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  Chapter One


   


  “Hey, hon, I’m heading to work.”


  “Okay,” Zack replied, his attention on his phone. He’d just been shot down, via text no less, by Ashely, who he’d asked out yesterday.


  “I think your dad’s going to stop for pizza on the way home,” Mom continued, “so don’t eat before he gets here.”


  “Yeah, sure.” He sighed, flipping the phone disgustedly onto the couch, and picking up the remote.


  “You okay, hon?”


  Her voice was coming closer, and was accompanied by the sound of heels on the hardwood floor of the living room. That took his attention away from his let down with Ashely. Mom normally wore comfortable shoes when bartending, and mom in any form of heel was worth a look.


  “I’m good.” He turned on the couch. “I finally asked Ashely out and she just…whoa, mom!”


  Zack felt like an idiot for blurting that out and hoped to hell he hadn’t sounded excited. But truth was he was, because, damn.


  His mother normally never dressed anything but modestly around the house. For work however, she would sometimes wear low-cut tight blouses to work some tips at the bar. Even then, it was never anything trashy. That was half the reason he’d been caught off guard. The other half was what the outfit was.


  Mom was tricked out in a classic sexy school girl outfit. A white blouse tied in the middle, showed off her stomach, and exposed some serious cleavage. The red plaid skirt was only down to her mid-thigh, and her legs were encased in white knee highs.


  The outfit ended in a pair of black shoes that buckled, but featured a four inch heel. Not part of the traditional school girl outfit, but befitting one being worn by a woman, rather than a young girl.


  A red tie hung loosely around her neck, but it was short, ending strategically between her breasts, the tip seemingly pointing at them. Not that anyone would need to be shown where they were. His mother’s tits were pretty damn impressive, and again, there was nothing ‘teenage’ about them.


  His mother’s entire body called out the fact she was no slender young girl, but a mature woman. Her ass had a nice round curve to it, and her legs well shaped, but had something to them, especially her thighs.


  “I know.” Mom cut into his appreciation of her form and he wanted to slap himself. He needed to be more careful. It would be pretty awkward if his mother ever knew he checked her out. “I look ridiculous.”


  Personally, Zack thought she looked smoking hot, but stayed in the role of a normal son. One who wasn’t obsessed with mother son porn, and worse, his own mom.


  “Why are you dressed like that?”


  “Reggie is looking to drum up business on slow nights during the middle of the week. He wants all the waitresses to wear trashy outfits.” She rolled her eyes. “Not offering to pay more of course. I think some of the girls are going to wear their Halloween costumes.”


  “So you had to buy that?”


  “This? No I had this for a long time, I wore it for…” She stopped. “Never mind. That falls under TMI, like you kids say.”


  “For?” He grinned at her. “Come on mom, fess up.” Don’t be a cock tease was more like it.


  “Your dad’s birthday a few years ago. He said he liked the look.”


  Zack made a proper show of scrunching up his face. “Oh, jeez, careful what you wish for.”


  “But there was no way I was doing the damn pigtail thing. Trying to look sexy is one thing, I’m not going to try to look like a little girl.”


  “Trust me, you don’t look like a little girl.” Shit! Oh, that was dumb.


  “Tell me about it!” She ran her hand though her long dirty blonde hair, something she always did when she was annoyed. “I look like a damn fool. Or worse, like one of those mid-life crisis women who try to dress like girls half their age!”


  “No you look…” He hesitated. “Fine. I mean like you don’t look bad.”


  “Nice try honey, but I know I’m too old for this.” She sighed. “I wish I could let this job go, but the extra money’s a big help t with your dad’s commissions pick up.”


  “I feel bad because I know my school’s part of that,” Zack admitted. “I told you I could work more at the coffee shop.”


  “Nope. You need to study, and I’ll do anything for you, Zack. So will your dad.”


  “Thanks mom.” Zack wondered if she’d change her tune if she knew what he’d want if she really meant anything.


  “Speaking of dad, I hope he’s in bed before I get home. He’d be pissed about me wearing this. He made me quit my waitressing job when you were young because the shirts were getting shorter, and the tops tighter.”


  “Well maybe you can find something a little less, you know.” He had to choose his words carefully. “Um…”


  “Slutty,” she finished for him.


  “I would never say that about you!” Or if he did, it would be as a compliment!


  “I suppose I could have come up with something else.” She shrugged. “But I sort of had this outfit on my mind this morning.”


  He wasn’t sure what that meant, but nodded. When mom’s phone rang, and she dug into her purse for it, he checked her out some more. Her exposed stomach was flat, but like her thighs, looked as if it would be nice and soft to the touch.


  The shirt was sleeveless and he took in her smooth bare shoulders and the inviting skin of her neck. As sexy as the rest of her was, Zack found himself thinking a lot about kissing her neck.


  Her lips, full and soft – he assumed they would be soft – were even more appealing. Zack had done his share of imagining what those lips would be capable of. Yet he’d had just as many thoughts of what it would be like to simply kiss her.


  Mom was happy go lucky, and those lips, framed a great, and oftentimes playful smile that was another non sexual thing he was captivated by. That smile generally reached her beautiful hazel eyes, which shifted from light green to greenish gold.


  “That was dad, he’ll be home in an hour or so. I’m working until midnight, so see you tomorrow morning.”


  She leaned over to kiss his cheek, and Zack took a quick look down the white blouse. He could see the entire inner half of her breasts down to her white lace bra she wore to blend in with the white shirt. Damn, they looked good.


  “Later, mom, love you,” he told her, while thinking of how many times he’d imagined touching, licking and sucking on those breasts. Not just them, but pretty much every other part of her, and lingering in one special area.


  While watching her walk out the front door, Zack admired the swing of her hips, and the supple backs of her thighs. He wondered if she’d gone all in on the outfit, and was sporting cotton panties.




  Chapter Two


   


  As soon as mom left, Zack shut the game off, grabbed his phone and headed upstairs. Normally his routine was to watch porn at night, just before he went to sleep, to help him sleep and inspire some sexy milf or mom type dreams.


  But after seeing mom is that racy, no let’s face it, slutty school girl outfit, he wasn’t going to be able to wait. The good news was the disappointment over Ashely was already forgotten. Not that watching porn or fantasizing about a woman he not only could never have, but wasn’t supposed to want was a replacement for a date, but for right now he was fine with it.


  Zack wondered if his recent drought with girls was part of his growing infatuation with his mother, because he wasn’t getting any real sex. It could also be the cause, as the more milf or mom porn he watched, the less he was finding girls his age desirable.


  Even Ashely had only really caught his eye because she resembled his mother. Light green eyes, dirty blonde hair and not only busty, but had a little more curve than most girls his age. Many times Zack and thought of Ashely having sex with him, especially giving him a blow job and even in that fantasy he knew he’d be picturing his mother.


  Maybe better off she had turned him down, it wouldn’t be fair to try to fool around with Ashely just to feed his weird oedipal desires. Zack knew the way he thought about his mom was for the most part wrong, but he didn’t let it bother him. They were fantasies and he would never even consider trying to be inappropriate with her.


  But if in some twilight zone moment she ever expressed interest in him? He wouldn’t hesitate to do everything he could to be good to her and enjoy her as the hot little cougar she was. Entering his room, he sat at his desk and brought up his go to mom site, Loving mothers.


  Zack’s original obsession had simply been with milf/cougar porn. Older women were so hot! They were sexy, confident, knew what they wanted and had zero hang ups. They weren’t looking for sweet or love, or a boyfriend, they just wanted to find young guys to fuck.


  He loved their look, most of them busty, with some curve to their hips and real thighs, not skinny little legs and Zack thought a woman who looked great at forty was much sexier than one at twenty, at twenty everyone looked good.


  But the thing that got him the most was their aggressiveness, no games, just let’s go boy! That and they could suck cock like girls his age hadn’t figured out yet. But while surfing those sites and videos, Zack had noticed many step mom or ‘mom’ clips.


  Initially he had stayed away from those, but when he saw one of his favorite milf porn stars, Molly Minx, in several of them, he checked them out. Zack was amazed at how hard he’d gotten hearing Minx ask the kid how his mom looked sucking his cock and yelling for him to fuck his mother.


  When she’d spread her pussy and told her son to ‘give mommy a real kiss’ he’d popped off right then and there. Since then he’d been hooked. He tried watching regular milf scenes, but could never get into them like he used to.


  A lot of guys his age could acknowledge their mothers were attractive – although truth be told, many weren’t all that – but it was in a strictly ‘well, she’s pretty, but she’s my mom’ sense. Even before he’d discovered the joys of mom son fantasy porn, Zack had gone further than that.


  He knew his mom was hot, and although he’d never gone so far as to have outright fantasies or get off to her, he’d noted how her ass, legs and tits looked on many occasions. He’d also been fascinated with her lips and again as much as wondering what it would be like to kiss her as much as what Molly Minx and the other milf porn stars were doing for their ‘sons’ with theirs.


  But the movies had kicked his occasional, ‘wow, mom’s got nice tits’ into full blown, ‘wow, I wish I could play with mom’s tits’. Zack knew these were things he could never tell his friends, but he didn’t feel he was doing anything wrong. The fact all those videos were top rated with countless hits and comments, made him feel better. Seemed there were a lot of wannabe mother fuckers out there.


  Zack noticed there were no new releases on Loving mothers yet today and decided to check out ‘This mom sucks!’. He preferred Loving mothers as the videos had some affection in them, the mom kissing and making out with her son, slow undressing, sometimes even slower sweeter sex and he found that really did it for him.


  In his dreams, where he did get to be with his mother, it was like that. He was good to her and she was very good to him, sure hot fucking when the time came, but some nice kisses and caresses first.


  This mom sucks was raunchier and focused more on the hardcore fucking. But, nothing wrong with that either. While he clicked the link for ‘taboo’ on the sites home page, he glanced at his bottom desk drawer.


  He always kept it locked, the only key on his ring, and within it were a half dozen mom son themed compilations he had bought online. The sites only gave ten minute teasers. Zack hesitated to join because it would show up on his bank statement and his parents had access to it to make sure he was banking what he said he was.


  So he’d gone down to the local adult book shop and bought a few videos with cash. He had recently picked up a great one “Mama’s Boys’ that was four full length mom son encounters. He’d watched it twice, already, but if there was nothing new on Mom sucks, he’d break it out, he had time, dad wasn’t due home for a while.


  “Hot damn!” He whistled, all thoughts of the movie in his drawer forgotten.


  Not only did the site have a half dozen new videos loaded today, but the fourth one in featured another of his porn favs – ‘Nikki Nice’ dressed as a hot schoolgirl! The title of the scene was ‘Mom Has Fantasies Too!’


  “Talk about timing!” Zack unzipped his pants and sliding them down his hips, took his already swelling cock in his hands and clicked play.


  Nikki Nice paraded into her ‘sons’ room and began started asking him if she looked hot. Zack rolled his eyes at the absurdity of the son immediately telling her how sexy she was. She rambled something about noticing how the son had seemed worked up when his slutty little girlfriend had dressed that way, telling Zack this had been plucked from the middle of a movie. Hopefully they named it, because he was going to buy it!


  The son said it was his favorite fantasy and ‘mom’ confessed it was hers to, but he should try it with a real woman, not some skinny little skank. As crappy as the dialogue was, Zack loved that line and his cock twitched when Nikki showed her boy what a woman she was by untying the white shirt and showing off her huge tits.


  Within seconds she was on his lap, his mouth on her beautiful nipple and her moaning away. Zack pumped his cock slowly, wanting to time himself to come when her son did. It wasn’t easy as Nikki showed off what – according to her – was a good mom taking care of her son, and dropping to her knees to suck his big cock.


  The camera switched back and forth from her amazing mouth working its magic to a shot of her ass in a white thong beneath the red skirt. Like his mom, Nikki’s ass had some curve to it and he imagined what it would be like to fondle his mother’s ass, to spread it open and tongue her pussy from behind, or hell, even her asshole!


  Nikki seemed to read his mind. She stood and keeping the skirt on, slipped her thong down and lay back on the bed for her son to go down on her. He licked and fingered her while she played with her big tits.


  She was going on and on about how hot it was for her son to be licking his naughty school mom and how she could still taste his cock in her mouth. She came long and loud – probably fake, but what the fuck, it sounded damn good. Then her son lifted her legs, his hands around her little white ankle socks, and drove his cock into her.


  Nikki yelped and urged her son to keep fucking her like the bad little girl she was being for him. Zack stroked faster and his balls were tightening when she rolled over on her hands and knees and put that amazing, plump ass in the air and let him go to town on her.


  “Oh fuck.” He groaned when her son spanked her, repeatedly slapping each cheek and leaving red hand prints.


  “Oh, yes sir!” Nikki was calling out. “Spank your bad mommy! Oh, fuck give it to me! Make me your little slutty student!”


  Zack was breathing hard and hoping the scene was going to end soon because he was about ready to go off. In perfect timing, the son pulled his cock from inside his ‘mother’ and she quickly rolled onto her back, cupping her tits for him.


  Zack moaned as his cock exploded in his hand while watching the lucky bastard actor paint Nikki’s tits with long thick spurts of cum. The first squirt had caught her chin and she was flicking her tongue out, catching some of it.


  When he’d stopped, she took him into her mouth and sucked on him, while he shoved his fingers into her pussy. Zack slumped back in his chair, his heart pounding and a sticky mess all over his stomach while he watched the son shove his cock back into Nikki’s sweet pussy for a several more thrusts while she pulled her tits up to her mouth and licked his cum from her tits.


  “Hmm, I think this bad student will need some more lessons from her son,” she purred, and smiled through her cum slicked lips for the camera.


  The scene faded and with a sigh, Zack clicked off the site and grabbed some tissues from the box on his desk. Wiping the puddle from his stomach he envisioned it being all over his mother’s tits, or her face, her ass, maybe even inside her pussy or her mouth.


  Zack was pretty sure he’d be watching that one again in fact…Leaning forward he typed in school girl mom for the hell of it and smiled when a couple of more videos featuring a mom in a school girl type outfit popped up.


  Looks like there were a lot of men who wanted to teach their mom some lessons. Zack bookmarked them and left the site before he got sucked into watching another one and spent the day whacking off to his mother…again.




  Chapter Three


   


  “Later, Bill, thanks for the ride!”


  “Anytime Zack.” Bill grinned at him. “If your mom was home, maybe I’d come in.”


  “Don’t be an ass, bro.” He gave the proper reply while getting out of the car, but felt a sick thrill inside, he loved that some of his friends felt his mom was a milf, made him feel a little better about his own obsession.


  “If she didn’t have such a fine one, I wouldn’t be one!” He winked and with a wave pulled away, yelling “See you at school tomorrow!”


  Zack waved and turning up the driveway whistled happily. Mom had to work the noon to eight shift and dad wouldn’t be home until five. It was only three so he had plenty of time to unwind and watch a couple of more of those school girl clips. He’d watched another last night and gotten off again, and figured he’d watch the next two today.


  He realized life was pretty lame when the highlight of his day was masturbating to incest porn and his own mom in particular. But again, he wasn’t hurting anyone or himself, he’d get over it at some point and Ashely had seemed a little flirty with him at work today, maybe she was playing games to see if he’d chase her.


  Being she had that resemblance to his mother he could see himself trying again, but played it cool today, not wanting to seem desperate and matching her game. Zack paused when he saw his father was home. That was odd, dad never came home early, especially now that money was a little tight.


  Zack frowned, hopefully he hadn’t gotten laid off or his hours cut back or anything. He entered the house and stopping in the kitchen to get a coke, wandered into the living room looking for his father.


  “I’m in here, Zack,” Dad called from his den.


  Zack dropped his backpack on the chair in the living room and walked into the den. His father was sitting in his old ratty recliner, the one mom kept threatening to throw out because it was so worn.


  “Hey pop, how come you’re home, everything cool?” he asked.


  “No, things aren’t cool, Zack.” He pointed to the chair in front of his cluttered desk. “Sit down, we need to talk.”


  “Uh-oh.” Zack sat down, noting his father looked pretty serious, which was unusual for him, normally he was kind of happy go lucky like mom, like Zack himself for the most part.


  That good nature seemed to be all they had in common on the surface anyway. Whereas Zack was a male version of his mom, same dirty blonde hair and his eyes were a light green. They didn’t change shades like moms, but they were a far cry from his dad’s dark brown eyes.


  Dad’s dark eyes matched his short thick brown hair and his features were on the rugged side, where Zack’s were on the softer side with mom’s high cheek bones. That had earned dad calling him pretty boy since he’d gotten old enough to date and it was a running joke between them.


  But right now dad didn’t look like he was in a joking mood.


  “So, what’s wrong?” he prodded when his father simply sat there staring at him, another sign that made him think he was in trouble somehow, but couldn’t figure out how.


  “First the reason I’m home early is so we can talk before your mother gets home because I’m going to start off by saying I’m going to keep this between us.”


  “Uh, okay.” He nodded, still not knowing what he could have done.


  “I’m doing that to spare you being embarrassed and to spare her some serious awkwardness around you.”


  “Dad, what’s going on?”


  “I’ll start by saying I found this out this morning, but left before I saw you so I had time to calm down and think this through.”


  “What did I do?” There was no doubt he’d done something and was racking his brain to figure it out.


  “Zack, you’re almost twenty,” Dad began, leaning forward and clasping his hands in his lap. “You’re a young man, but still a boy and boys will be boys.”


  “I know what boys do because I did it to.”


  “Did what?” Zack was trying not to sound nervous, it wasn’t like his father to beat around the bush.


  “Watch porn,” Dad said and Zack felt a kick in his stomach, had he found out what he was watching? No, how could he? Dad never touched his laptop and he’d said this morning and he’d left before him.


  “I watch porn, sure,” he admitted. “I didn’t think you’d care.”


  “I don’t. Like I said, we all did it, except back in my day it was stealing my dad’s Hustler magazines and maybe getting ahold of a VHS movie here and there. It’s natural for a boy to watch porn and get off on it.”


  “Then uh, I’m not seeing the problem?” Zack spread his hands.


  “The problem isn’t the porn. It’s the type of porn.” Dad removed a DVD from under a magazine on the table next to him and held it up. “Care to explain this?”


  He flipped the DVD across the short distance between them and Zack caught it between his palms. When he looked at it, he gasped. The DVD was titled Mom’s gone wild and featured Molly Minx on it, smiling away as cum dripped down her face and a huge dripping cock dangled in front of her.


  “Holy shit!” He slipped.


  “Yeah, I was doing some serious swearing too when I found that at seven o’clock this morning.”


  “Wait.” Zack shook his head, staring at the DVD, in his now trembling hand. “This isn’t mine.”


  “Oh, for Christ’s sake!” Dad surprised him by yelling. “Don’t lie to me! It isn’t mine, and pretty damn sure it’s not your mothers.”


  “W…where was this?” Zack put the DVD down on the small table next to him.


  “I said stop lying!” Dad shouted again, his face getting red. Wow, he was pissed. “It was where you left it! In the DVD player!”


  He pointed to the small DVD player on the shelf under the flat screen TV mounted to the wall, where he usually watched sports or movies mom didn’t want to watch.


  “Why would I watch it here? I can play it on my laptop or the TV in my room.” He continued to deny it being his because it wasn’t, but whose was it? No way in hell it could be mom’s…could it?”


  “My guess is it was more fun to watch the action on a 50 inch screen rather than your small one.” Dad took a deep breath. “So you not only watch this filth, but you add more disrespect by watching it on my TV!” He scrunched his face up. “And I’m sure I know what you did while watching!”


  “Dad, look um…” He glanced at the movie again, only three people lived here and it didn’t belong to the two people in the room right now.


  That left mom and if it was hers it meant she watched porn! No, more than that, she watched…incest porn! His heart skipped a beat and it wasn’t from fear of his father. Could his mother be into what he was? Even if it was just in pure fantasy form that was a hell of a turn on!


  “Um what?” Dad snapped.


  Okay, it had to be hers, either that or one of his friends had someone brought it into his house, but why the hell would they, especially bringing it into his den that no one was allowed in because he kept work files in his desk.


  No, it was hers, but he would never convince dad of that, and why would he want to? If mom had the same taste he did…and dad had said he’d never tell mom so she wouldn’t know he knew.


  “Before you keep trying to lie, when I came home an hour ago I went in your room and,” he shrugged, “I owe you a lock.”


  He reached into the small drawer of the table and to Zack’s dismay, brought out the stack of DVD’s from his desk.


  “Always wondered why you kept it locked, but I’ve never had a reason not to trust you,” Dad told him. “Going to say these aren’t yours? Some porn fairy snuck in and hid them here and watched one down here?”


  “They’re mine.” He bit the bullet. “All of them.”


  “Thank you for owning the obvious.” Dad rolled his eyes. “Okay, Zack, look, you’re a good kid, a great kid. You’re doing well in school, you work part time, you help out around here and you’ve never given me or your mom a hard time.”


  “I try.”


  “So that’s why I took the day to think on this. I think you know the issue here.” He tapped the stack of movies. “This is some sick shit, kid. No one should be thinking of their mother like this.”


  “I don’t!” Zack hoped his nervousness leant some credibility to his lie. “I just like you know, the older woman thing and it’s not like these women are really the guys mom.”


  “I’m not so out of touch that I don’t know there’s a ton of that milf stuff you could watch. No one needs to be pretending they’re someone’s mom unless that’s what they’re looking for.”


  “Dad, look, I just like those porn stars, I don’t care about…”


  “You do,” he cut in. “Or you wouldn’t have that many movies and a bunch of mom stuff bookmarked. I hated to snoop on your laptop today, but I had too.”


  “Well, it’s…um…”


  “Zack, I was a kid too and back in my day?” Dad tapped the movies again. “The movie that started all this came out. Taboo with Kay Parker.”


  “Heard of that.”


  “Great.” Dad sighed. “But seriously that movie made a huge buzz and they made a bunch of them and had a whole bunch of young guys thinking about their mom. I saw it and…” he shrugged, “I liked her, and it was a turn on, but I wasn’t thinking of my mother. Just sort of that someone’s mother would do that.”


  “Now, what I’m hoping is that’s how you feel. That it’s a phase and there’s no interest on your end beyond thinking it’s kinky and sexy because it’s a make believe mom.”


  Zack was going to speak and do the best he could to look his father in the eye and tell him that’s exactly what it was, but his father continued.


  “So I’m going to ask you, is that the case? It’s the taboo, not a real twisted obsession with your mother? Or is there something there? If there is, then you’re going to go talk to someone, because that’s not right, kid.”


  “No, it’s like you said, just kind of, you know,” he gave an embarrassed grin, “dirty. I would never think of mom like that. She’s way too sweet to ever think of that way.” Dad looked like he was going to say something, and he quickly added, “Plus she’s my mom so it’s not about her.”


  “I’m going to believe you because I really want to.” Dad put his hand out. “Let me have that movie back.”


  Zack flipped it to him. “So am I grounded?”


  “If I ground you, your mother will want to know why and I don’t like lying. So here’s my deal. This has been discussed and for now is forgotten.”


  “Wow, thanks dad, and I’m sorry, I…”


  “Hold on, I want you to think about something. I want you to imagine what would have happened if your mother found this.”


  Zack was hoping she had seen it, but made a show of lowering his head and nodding. “That would have been really bad.”


  “Yes, it would have. She would have been appalled and then wondered if she did something wrong to get you to see her like that. Wouldn’t want that would you?”


  “I’d never want to hurt mom,” he said honestly.


  “Good because if I find another movie like this or see any of it on your laptop, and I will be checking so I want the password, I will show these,” he held up the movies, “to your mother and she’ll know. Then you will be going to talk to someone, fair?”


  “Very fair and it won’t happen again. I just didn’t see anything wrong with it.” Not really a lie. “But you’re right, I should have never come down here with it and would have felt bad if mom saw it.”


  “Saw what?” Dad asked.


  “The movies, I…” He stopped when dad raised his eyebrows to him. “Oh, right, what the hell was I talking about?”


  “Okay, go on upstairs and delete that shit off your computer. I don’t care what you watch as far as porn goes, but I better never find the word mom on any of it.”


  “Gotcha.”


  Zack got out of the chair and hurried out of the den. He’d dodged one hell of a bullet, but that wasn’t the reason his mind was racing. Entering his room he barely glanced at the broken drawer in his desk and whistled happily while he deleted all the mom sites and vids he had bookmarked.


  Even when he went into the recycle bin to delete them forever only one though was going through his mind.


  Mom watched mother-son porn!




  Chapter Four


   


  Zack opened his eyes and looked around his room, he’d sworn he’d heard something. The only light in the room was being throw from the cable box next to the TV on his bureau and he was surprised to see it was eleven.


  He’d fallen asleep an hour ago and usually never woke up. Actually, it was even more surprising he had fallen asleep at a reasonable hour. Zack’s mind had been in over drive – as had his fantasies – since his awkward conversation with his father.


  He’d wracked his brain for anyway that the movie could not have belonged to mom, but was happily coming up blank. That meant she had the same taste – and even better – fantasies as he did. That led to him wondering to what level the fantasies were for her.


  Did mom like those in the way many people liked them, hot as a taboo and to watch a fake mom and son, but hell no in real life? Or could it be more than that? He doubted it, dad had mentioned the old Taboo movie and how he liked it himself, but never thought of his mom. Odds are his mother enjoyed cougar cub porn with the extra kink of some bad incest dialogue.


  He’d still been downstairs when mom had gotten home and had caught part of a brief argument between her and dad. It was the night mom had to dress racy and this time dad had seen what she’d gone to work in.


  Mom hadn’t worn the school girl outfit again, but this time had a sexy librarian type look going. Short black skirt, white short sleeved blouse unbuttoned enough to show her cleavage and top of a black lace bra.


  Her long hair was up and she’d donned a pair of reading glasses for show. Mom’s legs were encased in black stockings that to the great appreciation of her son, turned out to be thigh highs. Zack had caught a glimpse of her soft flesh over the stocking when she’d walked by him.


  Mom once again had on high heels and the second she was in the door, she’d slipped them off and winced from having been on her feet in them for hours. She’d waved at Zack as she passed him sitting on the couch and was heading for the stairs to change.


  She was just starting up, when dad came out of the den and saw her. He asked what the hell she was wearing and with a sign, mom had come back down and told him she had to dress like this once a week.


  Zack had gotten up from the couch and with an awkward good night to them, even though it was only eight thirty, went upstairs. He didn’t enter his room, instead he stopped and knelt on the floor next to the vent to eavesdrop like he had been doing since he was old enough to figure out he could hear everything from the living room below him.


  Dad had told mom he thought the outfits were too racy and didn’t like her wearing them. Mom agreed, but brought up the fact Reggie had been right, sales were up and her tips were way up. Dad had gotten more pissed off saying she was a wife and mother and shouldn’t be showing her tits for a few dollars.


  Mom had escalated it by reminding dad they needed the money, otherwise she’d have told Reggie to stick it. That had gotten dad defensive saying she was throwing it in his face that he was making less money.


  Zack had listened for a couple more minutes before he decided there was nothing juicy about this other than dad making a comment that Mom looked like a slutty teenager. He straightened up when he heard dad immediately say he was sorry.


  He’d gone upstairs, showered and come to bed where he’d lay there in the dark thinking of his mother. That outfit had not been as hot as the schoolgirl one from the other day, but damn! Most nights he helped himself fall asleep, buy getting off to porn, or mom, usually mom these days.


  Tonight however he’d somehow gone from thinking of those damn thigh highs and the black lace bra to drifting off. He’d just closed his eyes when something touched his arm.


  “Zack?” Mom spoke from next to his bed.


  “Jesus!” he exclaimed, sitting up, his heart pounding.


  “Sorry!” Mom whispered. “Are you dressed, can I turn on the light?”


  “Um, sure.”


  Zack was in his boxers, but he had the blanket pulled up over his waist. He leaned against the headboard and blinked when the light of the lamp flaring to life on his nightstand next to him. Mom was standing there, looking down at him and the first thing he noticed was her hair was down, making her look even better than earlier.


  “Sorry if I scared you.” She gestured to the bed. “Can I sit down?”


  “Sure, and you could have knocked,” Zack pointed out, while trying not to stare.


  Mom had put one knee up on the bed while keeping her other foot on the floor while she faced him. He could see up her skirt enough to get a look at her lush thigh over the dark stocking and was glad the sheet was bunched around his crotch.


  “I didn’t want your father to hear me knock. He’s in the living room reading because the AC broke in his den.”


  “Why would dad care if you came in to talk to me?”


  “He wouldn’t, but I’d rather him not know because of what we need to talk about.”


  “Anything wrong?” Zack asked wondering if dad said something to her after all. And if he did, what would her reaction be to knowing he had movies of his own.


  Mom looked at him closely and he had a feeling she was thinking the same thing, that they were both in the same boat of admitting something they weren’t sure they should. Mom took a deep breath.


  “Okay, I’m just going to say it because I’m pretty sure you’ve figured it out. That was my movie your dad found this morning and chewed you out for.”


  “How did you know about it?” Zack asked the east question while his excited mind ran with the idea that she was confessing to him about the movie.


  “I watched it when I got home last night and your dad was in bed. I was so…” she looked away, “distracted and tired afterwards, I forgot to take it out.”


  “Oh.” It was all he trusted himself to say at the moment. Distracted! That was code for…mom was getting off to it just like he did, but was it just for the taboo or was there more?


  “I woke up this morning and it dawned on me, but your father was already up. I slipped downstairs hoping he was in the kitchen, but he was in his den to watch the news.”


  She looked down at her hands where they were clasped in her lap. “I’d left the TV on DVD so as soon as he turned it on, and there was the menu screen with Molly Minx on it.” She sighed. “In all her glory.”


  “I know as soon as he saw it he would think it was yours and I should have owned it. But because of what it was, I…I didn’t want him to think I really wanted that and slipped back upstairs.”


  “I understand, I guess.”


  Zack nodded slowly while dealing with his disappointment. She wouldn’t want dad to think she wanted that. It was just a turn on not a line she would cross. What the hell had he expected?


  “I’m sorry honey.” She put her hand on his forearm and he liked the way her red nails looked there. Not as good as the black stocking on her white thigh, but close. “I let you take the fall for something I did.”


  “It’s okay.” He shrugged. “Dad bitched me out today and asked me what you were afraid of hearing, was I into just the fantasy or did I think about you.”


  “You didn’t get thrown out so I guess I know how you answered.” She grinned, but it looked forced and her eyes were on his while she spoke, as if she were looking for more from him.


  “Dad was pissed at the start, but calmed down and I gave him the answer he wanted.” Zack took a chance on that, leaving it open enough for her to ask what he meant, but being able to pretend he didn’t mean anything if she looked upset.


  “Whatever punishment he gave you, I’ll work on him about it, okay?” Mom frowned. “Then again I’m not supposed to know why, so maybe I can’t.”


  “No punishment except for him keeping the movies and telling him to get…” Zack stopped in mid-sentence. What a fucking idiot!


  “Movies?” Mom raised her eyebrows. “There was only that one.”


  “Oh, umm…” Goddamn, he’d put his foot in his mouth.


  “Zack?” Mom slid further up the bed towards him and her hand slid up his arm to rest on his shoulder. “Is there something you’re not telling me?”


  He looked at her long slender fingers on his shoulder and now that she was closer he could smell her perfume. She was leaning over more and he was getting a good show of her cleavage. Despite the awkwardness of the conversation, he was getting hard under the covers.


  “Well…” He looked away from her. “I had some of the same kind of movies.”


  “You do?” Her gorgeous eyes widened and Zack swore she seemed more excited than upset, but he wasn’t going to slip up again, he had to be careful here. She might just be relieved she wasn’t the only one who watched that stuff.


  “I did.” He pointed to his desk and the broken drawer hanging out of it. “When dad found that movie he went up here snooping after I left for class and found them in my desk.”


  “Them?” It looked as if she were fighting not to smile.


  “I had a few and,” Zack met her gaze this time, trying to get her full reaction, “a lot of it on my laptop and dad snooped and made me delete it all and he’s going to keep checking.”


  “You watch mom son porn that much?” This time there was definitely a gleam in her eye and the corners of her lips were twitching with a smile that seemed to really want to be there.


  “Yeah.” Zack nodded. “Do you, or was that just something you picked up for some reason?”


  “Wow, talk about a twilight zone conversation.” Mom laughed, then added, “Or the plot to a Loving mothers movie.” She winked at him and now the smile was there in full force


  Holy shit! Zack’s heart raced, was she hinting at something? Teasing? Or was she trying to lead him into something? She looked pretty interested in the conversation, and he was more than interested at the moment.


  “Kind of.” He rolled his eyes. “Some of the other sites don’t even have this much plot.”


  “Like nasty moms?” She scrunched her face up. “They’re all just stroky sex fests, no build up at all.” She tapped her fingers on his arm. “But there’s something to be said for those too sometimes.”


  “This is getting weird.” He wasn’t lying, simply leaving out he was enjoying the weird.


  “It is.” She nodded. “And I spent all day wondering if I should talk to you. In the need I figure I had to, you knew that wasn’t yours. I am sorry you heard it from dad, but you get why I couldn’t admit it.”


  “I suppose, but I just did.”


  “You’re the son.” Mom sighed. “Kids can get their wires crossed, but as a parent? I’m supposed to be responsible, it looks worse for a mom or dad to have those fantasies.”


  “You have fantasies?” he blurted out. “About me or sons in general, you know, like dad asked me?”


  Mom’s eyes met his and he forced himself not to look away from her. He’d been able to get the ball in her court, make her decide what all this meant, if it meant anything other than shared taste in porn.


  “The movies turn me on or I wouldn’t watch them.” She spoke slowly, measuring her words which was a good sign for him, if she had no interest she’d be speaking more decisively. “I watched one by accident once, thought it was just an age gap thing.”


  Mom shifted on the bed, sliding her knee to the left until it was against his through the sheet. It opened her legs more and Zack’s eyes were treated with a glimpse all the way up the short skirt to the black material between her thighs.


  That black lace, the only thing covering her pussy was surrounded by the soft lush skin of her thighs and his cock was no throbbing. He shifted his eyes to his lap and to his dismay, noticed the sheet was rising enough to be noticeable if she looked there.


  “When the actress said something about ‘I’m your mother’ it startled me.” Mom went on seemingly oblivious to the fact her son was not only hard, but his eyes were roaming from her cleavage to that damned up-skirt view she was giving him. Did she know it?


  “I was going to click off it, but she kept talking and asking the son if he thought of her s…” she caught herself, “doing things to him and he said yes.”


  Mom paused and ran her fingers through her hair, proving she was flustered and getting her son even more excited. He wasn’t alone. Mom’s breathing was noticeably heavier and she was becoming flushed.


  “She asked him if he wanted to kiss her and he did and it sounds stupid seeing I was watching a porn site, but that kiss!” she sighed. “The idea of a son kissing his mom like that, like the way an infatuated young man would kiss a woman. The actors were good, it looked so passionate, so loving I…” She stopped and released a long breath that made his cock twitch.


  “Sorry, getting carried away, but those videos excite me. Especially the Molly Minx vids from Loving mothers, that’s why I bought the movie. Hers always has emotion and affection in them, not just fucking.” She gave him another wink. “But the fucking is hot too.”


  “You didn’t answer my question.” He kept her on the spot, before she turned it around on him.


  “And I won’t.” She moved further up the bed, her bent leg sliding along his until her knee was at his hip. “Until you answer one for me.”


  “W…what’s that?” he stammered as she leaned in so close her breasts were pushing into his chest and her face was inches from his.


  “Zack, would you like to kiss you mother?”


  “I…oh, man,” he breathed when she closed her eyes and cocked her head, her soft lips parted and awaiting his. God, she looked incredible, but was it a…


  “Baby, this isn’t a game,” she breathed, her eyes opening to look into his. “You want me, honey, I can see it. Remember no one knows a boy like his mother.”


  “You…sound like one of those movies,” he whispered, his heart pounding. Even through her blouse and bra he could feel her hard nipples poking into him.


  “Every kink is based on real desires,” she purred, her lips grazing his, but then easing back, teasing him. “If no mother ever wanted her son or the other way around, there would be no movies about it.”


  “Are you saying you…”


  “Zack, I asked if you wanted to kiss me. If you don’t then I just made a very serious fool of myself and a mistake. But I know you want to and if you do?” She leaned closer and whispered in his ear, “And if it feels as good as we both hope it will? You have no idea how far I’ll go.”


  Her lips brushed his ear and he moaned when her tongue flicked across it. “Give me that kiss everyone says is forbidden and who knows? Maybe I’ll be asking you to kiss a lot more than my lips.”


  She eased her lips from his ear and once again parted them for him and closed her eyes. This time Zack didn’t hesitate; there was no way she’d talk like that to try to trap him, she’d sounded as turned on as he was.


  They both released a soft moan the second their lips connected and Zack couldn’t believe how soft they were. Mom’s hand slid from his shoulder and up into his hair as she pressed her lips harder to his.


  Moving with a confidence that surprised him, Zack leaned up and slid his arms around her waist, hugging her to him as their kiss gained intensity. They lips were working across each other and he groaned when her tongue flicked out and caressed his.


  Mom moaned when he crushed her to him, and again amazed at how aggressive he was being, he pushed his tongue between her lips. She parted them and it was his turn to make a soft sound of pleasure as his tongue encountered hers.


  Her other hand was on his arm. Rubbing up and down and squeezing his bicep. Her fingers were running through his hair, nails playfully scratching his scalp. Zack couldn’t believe this was real. Here he was on his bed – with a raging hard on nonetheless – making out with his mother like she was his age and on a date with him.


  Mom eased her lips from his. “Oh, that was amazing!” she breathed. “Even better than I thought it would be!”


  “Really?” Zack was breathing hard himself and felt like he was ready to explode beneath the covers.


  “Really, baby.” She smiled and her eyes were wide and bright. Between that and her flushed skin and heaving breasts, he had no doubt she was excited.


  His hands were still around her waist, and he rubbed her back through her blouse, wondering if she were as wet as he was hard.


  “I’ve thought about this, Zack. Ever since I watched those movies, I’ve dreamt of you.”


  “Me too.” He frowned. “I mean of you. I didn’t dream about me. That would be…”


  “Stop talking and kiss me again.”


  Mom didn’t wait for a response from him. She pressed her lips to his once more, but this time didn’t lean against him. Her hands ran up and down his bare chest, her long nails leaving a trail of goosebumps down his skin.


  Keeping one hand on his chest, her other slid down his stomach and he gasped when she reached the edge of the sheet. Her lips moved from his, finding his neck, and he moaned at how good they felt there.


  “You like that, baby? You like your mother kissing you?”


  “Oh, yeah,” he breathed, and growing bolder, rubbed her sides. His hands brushing the sides of her breasts through her shirt. “I love it.”


  “You love your mother kissing you? Touching you?”


  “And touching my mother.” Zack went all in and slid his hands under her breasts and gave them a squeeze.


  Mom moaned in his ear, her hot breath sending a shiver through him.


  “Bad boy, grabbing your mommy’s tits.” She sighed. “But I love it! I’ve wanted to touch you for so long!”


  Her hand slid under the sheet and he groaned when she squeezed his cock through his boxers.


  “Oh my god, you’re so hard for me!” Mom gasped. “Oh, Zack, you really do want me!”


  “I do,” he breathed, his hands caressing her tits through the shirt. “Even before those movies I used to think you were hot. After watching them you’re all I think of, oh damn!”


  Her hand had worked into his boxers and wrapped around his cock. He could feel himself throbbing in her hand. She squeezed him, and he felt the pre cum squirt from his cock.


  “Hmm,” Mom purred in his ear. “Let’s get that cock nice and wet.” She licked his ear. “Just like mommy’s pussy.”


  Zack moaned as she stroked his cock, using his pre cum to make it slick and damn it felt good! Her playing with him caused him to become more confident. His fingers trembling with excitement, he unbuttoned her blouse.


  “Yes.” She sighed in his ear as he undid the buttons of her shirt and opened it.


  He fondled her tits through the black lace bra and kissing his neck, she whispered, “You want to see them, don’t you baby?”


  “Please?”


  “I love that!” She giggled as she pumped him faster. “And I want to show them to you, baby. I really do.”


  Taking that as permission, he tried to slide her shirt from her shoulders, planning on then unhooking her bra.


  “But not tonight.” She put her free hand on his wrist, stopping him.


  “But mom, I…oh fuck,” he breathed as she slowed her jerking of his cock.


  “Your father is downstairs, honey. We have to be careful, and I don’t want to have to worry about anything.”


  “He…he won’t come up until later,” Zack offered hopefully.


  “Baby, I want you so fucking bad,” she moaned in his ear. “I can’t tell you how bad I want to taste this big dick.” She squeezed him for emphasis. “And feel it inside me!”


  “Oh, mom,” he groaned. He felt like an idiot the way he’d done it, but her hand felt so good! Her words were getting him even more worked up.


  “And I want you to see my tits. Suck on them, play with them.” She nibbled his ear and he rocked his hips into her hand. “I want to see the look on my son’s face the first time he sees them.”


  “I want to see them now, please?” He was practically whining, but who cared? He was on his bed, with his mother jacking him off and telling him how bad she wanted him.


  “No.” She sighed. “I want to wait until we have enough time for us to enjoy each other. I don’t want you to see your mother’s wet cunt until you have the time to suck it for me.”


  “Goddamn, mom,” he moaned at her words.


  “Like your mom talking like one of those nasty moms from the movies?” She resumed pumping him faster while still whispering in his ear. “Hope so, because I do. I want to be your bad mom, Zack! I want to talk dirty and act dirtier.”


  “Oh, please,” he begged. “I’ll lock my door, we can…”


  “You working tomorrow night?”


  The mundane question seemed out of place while his mother was playing with his cock, but he responded.


  “Yeah, it’s Friday night. You work too.”


  “Not tomorrow night.” Mom sat back and released his cock, causing him to groan in disappointment. “And neither are you. You’re calling out. Know why?”


  “Why?” He stared longingly at her breasts in the lacy bra. God, she was teasing him. Not even a damn peek.


  “Because tomorrow is your father’s monthly poker night.” She smiled wickedly. “You and I are going to call out..”


  She grabbed the sheet and pulled it back far enough to expose the huge bulge in his boxers.


  “And we’re going to play a lot more than hooky, baby.”


  She leaned over and grabbed his boxers, pulling on them. As much as Zack wanted to let her, he reminded her. “Dad.”


  “I’ll be quick, honey.” She licked her red lips. “And so will you.” She eased her hand inside and caressed his balls. “Hmm, they’re nice and full for me, aren’t they?”


  “Yes,” he managed to whimper as she fondled his now aching balls, God he needed to come!


  “Then lift up and let me take care of that.” Her chest was heaving and her face was flushed with passion. “Let me be a good mommy and make my baby feel good.”


  She removed her hand from his boxers and grabbed them. This time Zack lifted his hips and watched his cock spring free. A strand of pre cum trailed from his cock to his stomach, and Mom scooped it up with her fingers.


  “Get this big cock even wetter.” She rubbed the sticky fluid around the swollen and sensitive purple head of his cock.


  Zack moaned and his hips jerked, into her hand. Mom smiled, her beautiful hazel eyes bright with lust as she watched her fist work its way along her son’s hard dick.


  “I don’t want you to play with me yet.” She stared at his cock while she spoke. “I want that to be relaxed and special so my baby can enjoy me and I can cum nice and hard for you.”


  Zack nodded while also watching her hand. Her slender fingers with her red nails looked incredible gliding along his slick shaft.


  “But a good mother wouldn’t leave her baby boy horny and frustrated would she?”


  “I hope not,” he moaned, then blushed when she laughed.


  “You’re adorable!”


  “Sorry.” He felt stupid again, but not so stupid he still wasn’t enjoying his mother’s soft hand on his hard flesh.


  “Don’t be! I love it!” she moaned softly. “I love how hard you are for me and how bad you want to come for your mother.”


  “I want you to come too,” he told her. He’d been thinking of being the one to make her for months. “Let me play with you too?”


  Mom paused, then smiled. “I have an idea.”


  She slid off the bed and hiking her skirt up reached under it. Zack stared, his cock twitching as his mother pulled her black thong down. She worked it down her stockinged legs, then stepped out of it.


  Mom picked it up and climbing onto the bed, swing her leg over his, straddling it.


  “Wow, you’re wet!” Zack gasped.


  Not just wet, but hot. He moaned at the feeling of his mother’s bare pussy on his leg, them louder when she grabbed his cock once more.


  “I’m that wet because my son is this hard for me.” She worked her hips, grinding her pussy on his leg. “Zack the things we’re going to do together.”


  “Tell me,” he breathed, as he lay back, his mother jerking his cock while sliding her wet flesh along his leg.


  “Oh, you bad boy,” she purred. “You want your mother to tell you what she wants to do to you?”


  “Please?”


  “Honey, I have so many fantasies I don’t know where to start.” She rocked her hips faster on his leg. “Let’s just say if I saw it in a movie I want to do it with you.” She winked. “And I’ve seen a lot of those movies.”


  “Me too and…” Zack blinked when an unwanted reality entered his mind. “What about dad?”


  Mom slowed her stroking and her movement on his leg.


  “I…” She frowned and Zack wanted to smack himself. Why had he opened his mouth?


  “Look, baby, I know this is going to sound bad, but ignorance is bliss. What your dad don’t know won’t hurt him.” She laughed. “And why would he ever think the two of us are playing around?”


  “Maybe after he saw those movies he thinks I want to.”


  “No, you lied about it and he would never think I’d want to do this.” She resumed pumping his cock. “Or that I want to come in my son’s face and then have his big fucking dick inside his mother’s slutty cunt.”


  “I feel a little bad about your dad, he’s a good man,” Mom continued while now teasing him by sliding just her finger nails along his twitching cock, causing him to squirm and helplessly thrust his hips.


  She sucked on her lower lip while staring at his desperate movements and he swore she was getting even wetter. Her skirt was covering her pussy and Zack wanted to tell her to lift it over her hips.


  He knew she’d say no. She’d made it clear she wanted him to wait, and as frustrating as it was, it was pretty damn hot. Mom was sopping wet and had to be teasing herself too. But she wasn’t going to make him wait to come.


  Her saying a good mom would always take care of her son had his own mind racing. He thought of all the movies he’d watched, all the things his mother could, and wanted to do with him. Zack had a twinge of guilt about his dad too.


  But mom was right, he’d never know. As bad as it sounded, fucking his mother behind his father’s back made it even dirtier and more of a thrill. You’re sick Zack, he thought, then with a grin added, that if that were true so was mom and they could be sick together.


  “Your dad’s good to me,” she continued. “Great husband and dad.” She slid back so her pussy was now on Zack’s knee and worked her hips in slow circles. “Can’t say he’s all that bad in bed either. But those movies make me so fucking hot and he’s not my son, but you are, baby.”


  She stopped teasing his cock and once again jerked it, but faster than before.


  “I can feel your dick pulsing in my hand,” she whispered. “And I felt how full my baby’s balls are. I’m being a good mom, aren’t I, honey? Going to take care of all this swelling for you. Going to give my sexy son just what he needs.”


  “I need you.’ Zack brought his hands up to her chest and fondled her tits through the bra. His fingers found her nipples and she gasped and rode his knee even harder.


  “Bend your leg just a little,” she groaned. “Hmm, I haven’t gotten off like this since me and my college roommate got each other off on a dare.”


  “A girl?” Zack gasped and his cock jumped in her hand.


  Mom giggled. “I was never shy about trying new things.” She leaned over and kissed him. “Going to be trying my baby boy tomorrow night, right honey?”


  “Oh, yeah,” he breathed then put his arm around her shoulders, holding her still so he could kiss her again.


  Mom returned the kiss, her tongue driving into his mouth. Her hand was stroking his cock in a steady rhythm and his legs were trembling as he neared his much needed climax.


  “I licked her pussy too, and then she licked mine.” She spoke softly against his lips. “We even shared her boyfriend once. Your mommy was a wild little thing before I settled down with your dad.”


  She slid her hand down to his balls, rubbing them, while her free hand ran through his hair.


  “I think it’s time for me to be wild again, don’t you?”


  “As long as it’s with me,” he moaned when she tickled his balls with her nails.


  “Of course it will be with you! Honey tomorrow will be our first time, but there’s going to be a lot more after that. Your mother needs her boys cock, Zack. You going to be my good son and give it to me?’


  “Whatever you want, mom,” he whimpered when she wrapped her fingers around him again. He was so close just her gripping him made him jerk in her hand.


  “Whatever I want? What your mother wants is for her son to come for her. I want you to give your naughty mother that big fucking load I’ve been working for.”


  She kissed his neck, then his ear, her hot breath sending another shiver through him.


  “Come for mommy, Zack. Come right now for me!”


  She jerked his cock hard and fast and his moans became louder and louder as his balls tightened and his cock twitched in her soft hand.


  “Fuck it, I need to cum too!”


  Mom sat up straighter and grabbing her bra ripped the left cup down, causing her tit to pop out. Zack’s eyes had barely focused on it when she shoved her nipple into his mouth. Zack sucked on it then cried out around her hard flesh when his cock exploded in her hand.


  “Yes!” Mom cooed. “Oh, look at that cum!”


  Zack could see past her breast and watched the long stream of cum erupt from his cock. He tried to suck as best he could while moaning. His mother was pumping his cock furiously, her hand making a wet squishing sound as she jacked off his slick cock.


  “All of it!” Mom hissed, her eyes wild. “Give me every fucking drop!”


  His cock was responding to her demand. Several long spurts squirted from him, coating his stomach with his own sticky mess.


  “That looks good, but tomorrow?” Mom breathed in his ear. “That hot load will be going into my mouth. Then my pussy. Maybe one night you’ll even shoot it deep in mommy’s ass!”


  She was grinding herself hard into his knee and moaning in between her words. Zack’s cock was now oozing the last of his balls contents down his shaft and all over her hand. The sight of his cum all over his mother’s fingers spurred him on to lick and suck her pink nipple harder and faster.


  “Yes, baby, this big dick is going to get shoved in every one of your mother’s fucking holes. I’ll give it all to you! And you’ll make me happy to, won’t you? You’ll finger me and suck me and fuck your mommy whenever she needs it won’t you?”


  “Yes!” he managed around her nipple.


  “Going to fuck me hard and nasty just the way I like it and we’re going to play out our favorite movies, aren’t we? We’re going to talk dirty and fuck even dirtier! Tomorrow I have something special for you baby! My favorite fantasy and you’re going to…oh fuck!”


  Mom squealed in his ear so loud he flinched. She quickly buried her head in his neck and moaned and yelped softly into him. Her hips bucked wildly, her even hotter pussy grinding on his knee cap as she came on him.


  “Oh, fuck, oh fuck!” she gasped into his neck. “Keep sucking that tit, baby! Oh, just keep sucking it!”


  Zack went one better. He grabbed her other nipple through her bra and squeezed it. Mom yelped again and her hips went into another frenzy of movement. His leg was now smeared with her sticky juices, but all he cared about was her tit in his mouth and her hand still gently caressing his cock.


  “You’re still hard,” she sighed into him. “If I wanted to I could hop right on that hard dick and ride my baby, like I’m one of those slut moms.”


  “Don’t tease,” he told her. “We could. Dad’s still downstairs and…”


  “Tomorrow.” Mom eased her tit from him, giggling as she slipped her hand over it, so he still hadn’t gotten a really good look. She swung her leg over his and Zack caught a brief glimpse of pink flesh and a small patch of blond fuzz before her skirt slipped back down.


  With a sly smile, mom put her back to him, tucking her breast back in her bra. She turned and staring down at his cock, lowered her head and gave his oozing tip a quick kiss.


  “Oh,” she groaned, her tongue sliding across her lips to lick off the drop of cum there. “Honey, I can’t wait to suck you.”


  “But we have to?”


  “I’ll make it worth it, baby.” She indicated the huge puddle of cum on his stomach. “Think I’d jerk my son off if I was a tease?”


  “That’s true.” Zack bent his leg and rubbed at the sticky juices on his skin. Bringing his fingers to his mouth he sucked on them. “Damn,” he murmured at the sweet taste of her.


  “You’ll get a better taste tomorrow night.” Mom kissed him softly, then slid off the bed. “I have to go, honey.” She picked her thong up and with a smile sniffed it, then tossed it to him.


  “Here, you just smell that and think of your mother.” She stared down longingly at his still hard cock. “Use it to jerk yourself if you want before you go to sleep.”


  “But…” She held her finger up. “No jerking off after that. I want everything you have tomorrow night as many times as you can give it to me.”


  “Okay, but um…” He lowered his head. “I want you so bad it might be quick.”


  “Then I’ll just suck you hard again.” She wagged her tongue proactively at him. “Now…”


  She stopped when there was a knock on the door.


  “Hey, Carla, you in there?” Dad called.


  “Shit!” Mom whispered, buttoning her blouse. “Pull the sheets up!”


  “Come in, Roger,” Mom said while she kept her back to the door, fixing her shirt.


  Zack yanked the sheet up over his stomach, then frowned when it stuck there. Afraid the wet spots would be visible. He grabbed a pillow and at up, resting his arms on it.


  “Thong!” Mom hissed.


  Zack had dropped it to pull the sheet up and it was on the bed next to him. He went to grab it then pointed. “Your hand!”


  There was several drops of cum still on her fingers and mom wiped it off on her skirt, adding it to the other stains from the food she’d served before coming home. The door opened and Zack just managed to get the thong under the sheet and out of sight.


  “You guys having a party without telling me?” Dad asked, walking over to stand at the foot of the bed.


  “I just popped in to say goodnight to Zack.” Mom sounded perfectly normal as she stood there with nothing on beneath her skirt and her son’s cum smeared on her skirt. “I didn’t see him much today.”


  “Your schedules are kind of conflicting these days.” Dad nodded. “Hopefully not for long. I just got a call, might be a promising lead for work.”


  “That’s great honey!” Mom turned and to Zack’s surprise kissed him.


  He was amazed at how casual she was. Less than two minutes ago she’d jacked him off while he sucked on her tit.


  “Hey, Zack, you okay?” Dad came around to the side of the bed and Zack forced himself to not stare at mom and act like everything was okay.


  “No, he’s not feeling well,” Mom spoke up. “That’s why I was in here for a little while. He’s all hot and sweaty.”


  “Yeah.” Dad had a look of concern on his face that made Zack feel guilty about what they’d just done. “Think you have that bug that’s been going around?”


  “Maybe, I’m kind of achy,” he lied.


  “You look hot too, Carla.” Dad noted mom’s also flushed face. He reached out and touched her hair. “Wow, even your hairs damp.”


  “Well for some reason Zack’s not running his AC.” She shrugged. “Warm in here.”


  “I have the chills too.” Zack impressed himself with his ad lib and over dad’s shoulder, mom winked at him.


  “You have class tomorrow?”


  “No, just work in the afternoon until eleven.”


  “Well, you feel like this you should call out. No sense in getting sicker or making someone else sick.”


  “Okay, I’ll see how I feel.”


  “You should see how you feel later too,” Dad said to mom. “You’re totally flushed and it’s not that warm in here.”


  “I am feeling kind of off now that you mention it.” She wiped at her face. “You’re right it’s not that hot.”


  “Then same advice, you don’t feel good stay home tomorrow night.”


  “Friday night tips are great though,” Mom protested.


  “Well this lead pans out there’s no need to sweat a missed shift.”


  “Okay, I’ll play it by ear tomorrow.”


  “If you guys are sick. I’ll skip poker and stay home in case you need anything.”


  “That’s sweet!” Mom gave him a peck on the cheek. “But you look forward to it and besides.” Dad was facing Zack and mom slowly licked her lips. “Isn’t that right, baby?”




  Chapter Five


   


  Zack sat on the couch, trying to focus on watching sports center. For the tenth time in the last half hour, he let his gaze drop to the time on the cable box. His heart raced when he saw it was five to seven.


  His father’s poker night started at seven thirty and he would be leaving soon. He glanced over at mom who was curled up on the couch. She was reading something on her I-pad and had her ear buds in. Her head bobbed slightly to whatever she was listening to, and Zack imagined her head bobbing on something else.


  He shifted in the chair as his cock swelled. He’d been hard so many times today, he’d had to change his underwear because of all the precum he kept leaking. To say this had been the longest day of his life was an understatement.


  After mom and dad had left his room, and at her suggestion, he had jerked off with her thong wrapped around his cock. To his surprise he’d gone out like a light after that and not woken up until eight. From there he’d lied in bed for over an hour with his cock hard and his balls aching, thinking of the night to come.


  It didn’t seem real. His mother was promising him a night of anything and everything! God, she had been so hot last night! Even the fact she’d teased and held off showing him anything, had been hot.


  Zack had been with a few girls. Had sex, gotten some great blow jobs. Before last night the thought of a hand job would have been met with he could do that himself. But a hand job from his mother? He’d never come so hard!


  Tonight would be far more than that! His mind racing, he’d made it worse by watching some porn. It was frustrating not to jerk off, and didn’t help his state of arousal. But it added to the anticipation as he watched the porn ‘mom’ fuck her son and knew he was going to get what he was watching.


  He’d gone over Bill’s to play World of Warcraft and get out of the house and keep his mind occupied. On his way out the door, he’d past his mother sitting at the kitchen table. Not sure how he should act, he gave her a quick kiss on the cheek.


  Well, he tried to. She’d turned her head and kissed him full on the lips, shoving her tongue in his mouth. As they kissed, she’d grabbed his cock through his jeans and stroked it. When he’d stepped back, breathless and horny as hell, he’d mentioned dad was working and why not now?


  She reminded him she was working a noon to six shift and bad things come to good boys who can wait. He reluctantly agreed and was at the door to leave, when she’d called his name. He’d turned to see she had lifted up her shirt for him.


  Mom had a bra on, but it was slinky red lace that left out a lot more of her breasts than it actually covered. He could make out the shadow of her nipples behind the lace and his cock felt like it was going to burst.


  “Baby, we are going to have so much fun!” She laughed while pulling her shirt back down.


  She’d been at work when he got home, so he’d managed to stay busy doing some things around the house. But when she came home an hour ago dressed in another mini skirt and skin tight top combination with fuck me heels, his mind – and cock – had been off and running.


  Dad was home by then and in his den, Mom had noticed his gawking. Coming over to him, she kissed his cheek and whispered in his ear, she was changing, but had something better for later. He would have been happy to have her leave that outfit on, but understood.


  Dad hated her dressed that way so she played it straight. She went upstairs, showered and came down in a pair of baggy sweatpants and a loose Patriots T-shirt. For some reason even that seemed sexy now.


  His hot kinky taboo mom dressing like a frumpy every day mom. She was hiding the killer body beneath those loose fitting clothes, but he knew what was under there. Not only did Zack know, but he was going to experience it and shortly.


  Sensing his eyes on her, Mom turned to him and smiled. She looked over her shoulder to make sure dad was in his den. She tapped on her I-pad, then with a wink showed it to him. On it was a still of a woman sucking cuck with cum all over her face.


  The caption was “Mom told me if I got straight A’s I would get a reward!” She quickly swiped it away with her now hot pink finger nail.


  She was barefoot and Zack noticed her toes matched. Her hair was down and even in the plain attire he wanted to go over there and…do anything she’d let him.


  “Hey guys, I’m heading out.” Dad spoke the words he’d long to hear all day as he came out of his den.


  “Hope you feel better.”


  “Feel a little better already.” He waved to his father, trying not to smile.


  Dad kissed mom quickly and pointed to him. “Make sure he gets himself to bed.”


  “I will absolutely make sure he’s in bed nice and early,” Mom said with a straight face.


  Dad nodded and turned to leave. He was no sooner out the door when mom sat up on the couch and pointed to him.


  “You heard your dad, get to bed.” She stood and with a smile, stripped her t-shirt off, exposing a sexy black bra.


  Mom tossed her shirt at him, and he sniffed it, enjoying the scent of her perfume. “Yes ma’am.” He got up to go upstairs.


  “Strip down to your underwear and sit on your bed to wait for me.” She gave him a huge smile as she walked past him. “I have to change into my favorite fantasy and I hope it’s yours.”


  “If you’re in it, it will be,” he replied.


  Mom stepped and kissed him hard. She grabbed his cock, causing him to moan into their kiss. “You’re such a good boy,” she purred, then headed up the stairs, leaving him hard, out of breath and staring at her smooth back, bare except for the thin bra strap.


  “Just a few more minutes,” he said to himself, then taking them two at a time, ran up the stairs.




  Chapter Six


   


  Zack sat on the edge of his bed, his cock throbbing and his heart pounding. As mom had requested, he was only in his boxers. As before he was hard and oozing to the point there was a large sticky stain outlining the head of his cock.


  He swallowed hard when he heard his mother’s door open down the hallway and her heeled footsteps coming towards his room. There was a soft knock and he answered.


  “Come in.” He could hear his voice trembling with excitement, but didn’t care. All he cared about was all of his – and his mom’s – fantasies were about to be fulfilled.


  “Put your hands over your eyes and no peeking,” Mom called out.


  Zack put his hands over his face and felt his fingers trembling against his face. He heard the door open and mom enter. He caught a whiff of her perfume and sensed her standing in front of him. He kept his hands over his eyes, not wanting to ruin her surprise. He’d waited this long, he could wait a few more seconds.


  “Okay.”


  Zack lowered his hands and gasped, “Oh, my God!” Mom was in the school girl outfit from the other day.


  “Tada!” Mom spread her arms wide. “You like?”


  She did a spin for him and the hem of her plaid skirt lifted enough for him to see the cheeks of her ass. When she faced him again he was able to take a closer look at her. This time her long hair was in pigtails and more importantly, there was no bra!


  Her hard nipples were poking through the thin white shirt and he could see the darker skin around them. Like the other day she had on knee high stockings and the black fuck me heels. The tie was once again loosely knotted around her neck and she waved it at him, playfully hitting him in the face.


  “This is my favorite fantasy,” she confessed. “Being a naughty school…mom!” She laughed.


  “The other day you wore this I saw a video where the mom…”


  “I saw the same video!” she exclaimed. “But I guess before you. That was the inspiration I told you I had to wear this.”


  “Damn, mom.”


  “Damn, son!” She grabbed his cock. “I can’t wait to suck this.”


  She straightened and smiled down at him.


  “Son, your mom’s been a very naughty girl!”


  “How…how naughty,” he asked, his hands straining to touch her.


  “I played with myself all last night thinking about what I did.” She looked at him expectantly and when he hesitated added, “Play along, baby.”


  “And what did you do?” He relaxed when she smiled at his question.


  “I jerked my son off.” She put her hands behind her back and moved from side to side like a young girl. “Made him cum all over himself!”


  “You’re a bad girl, mom,” he told her and she pushed her lip out in a pout.


  “Does that mean I have to get punished?”


  “Bad girls usually do.” A couple of minutes ago he wouldn’t have though he could have gotten any more excited, but holy shit this was getting better by the second.


  “You going to give your mother a spanking?” she asked, her lower lip trembling for him and her greenish gold eyes wide and innocent.


  “Does she deserve it?”


  “I think a mom playing with her son’s cock would make her a very bad girl.” She licked her lips and her breathing was getting heavier. “Don’t you think?”


  He was going to agree, but his eyes were glued to her nipples and with a smile he shook his head.


  “No, that’s not enough to get her spanked.”


  “No?” She looked disappointed and he loved it.


  “Nope, I’d let that go.” He grinned, really getting into her game. “After all, you did make me come.”


  “Then what would a bad mommy have to do to get spanked nice and hard by her son?”


  “Hmm.” He stroked his chin, taking his time and noticing her gaze fixed on his bulging boxers. “You know if a mother was to be so bad that she showed her son her tits, I think that would deserve it.”


  “Oh.” Mom nodded. “That would be bad. I mean what kind of slut mother would show her son her tits?”


  “I don’t…” He stopped when she tugged on the knot between her tits and pulled her shirt open.


  “This slut mom!” she laughed, as her shirt fell open.


  “Wow,” he breathed, forgetting the game and staring in awe at his mother’s tits.


  They were bigger than he’d imagined, and nice and round. For their size they were still sitting high on her chest and her nipples, which he’s barely gotten a glimpse of despite sucking one last night were hard.


  They turned up slightly and were a light shade of pink. The flesh around them was darker and stood out against the white flesh of her tan lines. Goddamn they looked good.


  “Slut moms would play with them in front of their sons.” Mom cupped them and stroked her nipples. “They’d even do this.”


  She lowered her head and lifted her breast and as he sat there stunned, she sucked her own nipple. She made a show of teasing it with her tongue, then licked and sucked the other.


  “This mom is so bad, she’d even shove them in her son’s face.”


  Mom stepped up to him and as she had last night, straddled his leg. She shoved her tit into his mouth and he couldn’t get his mouth on it fast enough. She moaned his name when he cupped her breasts, fondling them as he sucked on her nipple.


  “Hmm, looks like there’s a naughty son in the room too,” she purred, turning to the side to offer her other nipple to him.


  Zack sucked on it and catching the other between his fingers rubbed it. Mom rocked on his leg and he could not only feel her thong was damp, but the heat of her pussy.


  “That’s it, baby! Suck your mother’s tits! They’re your tits, honey! I’ll give them to you anytime I can!”


  Mom took his face in her hands and lifted his face from her nipple to kiss him. He continued to play with both her nipples as their tongues invaded each other’s mouths. Mom’s hand dropped to his cock, rubbing it through his underwear and she moaned, “I’m being an even worse mom, now I’m playing with my boys cock!”


  She squirmed on his lap and whimpered, “I think mommy needs her son to spank her!”


  She stood up and to his delight she lay across his lap. Her stomach was across his kneed and her legs bent at the knees.


  “Spank me!” Mom moaned. “Come on, baby! I’ve dreamed of my baby treating his mother like a bad girl!”


  Zack pushed her skirt up over her waist and admired her tight firm ass. He rubbed her cheeks and mom kicked her legs back and forth. He placed his hand on her cheek, then gave her a soft slap.


  “Harder!” Mom told him. “I want a spanking, not a love tap!”


  Zack took a deep breath and raised his hand higher. This time he delivered a smack that sounded like a shot in the room and stung his own palm.


  “Ow!” Mom yelped. “Do it again!”


  Zack slapped the other side of her ass just as hard and mom moaned and wiggled her ass at him. Zack smacked the same cheek then hit the other again. Mom released a high pitched yip with each slap, but shook her ass at him, silently begging for more.


  He dealt each side another slap, noticing her ass was not only turning red, but he could see the imprint of his fingers. He rubbed her ass, feeling how much warmer her red skin was. He stared at her perfect cheeks in the white thong and slipping his fingers into it, pulled it to the side.


  He slapped her ass again and again, giving the same cheek several hard shots in a row. Mom’s yelps were louder and she kicked her legs helplessly.


  “Ow! Oh, I’m such a bad mommy! I need more!”


  Seeing how much she liked it, Zack was more than willing to give it to her. Letting her thong go, he raised both his hands and went to town. The room was filled with the sound of his hands striking her firm and rapidly reddening flesh and her yelps from each blow.


  “Yes!” she moaned. “Oh, fuck yeah! Oh, honey you’re being so bad to your mommy, but she deserves it, doesn’t she?”


  “She does, because she’s a slut mommy.” He recalled that from a movie he’d seen where the son was rough with the mother.


  As he continued to spank her, Zack wondered if she’d seen that one. As his hands continued to pepper his mother’s ass with quick hard slaps, he thought of other movies he’d watched. Movies of the son tying the mother up. Ones where the mother tied the son down and took what she wanted.


  Scenes where they fucked in a car, over the kitchen table, the pool. Zack’s mind was racing as he thought of all the possibilities. The fantasies fueled his hands and they were blurring across her ass.


  Mom was whimpering and moaning and both sides of her ass were beet red and beginning to swell. Zack stopped, but mom squirmed on his lap.


  “Please don’t stop! You’re bad mom is so fucking wet!” she moaned when he slapped her again. “You should check! See how bad your mom really is!”


  Keeping one hand on her now hot ass, Zack pulled the thong off to the side and licked his lips at the sight of her glistening snatch winking out between her thighs. He slid his hand between her legs and groaned at the feel of her wet flesh against the side of his hand.


  “Yes,” Mom whispered. “See how wet I am for my boy? Your mom is so bad for you, isn’t she?”


  Zack slid two fingers between her soft wet lips and she gasped when he encountered her clit. Zack moaned himself at not just how hard her clit was, but the way she bucked her hips and pushed herself into his fingers.


  He rubbed her clit softly, in slow circles and mom writhed on his lap whimpering.


  “Right there!, Oh fuck, honey your mother needs to cum so bad! Please make me cum!”


  Zack slipped his thumb inside her amazed at how hot and wet she was. He continued to caress her clit, sliding both fingers up and down around it. Mom moaned and closed her legs, pinning his hand between her thighs.


  She slid further across his lap, her hands now on the floor to keep her balanced. She had her legs bent at the knees and her thighs were trembling around his hand.


  “Harder,” Mom implored him. “Get me off nice and quick,” she groaned. “Take the edge off for me so I don’t come fast when you lick my pussy!”


  “Damn,” he whispered.


  Zack rubbed her clit faster and pushed his thumb in as deep as he could, Mom groaned and moved her hips as much as she could. “So close!” she whimpered. “Your bad mom needs to cum, baby!”


  Bad mom. Inspired by those words. Zack struck her ass with his free hand. Mom gasped and her pussy contracted around his thumb. He slapped her again and again and each time her pussy quivered and she released a loud moan.


  “Yes! Oh, don’t stop! Show me what happens to bad moms who cock tease their sons!”


  Zack gave her several more hard slaps moaning himself at the sensation of his hard cock poking into stomach through his now sopping boxers.


  “Yes, baby, yes!” Mom’s legs straightened and her pussy squeezed his thumb as she released a long loud wail.


  She writhed on his lap, squealing and yelping as he not only kept his fingers moving on her clit, but continued slapping her red swollen ass. Her pussy convulsed around his thumb and Zack could just imagine it squeezing his cock like that.


  “Oh, damn,” Mom breathed, her body going limp across his lap. “I came hard, honey.”


  She eased from his lap and onto her knees. “Speaking of hard,” she squeezed his aching dick, “my son has something special for his mommy, doesn’t he?”


  “I bet a bad mom would suck her son’s cock.”


  “She would, wouldn’t she?’ Mom agreed, but to his chagrin stood up.


  “But I bet she’d do it naked, like a real slut, wouldn’t she?”


  “Damn straight she would.” He spoke so seriously she laughed at him.


  Rather than be embarrassed as he had been earlier, this time he smiled at her. He was relaxed and totally into the game now and it was going to be the first of many according to her.


  “Then never let it be said, I’m not a bad mommy.” She stood back up and turning her back to him, unzipped her skirt. She slowly shimmied out of it and Zack loved the way the red skin of her ass stood out against the white thong.


  Mom stepped out of the skirt and looking over her shoulder asked, “You want your mother to take her thong off for you?”


  “I want to see my mother’s hot little pussy,” he told her.


  “You mean your mother’s dripping cunt?” She eased her fingers into the sides of the thong. “Pussy is for girls your age. You mother’s a woman, and a pretty damn nasty one.”


  She bent over and pushed the thong down her legs and he licked his lips at the sight of her glistening…cunt. Mom kicked off the thong and turned to face him, showing off her all but naked body and the small patch of light brown fuzz over her slit.


  “Want the stockings on?”


  “Yes, and the shoes,” he told her.


  “Good.” She stroked her pussy and moaned, “I feel so fucking dirty standing in front of my son, naked.” She once again sank to her knees between her legs. “But it feels so good.”


  “It looks damned good.” He wasn’t lying. The sight of his mother, naked and kneeling between his legs had his cock so hard he swore he was going to shoot off in his underwear.


  “Know what would be even dirtier?”


  “My mother sucking her son’s cock?” he asked hopefully.


  “With you standing up, while I do it.” She tapped his leg. “Get up for me.”


  Zack stood quickly and mom yanked his boxers down to his knees. His cock sprang free sending a spray of pre cum onto her face and tits.


  “I like that.” She grabbed his hard cock and pumped it in her fist.


  “How’s your bad mommy look on her knees in front of her son?”


  “More like a good mommy.” He held his breath when she leaned closer and blew lightly on his cock.


  He was so excited, his cock jumped in her hand from the feeling of her hot breath.


  “A good mom would suck her son’s cock?”


  “My good mom would.”


  “Hmm-mm.” She shook her head, and caused him to moan when she flicked her tongue across his swollen tip. “Bad mom.”


  “A bad mom would suck her son’s cock and not just play with it then,” he told her, his frustration lending confidence to his words.


  “Yes sir!” She winked and he cried out in pleasure when she opened wide and took him deep into her mouth.


  “Hmm!” Mom moaned around his cock while bobbing her head.


  Zack groaned and his knees trembled while he watched his mother’s full pink lips slide up and down his cock. She was holding him at the base with just two fingers and he moaned louder when her free hand cupped his balls.


  She moved her head more slowly, her lips pressing tighter around him. Zack put his hands on her shoulders and she raised her eyes to him. He stared into her beautiful eyes as she continued to slowly work his throbbing prick with her mouth.


  He could see pink smears of lipstick on his shaft and when she released him, a long sticky line of precum trailed from his head to her lips. Mom slurped it back to its source and gave his cock a soft kiss.


  Pressing her tongue to him, she licked his shaft down one side and up the other. Zack was breathing hard and his balls were tight in her hand was she fluttered her tongue up and down his cock, pausing to trace the sensitive underside of his head.


  “Is your mother being bad enough for you?” she whispered.


  “She’s being very bad.” He had to fight to keep his voice steady when she took just the tip of his cock in her mouth and sucked hard on it.


  “I bet I could be worse though.” She smiled up at him while rubbing his oozing cock along her soft cheek. “Wanna see?”


  Rather than wait for his reply, mom pinned his cock against his stomach, lowered her head and sucked his balls into her mouth.


  “Oh, fuck, mom,” he gasped.


  Mom sucked on each of his balls in turn, then proceeded to lick them. Zack stood there, moaning like one of those sons he always made fun of in the movies. Even though it was acting, he’d never mock them again.


  Standing here with his mother bathing his balls with his tongue, Zack didn’t think things could get any better. He also didn’t think she could surprise him again, but she did. Running her tongue from his sac up to the tip of his cock, she spit on him.


  Zack’s cock jerked in her hand as she stroked him, then spit on him again, lubing his shaft with it. With a nasty smile, she held her open mouth over his cock and let a long trail of drool drip onto his head.


  It oozed down his shaft and mom made a show of noisily slurping it up.


  “Bad mom?” she asked, then drooled all over his cock again.


  He tried to respond, but all that came out was a stifled groan when this time she cleaned it up, by taking him deep into her mouth. Mom sucked harder than before and was now driving her head forward, plunging his cock into her mouth.


  She had her mouth open wider than before and was making wet gagging noises that sent a thrill through him. Again, his amazing mother managed to make things even better.


  “Baby.” She looked up at him, her chin covered in a mixture of spit and pre cum that was dripping onto her tits. “Why are your hands only on my arms?”


  “Oh.” He went to cup her tits, but she grabbed her pigtails and held them up to him.


  “You watched that school girl mom movie. What did he use his nasty mother’s pigtails for?”


  “Holy shit.” Even as he spoke he took his mother’s long pigtails in his trembling hands.


  Mom took just the head of his cock between her lips and looked up at him expectantly. Zack moved his hips, thrusting his cock into his mother’s mouth, but slowly. As excited as he was, this was still his mother!


  Mom pulled her mouth from his cock. “Come on, honey! Fuck your bad mother’s mouth!” She was breathing hard, her tits heaving with excitement. “I want to gag on my son’s dick the way that mom did in the movie!”


  “Okay.” He nodded, and she sighed, “Just do it, baby! Fuck my mouth and pull my hair! Treat your mother like a fucking whore and come in my mouth!”


  Her words sent him over the edge. He wrapped her pigtails tightly in his fists and drawing his hips back, plunged his cock hard into her mouth.


  Mom made a wet gagging sound and he paused for a brief moment. But the look in her eyes as she stared up at him, and the way she moaned erased all his inhibitions. Like the son in the video they’d both watched, he tore into his mother’s mouth.


  Zack fucked his mother’s mouth faster and harder than he’d ever fucked a girl in their pussy, never mind their mouths. Mom was gagging and gasping, long strands of spit drooling down the sides of her mouth and all over his cock.


  Her eyes were watering and he could feel the tip of his cock striking the back of her throat. But her hips were moving and her hands were on her tits, stroking her nipples while her son face fucked her.


  She was moaning in between her wet gurgling sounds, and that combination of sounds drove his hips as much as how fucking good her mouth felt. The entire time he was plundering her mouth, mom’s eyes were on his.


  He tears were streaming down her face, ruining her makeup and her face was becoming as red as her ass. But she was so into it she was pushing against his hands, trying to move her head forward and let him drive into her throat harder.


  Mom stopped playing with her tits and put her hands on his thighs. He winced when her long nails dug into them, but the pain caused his dick to twitch in her mouth. He stared down at her and moaned at just the sight of her.


  His mother was a hot wet mess, and looked as hot as any porn star he’d ever seen in a throat fucking video. But as excited as she obviously was she kept blinking at him, as if she wanted something else.


  The next time he slammed his cock into her. She got her hands around his waist and grabbed his ass. She held him still and he quickly stopped moving. He groaned when her tongue slipped out and licked his balls, which at this point were coated in her slobber.


  She eased him from her mouth and breathed, “Tell me.”


  That was all she said, then took him into her mouth and let his ass go. Tell her. Mom had talked about fantasies and it was obvious hers was to be her son’s bad girl. His slut mother. She wanted to be treated roughly and…spoken to like that.


  “Look at you, mom!” He moaned as he resumed his assault on her face. “Fucking nasty slut, on your knees letting your son fuck your mouth.”


  Mom’s eyes rolled back and she whimpered at his words.


  “You should be ashamed of yourself.” He continued. “Acting like one of those whores in those movies! Good mothers would never want to do this. Only nasty moms would want to fuck their sons.”


  Mom was gagging louder and it was because he had somehow found a way to fuck her face harder. He was gripping her hair so tight his knuckles were white and going at her so hard his balls were smacking her chin.


  “You deserved that fucking spanking, didn’t you?” she whimpered in agreement. “But you didn’t learn so now I’m just going to have to…” He gasped as his balls tightened and his cock felt as if it were ready to burst. “Cum in my slutty mother’s mouth! I…Oh fuck!”


  No longer able to hold back, he exploded in her mouth. His cock had been buried deep in her throat and she made a wet squealing sound around him as his first spurt went directly down her throat.


  Her eyes went wide and cum drooled from each side of her mouth. Zack kept thrusting, sending spurt after spurt of cum into his mother’s willing mouth. She was making the nastiest, sexiest sounds he’d ever heard as she sucked and slurped for every drop her son could give her.


  As eager as she was, he was fucking her mouth too fast for her to handle it all and a lot of it was oozing down her chin and onto his balls. With a moan, Zack stopped thrusting, but mom took over, bobbing her head rapidly and sucking hard enough to hollow her cheeks.


  Zack whimpered when she managed to milk a few more drops from him. His legs were so weak, he sat back on the bed, slipping his cock from her mouth. Mom followed slid up between his legs, and licking and slurping, cleaned every drop of cum from his cock and balls.


  She was gasping even as she did it, but was going at it with an enthusiasm that kept him hard.


  “So good,” she moaned, scooping cum from her tits and sucking her fingers into her mouth.


  “That was fucking…whoa!” Zack exclaimed in surprise, when mom shoved him hard enough to put him on his back.


  She climbed onto the bed, swung her leg over his hips and impaled herself on his still jerking cock.


  “Oh, god!” he cried out as his cock sank into his mother’s incredibly wet, hot and damn tight pussy.


  “Fuck yeah!” she moaned, bouncing up and down on his cock. “I need this dick, baby!”


  She was slamming down on him so hard he was bouncing off the mattress.


  “I’m doing it,” she gasped, smiling down at him. “I’m riding my son! I have my baby boy’s big beautiful dick inside me!”


  She leaned over, placing her hands on his chest and slammed her hips up and down, causing him to gasp.


  “How’s your mother’s sloppy cunt feel, baby? Nice and wet from getting my ass spanked and my throat fucked, isn’t it?”


  “Yes.” He grabbed her hips and thrust his as well as he could with her on top of him. “You feel so good!”


  “So do you! So hard even after coming.” She sighed and slowing down, worked her hips in slow circles, teasing him. “Hmm, youth and enthusiasm.”


  “And my mother’s hot fucking pussy.” He moaned beneath her, as she lifted her hips so just the tip of his cock was inside her. “Don’t tease!”


  “You just came in my mouth.” She giggled. “I’m no tease, baby.” She sat up, pushing him back inside her and now rocked her hips back and forth, slowly riding him.


  She cupped her big tits and played with them, showing off for him.


  “You look so fucking hot,” he told her, slipping his hands under hers and taking over, fondling her nipples.


  Mom sighed and moved her hips faster. “Zack, honey? Mommy needs to come again! Will you make me come?”


  “Mom, you never have to ask me that.”


  “Good answer!” Mom slid him from inside her, then crawled up the bed.


  His eyes widened when she ended up with her knees on either side of his head and her pussy hovering inches over his face. Mom spread herself open.


  “Want a taste, baby?”


  His answer was to wrap his arms around her thighs and pull her down into his eager tongue.


  “I guess so!” Mom laughed, then released a long loud sigh of pleasure when Zack’s tongue slipped inside her.


  He moaned louder than her at both the taste of her sticky juices and the scent of her hot flesh. Mom squirmed on his face as he probed her pussy, swirling his tongue inside her. He groaned into her pussy when she leaned back and grabbed his cock.


  She slowly pumped him while he eased his tongue from inside her and began exploring the soft folds of her pussy.


  “So nice,” she breathed above him. “Look at you, taking your time on mommy’s pussy.”


  She pumped him faster and he responded by sucking her clit into his mouth. Mom gasped and ground her wet sticky pussy hard into his face. She surprised him by easing from his face and sliding past his head.


  “You didn’t like…oh,” he whispered when she quickly reversed herself and straddled his head once more.


  Now facing the other way, mom leaned over, put her hands on his legs and sucked his cock into her mouth. She bobbed her head several times while he reintroduced his tongue to her swollen clit. She released him and laughed. “I just thought you shouldn’t be the only one sucking, you mind?” She smacked her lips. “Bad boy, you taste like mommy’s pussy.”


  “Never,” he moaned into her when she rested her head on his thigh and teased her tongue around the head of his cock.


  Zack was in taboo heaven! His mother was rocking her hips, helping his tongue work up and down her succulent slit while lightly stroking him with her hand and kissing and licking his cock, keeping him as hard as he’s been when they started.


  He forced himself to focus more on her pussy then what she was doing and swirled his tongue in circles around her clit and spreading her wide open as he did. Mom eased herself lower and he gasped when his tongue slipped across her asshole.


  “Do it!” She wiggled her hips. “Be a bad son and give your slutty mom a rim job!”


  Rim job! Zack was beside himself, his mother was hotter and nastier than he’d ever dreamed about. He grabbed her cheeks, and spread them wide. Mom squealed when he plunged his tongue into her ass. He moved his head, keeping his tongue rigid and fucking his mother’s ass hole with it.


  “Oh…oh!” Mom moaned and caused him to join her when she took him in her mouth.


  She didn’t move her head, simply held him there with her tongue lightly caressing him. His cock twitched and jerked, but he kept his tongue moving, now circling her rosebud. Mom was moaning around his cock and easing his hand down, he slipped two fingers inside her.


  She groaned her appreciation around him, and rewarded him by cupping his balls and playing with them. As much as he was enjoying her ass, her hips were rocking and she was wiggling back and forth, while whimpering around his throbbing cock.


  Zack lowered his tongue to her clit and licked it in hard fast circles. Mom responded by moving her hips in circles, keeping his tongue to her clit as he traced it with the tip of his tongue. He sucked it in and out of his mouth in the same time as his fingers were pumping her pussy.


  Mom’s thighs were shaking around his head and she was moaning continuously around his cock. Her hard nipples were pressing into his stomach and his nose was filled with the sweet scent of his mother. He swore his cock was harder than the first time and he couldn’t wait to get it back inside her.


  Mom eased him from her mouth. “Put your finger in my ass,” she told him. “Nice and deep!”


  Zack couldn’t obey her fast enough, slipping a finger deep into her ass. He couldn’t believe how tight it was! It became even tighter when mom howled like an animal and clamped her legs around his head.


  Her hips bucked wildly smearing her pussy all over his face as she came like damn wild cat, squealing and riding her son’s face. Her holes contracted around his fingers and her clit quivered on his tongue as his mother came even harder than the first time.


  She took him back into her mouth and this time sucked him hard and fast, whining around his cock as she continued to come. Zack kept his tongue and fingers busy, keeping her coming as long and hard as possible.


  Mom lifted her head from his cock and with a sigh, let her weight go, slumping on top of him.


  “Honey, that was amazing!” she groaned when he kept thrusting his fingers, pumping her pussy and ass.


  Mom pushed herself up and slid down his body until she had his thighs between hers. Remaining backwards, she reached back and guided his cock inside her.


  “Oh, shit, that’s fucking hot,” Zack told her as she grabbed his ankles and moved her hips, riding him backwards.


  “Reverse cowboy, baby.” She looked over her shoulder and smiled. “Told you, mom has a lot of fantasies.”


  She pounded her hips up and down fast and hard and he cried out as she rode him like a damn mechanical bull in a bar. He grabbed her hips and as good as she felt, he was just as into how good this looked.


  His glistening cock disappearing between her round ass cheeks and them jiggling as she drove down on him. Her asshole was peeking out at him as she bent over further. Growing bold, he shoved his finger hard into it.


  “Fuck!” Mom squealed. “That’s it baby boy, feel free to feel free!”


  She worked her hips even faster slamming down on his cock and finger. Zack could feel his cock sliding against his finger through the thin skin between her ass and pussy and began to wonder what his cock would feel like in her tight ass.


  Mom sat back up across his hips, then rolled off him and onto her back. She didn’t say a word, simply lifted her long legs up so her knees were on her tits. Zack rolled onto his knees, grabbed her feet and drove his cock into her.


  “Fuck yeah!” Mom yelled as her son slammed his cock repeatedly into her hot wet cunt. “That’s it, baby, give your mother what she needs!”


  She lifted her legs and just like the women in the movies, hooked her arms behind her knees, holding them back for him and spreading her pussy wide open. Zack fucked her with long hard strokes, moaning each time he sank all the way into her forbidden flesh and his balls slapped against her ass.


  Mom’s tits were bouncing wildly and he noticed there was still drops of his cum on her tits and stomach. That spurred him on to fuck her even harder. Mom’s mouth was wide open in a continuous squeal as Zack slammed her so hard his bed was rocking.


  “Oh, honey keep fucking me!” she cried out. “Promise you’ll fuck me again and again, any chance we get!”


  “Anytime you want,” he moaned. “Anywhere and anyway!”


  “Oh, I love you!” Mom told him.


  The words seemed out of place seeing he was fucking her like some slut he picked up at a party, but he felt the same way. Even though the sex was dirty, he felt closer to her than ever. This was an intimacy most sons never experienced with their mothers. Most wouldn’t want to, but they had no idea what they were missing.


  “Love you too,” he managed in between his grunts of exertion as he pounded her.


  Zack had never fucked a woman this hard before. Hell, it was becoming clear he’d never fucked a woman until today, just girls. Mom was yelping and loving every minute of it and he found he wanted to fuck her even harder.


  “And maybe sometime you will love me,” she told him. “Someday we’ll go nice and slow and sweet and you can make love to your mom.”


  “I’d really like that.” He smiled down at her. “I thought a lot of being really good to you.”


  “Baby, you’re being real good to me!” she gasped. “So fucking good! But if my baby wants to love me, he can.”


  Mom let her legs go and putting her feet on his chest, pushed him back, stopping him in mid thrust.


  “But today? Today, you’re going to fuck your mother like whore she wants to be.”


  Mom slid up the bed, then rolling over on her hands and knees, put her ass in the air for him. “get over here and fuck your naughty mom.”


  “Whatever you say, mom.” He grabbed her hips and with one long thrust went balls deep into her hot wet box.


  “If only you were that eager to do the damned lawn.” She laughed, then cried out when he squeezed her hips and went to town on her. “Think I found a new incentive plan!”


  Zack tried to laugh, but all that came out was a groan as he hammered away on her pussy.


  “The pigtails!” Mom shook her head for emphasis. “They make great handles!”


  Zack grabbed her hair and she yelped when he tugged back on her pigtails. He held them tight and continued to fuck her.


  “Both in one hand!” she moaned. “And you know what to do with the other!”


  Zack wrapped her hair in his left hand, but paused, what did she…?


  “I’m your bad mother, remember?”


  With a wicked smile he slapped her ass. She yelped and her pussy squeezed his cock.


  “Yes! Give it to your nasty mother! Make her sorry for being a slut!”


  Zack began slapping her cheeks each time he buried himself inside her. He went from cheek to cheek while pulling hard on her hear. Mom was going wild, her hips driving back into him and was egging him on.


  “That’s right, your mother’s a bad girl! She’s a damn cock whore for her son! Her baby boys little cum dumpster, isn’t she?”


  “Goddamn, mom,” he moaned, amazed she could still shock him at this point.


  “Fuck me! Slam that big fucking cock in your mother’s sloppy nasty cunt! Turn my ass red and yank my hair! Claim your mother’s nasty cunt, make it yours! Make me yours!”


  Zack was breathing hard and his balls were tightening. His dick was jerking with each thrust and he knew it wouldn’t be much longer.


  “Today I’m yours, but I have fantasies, baby boy! Next time? Mom’s going to tie you up and tease the hell out of you!”


  “Oh, God.” He groaned at that thought.


  “Going to jerk you and suck you and ride you, but you won’t come until I’m ready.” she cried out when, in his excitement, he spanked her even harder. “I’m going to make you beg for me! Make you whimper, ‘Oh, mommy please, please let me cum, oh please…”


  “Oh fuck!” Zack exclaimed and tore into her so hard she would have pitched off the bed, had he not been holding her hair.


  “Inside!” Mom called out. “Come inside me! Fill your mother’s cunt with your hot load!”


  Zack cried out, and his cock went off, sending a long spurt of come deep inside his mother.


  “Ohh, that’s so nasty!” Mom moaned. “Oh, my son’s coming inside me! That hot cum filling up his mom’s cunt.”


  Zack was so tired his hips slowed, but she worked hers back into him, her pussy contracting around him, milking his cock for everything he had.


  “Yes, all of it! Empty those balls inside me.” She let go with a long shuddering moan. “This is how you make mommy yours. You give her all you have, baby.”


  “I…damn,” Zack whimpered and easing his cock from her moaned at the sight of some of his cum oozing from her pussy and onto her inner thighs.


  “Hmm, that was a lot.” Mom slid onto her stomach, then rolled over onto her back. “That was so fucking wrong.” She giggled. “But so fucking good!”


  Zack lay down on the bed next to her and smiled when she rolled over on her side and kissed him fondly.


  “You have a good time, baby?” She propped herself up on her elbow to look down at him, her other hand on his stomach.


  “Better than any fantasy.” He released a tired sigh. “Damn, you’re wild mom.”


  “So are you, honey. You fucked me damn good.”


  “We really going to do it again?” he asked, hoping she hadn’t just been caught up in the moment.


  “Of course!” Her hand slid down and squeezed his semi hard cock. “How long do you need?”


  “Jesus,” he moaned as she slowly pumped him.


  “Ever see that movie, ‘Mom The Fluffer’?” She winked. “I’m pretty persuasive.”


  “I’ll bet.” He was too spent to get completely hard this soon after, but he was swelling in her hand and it felt so good. “I liked ‘Movie night with mom’ you know the one the son put a porn in by mistake?”


  “That was a good one.” She nodded. “Next poker night.” She giggled. “Which will now be referred to as poke mom night.”


  “Jeez, dad.” He frowned. “I feel kind of bad. I mean, it’s like we cheated on him.”


  “I know, that’s why I never approached you. But when I found out you were watching the same movies, I couldn’t help it, baby.” She shrugged and he licked his lips at the way her tits bounced.


  “I love him and he and I will still be having fun, but now I’ll be having fun with my son too.” She pumped him faster and he groaned as his spent cock struggled to rise. “He’ll never know and he’ll never suspect it.”


  “Unless he found more mom son porn on my laptop,” Zack pointed out, watching his cock slowly, but steadily growing in her hand.


  “Well that’s never going to happen, Zack. Neither of us are ever going to have to buy those movies anymore. Know why?”


  “Because the real thing is better?” He moaned, now fully hard in her hand again.


  “That’s right!” She let him go and slid off the bed. “Fantasies are great, but acting them out is even better!” She extended her hand to him. “Let’s go.”


  “Where we going?” he asked, as he took her hand and forced himself to swing his legs off the bed and get up.


  Mom gave him a sexy smile. “What, you never saw the one where the son slips into the shower with his mother?”
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