk, then chugged some more wine.


  “Few years too old for that dress too,” Dad continued, ignoring her last remark.


  “Whoa, Dad,” Justin spoke up. “Be nice, and I think Mom looks cute in that dress.”


  “Thank you, baby.” Mom flashed him a huge smile. “You’re working for that gift aren’t you?”


  “What gift? The one you didn’t buy him?” Dad scoffed. “Or does spending a few minutes tossing together a Betty Crocker mix count as a gift?”


  “Not every gift can be bought with your precious money,” Mom replied, tossing her head, sending her ponytail bobbing behind her. “Special gifts are from the heart.”


  “You sound like a little kid like you’re going to make him home made card.”


  “Last I checked my paycheck goes into the bank too, so stop acting like that money is from you.”


  “Right, that big time salary you earn selling make up at Macy’s, how much did you make last…”


  “Hey, how about we light the candles so you guys can sing way out of tune and I’ll pretend to not be embarrassed for you?”


  “I’ll do it.” Dad picked up the long reach lighter he usually used to light the grill. “If your mother breathes on them we might have to call the fire department.”


  “Think you can stop picking on Mom while you do it?” Justin asked, his voice rising slightly.


  “Watch your tone, Justin.” Dad pointed with the lighter. “I don’t care how old you are, you live under this roof you respect me.”


  “Then respect Mom.” He wasn’t going to back down.


  “When she acts respectable I will.”


  “Maybe you can respect the fact it’s my birthday and you’re acting like a…”


  “Justin, it’s fine.” Mom cut him off which was probably for the better before he ended up grounded for calling his father an asshole. “He’s just teasing.”


  “No, he’s not.” Justin shook his head. “And it’s not cool.”


  “Know what?” Dad asked, and Justin braced himself to get laid into. “You’re right. It’s your day, and I shouldn’t upset you.”


  Justin noticed there was no apology to Mom, or even an acknowledgment anything he said was out of line.


  “Your father is just testy because he can’t play golf this afternoon because it’s your birthday.”


  “You can go after the cake if you want.” Justin shrugged. “I have to go to work so it’s not like I’m around all day.”


  “Hear that, Janice?” Dad asked.


  “I suppose you’d still have time to get in a few holes.” Mom laughed “At least two anyway, or do you get to use all three?”


  Justin had no idea what the joke was going on as Dad looked like he wanted to reply, but after a quick look in his direction, forced a laugh. “Seven is the minimum, you don’t know much about golf, do you?”


  “You use your club to drive balls into a hole?” Mom told him. “I think I’ve played that game before.”


  “Happy Birthday to me,” Justin sang loudly, then stopped and pointed to them.


  “Sorry, honey,” Mom said softly, and seemed to mean it. “A little too much wine.”


  “You think?”


  “What’s your excuse?” Mom retorted.


  Dad took a breath, then lit the 2 and 0 candles and began to sing. Mom joined in, and as he had for years, Justin endured their awful singing and the fact they were still doing it even though he was in his second year of college.


  This year though he wasn’t thinking how silly – but kind of endearing – it was, but what was up with them. Mom was usually more of a happy silly drunk, not usually mean, or snarky, and what was dad’s excuse to be such a dink to her?


  Was her drinking more frequently and really getting carried away on the weekends the problem? He forced a smile, then after blowing out his candles, sketched a mock bow as they clapped for him like he was still five.


  “Have a seat, and let’s cut the cake.” Mom picked up the knife as Justin sat down and grabbed a paper plate. “Big piece?”


  “The rest of it after you two have your piece.” He plucked the candles from the cake and licked the frosting from the bottom. “This is so good.”


  “See, Justin likes to lick sticky sweet things too.” Mom emitted the buzzed giggle again.


  “Hey, where’s the ice cream?” Justin headed off whatever his father’s retort was going to be. “You know I need some C&C to have with the cake.”


  “God, that and the frosting? Better find a good dentist when you get older.”


  “Shit!” Mom slapped her forehead. “I forgot to buy the ice cream!”


  “I think you forgot that you bought it.” Dad pointed to the kitchen. “I saw it in the freezer yesterday when I grabbed some ice cubes.”


  “No,” Mom insisted. “I never bought it.”


  With a skeptical look, Dad left the dining room and went into the kitchen. He came out a minute later shaking his head.


  “I swear I saw it, but I guess you’re right.”


  “No big deal.” Justin held up his plate. “Can I get a piece of cake, please?”


  “Robert, run out and get some ice cream.”


  “He said it’s fine.” Dad went to pull out a chair to sit, but Mom put her hand on the back of it, stopping him.


  “Of course, he said it’s fine, he’s being nice. It’s his favorite and we always have it.”


  “Seriously, Mom, it’s cool. I’ll just have to eat more cake.”


  “It’s a birthday tradition. Robert, take a run out.”


  “How about you go? You were the one who forgot it.”


  Mom tapped the bottle of wine. “This is number two, I don’t think I should be driving.”


  “Oh, for Christ’s sake.” Dad gave her a disgusted look.


  “Mom, it’s…”


  “Robert, get your son some ice cream.” She gave him a hard stare. “Just think, it’s an excuse to get out of the house and call your.” She gave a meaningful pause. “Coworkers and see if they survived a Saturday morning without you.”


  “Fine.” Dad nodded. “I’ll head down to Cumberland Farms and be back in a few…”


  “They don’t carry flavor, go to Stop and Shop.”


  “Really? That’s…”


  “A whole fifteen minute ride, then getting the ice cream, getting in line, coming back.” Mom threw her hands in the air. “Oh, my god! That’s going to be like forty five minutes out of your important day!”


  “Mom, calm down,” Justin told her. “I’m fine.”


  “Honey, in a couple years you’ll be done with school and looking to move out and start your own life. I don’t have many of these left.” She gave dad another hard stare. “Who knows, maybe less.”


  “I’ll go,” Dad replied with a smile that was as sincere as a politician’s, and walked past Justin, clapping him on the shoulder. “Mom’s right, it’s not much to ask to make the birthday boy happy. Be back in a bit.”


  “You didn’t have to send him out,” Justin said once he heard the front door close behind his father. “And what’s going on with you two? I…”


  “Don’t worry about your father and I.” Mom came over and put her hand out to him. “Let’s go, birthday boy.”


  “Where are we going?”


  “The living room.”


  “What about the cake?” he protested. “I didn’t have any yet.”


  “I have something a lot better than cake for you.” She took him by the hand and tugged. “Let’s go birthday boy, your mother has a special gift for you.”




  Chapter Four


   



   



  “Why are we coming in here?” Justin asked as his mother led him into the living room.


  “It’s where I wanted to give you your gift.” She stopped and gestured to Dad’s recliner. “Have a seat.”


  “Okay.” Justin sat and looked around. “Where’s the gift?”


  “You’re looking at it.” Mom gave him a big smile. “Hair down or back like this?”


  “Huh?”


  “Do you think I look better with my hair down or in a ponytail? I can pin it up to if you like that look.”


  Justin had no idea what her hair had to do with anything but humored her.


  “I like it better down?”


  “Then down it is.” Mom reached back and removed the clip from her hair.


  She shook her head, sending her long reddish brown hair flying about, then pulled some of it down over her shoulders. “Better?”


  “Sure.”


  “You like the red?”


  “Uh, yeah, I said I liked your dress.” What was up with her?


  “I mean the lipstick. Does this work or would you prefer pink, or something darker?”


  “Mom, your lipstick is fine. What’s with the questions?”


  “Just want to make sure I look good for you.”


  “You look great. Are you okay?”


  “I’m fine, honey.” Mom stepped up to stand between his legs and placed her hand on his cheek. “You’re pretty fine yourself. I think I’m going to enjoy this as much as you.”


  “Enjoy what?”


  “Your gift, silly.” Mom leaned over and shocked him by giving him a quick kiss directly on his lips. “Sorry,” she replied to the look of surprise on his face. “I just wanted a kiss first, otherwise I’d feel cheap.”


  “Cheap? Mom, what’s…hey, what are you doing?”


  Mom had not only sunk to her knees, but had her hands on his jeans, unsnapping them.


  “I’m doing what you wanted.” Mom popped his jeans open and he was so stunned he didn’t move as she tugged his zipper down.


  “I…Mom, what the fuck?” Justin gasped when she slid her right hand into his jeans and gripped his cock through his boxers. “You can’t do that.”


  He grabbed her wrist and pulled her hand away.


  Mom stared up at him, looking confused.


  “Well how am I supposed to suck your cock if I can’t take it out?”


  “W…what?” Justin couldn’t have heard her right.


  “You said you wanted a blow job for your birthday.”


  She was busting his balls. Taking it to the extreme, but that’s what this was, she was making him pay for the texts earlier.


  “Okay, okay, I get it.” Justin nodded. “Now we’re even for this morning.”


  “No.” Mom shook her head as she pulled her wrist from his loose grip. “This isn’t a joke. I want to give my baby what he wants.”


  “You really are drunk aren’t you?”


  “Kind of.” Mom giggled. “But I give great head when I’m tipsy. Your dad used to get me drunk all the time when we were younger and…” she stopped and frowned. “Screw him, this is about my baby and him having a happy birthday.”


  She parted her lips and licked them, her pink tongue moving slowly over the ruby lipstick.


  “And what better way to make a man happy then sucking him off?”


  “I…” Justin was at a loss for words. “We can’t do this,” he managed to say, while pushing her hand away from his crotch when she reached for it again.


  “You’re my mother.”


  “I am, and a mother’s job is to make her son happy and try to give him anything he wants.”


  “You can’t give me that!”


  “Why not?” Mom sat back on her knees, her hands on his knees.


  “Because you’re my damn mother.” Christ, what was wrong with her? There were some things even too much to drink couldn’t account for.


  “If you want to see it that way.” Like earlier she was acting as casual as if this were a normal conversation.


  “No other way to see it.” Justin leaned forward. “I’m going back into the…hey!” He fell back into the chair when Mom surprised him by shoving him in the chest when the tried to stand.


  “You can see it that I’m not your mother. Just pretend I’m an older woman who wants to give a young stud a blow job.”


  “But you’re not.”


  “Hey, you can pretend I’m Mary if you want.” She laughed at him. “Don’t think I haven’t seen you look at her.”


  “She’s not my mother.”


  “And for right now pretend I’m not.” Mom gestured to herself. “Let’s play a game. see me as a woman at a club or anywhere else. What do you think of me?”


  Mom rose to her feet, and did a slow turn, surprising him by giving the back of her dress a quick flip, giving him a brief glimpse of the red thong beneath it. The thong was a lot more than a strip of red lace, exposing the round cheeks of her ass.


  She finished her turn and slowly sank back down to her knees.


  “Look at me, baby,” she whispered. “Look at these tits.” She cupped them through the dress, pushing them up. “Look at my pretty green eyes and think of them looking up at you while I blow you.”


  “Mom, you need to stop talking.” His voice had a tremble in it.


  In addition to her crude talk, she was now speaking in a sultry purr that would make a phone sex girl envious.


  “And my lips?” She pushed them out in a quick pout. “Ever really look at them? They’re nice and full, and soft, and covered in sexy red lipstick. Wouldn’t they look good wrapped around your dick?”


  “I…can’t.”


  He had to push out the last word because he found himself doing what she’d said and looking at her as a woman. Her breasts weren’t small, and the dress flattered them well.


  He’d always thought his mother had beautiful eyes, but the image of them staring up at him while she used her tongue and those red lips on his…stop that! But she was right, he hadn’t given any thought to her mouth in the past, why would he?


  Her lips were puffy and full, reminding him a little of Angelina Jolie and other actresses with large sensual lips. The red accentuated them even more, and he was now replying the visual of her tongue sliding over them.


  Even her hair, long, curly, and a nice shade of auburn. The kind of hair that would look good and feel even better on a man’s stomach or thighs. Nice long soft hair that he could grab a nice handful of or would look hot across her face while she…


  With a feeling of alarm, he realized his cock was stirring. Mom’s hands had slid up his legs and were on either side of his crotch, and she continued to speak, her voice now with a breathless quality to it, while her eyes lingered between his legs.


  “And these long red nails would look so good wrapped around your cock while I stroked it.” She released a soft sigh that sent a strange thrill though him.


  It was a sound close to a moan and the way she stared at his crotch, her eyes bright, her face and chest flushed. Her breathing was heavier, and he couldn’t stop watching her breasts rise and fall.


  Mom had a patch of freckles just over and between her breasts and he found himself thinking it was a sexy spot for them. What was wrong with him? This was his mother, it didn’t matter what she said or looked like, they couldn’t do this!


  “Why not?”


  Her simple response came back to him. Why not? They were both adults, it wasn’t like he was a kid, and she was taking advantage of him.


  “Emily was a cute little thing, and I bet she was a lot of fun.” Mom’s hand slid over his cock, and he exhaled sharply when she squeezed the growing bulge in his jeans. “But she’s young and doesn’t have a lot of experience.”


  “Mom, you need to stop, this can’t happen.”


  “Feels like it’s happening as we speak.” Mom smiled up at him as she rubbed his stiffening cock. “Hard to say you don’t want it when you’re getting hard.”


  She eased her hand into his jeans, and this time he didn’t try to stop her. He knew he should, but his hands remained by his sides as his mother teased his cock through his boxers.


  With less material between them, her touch felt better, and he repressed a moan as his now almost fully erect cock, bent awkwardly between his legs.


  “You watch those milf videos, you’ve seen how an older experienced woman sucks cock. We’re so much better at it.”


  Her fingers slid into the slit in his underwear and his hips jerked when they touched his cock.


  “Not just because we know what we’re doing, but better because we want it so bad. We want those young cocks so bad because they’re so hard, and they can come and be ready for more right away.”


  Her two fingers curled around his cock and lightly caressed it.


  “Girls like Emily think life will be hard cocks and great sex. Women like me? We know that when you get to be our age the cocks aren’t as hard and the sex not nearly as good or as often as we need it.”


  Justin remained silent other than his now heavy breathing as his mother used her other hand to help try and free his cock from his boxers.


  “But this isn’t about me, it’s about my baby. My poor baby boy, alone and horny on his birthday. A good boy who only wants the gift of a soft pink tongue and succulent red lips wrapped around his cock, draining his balls, and making him feel so good.”


  “I…shit!” Justin gasped. “What about dad?”


  “He’s not here, but you being stubborn is taking away time you could be in your mother’s mouth.” She slipped her hand from his boxers and tugged on the sides of his jeans.


  “Lift up, let me pull these things down.” She sucked on her lower lip, a sexy move that caused his cock to twitch. “That way I can pay some attention to those poor neglected balls.”


  Justin hesitated, and Mom sighed.


  “Okay, I get it, you’re nervous. How about I give you a little inspiration?”


  Mom leaned back and hooking her thumbs under the straps of her dress and bra, eased them down her shoulders. Justin sat there, his heart pounding as she slipped her arms from the straps.


  The top of her dress slid down, exposing a red transparent lace bra that showed off her breasts except for a red bow over each nipple.


  “I figure this was the right bra for today seeing I’m your gift, don’t you think?”


  Justin knew he should be telling her to stop. Better yet, he should be on his feet and running for his room. Lock his damn door until dad got back. Instead, he gave her a slight nod as his breath caught in anticipation.


  He was about to see his mother’s breasts. Up until a few minutes ago he could honestly say he’d never had an improper thought of his mother, even this morning’s incident where he sort of checked her out didn’t lead to any thoughts of wanting her.


  But now, after some dirty talk, a little touching, and the promise of her mature experienced mouth, his cock was throbbing, and his eyes wide as she grabbed the top of the bra.


  Mom didn’t make him wait, yanking the bra down and causing her breasts to spring free.


  “Goddamn,” Justin whispered at the sight of his mother’s bare breasts.


  He’d always been aware she wasn’t small on top, but they were bigger than he expected. Big, round and tipped with wine tinted nipples close to the same shade of her hair.


  Those nipples were as hard as his cock now was and had a slight upturn to them, as if they were looking up at him.


  “See, just a sexy older woman with nice big tits, looking to give the birthday boy some head.” She cupped her breasts, lifting them higher. “Not bad for an old lady, no?”


  “They’re…wow.” Justin caught his hands straying towards them, and stopped himself.


  “You can touch them.” Mom drew back when he reached for her, and shook her head. “But not until you get that cock out for me.”


  Justin again paused, but when Mom lifted her right breast, lowered her head, and proceeded to lick her own nipple, a surge of taboo lust flowed through him. He had to touch them!


  He lifted his hips and shoved his jeans and underwear down, allowing his hard cock to pop out, where it bobbed between his thighs.


  “Oh, honey,” Mom whispered, her eyes on his twitching dick. “Look at that big hard cock.” She licked her lips, as she took him in her hand. “It feels like it’s my birthday!”


  Justine groaned when she squeezed his cock, then pumped it in her hand.


  “Hmm, you are all grown up, aren’t you?”


  His reply was a louder moan when she stroked him faster, and she’d been right, her long red nails and slender fingers looked good around his shaft. Mom rose higher on her knees and leaned closer.


  “Go ahead, baby, play with those tits.”


  In the back of his mind, Justin thought this was all it took to cross the line. His mother on her knees, and exposing her breasts to him? The answer seemed to be yes as she’d barely finished the sentence and his hands were already on her.


  “Yes,” Mom sighed as he fondled her tits, amazed at how soft they were. “That’s it, baby, you enjoy your gift.”


  Justin cupped them in his hands, surprised at how heavy they were. Emily had nice tits, but they were small tight and perky. Mom’s tits were so much bigger, filling his large hands with some to spare.


  Mom moaned softly when his fingers slid across her nipples and smiled up at him.


  “See? No big deal, just you playing with a nice big pair of titties.” She shrugged, making them jiggle in her hand. “Sorry, they’re not all young and tight like your little girlfriend.”


  “They’re incredible,” he assured her as he rolled her nipples between his fingers, enjoying the way she moaned and leaned into his hands.


  “This cock is incredible.” Mom put her other hand on it, now jerking him with both hands. “You, my boy, are very well hung.”


  What did you say when your mother tells you that you have a big dick? Thanks? Any reply he would have had was stopped, by her leaning over his cock and spitting on it.


  “Let’s get this cock nice and wet.” she spit on it again, then rubbed her hand over his sensitive head, making him moan and squirm in the chair.


  She pumped him faster, her hands gliding along his now slick shaft and Justin felt his cock grow even harder. Mom dropped her left hand from his cock and coaxed another moan from him when she cupped his balls, gently massaging them.


  “My poor baby! These balls are so swollen! You have a lot of cum in there, don’t you?”


  “Yes,” he breathed as he continued to play with her tits.


  “Like them?”


  “Love them.”


  “How about this?”


  Mom pulled his cock towards her, and placing it between her tits, pressed them around his cock. She held the sides of her tits and bounced up and down, working his cock between them.


  Justin released her tits, sliding his hands along her shoulders, and down through her soft hair, as she worked him with her tits.


  “Honey, you’re so hard I can feel you throbbing!” Mom purred. “Go ahead and move your hips, fuck those tits.”


  Justin didn’t hesitate at all this time, pumping his cock through her soft flesh. Mom lowered her head and let a glob of spit drip onto her chest. His cock slid through it and moved more easily through her now wet tits.


  “There you go,” Mom whispered. “How’s it feel titty fucking your mother?”


  Justin thought she was just supposed to be an older woman, but with his cock between her bare tits, he figured he was past the point of no return, so what did it matter.


  “That feel good?” She pressed her breasts harder around him.


  “Oh, yeah,” he moaned. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”


  “I’d let you come this way, but it’s not what you asked for is it?”


  He stopped moving his hips. Despite what they were doing, his mind raced. Did she mean it? Was his mother really going to blow him?


  “No.” He shook his head as she released her tits, letting them fall away from his now sticky cock.


  “What is it you wanted?” She took him back in her hand and lowered her head until he could feel her warm breath on the purple head of his cock.


  “You know.” His entire body tensed as her lips hovered inches from his cock.


  “Tell me.” She turned her eyes up to meet his. “Tell Mama what you want for your birthday.”


  She flicked her tongue over his cock, and the brief contact, along with the visual of his mother’s tongue on his cock was too much for him.


  “I want a blow job!”


  “Now was that so hard?” She squeezed his cock. “Actually, it is!”


  She stroked his cock several times, and he struggled not to thrust his hips and push it into her mouth.


  “I wish I could really take my time and show you how a real woman sucks cock, but we don’t have a lot of time.” Mom smiled. “I guess I should stop talking and start sucking.”


  With that, she opened wide and took him deep into her mouth.


  “Oh, shit!” Justin exclaimed as his cock was engulfed by his mother’s warm wet mouth.


  “Hmm!” Mom moaned as she bobbed her head, working his shaft between her soft red lips.


  “Oh my god,” Justin moaned as she bobbed her head faster, enthusiastically sucking him.


  Mom opened her mouth wider and managed to take his full length into her mouth. She held it there, her lips pressing into his pubic mound and her eyes locked onto his. She shook her head, working his cock around in her mouth and causing him to remove his hands from her arms so he wouldn’t squeeze her too hard in his excitement.


  Mom made a sloppy gagging sound as she forced her mouth down harder on his cock and managed to slide her tongue out and lick his balls. She lifted her head, removing his cock and releasing a loud breath as spit trailed from her mouth to his cock.


  She noisily slurped the sticky strand back up, this time taking just the head of his cock into her mouth. She swirled her tongue around it, while she stroked his cock, jerking him into her mouth.


  Justin leaned back, his hands on the arms of the chair, watching in disbelief as his mother resumed bobbing her head, loudly slurping on his cock. Her mouth not only felt incredible, but the fact that this was his mother…his goddamn mother, slobbering on his cock like a damned porn star.


  She had her mouth open wide, spit flowing down his shaft before she sucked it back up when her mouth worked back down his shaft. She was making loud gurgling sounds as she sucked harder, driving down on his cock.


  Justine squeezed he arms of the chair as he felt the head of his cock hitting the back of her throat each time her mouth descended on him. Mom slurped her way back to his head, and let it fall from her mouth.


  “God, I forgot how much I love sucking dick,” she breathed, drool flowing down her chin and splashing onto her heaving tits. “And this is such a beautiful fucking cock!”


  She stroked him fast and hard, filling the room with a wet fapping sound. Justin wiggled in his seat as she pumped his now sloppy wet cock.


  “Can’t forget about these.” She pushed his cock back and swirled her tongue across his swollen sac.


  She bathed his balls with her tongue before making him groan by sucking on each of them in turn. Mom moaned and sighed as she worked his balls, and he noticed her hips rocking as if blowing him had her as worked up as he was.


  Mom ran her tongue up the length of his shaft then spit on his head, and rubbed around his head, causing him to whimper and jerk his hips as she worked his sensitive head.


  She pressed her face to his cock, rubbing it on her cheek and nuzzling it like a sex crazed kitten.


  “So hard,” she moaned. “So fucking hard for me!”


  She turned her head, sliding his cock along her other cheek and making a sticky mess on her face. She slapped his cock hard against her cheek, and the look of pure lust in her eyes was like nothing he’d ever seen before.


  She slapped his cock on her tongue, moaning, and breathing hard, her hips rocking and her free hand on her right breast. She began licking his cock, her soft tongue fluttering up and down his shaft.


  The way she touched, licked, and stared at his cock went beyond lust or enthusiasm. There was an air of desperation to her actions, as if she’d been craving cock, and now that she had one was either afraid he’d take it from her or that she wasn’t doing enough to please him.


  She had no worries either way as Justin wasn’t moaning just from how good it felt, but taboo thrill that not only was his mother sucking his dick, but better far better than Emily.


  The way she moved her tongue, long licks mixed in with quick flicks and that rapid fluttering motion, peppering his cock with soft wet touches, sometimes from just the tip of her tongue, other times the entire thing.


  Mom was now swirling that talented tongue around his head and Justin’s thighs trembled and his hips moved as she traced the sensitive ridge beneath his tip. The head of his cock was an angry purple, his shaft throbbing, and his balls aching as she teased him. He swore he’d never been this hard in his life.


  “I could play with this dick all night,” she whispered. “Make you cum, then suck you hard again, then again. Drain these balls until there’s nothing left. Make you give it all to you mother.”


  She lowered her head, wrapping her lips around his shaft then sliding up and down, working his cock between them. She switched to the other side, trailing them along his full length while lightly teasing his balls with her long nails.


  When she reached the top, Mom slipped him back between her lips and resumed bobbing her head, but slowly this time. Taking his right hand, she placed it on her head. Justin wrapped his hand into her hair, and Mom sighed as he gently pushed and pulled, guiding her mouth along his shaft.


  He reached down with his other hand, cupping her right breast and Mom whimpered around his dick as he rubbed her nipple between his fingers. She increased the speed of her sucking, working her lips further down his shaft each time her head descended until she was taking him all the way.


  She gagged as she repeatedly deep throated him but kept going. She wasn’t just sucking faster, but harder, driving her head down, impaling her mouth on her son’s cock.


  Afraid he’d hurt her in his increasing excitement, Justin moved his hands from her breast and her hair, once more placing them on the arms of the chair while his mother devoured his cock in a lust crazed frenzy.


  She pounded his cock so hard into her mouth her eyes were watering, and her face now beat red from exertion. Mom had both hands on his thighs, using just her mouth to please him.


  Justin squeezed the arms of the chair hard enough to whiten his knuckles as Mom guggled and gagged on his cock so aggressively it bordered on violent. Spit and drool spilled from the corners of her mouth as she sucked, only to be slurped up the next time she took him deep.


  His balls were slick with the spit she didn’t get, and there were strands of it hanging from her chin. Emily had never sucked him the way his mother was, sloppy, nasty, and moaning like just having his dick in her mouth was going to make her come.


  Justin’s thighs trembled, his legs straightening by her sides and his body tensing. His balls grew tighter, and his cock twitched in her mouth as her out of control sucking took its toll on him, bringing him closer to coming with each frenzied suck.


  As close as he was, his cock seemingly growing even harder in anticipation, Justin’s focus was still on his mother, and the hot mess she’d become while slaving between his thighs.


  Her face wasn’t just red, but sweaty, that moisture joining the tears flowing down her cheeks from continually choking herself on his sizable cock. Her hair had fallen across her face, partially obscuring his view of her sucking, but adding its own sexy thrill.


  His cock was as much of a mess as she was, glistening with drool, smeared with red lipstick, and his balls slimy from the sticky mess flowing down his shaft. The noises his mother was making were straight out of the nasty face fucking porn videos he’d once watched, and like nothing he’d every heard from Emily.


  His ex would moan and sigh around which cock which he thought was sexy as fuck, but nothing compared to his mother’s gagging, slurping and loud gasps when she’d release his cock for a moment to try to catch her breath.


  “Come for me!” Mom moaned breathlessly when she let his cock fall from her lips and bob between her legs. “Give mommy something sweeter and stickier than that frosting.”


  She took him back into her mouth for several more moan inspiring sucks, that caused a fresh wave of spit to flow from her mouth. She removed him from her mouth once more.


  “Give it to me, baby! I know it’s your birthday, but I’m working hard for my gift, let me have it?” She widened her eyes and pushed her sticky lower lip out in a pout. “Please?” she begged in a little girl voice that gave him a strange thrill to hear coming from her. “Please, Justin? Please let me have it?”


  She resumed devouring his cock, and between her amazing mouth and what she’d just said, he could no longer control his hips, thrusting them upward and driving his cock into her plunging mouth.


  Mom’s watery eyes focused on his and she dug her nails into his thighs, while she stopped sucking, and let him fuck her mouth.


  “Fuck, oh…” Justin had been right on the edge, but he couldn’t shove his cock as deep into her mouth with just his hips.


  Losing control, he grabbed the sides of her head and shoved her mouth down in him. Mom’s reaction to his surprising and aggressive move was to moan loudly and resumed bobbing her head, as Justin wrapped his fingers in her hair and pumped his cock into her once again descending mouth.


  He gasped, then groaned when his cock exploded. He’d been buried deep in her mouth when he went off, and Mom squealed, then gagged when he sent his first spurt down her throat.


  Her eyes bulged, and cum erupted from the sides of her mouth when his second squirt coincided with her gagging. But she not only continued to suck, but just as eagerly.


  Her hands remained on his thighs, her nails digging into his skin to the point it was painful, but nothing compared to the pleasure he was experiencing as his mother gobbled his spurting cock.


  Still just using her mouth she gurgled and slurped the cum from his cock, more of it flowing out of her mouth, only to be sucked back up. Her eyes were now closed and there was a look of lustful bliss on her face that had him convinced his mother wasn’t just good at sucking cock but loved doing it.


  “Oh, god,” he moaned when his cock stopped flowing, but Mom continued to suck and swirl her tongue around his sensitive head.


  There was still a lot of cum in her mouth and she was swishing it around his cock as she eased her head back, so she was only sucking on his tip.


  “Stop!” he gasped when she kept going, working his head, which at this point was like a raw nerve. “Please stop.”


  She giggled, and kept going and Justin pushed on her head, trying to get his cock from her mouth. With a sigh, Mom released his cock, along with the cum she’d been storing.


  “Damn,” Justin whispered as he watched his mother drool his huge load down onto his cock.


  The hot sticky fluid slid down his shaft, some dripping onto his balls. Mom leaned over his still twitching cock and slowly lapped the cum up with her tongue, cleaning his cock and smacking her lips as she slurped it back into her mouth.


  “How’s that, honey?” Mom sat back on her knees, and after wiping cum from her chin with the back of her hand, licked it clean. “Good gift?”


  “I…oh my god, Mom.” He slumped back in the chair. “I can’t believe you did that.”


  “Better than your ex-girlfriend?”


  “Better than a damn porn star.” Justin’s heart was still pounding, he couldn’t remember ever coming that hard. “Goddamn, Mom, that was the best blow job ever.”


  “Bet none of my friend’s sons have ever told them that.” She giggled.


  Mom remained on her knees, and his breath caught when she took his still hard cock in her hand.


  “And you, my birthday boy, have a beautiful dick.” She slowly pumped it, not caring about how wet and sticky it was.


  “None of my friends’ moms have ever said that to them.” He returned her joke, but his eyes were on her hand sliding along his cock.


  “Still hard.” Mom’s eyes were also glued to his dick in her hand. “Still so hard.”


  “Yeah, stays that way sometimes.” He sounded like an idiot, but it was hard to think straight when your topless mother was playing with your dick.


  “I need it,” Mom whispered, and releasing his cock rose to her feet. “I need it so bad.”


  After what had just happened, Justin didn’t think he could be surprised, but when Mom hiked her dress up, exposing her red thong, his mouth fell open. To shocked to move, he watched his mother pull her thong down.


  The way the crotch of the red material momentarily stuck, before peeling away from her was a testament to how wet she’d gotten while sucking him off. Justin swallowed hard as he stared at the small triangular patch of reddish brown hair between his mother’s thighs as she pushed the thong down past her knees.


  She stepped out of it, and with a laugh, kicked it at him. Justin let it hit him in the chest, his attention on his mother’s pink slit, and the way she put one knee up between his leg and the side of the chair.


  “Mom, what are you…?” He left the question hanging as not only was it obvious what she was going to do, but she’d swung her other leg over his, and was now straddling him.


  Justin’s heart pounded and his breath caught in anticipation as he was confronted with her bare breasts in his face as she gripped his cock, holding it as she began to lower herself onto him.


  The tip of his cock had just met her warm wet flesh when the sound of the back door opening caused Mom to shove herself off the chair. Jesus, Dad was home, they were so caught up in the heat of the moment, they hadn’t even heard the car door in the driveway.


  Mom hurriedly stepped back, so she’d be out of the view of the kitchen doorway while she pulled up her top, then smooth her dress down. His adrenaline pumping now pumping in fear rather than excitement, Justin lifted his hips, yanking his boxers and jeans back over his sticky, and now rapidly deflating cock.


  “What are you guys doing in there?” Dad asked from the dining room.


  His voice grew closer, as he spoke, and Mom pointed to Justin’s chest, her eyes wide. He looked down and saw her thong resting on his stomach, and grabbing it, balled it up, and shoved it up under his shirt.


  “Hey, honey, you get the ice cream?” Mom asked, sounding a lot calmer than Justin felt.


  “Yeah, it’s in the dining room. You guys didn’t have to wait for me to have some cake.”


  “Course we did, right, honey?”


  Not trusting himself to speak, Justin simply nodded.


  “What were you guys doing?” Dad looked at each of them. “You’re both all red, the AC not working in here?”


  “We were just horsing around a little.” Mom shrugged. “Thinks just because he’s twenty I can’t still take him down.”


  “Watch out for your mother, she can handle herself,” Dad told him, then looked at mom. “Guess you didn’t wait for me, did you?”


  “What do you mean?” Mom asked.


  “Because,” he tapped his chin to indicate hers, “you have some frosting on your face.”


  In the excitement of his mother ready to mount his cock, Justin hadn’t noticed, there was still some cum on his mother’s face.


  “What can I say?” Mom flashed his father a big smile as she wiped it off with her finger and sucked it into her mouth. “I’m a sucker for anything white and creamy.”




  Chapter Five


   



   



  Justin paced back and forth in his room. It was four o’clock and an hour after they’d sat down and had cake and ice cream. While they’d sat at the table, Justin had been a nervous wreck.


  His cock was wet between his legs, and his mother’s thong was now shoved in his pocket, a move he’d accomplished while following his father into the dining room. He felt a mixture of shame and guilt as he lay there, realizing that not only had what they’d done was wrong in every way, but he’d technically gotten a blow job from someone else’s wife…that someone being his father.


  But he couldn’t deny that also blended in with the feelings he knew he should rightfully have, was another one, lust. He couldn’t stop looking at his mother, as she sat there bare assed beneath her dress, smiling, and chatting away, as if she hadn’t just been on her knees sucking down her son’s cum like it was the best thing she’d ever tasted.


  He couldn’t get it out of his head, the visual of her sweating and slobbering over his cock, the way she’d moaned as she drained his cock. Most of all, what kept replaying in his mind even sitting across from his father was the way Mom had been ready to have sex with him.


  The look of lust in her eyes, the way she’d pulled down her thong and hiked up her dress. The all to brief glimpse he’d gotten of her pussy. That one oh, so brief feeling of his spongy cockhead pressed to her hot sticky flesh while her amazing tits hung in his face.


  His cock kept swelling while trying to make small talk with his father, and he’d eventually gone silent, eating his cake and ice cream while staring at his mother with a lust he’d never felt before, even with Emily who he used to think was the hottest girl he’d been with.


  Girl was now the operative word in his mind. Emily was his age, a girl. A pretty girl, a sexy girl, and a playful fun lover, but Mom had just shown him the difference between a girl and a woman.


  The aggressiveness, the way she took what she wanted from him, the confidence, the experience and enthusiasm, and the borderline disturbing skill as a lover she’d exhibited, had overwhelmed him and…he wanted more.


  No amount of guilt could stop him from wishing his father hadn’t come home, that his mother would have slipped him inside her and ridden him on the chair. Justin kept imagining how it would have been.


  His mother’s tits bouncing in front of him, his hands on her ass guiding her as she bounced on his cock, riding him as wildly and lustfully as she’d gone down on him. This time when he’d cum, it would be inside, his cock shooting off deep into his mother’s tight wet pussy.


  The noises she’d made sucking him made him wonder how she’d moan and squeal while fucking him. She’d say his name over and over and beg him to give it to her the way shed begged for his load in her mouth.


  Unfortunately, part of the reason Justin had as much time to visualize his mother going full porn star on him was because Mom and Dad had started bickering again. Justin had been so lost in his taboo thoughts, he wasn’t sure what started it, but no matter what Dad said, Mom had a snarky reply.


  At first, when one of them would glance over to him, they’d stop, but after a while, and maybe because they could tell he was lost in his own thoughts, they didn’t bother. Justin decided to mercifully end his ‘party’ when Dad brought up needing to meet a client at the Country Club.


  Mom had gotten seriously pissed, using it being Justin’s birthday as a reason he shouldn’t go. Dad had countered by saying Justin was going to work for six, so it wasn’t that big of a deal.


  Justin had backed him up on that, saying he didn’t care, but Mom had kept at it. He’d taken that opportunity to thank them for the annual lame party, and he was going to take a nap before work and sleep off his cake.


  As soon as he’d gotten upstairs, he remembered he still had her thong and removed it from his pocket. Feeling like a loser, but unable to stop himself, he sniffed the crotch and sighed at the scent of his mother’s pussy.


  He sank even lower when he noticed his sticky and slick the crotch was. He rubbed his fingers in it, then licked them, and his cock stirred at not just the taste, but thinking of getting it from the source and not her underwear.


  He managed to make himself bury the thong in his hamper and try to focus on something else. In a minute that something else was his parent’s voices as they rose from downstairs. They weren’t clear enough through the floor to hear exact words, but he did hear mom say something about trust.


  Ironic seeing she’d blown her son behind her husband’s back, but he’d gone along with it and had no room to judge. Justin did try to nap, putting his ear buds in to drown out his parents.


  But he couldn’t sleep, now with no distractions his thoughts were solely focused on Mom’s ‘gift’ to him, and what had almost been the biggest crossing of the line, possible, having sex with his mother.


  Sex that he admittedly wanted. At first he tried to tell himself it was heat of the moment. The woman had just sucked him off and was now stripping her thong off and trying to hop on.


  His confused lust addled mind not capable of reason, he saw no issue with it. But that was proven wrong as not only over cake, but then lying in his bed, his cock was hard at the thought of fucking his mother.


  Despite having come, and come damn hard, Justin’s hand kept straying to his cock to jerk off, but he held back. As horny as he was, with mom out of sight and not tempting him just by being there, he was trying to be rational and tell himself how wrong it was.


  Leave it as a one time wild kinky incident he could never tell anyone about, but would most likely be one hell of a dirty memory for the rest of his life. That meant not jacking off while thinking of her.


  Hyped up and horned out, he’d gotten out of bed, and paced his room. He needed to try and do something, anything to get his mother out of his mind. He thought of calling work to see if he could go in a couple of hours early to get out of the house.


  He’d had his phone in his hand as he stood by his window and scrolling for work’s number when he saw Dad leaving the house with his clubs. He lowered the phone and popped the buds out of his ears, one thought in his mind.


  Dad was gone, he and Mom were alone. Would she still want to? Was she going to come into his room and pick up where they left off? Did he have it in him to go downstairs and approach her for it?


  Justin resumed pacing as his mind spun on a different topic. He stopped in mid-step when he heard the familiar sound of the one creaky step near the top of the stairs, the one he always had to remember to skip over when he was coming home late at night and trying to be quiet.


  He held his breath as his cock once again made its presence known while he hoped she’d knock on his door, then come in and…


  He frowned when she walked past his door and down the hall towards her room. Justin went over to his door, uncertain what to do, then heard a door close, and a moment later the shower running.


  His mother in the shower, naked, soap running down over her breasts and stomach, down her thighs, looking like his cum as it dripped from her mouth. Maybe he could go in there, strip down, get in the shower with her, and…


  No, he couldn’t do it. Who knows what made Mom give him a blow job? Maybe it was something she already regretted the way he kept telling himself he should. After all, if she still wanted him, Dad had just left.


  Unless she was showering in preparation to come to him? No, why would she need to do that? Justin leaned his forehead against the door, his mind in turmoil as he tried to make sense of what happened and where they’d go from there.


  The water shut off and now Justin imagined her drying off, patting those magnificent tits with the towel, sliding it between her legs while water still glistened on the rest of her body, her wet hair looking good on her skin and…


  He was out of control, his cock so hard it was aching and bending painfully in his jeans. He heard the bathroom door open and once again waited in hopes she’d come to his room. When her bedroom door closed, he leaned back, then banged his head on the door in frustration.


  What was he going to do? Would even going to work help? He lived here and had to see his mother every day, and this wasn’t something he’d sleep off in a night, it would take a long time to see her as a just his mother again and try to forget this.


  “Okay,” he said aloud. “Slow down and think.”


  What had Mom always told him when he had a problem? That he could talk to her no matter what it was, especially now that he was an adult. She said if something bothered him it was best to talk it out or it would just fester and get worse.


  That’s what he’d do. Dad was gone, and he had an hour and a half before he had to go to work. He’d talk to her, ask her what happened, and why and what were they going to do.


  Right, he opened the door as he talked himself up. He’d be a man about this, go to her and get this straightened out. He padded barefoot down the corridor, trying to be quiet in case he backed down at the last minute.


  Because in the end, what was he going to say to her? Should he admit he was fine with her wanting more? Should he play it safe and say it was wrong and what now? He lifted his hand to knock, then jumped back when the door opened.


  “Jesus!” Mom, clad in a long, and he couldn’t help noticing, unsexy, purple terry cloth bathrobe, jumped back. “You scared me.”


  “Sorry, I just um…”


  “We need to talk, and I was coming to see you.” Mom stepped back into her room and gestured to the bed. “Sit down, Justin.”


  “Okay.” He walked past her, catching the scent of her strawberry body wash, and noticing her hair was still wet.


  But the over sized robe was tied tightly showing nothing of her chest, and she appeared nervous, and much more sober than earlier. Justin sat down on the foot of the bed, feeling another tangle of emotions.


  One was relief, her mode of dress and seriousness told him whatever happened before was not going to happen again. But he’d be lying of he didn’t admit he was disappointed as well, because had she wanted more, he would be more than happy to let her have whatever she wanted.


  Mom sat down next to him and released a long sigh.


  “Honey, I’m sorry about earlier. That was wrong on every level, and I should never have done that to you.”


  So much for a follow up, Justin thought, guilt, and shame it was then.


  “I feel awful. I was drunk and there’s things going on you don’t know about that pushed me to do something that never should have even entered my mind.”


  “It’s okay, Mom.” Justin saw she looked genuinely upset and put his hand over hers where it rested on her thigh. “I mean, it’s not like it’s all your fault. I didn’t try too hard to stop you.”


  “You did try though, you said we couldn’t, asked what was wrong with me. You tried to stand up and I pushed you back in the chair.”


  “True, but I’m bigger than you.” He gave her a forced smile. “Not like you can really overpower me if I don’t want you to.”


  “But I’m your mother. You were raised by me, to listen to me, and I took advantage of that, and of you. I…gave my son a blow job. God, what was I thinking?”


  “What were you thinking?” Seeing they were going down the regret path, he now wanted to know what did inspire his mother to do it. “You weren’t that drunk.”


  “No, there’s no level of drunk that should lead a mother to do that. It was part of it, but mainly I was hurt, and lonely, and frustrated, and I just…I needed to…be a woman I guess.”


  “I know you and dad aren’t getting along, but you not having sex doesn’t really seem like that good of a reason either.”


  When she nodded and looked away he squeezed her hand.


  “Come on, Mom, talk to me, I was coming to talk to you because you said we can talk about anything.”


  “My own words used against me,” Mom grunted. “I keep sinking to new levels of low here.”


  “No, it’s true, you always listened no matter what it was, so I’ll do the same.”


  “Your father had an affair.” Mom said it so quickly he wasn’t sure he heard her right.


  “Dad…cheated on you?” He shook his head. “I can’t believe it.”


  “I didn’t either, I heard it from his partner Ron who’s known me since a year after your father met me. He told me it was with a young intern and when I refused to believe him, he told me where they’d be, and sure enough I caught your father with her at a motel.”


  “Holy shit,” Justin whispered, all thoughts of sex falling away. “When was this?”


  “Three months ago. I confronted him, and he argued. I was going to throw him out but didn’t because of you. You’re in college, you need to focus and do well, we didn’t want to put you through anything.”


  “But …is he still doing it?” Justin snapped his fingers. “Now I get all your comments, especially about holes on the golf course.”


  “He said he ended it, and I want to believe him. The intern was transferred, and he’s been at work any time I’ve checked on him, golf course too, but it’s hard and I’m still hurt.”


  “I don’t blame you. He.” He paused. “I’m not supposed to know, right?”


  “Right. We’re trying to work through it, seeing a counselor. I think I want it to work, but I’ve felt so betrayed. I mean I think I still look good, and I’m fun and…” She snorted derisively. “As my son just learned I think I’m pretty good at things that make a man happy.”


  “Then why did he do it?”


  “Because she’s only a little older than you, pretty, tight little body, little giggles, and pouts, calls him sir, and came onto him. It’s as simple as a midlife, fifty year old guy gets attention from a girl young enough to be his daughter while his wife of over twenty years gripes at him about not giving it to her, or how much he works, and the whole boring routine of life.”


  “He wouldn’t have sex with you, but would with her?”


  “Young and…new pussy to put it bluntly. My dad was a cheat, many men from that generation thought it was fine. I once heard him say to my mother that every once in a while a man needs to sink into strange flesh.”


  “That’s…wrong.”


  “It is. But two wrongs don’t make a right and I have ridden him constantly. All my digs, snooping on him, I won’t let him near me now and he’s been trying. I don’t want a pity fuck and I’m not giving him make up sex.”


  “But what about what happened today?”


  “I didn’t say I wasn’t above revenge sex.” Mom turned so she could look at him. “I’ve been drinking too much, fighting with him too much. I’m horny, and I’m hurt and I’m angry.


  “Three times in the last month when he was out with clients and you were working I got dressed up and planned on hitting a bar or club and finding a young guy to take to a motel and fuck senseless for a few hours.


  “Then I stop myself, wash off the trashy make up, take off the slutty dress, hop into bed, get off with the vibe, and cry myself to sleep.”


  “I’m sorry, Mom.” He put his arm around her. “You deserve better.”


  “And you deserve a decent mother. I…that text you sent this morning. Of course, I knew it wasn’t meant for me, but I’d already been drinking, and I started to think about it. You’ve been alone and frustrated, it’s your birthday, you deserved what you wanted.


  “But mostly it was about what happened with your father. I wanted to get even, and I wanted it to be like what he did, with some young kid my son’s age, so why not my son? He’d never suspect it, you can’t tell, and I can have the satisfaction of looking at him and feeling even because I had another man’s cock in my mouth and had he not come home…”


  She stopped and rubbed the side of her head.


  “If he hadn’t come home things would have been a whole lot more complicated.” Mom took his hand in hers. “I’m sorry, Justin. This was all on me, and I don’t want you to feel responsible or feel bad about it. It was a sick thing to do, and I can’t tell you how ashamed of myself I am. I was selfish, bitter and not thinking, I must have embarrassed the hell out of you.”


  “Embarrass?’


  “Maybe embarrassed for me. Your middle-aged mother who is so goddamn pathetic her husband doesn’t want her anymore and she sucked her son’s dick to feel validated as a woman.”


  “You’re not pathetic, Mom, just frustrated I guess.”


  “Pathetic and abusive.”


  “What?” Justin was taken aback. “You abusive? What are you talking about?”


  “I molested you, Justin!” Mom wiped at her now moist eyes. “I forced that on you, and yes, you reacted, but you’re a guy and I made you sit there and once I started, your body took over. You probably felt awful afterwards, dirty and used and…”


  “I loved it,” he cut her off.


  “And I took my damn dress down and the way I did it, like some cock crazed drunken slut you’d find in a bar at 2 am and…” she stopped and blinked as if she’d just understood what he’d said.


  “You what?” For the first time since they’d sat down, she met his gaze. “What did you just say?”


  “I said I loved it.” Now it was his turn to look away as he awkwardly continued a conversation that sounded like something out a weird incest porn video. “That was…” He shook his head and took the plunge. “The best blow job I’ve ever seen, let alone had.”


  “Not sure what I’m supposed to say to that,” Mom sighed.


  “Not just how good it felt, but the way you do it.”


  “Don’t remind me.” She put her hand over her eyes. “God, what you must think of me.”


  “I think you’re fucking hot as hell.” Justin surprised himself by saying pretty much what he thought.


  “I already blew you, honey.” Mom gave him a wry smile. “You don’t have to kiss up to me.”


  “I mean it,” Justin told her. “I always knew you were kind of a milf, a couple guys at school used to bust me up about you being hot, but I never thought of you like that.”


  “You’re not supposed to.” She shrugged. “And I’m not supposed to make you see me like that.”


  “But you did, and yeah, at first I was like what the hell is going on, but when you took your top down, the way you just popped them out and showed them too me, then played with them.”


  “I’ve had prouder moments.”


  “I couldn’t believe it. I knew it was wrong, but I was like, holy shit my mother has great tits! Then the way you sucked.”


  “I was there, I don’t need a replay, honey.” She put her hand on his arm. “I appreciate the flattery and you telling me it’s okay, but…”


  “No buts.” Justin cut her off. “You looked so fucking hot. The way you were going at it, I thought women were only like that in the movies, and I kept thinking, this is my mother!”


  “One of us was thinking,” Mom muttered.


  “I swear I never came that hard before, and when you stood up? The way you took off your thong and was going to hop on? I can’t stop thinking about it.”


  “Justin, we…” She cocked her head as she looked at him. “Really?”


  “I was hard the entire time I was upstairs! I kept sniffing your thong and seeing you hiking up your dress, and staring at me, and how we…: he took a breath to try and slow down. “We would have had sex.”


  “Yes, and it would have been even more wrong than…”


  “Why not?” He stared her in the eye. “That’s what you said to me when I said you couldn’t blow me. Why not? And honestly? I couldn’t think of a good answer.”


  “There’s a lot of them.”


  “I’m an adult, Mom, and I said no at first, but not for long. The second you let me touch those amazing tits, it was all over.”


  “You really think I have nice tits?” To his surprise, she blushed; a huge difference from the shameless persona she’d exhibited earlier.


  “Better than nice,” he assured her. “I guess I couldn’t help noticing before that you’re kind of big on top, but when I saw them I was blown away.”


  “You were blown away all right.” This time she did smile a little when she made the remark.


  “I knew I shouldn’t want to, but I had to touch them, and they felt better than they looked. Emily was kind of small on top and the two other girls I’ve been with weren’t that big either.”


  “What can I say? Real women have real boobs.” Mom’s smile was bigger than the previous one, and Justin felt the first glimmer of hope that this could turn into more than a conversation.


  “You were right about that, when you said Emily was a girl, but older women know what to do, you weren’t kidding. The way you just pushed me back and took what you wanted.”


  “Like I said, some would call that rape.” Mom’s smile faded.


  Shit, one step forward, one step back, but he kept going.


  “Are you kidding, it was sexy as fuck! With Emily I always had to make the first move and had to be all sweet lovey dovey first, you just went at it, and it was so hot.”


  “You really liked it?”


  “Couldn’t you tell?” Justin laughed.


  “I hoped you liked it and it wasn’t just from me taking it.” Mom sighed wistfully. “Damn you were so hard, and making you that hard made me want to please you even more.


  “I wanted to show you how good I was, show you I’d do anything for you, even that if it’s what you really wanted.” She grinned. “I suppose a bottle and a half of wine and wanting revenge sex didn’t hurt.”


  While she spoke, she crossed her legs, and Justin followed the movement. It caused the bottom of the robe to open, exposing her leg up past her knee. She was barefoot, and his eyes roamed from her red tipped toes, up along her shapely calf, and to the lower part of her thigh, until the purple material obscured his view.


  Just staring at her lower leg, a part of her body he’d seen countless times had his cock stirring. He imagined her foot on his chest or shoulder as she lay on her back, her legs up while he fucked her.


  Or her long legs wrapped around him, or…anything she wanted, anyway she wanted. His gaze drifted to her chest, where her breasts, although concealed by the robe, were still prominent.


  Some of her still damp hair had fallen over her shoulder and he imagined what it would look like over her bare flesh, or better yet, his.


  “My eyes are up here, honey.” Mom cut into his very un-son like perusal of her body.


  “Sorry, I was just…” Oh, why not? After what had already happened what did he have to lose? “Checking you out.”


  “In this?” She tugged on the robe. “This is the most unsexy, boring mom robe ever made.”


  “But now I know what’s under that robe.” He wet his lips. “Nothing but those gorgeous tits and that hot body.”


  “I…” Mom looked as if she were struggling between what she should say and what she wanted to say.


  Justin remained silent as he watched her internal conflict, hoping she’d do what in reality was the wrong thing, but what his lust addled mind and now fully hard cock wanted more than anything.


  “You don’t have to flatter me, Justin.”


  “I’m not, I mean it!” He gestured to her. “Look at you, no make-up and you’re still beautiful. Wearing that ratty robe and still sexy.”


  “You think I’m beautiful?” Mom blushed again. “You’re not just saying that because I’m feeling needy, pathetic and I got you off?”


  “If I was lying I wouldn’t have this.” Justin boldly grabbed her hand and before she could resist, put it on his crotch.


  “Oh.” Mom’s eyes widened. “Honey, you’re hard again.”


  “I told you, I’ve been hard almost the entire time since Dad had come home. Even sitting at the table. All I could think of was what would have happened if he didn’t come in.”


  “What would have happened wouldn’t have been right.” Despite her words, her hand was still on his cock, and just her touching him through his jeans had his balls aching.


  “Know what’s not right?” Justin put his hand over hers, pushing it on his cock. “That you did this to me. You made me want you, and now you’re trying to pretend you don’t want me.”


  “This is so not fair,” Mom whispered, but to his delight rubbed her hand along his cock. “So hard, and for me, and not because I’m making you get that way.”


  “You are making me, just thinking about you has me this way.” He groaned when she rubbed more firmly. “I can think of an even better present than you gave me and it’s right here in front of me waiting to be unwrapped.”


  “You want me.” Mom sucked on her lower lip. “You’re not just trying to make me feel good.”


  “I’m done trying.” Justin surprised her, and himself, by taking her face in his hands and pulling her towards him.


  Her startled reply was cut off when he pressed his lips to hers. Mom gasped in surprise and her green eyes went wide as his lips all but devouring hers as he kissed her with a passion he’d never felt before.


  For a few heart stopping moments, she didn’t return the kiss and she removed her hand from his crotch. Desperate, Justin kissed her harder, his hands sliding past her face in into her damp hair.


  His hopes were dashed when mom put her hands on his chest and pushed him away. She quickly stood up and backed away from him.


  “We can’t, honey.” She shook her head to emphasize her words. “I’m sorry, I know I started this, but we can’t finish it. It’s wrong.”


  “You get to decide what’s wrong?” Justin rose to his feet, wincing as his raging hard on bent in his jeans. “You said earlier was wrong, but you did it anyway, and got me wanting more. Now it’s wrong?”


  “I know, it’s my fault,” Mom agreed. “It’s not fair to you, and not fair to me either, because I…I want it, Justin.” She put her hands to her hands in her hair. “I want it so bad! But I’m the parent here, and I fucked up, but I can stop it from getting worse.”


  “You want it?” Justin approached her, and she backed away, moving around to the side of the bed nervously.


  “I shouldn’t say it, but I’m as wet as you are hard, and I was wet at the table after your father came home and I kept looking at you and thinking about how I was so close to riding that cock that was still hard even after I sucked you dry.”


  “You’re so hot when you talk dirty,” Justin whispered as came over to stand in front of her. “Mom, if you want it, why can’t we?”


  “Go ask anyone you know if you should have sex with your mother.”


  “Who has to know?” Justin stepped closer and she looked as if she wanted to move, but her legs were against the bed.


  “We’d know.”


  “It would be our little secret.” Justin put his hands on her shoulders.


  “Baby.” She put her hands on his. “I’m sorry I have you thinking this is okay, but we need to stop because you’re making it really hard for me to do the right thing here.”


  “You’re the one making it really hard.” He glanced down meaningfully at his swollen cock. “And know what? In the living room, you took what you wanted. Pushed me back and told me to sit back and enjoy it.”


  “Justin…”


  “It’s my turn.” Justin gave her a push sending her back onto the bed.


  Mom yelped in surprise, then gasped when Justin crawled onto the bed between her legs and grabbed the tie to her robe, pulling it open. Before she could react, he flipped the sides back, exposing her body to him.


  “Oh god!” she gasped when he leaned over and eagerly sucked her right nipple into his mouth.


  Justin moaned as he flicked his tongue around her nipple, his hands cupping both her breasts and squeezing them. He moved his head, now sucking her other nipple as she squirmed beneath, moaning.


  She grabbed his head in her hands, pushing his mouth from her breast, and Justin groaned in frustration, ready to concede that she really wasn’t going to let him have her. But his heart leaped, and his cock jumped in his pants, when she pulled him up towards her.


  “Kiss me again,” she whispered breathlessly. “Just like you did before.”


  Justin eagerly slid up over her and lowered his lips to hers. This time his kiss was returned with the same urgency with which she’d sucked his cock earlier. Her parted lips crushed against his, her tongue driving into his mouth with a force that made him groan.


  Her arms went around him, pulling him down her. Resting on his forearms, Justin returned the kiss with equal vigor, his lips working across hers as their tongues waged war between them.


  The moans she emitted from deep in her throat had his hips moving, grinding his crotch into her soft stomach. Mom’s hands slid up across his shoulders and down his arms, squeezing them, before sliding down his sides.


  She grabbed his shirt, tugging it up as high as she could before his arms got in the way. Justin sat back on his knees, stripping his shirt off, and tossing it on the floor.


  “Hmm,” Mom purred as her hands went to his hard flat stomach, and playfully ran her nails across it. “You’re pretty damn sexy yourself.”


  Her hands slid down and unsnapped his jeans, yanking his zipper down and trying to reach into his pants. As much as he wanted his cock in her hand, mouth, pussy or anywhere she’d let him put it, he pushed her hand away.


  “What’s the matter?” Minutes after trying to deny she wanted him, she now looked upset he was stopping her.


  “Like I said, it’s my turn.” He leaned over her once more, but this time buried his face in her neck, his lips fastening to her soft skin.


  “I love that,” she moaned as she angled her head to the side, giving him better access. “Hmm, be careful, baby, you keep kissing me there I won’t be able to control myself.”


  “Promise?” he whispered in her ear, then playfully nibbled her earlobe.


  Mom giggled and he felt a wave of affection for her in addition to his lust. This giggle wasn’t the drunken one of earlier, this was a woman giving in, having fun, and enjoying herself.


  Justin planned to make her do more than giggle but was forcing himself to take his time. He had no idea what was going to happen after today, and for all he knew it could be their only time and he was going to make it as memorable as the blow job she’d given him.


  He slid his lips along her neck as her hands now roamed over his bare shoulders and back, alternately caressing him with her soft palms and using her nails to tickle him, sending a pleasant shiver through him.


  Justin eased lips over, now sucking gently on creamy hollow of her throat. Mom’s nails dug harder into his back, and she moaned in delight as he ran his tongue up her throat, then teased it over her chin before running it along her lips, tracing them, before kissing her softly.


  Mom’s hips were moving, grinding up into him as he moved her hair and kissed the other side of her neck. She released a contented sigh as he nuzzled into her kissing and licking her creamy flesh while his balls ached with desire and his cock felt as if it were going to burst from his boxers.


  He trailed his lips back across her throat then down her chest, working his way towards her breasts. He teased them both by kissing and licking the patch of freckles between them as Mom arched her back, pushing her tits at him.


  Her hands slid down his sides, then cupped her breasts and lifted them.


  “Suck them,” she breathed, her eyes as bright with lust as they had been earlier. “Please suck them, baby, please?”


  Her begging both turned him on, but also made him feel bad for her. His mother was a gorgeous woman with an amazing body and as she proved earlier was pretty dam wild.


  The fact his father not only paid her no attention, but cheated on her, and with some young girl was flat out not fair. His mother was too good to be begging for attention, never mind it was from her son.


  If he had his way she’d never go without again and his father could do whatever the hell he wanted. He’d take good care of his mother, give her amazing body all the attention either of them could handle.


  That would star now as he flicked his tongue across her left nipple, before tracing a slow circle around it. Mom whimpered, and pressed her pink nub into his lips.


  “Suck it, suck it hard!”


  Justin didn’t need to be told twice. Opening wide he sucked as much of her firm flesh into his mouth as he could while swirling his tongue over her nipple.


  “Yes, oh, yes.” Mom wrapped her legs around his waist, her hot thighs pressing into his sides. “Honey, that feels so good!”


  Justin switched to her other breast while teasing her now wet nipple with his fingers. Mom’s hips moved faster, and he moaned as her bare pussy ground into his stomach just above his jeans.


  He could feel how wet and stick she was and couldn’t hold back any longer. Backing down the bed he trailed his tongue down her stomach, making her giggle again when on a whim, he plunged it into her navel.


  He slid down onto his stomach, and the way his mother opened her legs for him, had his hips rocking, pushing his yearning cock into the mattress. Justin placed his hands on her lush soft thighs and for a few seconds remained still.


  His face was inches from his mother’s pussy, her pink, glistening, and totally forbidden pussy. He licked his lips as he leaned closer and couldn’t resist taking a deep breath, inhaling her scent.


  Justin planned to go slow, teasing a little, trying to impress her by showing her she wasn’t the only one in the house who knew how to use their tongue. But with her hot flesh so close the way her thighs trembled beneath his fingers, he lost control.


  “Oh, Justin!” Mom cried out when he buried his face between her thighs.


  Justin didn’t lick he pussy, he practically attacked it, using his fingers to spread her wide and driving his tongue into her hot wet hole. He moaned at the wicked combination of tasting her juices with his nostrils full of the sweet smell of his mother’s slit.


  He ran his tongue from inside her, running it up and down through her spread lips. He was lapping her pussy like a thirsty dog, no patience, no skill, just pressing his tongue to her sticky flesh and licking her repeatedly.


  “Fuck!” Mom groaned, her nails scratching his scalp as she gripped his short hair. “That’s it, baby! Eat that sloppy cunt! Show me how bad you want it.”


  She pumped her hips, grinding her pink flesh into his face as he managed to slow himself down and focus on her swollen clit. He pushed her lips together, causing her clit to further protrude and when he sucked it between his lips, Mom squealed, and her legs straightened around him.


  Her feet slid over his legs, pressing on his calves, and pushing on them as she used him to push her hips higher, shoving her pussy into his mouth. Justin sucked her clit, then worked his lips and tongue down, licking and slurping on her pussy in the same sloppy way she’d gone after his cock.


  “Just like that, honey,” Mom moaned as she gripped his hair tighter and held his head as she ground her pussy into his face. “Lick it, suck it! Make me come for you!”


  Justin ran his tongue back up to meet her clit, and sliding his right hand down, pushed two fingers deep inside her. He couldn’t believe how wet she was. Not just wet, but hot and tight and he gasped when her pussy clenched around his fingers.


  “Going to do that to your cock when you fuck me,” Mom moaned. “Because you are going to fuck me, Justin. You’re going to make me come then shove that big hard dick inside me!”


  Justin groaned as he worked her clit, licking and sucking while he boldly added a third finger inside her.


  “Bad boy,” Mom whimpered as he worked his fingers inside her. “But it’s okay, I’m not your sweet little ex, I’m a grown woman with a wet needy cunt that needs to be stuffed!”


  Goddamn, and he thought she had talked dirty before. He caught her clit between his fingers, pinching it gently while licking just the tip of it, and her legs tightened around him, her feet now sliding up to his ass, then his back as she writhed on the bed.


  “So good, that feels so good!” She laughed. “Feels like it’s my birthday, not yours.”


  “I’m having my mother’s cake and eating it too,” he said in between sucking her clit.


  “I love it!” Mom laughed, and he again felt a thrill that wasn’t about sex.


  It was good to hear her laugh and he smiled into her pussy. He’d had good sex with Emily, but it seemed like it was always about trying to be serious and sexy about it. Making a joke, then hearing his mother laugh made him realize how much fun you could have if you could cut loose with the right person.


  Not that most would consider their mother the right person, but he’d never had better, and knew he never would. He wiggled his fingers insider her before pushing them in deeper, her tongue slapping her clit side to side, then up and down and around, flickering as fast he could and inspired by the little whimpers and moans she made as he went down on her.


  Her his hair and he turned his yes up to see she fingers were now on her nipples, rolling them between her red nails. His aching cock pushed harder into the bed as he watched her fondle her breasts.


  Mom’s eyes were closed, and her face flushed, strands of her damp hair strewn across her cheeks. Her lips were parted as she moaned and sighed softly while her son worked his tongue between her puffier stickier lips.


  Goddamn, she really was beautiful. Beautiful, sexy, eager to please, and needing to be pleased. Justin moved fingers faster inside her as he sucked her clit harder, striving to make her come.


  Mom’s thighs trembled against him and her toes curled into his lower back as he hips rocked into his thrusting fingers. Her moans became louder, and her breasts heaved as her breathing picked up.


  “Right there,” she implored him. “Lick it faster and move your hand side to side, work those fingers.”


  Justin did as she asked and could hear his fingers moving in her sopping slit.


  “Harder, I won’t break, move them harder.”


  He shook his wrist slapping his fingers back and forth inside her and Mom gasped, her back arching as she tugged on her nipples.


  “Yeah, oh yeah!” Mom moaned. “Like that! Stretch that tight cunt open, get it ready for that big cock! That hard young cock that’s going to give me what I’ve needed so bad! Yes…oh, oh, ohhh!”


  Mom gasped, and her pussy clenched around his fingers. Her body tensed and Justin flinched when she released a long loud squeal that would make a porn star envious.


  Her hips bucked wildly, smearing her hot pussy into his face as he continued to do his best to keep his tongue on her clit. Mom grabbed his hair with one hand while still playing with her left nipple and ground his face harder into her quivering cunt.


  Mom yelped and went into a series of sharp little yips as her feet drummed on his lower back and her she squirmed on the bed in the throes of the loudest orgasm he’d ever heard.


  Her pussy contracted around his fingers and her back arched higher as she drew her legs up, locking them behind her head, and pinning him to between her legs. Mom released a low groan as her body tensed, then with a loud cry, her pussy convulsed, sending a gush of warm sticky fluid into his face.


  “Oh my god,” Mom moaned as her legs slipped limply from his body and her head fell back on the bed. “I haven’t come that hard in years.”


  Justin sat back on his knees, wiping his sticky face with the back of his hand, and stared at his mother. She lay there staring at the ceiling with a stunned look on her face as if she couldn’t believe what just happened.


  Her breasts rose and fell with her heavy breathing and chest was as flushed as her face. Her legs remained open showing off her glistening thighs and wet slit. Before he knew it, Justin had slid off the bed and tugging down his jeans, he ripped them off his feet, almost losing his balance in his haste to get back onto the bed, and Mom laughed.


  “It’s okay, baby. I’m not going anywhere.” She opened her legs wider, and giggled. “Ready when you are, birthday boy.”


  Justin was more than ready, climbing back onto the bed between her legs, his eyes glued to those wet puffy lips between her thighs.


  “Hmm, look at that cock.” Mom sucked her lower lip. “It’s your birthday, but I’m getting the biggest gift.”


  Justin went to lean over her, but she put her left foot on his chest.


  “You can be sweet with me another time. I want to watch you fuck me.”


  As the words next time echoed through his head, she placed her other foot on his chest, and he marveled at how good her red toes looked on his skin and how soft the soles of her feet were.


  He moaned when she reached between them and grabbed his cock, stroking it several times. She pushed his head down through her moist lips and Justin’s breath hissed between his teeth as she worked it up and down, teasing him.


  Mom moaned when she rubbed his head into her clit, then slid him back down and he gasped when she lifted her hips, easing the tip of his head inside her.


  “Take me,” she whispered, easing his head all the way into her. “Don’t worry about being rough or dirty. Don’t think of me as your mother, just think of me as a sex starved cougar who needs to get fucked senseless. You…Fuck!”


  Mom’s eyes widened and her mouth fell open when Justin, unable to hold back, entered her in one thrust. He put his hands on her knees, and tore into her, using long hard strokes.


  “Oh, oh oh!” Mom yipped as he pounded her exactly the way she’d been asking for, nothing slow or sweet, just fucking her.


  “Big!” she groaned. “So big and hard!” Her eyes rolled back as he picked up his already fast pace. “It’s been so long since I got it the way I want it!”


  Justin’s response was to continue fucking her, his eyes downward, taking in the surreal sight of his long, and now wet cock, sliding between his mother’s pink lips. He could feel her stretching around him, getting used to him as he repeatedly thrust into her.


  “Yeah, oh fuck yeah!” Mom cupped her breasts which had been bouncing as he fucked her. “That’s what I need. I don’t need lovemaking of sweet talk. I just need my cunt stuffed with a big hard dick!”


  Justin ran his hand down her smooth legs, and grabbing her ankles lifted her legs in the air, then spread them open. Mom squealed as he plundered her helpless pussy, pounding her harder than he’d ever dared fuck Emily or the other girls he’d been with.


  “Take it!” Despite her yelps and squeals, she egged him on. “Take me, use me like I’m some cheap slut coed you met at a party!”


  Justin pulled her legs together and putting her ankles over his shoulders, pushed forward. He bent her legs back far enough for his hands to be on the bed, his arms behind her knees.


  Her ass off the bed, and her feet now over her head, Mom squealed as he resumed his frenzied pace, fucking her with the full power of his hips, and his weight behind his thrusts.


  Mom slipped her arms around her legs, gripping her ankles and pulling her legs further back. It was a position he thought only happened in porn, and he fucked her harder in his excitement, his balls slapping against her as went at with the same manic energy she’d exhibited when blowing him.


  “Fucking me so hard!” Mom groaned in between her yelps. “This payback, baby? This what I get for punishing you and ground you? You taking it out on mommy?”


  “I’m giving you what you want,” he breathed. “What I want.”


  “Yeah, we both want this, don’t we?” Mom threw her head back and laughed even as he hammered into her. “I bet more moms would fuck their sons if they knew it was this good.”


  “Not every boy has a mom who’s hot as fuck,” He slowed his pace, wanting to last as long as he could.


  “I heard I give good head too.”


  “Doesn’t hurt.” Justin slowed down even more, his head down and his eyes once again on his cock now slowly entering his mother, watching her lips spread around him his shaft.


  She put her hands on his stomach. “Lay back, baby, let mommy give you that ride I owe you from before.”


  Justin excitedly eased his cock from her now dripping pussy and rolled onto his back. Mom rolled over sat up and swung her leg over his, straddling him. She gripped his cock in her hand and licked her lips.


  “Look at the sloppy mess my pussy made on your dick. I think I need to clean it off.” She lowered her head and took him into her mouth, bobbing her head rapidly. Justin moaned as she worked her soft lips along his slick shaft, while watching not only her mouth but the way her big tits hung over between them.


  Mom brushed her hair back from her face, giving him a full view of her slurping noisily on his dick while her eyes found his.


  “Wow,” she breathed as she released him from her lips, but pumped him in her fist. “My cunt tastes damn good off this cock.”


  She sucked him between her lips once more, moaning as she sucked him deep, her lips pressing into the base of his shaft. She shook her head while she rubbed his balls and Justin’s couldn’t help moving his hips, pumping his cock deeper into her mouth.


  Mom released him, taking a sticky strand of pre cum with her as she rose on her knees and slid up his body, she grabbed his cock, guided it between her legs and impaled herself on his cock.


  “Fuck that’s deep!” Mom gasped, but immediately began bouncing on his lap, riding him hard and fast.


  “How do I look riding you? As good as you hoped?” Mom lifted her hair over her head, posing for him as she drove up and down on him hard enough to make the bed squeak and to send her perfect tits bouncing.


  “Even better.” Justin’s hands found her tits, stroking her nipples while she switched to sliding back and forth on his lap, keeping his cock buried inside her wet heat.


  “I could really get used to this cock, baby,” she groaned. “Wish it was your birthday every day.”


  “It’s someone’s birthday every day,” Justin told her has he cupped her heavy tits, fondling them. “We’ll celebrate for everyone.”


  “I like the way you think!” Mom laughed and letting her head fall back, slowed down, now riding him slowly and sensually.


  God, she was so fucking hot! She made it even hotter, leaning all the way back until she grabbed his ankles for balance and slid her legs out until she was on her feet. She rose and down, leaving just the tip of his cock inside her before lowering herself and taking him back in.


  He put his hands on her hips, guiding her along his cock. Mom grabbed his wrist and put his hand between her legs, his fingers on her swollen clit.


  “Make me come on this dick and I’ll let you fuck me doggy.”


  She’d barely gotten the last word out when she released a squeal of delight as he rubbed his fingers in a circular motion on her clit.


  “Want that don’t you? Want to see mommy face down and ass up? Grab my hips and go to town, make me scream into the pillow while you have your way with me?”


  “Oh, yeah,” he moaned as she rocked faster, working her hips into his cock as he stroked her clit.


  “Fuck me the way you always wanted to fuck those little girls but were afraid you’d hurt them, or they’d get mad because you were giving it to them hardcore. You can take me as hard as you want, anyway you want.”


  Justin moved his hips as much as he could with her weight on him, his cock straining to get into her as deep as possible.


  “Think about it, honey. Having your mother as a lover. Seeing me in my ratty robe while I make breakfast and your father sits there playing on his phone and you’ll be thinking of me on my knees sucking your dick.


  “Think of fucking me. I’ll bend right over that dining room table and you can take me just like that, then think about it while we have dinner an hour later.”


  Her words were coming faster and her hips driving down harder as she talked herself towards another orgasm, this one with her son inside her.


  “It’ll be like those stupid porns, I’ll jack you off under the table while he’s oblivious. I’ll put my head in your lap and sucking your fucking dick on the couch while he’s in the next room and can’t see me.


  “I’ll sneak into your room at night and hop on for a quick ride and let you come inside me then go lie next to him in bed while he dreams about that little slut he fucked.”


  She was sounding as angry as she was excited, but her hips were now working in tight circles, grinding into his fingers and her legs trembled next to him.


  “He can play golf anytime he wants, trying to get a hole in one while his son’s giving me one in the hole and…Fuck!”


  Mom threw her head back and released a long howl as her pussy exploded around his cock.


  “Yes, yes, yes!” she cried out as she drove her hips down, pounding her contacting pussy down on him as he gasped and moaned. “I’m coming on my son’s fucking cock and it feels so good!”


  Justin groaned under the assault of her hips and contracting pussy as Mom bucked wildly on him as if he were a mechanical bull at a bar. His balls were tightening, and he wondered how much longer he’d last if she kept riding him at this pace.


  Within a few seconds, her hips slowed, and with a long sigh, Mom fell back on the bed between his legs, her legs stretching out, so her feet were by his head and his cock springing from her pussy in a spray of her juices.


  “Jesus, the room is spinning,” Mom whispered.


  Justin sat up between her legs and got to his knees, ready to just take her on back, but she put her hand up.


  “One gift left for your birthday.” She drew her legs up, and after rising to her knees, turned around and lowered her head to the mattress so her ass was in the air.


  She wiggled it enticingly.


  “Come on, honey, grab that ass and fuck me until you come. You can have me this way longer next time.”


  Again, with next time! Justin grabbed her ass, squeezing her soft cheeks and spreading them open and pushing his cock into her.


  “Fuck yeah!” Mom cried as he did as she as asked and tore into her, hammering into her sloppy pussy as hard as he could. “Show me, baby! Show me how you take that pussy!”


  She rose on her hands and looked over her shoulder at him. Her face red and sweaty, her hair across her face and her green eyes wide and wild.


  “Make it yours, make me yours!” She rocked back and forth, matching his rhythm, and sliding him out, then slamming back into his thrust. “Taking your mother, taking his wife, and in his bed!”


  Justin groaned in frustration, as much as he wanted to keep fucking her like this, the way she looked, her dirty talk and the fact he’d been fucking her in multiple positions for some time was catching up to him.


  “Give it to me!” Mom demanded. “Whip that cock out and hold it so I can roll over and you can come all over my tits. Those tits you were fucking while sitting in your father’s chair!”


  Justin watched his cock slid between her cheeks, loving the way they jiggled each time he hammered into her, his balls were slapping against her pussy. She was so wet both their thighs were sticky, and he could hear his cock entering her.


  “Come on, baby! Mommy’s been working hard, and I want my prize!”


  Justin went over the edge, giving her several more savage pumps that had her and the bed springs squealing. He moaned as his balls tightened and his cock twitched. He whipped his cock out, gripping it under the tip just before he came.


  He grunted in discomfort as he cut off his impending explosion, but it was worth it as Mom rolled onto her back and held her tits up for him. He leaned over, bracing himself on one arm while he jerked his cock.


  The first spurt splattered across both breasts, the second one was a direct hit on her nipple, and he guided his cock as he pumped it, spraying his load over both her tits.


  “Yeah, baby.” Mom giggled. “Frost those titties! Just like I’m the best birthday cake you’ve ever had.”


  “Damn straight you are,” Justin breathed as he squeezed his cock, wringing out a few more drops onto her left nipple.


  He released his cock and say back on his knees, trying to catch his breath.


  “Wow, that was intense.”


  “It was something.” Mom scooped some of his cum off her tit with her fingers and sucked them into her mouth. “Hmm, better than Betty Crocker any day.”


  “You’re so dirty,” he laughed. “I love it.”


  “Then love me some more.” Mom pointed to the clock on the nightstand. “It’s only four thirty, your dad won’t be home for a couple more hours and he’s calling first to see if I want anything on the way.”


  “Four thirty…shit!” Justin slapped his forehead. “Work.”


  “You’re really going to go to work?”


  “I said I would!” Justin slapped his forehead. “This sucks!”


  “I suck too.” Mom winked. “I like to suck in the shower which is where I figured we’d go from here. Get clean while getting dirty.”


  “Jack!” Justin hopped off the bed, his semi hard cock dripping down his leg as he picked up his jeans and pulled out his cell. “He’s always looking for hours.”


  He listened to it ring on the other end while watching his mother lay back on the bed and stretch. Please be home, as he drank in her body which was bare except for the load of cum sliding down her tits and stomach.


  “Hey, Justin, what’s up?”


  “Can you cover for me tonight? Please? I’ll owe you big time!”


  “What time?”


  “Five.”


  “That’s a half hour. I mean I only live a few blocks away but I gotta change and…”


  “I’ll call and tell them you’re covering and will be a few minutes late and it’s my fault, deal?”


  “Sure, I can use the money. What are you up to?


  “I…” He stared at his mother who seeing him looking, dipped her finger into his cum and slid it over her hard nipple. “I’m celebrating my birthday.”


  “Oh, cool, Happy Birthday, hope you have fun.”


  “Jack.” Justin smiled as his cock began to harden. “This is the best birthday ever.”


   



  The End
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