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  Chapter One


  “Sure your mom’s not going to be home for awhile?” Dawn asked, walking past me while I held the door open for her.


  “She’s going right from the office to the bar,” I told her. “She’s doing six to midnight there.”


  “Wow, that’s a long hard day.”


  It had been a long hard day for me, thinking about hooking up with Dawn tonight. She and I weren’t dating, just fucking around and I was fine with that. I might not be working as much as mom, but a full class schedule and four nights a week at Lowes had me pretty busy, too busy to be able to pay attention to a girlfriend.


  But Dawn had no issues with not being a girlfriend; in fact I was pretty sure she enjoyed the idea of just being fuck buddies. Not for the first time I wondered if I were her only one as she only called me once every couple of weeks or so, but I sure as hell was never going to ask and couldn’t care less what she did when she wasn’t doing me.


  She’d called me this morning just before my nine o clock class and asked if I were up for some fun after school. It was my lucky day seeing it was the only night this week I had off and I couldn’t say yes fast enough.


  It would have been a long day as it was. Sitting there during my classes and thinking about Dawn’s long blonde hair, perky little tits and an ass so firm you could bounce a quarter off of it.


  Dawn wasn’t just hot, but a pretty wild ride. She loved to suck cock, take it doggy, spit, swallow, ride my face, she was pretty much anything goes. The fact she wanted nothing more than sex was a damn big plus at this stage in my life and I was hard before I’d hung up with her and would have been many times throughout the day.


  But just before she said goodbye, Dawn made things even worse by telling me that since we had so much fun together she had a special treat for me. Right now I’d say Dawn herself was a pretty special treat.


  Dressed in a skirt that calling a mini would be doing it a favor, her long legs were on full display. Not as well as her tits though as it was obvious through the flimsy black tank top she wasn’t wearing a bra.


  Her long hair was down and her only make up was a shocking pink lipstick. Her shoes were a pair of simple flip flops and the whole look screamed ‘coming over to get fucked’. Nothing fancy, just ‘here I am’ and again, what was wrong with that?


  The one thing that had me thinking it was more than that was the small black plastic bag in her hand.


  “That sucks she works so much.” Dawn brought me back to the here and now. “Does she get to have a life?”


  “Sunday’s her only day off and she sleeps half of it,” I told her, leaving out the fact she drank the other half of it.


  A habit she started when my father had passed away unexpectedly of a heart attack a year and a half ago and working at the bar wasn’t helping as she came home reeking of booze every night.


  “She should go out and have some fun.” Dawn pointed to a picture of my mother on the mantle. “She’s kind of hot for her age.”


  She was accepting an award at a party for her day job where she was an office manager and she looked pretty good in it. Mom had on a simple black dress, but it was a short number, showing off a set of legs that currently helped her get some decent tips bringing drinks to tables.


  The dress was also low cut and showed off the other two reasons she did well in tips. My friends had made me well aware my mother had a pretty impressive chest and it showed in that dress. It was sleeveless and long black hair was down.


  My father was with her-and most likely the reason she had dressed that sexy-and seeing the big smile on her face, made me feel bad. I hadn’t seen her smile like that since he’d passed. Now she was either exhausted from work, miserable because she was still missing him, or worse, that sick little drunken smile she got when she was trashed and that was becoming far too often.


  “Well if you’re sure she’s not coming home in between, what are we waiting for, baby?” She gave me a huge smile and sauntered out of the living room, swinging her slender hips. “Don’t you want your surprise?”


  “Right behind you.” I laughed, following her.


  “Hmm, you’ll be behind me later, and under me and over me.” She looked over her should and winked. “But after I have my fun first.”


  “Sounds good to…” I stopped when we had passed into the dining room and I saw the bottle of Johnny Walker on the table with a glass next to it and three empty beer bottles.


  “Well I guess I know how she gets through working all those hours.” Dawn laughed.


  “Um. Yeah she has a couple to unwind,” I said lamely. I was disturbed she was drinking in here where there wasn’t even a TV. She was just literally sitting here drinking at night.


  “Johnny Walker?” Dawn picked up the bottle and after sniffing it grimaced. “Wow, that’s not unwinding, that’s oblivion.”


  “She works hard, she deserves to relax,” I defended her.


  “She relaxes at work.” Dawn giggled. “Remember, I’ve been here a couple times when she came home, she’s so bombed she’s slurring.” She crunched her face up. “Wow, Troy, your little girlfriend ish really shweet.”


  “Okay, whatever,” I said, trying not to get upset. Today was about fun.


  “Sorry.” She frowned. “That was jerky. I’ll make it up to you, promise.”


  Dawn walked across the room and entering the hall, turned and headed upstairs. I quickly followed her and her making fun of my mother was forgotten as I stared at her sweet ass peeking out beneath the short skirt.


  All that was on her ass was a thin red string between her cheeks and as it had been all day, my cock swelled at the thought of seeing that ass in the air. After she sucked my cock and I licked her smooth pussy of course.


  As Dawn ran up the stairs giggling, I thought this is what my mother needed to do. Stop sweating the bills, take a couple nights off and have some damn fun. A pang of guilt hit me that the only reason she really needed the second job was to help pay my tuition. Otherwise her regular job would be enough.


  “Hey, where are you going?” I asked, watching her walk past my room.


  “Your room won’t work for my surprise.” She laughed and disappeared into my mother’s room.


  “Hey!” I exclaimed before I reached the door. “Come on Dawn, we can’t mess around in here!”


  I entered the room and felt my protests begin to fade. Dawn had already slipped her shoes off and removed her shirt. I licked my lips at the sight of her tiny pink nipples. They were hard and so was I within seconds of looking at them.


  “Why not?” she asked, dropping the bag on my mother’s bed and pushing her skirt down so she was standing in just her thong. “Someone should have some fun on this big beautiful bed!”


  “Dawn, this is low.” I tried to sound convincing, even as I stared hungrily at her ass while she bent over to pull the comforter down.


  “Hmm, wonder if your mom has any fun in here.” She opened the nightstand drawer and with a naughty giggle, lifted up a purple vibrator. “Batteries, the single woman’s best friend!”


  “Put that down!” I snapped, as appalled at her for doing it, I think I was more offended at seeing a sex toy in my mother’s drawer. Not that I was naïve enough to think mom wasn’t a woman who needed to get off sometimes, but I didn’t need proof.


  Dawn put it back and sitting on the edge of the bed, patted it.


  “Aw, don’t be mad Troy. How about you get naked and come lay down.


  “Dawn, let’s go back to my room. I can’t do this here.”


  The guilt returned. Here was my mother working two jobs-and for me- and drinking from the stress of that and lingering grief. No way could I have sex in her bed. It would be disrespectful for anyone to do, but in my case beyond sleazy to do this while my mother was sacrificing for me.


  “You sure about that?” Dawn turned and stretched out on the bed.


  Lifting her ass, she worked the thong over her hips. Bending her legs, she removed it and flipped it at me.


  “I’m awfully comfortable here.” She spread her legs, then her pussy, teasing her pink clit with her red nail. “Come on in baby, the water’s just fine!”


  “I…” I swallowed when she slipped two fingers inside her slit while teasing her nipple with her other hand.


  “And I have your treat!” She picked up the bag. “But it will only work in here.”


  “What is it?”


  “Have to pay to play, Troy.” She tapped the bed again. “Get naked and lay down or maybe I’ll just do it myself and make you watch.” She laughed. “Maybe use your mom’s fun little toy!”


  She winked, then moaned as she moved her fingers faster inside her pussy. My cock was aching and staring down at Dawn’s perfect body and knowing she had something special for me, my resolve weakened.


  Dawn could only stay a few hours and mom worked until midnight, I could wash the sheets, she would never know.


  “Okay, but only because you’re so damn hot,” I told her, pulling my t-shirt off.


  “Hmm, I’m not the only one.” Dawn licked her lips, causing my cock to twitch. “You look damn good, Troy, football’s really filled you out.”


  “I think you help fill me out.” I laughed, pushing my shorts and boxers down to expose my hard cock.


  “Then I want to keep helping.” She sighed. “God, I want to suck that dick.”


  “I think I’ll let you.” I climbed onto the bed, kneeling near her head.


  Dawn gave my cock a couple of long slow pumps, then caused me to moan when she took me into her hot little mouth. She bobbed her head for a few seconds, then stopped.


  “Lay back.” She sat up and pointed to the pillows.


  I did as she asked, stretching out on my back, smiling as she grabbed my cock and squeezed it.


  “Hmm, I can’t wait to feel this nice big cock in my tight little pussy,” she purred. “But I get to play first!”


  “You can do whatever you want.”


  “Slide down he bed a little.” I did as she asked and she smiled down at me. “Close your eyes.”


  I obeyed and heard her open the bag.


  “No peeking,” she said.


  I lay there with my heart racing in excitement and my cock twitching in anticipation. She leaned over me, her warm skin pressing into my face and I heard something metal click. No, she didn’t buy…


  “Oh, you bad girl!” I opened my eyes to see the silver handcuffs dangling from the middle wrung of my mother’s brass headboard.


  “Nope, you’re a bad boy, you’re the one in the cuffs,” she whispered, grabbing my wrists.


  I allowed her to pull my arms up over my head and my heart skipped a beat when she clamped the cool metal cuffs around my wrists.


  “I’m in them for now.” I gave her a hopeful smile.


  “You behave and I’ll wear them next time, promise.” Damn, this girl was great and the rest of the night was going to be even better.


  “Now.” She leaned over and teased her nipples across my lips, but pulled back when I tried to suck on them. “I think you should make me come before you get anything!”


  Dawn stood up on the bed and turning around leaned her back against the head board. She put her feet on either side of my head leaving me staring up at her sweet little pussy. She slowly lowered herself until her slit was inches from my yearning tongue and wiggled around.


  “Don’t lick,” she whispered.


  With an effort I kept my tongue in my mouth and Dawn pressed her pussy to my face. I moaned at her scent and the way she slid her wet flesh across my lips and cheeks.


  “Hmm, okay, baby, start licking.”


  She moaned when I eagerly obeyed her, working my tongue through her wet lips to her swollen clit. Dawn moved her hips, working her hard button around my flickering tongue and sighing in pleasure.


  “Oh, Troy, that feels so good!” she purred. “Just imagine me in the cuffs and you fucking my mouth.”


  That caused my tongue to move faster and my hips to move, pushing my hard cock up and down. My efforts weren’t wasted as Dawn laughed.


  “Who am I kidding? I’m no good at this teasing thing!” She leaned over, and bracing her hands on my thighs, took my cock into her mouth.


  I moaned into her pussy as she bobbed her head. Dawn whimpered around my cock as she took me deeper and deeper into her hot wet mouth. I relaxed as much as I could and slid my tongue along her pussy, slipping it inside, then back up to tease her clit.


  We lay there licking and teasing in a hot sixty nine and all I could think of was this was just the beginning. I couldn’t wait for her to come so she would slide up on my cock and ride me while I was helpless to touch her. Or maybe she would suck me off first.


  Whatever she did it would be just fine. I released a long sigh into her hot pussy and worked my head side to side, licking her clit at a different angle. Dawn imitated me, shaking her head with my cock deep in her mouth and giggling around it. Man, this couldn’t get any better.


  “What the fuck is this?” my mother shouted.


  Dawn released my cock and squealed, “Oh my God!”


  She rolled off me so fast she lost her balance and fell off the bed, hitting the floor with a loud thud, her legs sticking up in the air.


  “I can’t believe this!” Mom was standing there in the doorway, pointing at me. “How fucking dare you?”


  “M…mom, I’m sorry!” I stammered. “I didn’t think…”


  “Oh, you thought, you thought hey, my stupid mother who works two jobs to support me won’t be home for hours!” she grunted. “And stupid is what I am. Killing myself for you, you ungrateful little jerk!”


  “Miss Reynolds, I’m so sorry.” Dawn had gained her feet and was pulling her shirt on. “It was my fault, I wanted to play in here.”


  “And I suppose you dragged him in here kicking and screaming.”


  Mom stepped into the room and I wasn’t just upset we’d been caught, but I was lying on her bed, cuffed and completely naked. My cock had quickly deflated, but was still right out in the open and covered in Dawn’s pink lipstick.


  “No, he tried to tell me no.”


  “Not hard enough though.” Mom was now standing right by the side of the bed and I was blushing furiously.


  “Dawn, put something over me,” I said desperately.


  Dawn picked my shirt up and tossed it over my waist then pulled her skirt up so fast she lost her balance and almost fell over again.


  “Miss Reynolds, please don’t…”


  “Shut up and get the hell out of my house you little whore!” Mom snarled.


  Even in my present predicament, I was taken aback, mom rarely ever raised her voice and she was certainly never crude like that.


  “Hey!” Dawn snapped. “Don’t call me names, it’s not my fault I get some and you have to use a damn sex toy.”


  Mom’s dark eyes widened. “You snooped? You little bitch! You better get the hell out of here now before I call your parents.”


  “My parents?” Dawn laughed and I wished she would just get the hell out of here. “I’m twenty, you think they don’t know I have sex?”


  “Maybe they want to know what a disrespectful slut their daughter is, fucking in my bed!”


  Mom waved her arms angrily and I saw her eyes weren’t just bright with anger, but something else. Her face was flushed and again I doubted it was just from emotion. She’d been drinking, maybe that’s why she was home early, she’d had too much while working.


  “And he’s not even your boyfriend; you’re just a nasty little pig who fucks just to fuck.”


  “Jealous?” Dawn asked.


  “Dawn, go, please!” I told her. “But get these damn things off of me first.”


  The keys were on the nightstand where mom was standing and as soon as I spoke, Mom picked them up.


  “No, you just get your slut ass out of here. I have to have a talk with my ignorant son and this way he can’t run away from me.”


  “But…”


  “I said get the fuck out!” Mom yelled so loudly Dawn flinched and with a last glance at me, she hurried out of the room.


  “I’ll call you later,” she called out.


  “No, you’ll be fucking someone else later, now keep moving!” Mom snapped.


  “Drunk Bitch!” Dawn’s voice carried back into the room, oh, boy this had gone from sugar to shit damned fast.


  “You.” Mom stopped and stared down at me.


  She was dressed as if she had gone to the bar; a tight little sleeveless red shirt and a black skirt almost as short as Dawn’s. Unlike Dawn, mom was wearing a lot of makeup and her feet were encased in a pair of black fuck me heels.


  “Mom, I’m so sorry,” I told her. “You’re right! I’m an asshole! But she wanted to and I,”


  “Though with your dick,” she finished. “I can’t tell you how fucking disgusted I am right now.”


  She crossed her arms and I noticed how that movement pushed her breasts up even more and they looked as if they were ready to pop out of the shirt. The tight shirt made it clear she wasn’t wearing a bra and that made me feel even worse.


  My mother was a professional woman dressing down like a tramp to make extra money.


  “And you’re sorry because I caught you!” she yelled down at me. “That’s the only reason!”


  “You’re right,” I said softly. “Why aren’t you working, everything okay?”


  “Don’t try to act like you care to get off the hook! They over scheduled so I figured I would come home and get some rest, maybe watch some TV and not be asleep five minutes after I sit on the couch for once.”


  She shook her head, her long dark hair flying about.


  “But what do I find? My son, naked his face buried in some whore’s pussy in my bed! And her sucking your cock.”


  “Mom!” I’d never heard her talk like that before.


  “Oh, what? You can do it, but I can’t even say it? You’ve got nerve!” She laughed, but it was harsh. “Figures, first cock that’s been in my bed since your father and it’s yours.”


  “Mom, you’re…”


  “Pissed off! Pissed off and frustrated!” she yelled. “What about my fun, what about my life? When do I get fucked, huh? When can I lay in bed and act like a fucking whore?”


  “Mom, can you take these off?” I tugged on the cuffs; rattling her head board for emphasis.


  “No, I like you being trapped and having to listen to me.” She paused and got an odd look on her face.


  “Trapped,” she repeated. “Maybe your little pig was right and I am jealous.”


  “Mom, you could meet someone.”


  “Shut up!” She raised her voice again. “You don’t have the right to say anything right now! I’ve never been so upset at you, Troy! I thought you cared about me more than this!”


  “Sorry,” I said and meant it. “I let you down, mom. I’ll make it up to you somehow, I promise.”


  “Maybe you will.” She nodded, a nasty smile on her face.


  I cried out in surprise when she pulled the shirt from my cock and tossed it aside.


  “Mom, what are you doing?”


  “Just looking at what I’ve been missing,” she said, her eyes on my cock. “I have to admit I was standing there for a minute before I yelled at you.”


  “You were?”


  “I was. I was watching that little slut suck your nice big cock.” She sighed. “Brought back memories, brought back needs.”


  “My cock?” I shook my head. “Mom you’re drunk. Let me out of these so you can go to bed.”


  “Oh, what’s the matter, Troy? You only like to hear the word cock when it’s from a cute little girl? You have something against older women?”


  “You’re not an older woman, you’re my mother,” I pointed out. I was getting nervous, I didn’t like the way she was staring at my cock.


  “But I thought all you young guys liked milfs and cougars.” She surprised me by cupping her tits. “I’m not a milf? Lot of young men flirt with me at the bar.”


  “You’re a milf to them,” I agreed. “But you’re my mom and…hey!”


  I yelled in surprise when mom grabbed my now soft cock.


  “Oh, it’s not happy anymore, but I think I could make it that way.”


  I lay there in shock when my mother pumped my cock, stroking it slowly.


  “Mom, let it go, you can’t touch me like that.”


  “I can do whatever the hell I want, Troy. This is my house and you’re my son so that means it’s my cock.”


  Mom stroked faster and my heart pounded. To my chagrin my cock was beginning to stiffen from her soft hand. This is my mother! I yelled at myself, stop that!


  “There we go,” she said in a soft whisper that I would have found sexy coming from someone else.


  “Mom, are you crazy?” I demanded, trying to will my cock not to respond to her touch.


  “No, just frustrated, but you’re going to help me with that, oh yes you are.”


  “How am I going to help you?” I sighed with relief when she released my now semi hard cock.


  “Oh, you’ll see.” Mom grabbed her shirt and with no hesitation pulled it off.


  “Mom!” I shouted as she stood there in front of me, topless. “What the hell are you doing?”


  “What’s the matter honey? You don’t like real tits?” She held up her large breasts and my eyes widened when she rubbed her blue nails over her rose colored nipples. “You like those itty bitty little girl tits?”


  “Mom, you need to stop this. Let me go, take a shower, go to bed.”


  “Oh, I’ll shower and go to bed, but not before I get some satisfaction.”


  “Oh my God,” I said softly when Mom reached back and unzipped her skirt.


  She pushed it down and I was shocked to see her wearing a black lace thong as skimpy as Dawn’s had been. Mom hooked her fingers into the sides of it and putting her back to me pushed it over her hips.


  Close your eyes, I told myself, close your eyes. She’s drunk, this is fucked up, just don’t look. But yet my eyes stayed open, transfixed by the fact my mother was seconds away from being naked except for her damn porn star shoes.


  The thong slid over her ass cheeks and when she pushed it lower, the crotch stuck to her before peeling away from her pussy. That meant she was wet. My mother was fucking wet and getting naked.


  “Wake up,” I whispered as she bent over, showing me not only her ass, but her slit from between her thighs. A dream, this is a messed up milf porn inspired dream. No way my mother, no matter how drunk, would act like this.


  Mom pushed the thong to her feet and remained bent over as she unhurriedly slipped her heels off. My eyes couldn’t pull away from her pussy. Her lips were the same rosy color as her nipples and her ass was pretty damned impressive.


  Not as petite or slender as Dawn, Mom had some curves and her ass was much rounder and softer looking than Dawns. When she straightened and turned to face me, my eyes shifted to her tits.


  They were far bigger than Dawn’s and although they hung down a little from her age and their size, they looked as good as any older porn star’s I had jacked off to. What the hell was wrong with me? I hadn’t been drinking!


  I looked down between my legs and was dismayed to see that although not fully erect my cock hadn’t shrunk, in fact it was harder than when she had released it.


  “The way I see it.” She came over and put one knee up on the bed. “Is seeing this is my bed and there’s a good looking young man in it with a nice big cock then shouldn’t that cock be for me?”


  “Mom, it’s…oh.” A moan escaped me when she grabbed my cock and stroked it faster than before.


  “Get hard for me,” she said forcefully. “You were hard for that whore you better get it up for your mother.”


  I pulled against the cuffs and squirmed on the bed. “Mom, stop touching me.”


  “If you didn’t want me to have this, it shouldn’t have been in my bed.”


  Mom swung her leg over mine, pushing her knee between my legs to open them. Leaning over, she shoved her tit in my face.


  “Suck on that nipple,” she told me. “Show me how you sucked on hers.”


  “Mom, please.” I turned my head, noting how hard her nipple was when it grazed her cheek.


  “You said you’d make this up to me, Troy, now do it. Give me what you get all the time and I don’t anymore!”


  I could smell the booze on her breath and tried to keep my head turned, but she grabbed the side of my face and turned it. She rubbed her nipple across my lips and when I didn’t open my mouth, her eyes softened and she looked upset.


  “You don’t like them? I don’t have nice tits?”


  “You do.” I nodded, hoping to reason with her. “Any guy would love them, but I’m the guy who shouldn’t.”


  “You’re also the guy who shouldn’t be naked in my bed.” She stared down at me, then smiled. “Oh, I get it. You’re used to little sluts who rush right into things.”


  She stared down at my cock that was close to fully erect as she held it it and licked her lips. “I know what you want, a hand’s not good enough for you is it?”


  Mom slid further down my leg, her pussy leaving a sticky trail down my thigh. She leaned over me and her hard nipples brushed my stomach.


  “Mom, what are you doing?” I breathed even though I had a pretty good idea where this was going.


  “Well I was hoping you’d be a good boy and play with me. Lick me suck me, make me feel good.” She shrugged, causing her tits to bounce. “I would have taken the cuffs off then so you could touch me.”


  Mom sighed as she crawled further down the bed and her mouth was now over my cock.


  “But I guess I’m not worth you making me feel good just like I’m not worth any respect so I’ll just take what I want.”


  She stroked my cock hard and gave me that drunken smile I’d been seeing more and more often lately. “You will get hard for me, Troy, you will give me what I need.”


  “Mom, you can’t do…” I gasped when she took my cock into her mouth.


  “Oh shit!” I moaned as she effortlessly took me down to the base of my shaft.


  Mom held me there; her brown eyes fixed on mine and bobbed her head rapidly. I couldn’t hold back a moan as my mother sucked my cock. As much as I should be nothing but upset, I couldn’t get my eyes off the surreal vision of my cock sliding in and out of my mother’s mouth.


  Her tits were resting on my thighs and her long hair fanned out across my waist. Her ass was in the air and if this was any woman but my mother I’d be in my glory. Not that my cock wasn’t now rock hard in her mouth and my hips moving of their own accord as it was.


  I continued to moan and squirm, but now it was due to the fact my mother’s mouth felt damn good, and I was fighting more against that fact, than what she was doing to me. Mom opened her mouth and allowed a long trail of spit and pre cum to ooze down my shaft before noisily slurping it back up.


  “Oh, mom.” My words came out in a pathetic sounding whimper. “Please stop, please don’t keep doing that.”


  Mom laughed around my cock and to my dismay, removed it from her mouth, but only to lower her head and suck on my balls. I moaned and again it was the idea of how good it felt that had me flustered. This was my mother.


  But my mother had a pretty talented tongue as she bathed my balls with it and her body looked damn good naked. Those thoughts were pretty damned wrong, but they continued to overwhelm my mind just as her tongue and mouth had my cock so hard it was aching.


  “Like that, Troy? Like how a real woman sucks cock?”


  “No,” I lied through my teeth. “I want you to stop, Damn!” I groaned, when she took me all the way down to where her lips were wrapped around the base of my shaft and her tongue slid out and caressed my balls.


  “So not fair!” I whimpered as my mother resumed noisily sucking my cock while letting her spit drool from her mouth and cleaning it back up, giving me the best head I’d ever had.


  “Fair?” She removed my cock from her mouth and I groaned at the sight of the sticky precum dripping down her chin as she held my oozing cock tightly in her hand.


  “You know what’s not fair?” She sat up on her knees, still holding my cock. “That your dad’s gone and I’m alone. Know what’s not fair? That I spend all my time working and here you are fucking around in my damn bed!”


  Her anger faded and she said in a softer tone, “Not fair I was with your father so long I’m nervous with men and don’t want to go home with the guys that hit on me at the bar.” The nasty smile came back. “But now I come home and find this sexy little treat waiting for me.”


  “I’m your son,” I moaned as she teased her hand lightly up and down my cock.


  “A son wouldn’t be so sleazy and fuck in his mother’s bed. So right now? All you are to me is a fine young man with a big cock and that; Troy, is exactly what I need.”


  Mom slid up the bed until her legs were straddling my hips and lifting up, she grabbed my cock, guided it to her pussy and drove down on top of me.


  “Oh my fucking god!” I cried out as my cock plunged deep into her hot tight pussy. “Mom, you’re…”


  “Fucking you,” she moaned as she worked her hips back and forth. “I told you this was my cock and I’m using it!”


  She moved her hips faster and I whimpered as my cock eased in and out of her. Mom closed her eyes and moaned as she switched to moving her hips up and down, riding me harder and faster.


  “Yes,” she purred. “This is what I’ve needed, a good fucking!” She cupped her tits and stroking her nipples with her fingers asked. “How do I look, Troy? I know I’m not young and cute with perky little tits like your slut, but I’m an attractive mature woman, which do you like better?”


  “I…we shouldn’t be doing this.”


  “Doing this?” She rolled her eyes. “We’re fucking, Troy. Christ, be a man not a little boy! I just sucked your cock and now I’m fucking you, considering this is your punishment you’re making out pretty well.”


  I couldn’t answer for fear of moaning. Mom was riding me faster and I was staring down between us, watching my glistening cock disappear into mother. Her swollen clit was visible and her rosy lips were greedily clinging to my cock each time she raised up, trying to suck me back in.


  Her playing with her nipples was damn hot and her tits really were amazing. She was right, Dawn was a pretty girl with a nice little body, but my mother was different. Soft, curvy, busty and a real woman.


  I moaned when she leaned forward, putting her hands on my chest and fucking me even harder. What was wrong with me? This was my mother. My drunk mother who had no clue what she was really doing.


  “Oh, that feels so good!” Mom moaned, staring down at me. “Doesn’t it, Troy? Don’t I feel good, baby?”


  I was going tell her to stop, that it was wrong, but I held back. So far telling her to stop had gotten me nowhere. She had already sucked me and was now fucking me. My cock was inside my mother, how much further could we go?


  With that in mind my best bet would be to switch gears and go along with her. She seemed to want me to say she was hot and sexy, enjoy her. If I did, then at least she would calm down and maybe I could get her to let me go.


  “You feel amazing.” I wasn’t really lying; her pussy was pretty fucking wet and tight. “Fuck me faster.”


  “I like that!” Mom smiled and proceeded to drive her hips up and down harder.


  I moaned and leaning my head up, opened my mouth and flicked my tongue towards her dangling breasts.


  “Yes!” Mom pushed her right tit into my mouth.


  I sucked on her nipple and mom moaned so loud my cock twitched inside her. She moved side to side, taking turns feeding me each of her tits. I licked and sucked her nipples as well as kissing the soft flesh of her breasts.


  Mom purred happily as I worked her tits and I found I was moving my tongue faster, trying to get her to moan more. I was enjoying making her feel good. This was all she wanted, was it so bad?


  I’d be lying if I said her fucking me didn’t feel fantastic and damn, could she give head. I found myself envisioning mom sucking me again, but this time all the way. I thought of cumming in her mouth and her letting it spill out as she had done with her spit.


  I pictured coming in face, her jerking me off and my cum covering her cheeks and chin, dripping onto her tits. I was breathing harder and my hips were now moving, thrusting my cock into her descending pussy and pushing myself deeper.


  “That’s it!” She moaned. “Fuck me, baby! Give your lonely mother what she needs!”


  Lonely? Even in the midst of fucking her, those words made me feel bad. She’d said something about being too nervous to be with other men. She wasn’t alone because she was working or had no interest; she was alone because my father had been her only lover for close to twenty five years.


  My mother was hurt and sad and frustrated and the drinking had caused her to go over the edge and take advantage of me. I was her son, she could trust me, knew I wouldn’t hurt her. My thoughts caused me to relax.


  As bizarre as this was if it would help my mother then I would do it. The fact she was a pretty damned good lay wasn’t hurting things either. I’d probably burn in hell for that thought, but it was true. I’d never been with an older woman before and it was everything the movies made it out to be.


  The incest movies as well; I’d watched a few and found them to be somewhat of a turn on knowing they were fantasy, but now they took on a whole new meaning. It had only taken some drinking and desperation to get my mother to want me and not much for my body to respond to her.


  I fucked her harder and pulled against the cuffs again, but this time because I wished I could touch her.


  “Take these off,” I told her. “Please? I want to hold you.”


  “You want to…?” Mom’s features softened and leaning over and surprised me by kissing me.


  I was caught off guard at first, but then returned the kiss, marveling at how soft her lips were. Mom moaned softly into the kiss and it not only stiffened my cock, but caused me to feel more than just her body.


  I could tell how badly she needed this in the way she whimpered as her tongue slipped into my mouth and her reaction to me eagerly kissing me back. She turned her head and I kissed the soft skin of her neck and she sighed, leaning her head further to give me better access.


  I heard something jingle and saw she had picked up the keys to the handcuffs. Sitting back up on me, she reached out and unlocked the cuffs. I immediately put my arms around her waist and pulled her down to me.


  “Oh, honey!” she moaned in my ear as my hands ran through her hair and cross the soft skin of her back. “You feel so good!”


  “So do you,” I told her and it wasn’t an act to humor her, she did feel nice.


  Mom had slowed her hips down and was moving more sensually, gently riding me as she kissed my neck. Her breasts were pressed into my chest and her legs were tight against mine. It was an amazing feeling holding her as a woman and my hips moved faster as I became more excited than before.


  “Hmm, so good,” she cooed. “So good, Troy!” she moaned as her words caused me to hold her tight against me, pinning her to my chest and fucking her harder.


  “Fuck!” she cried in my ear. “You really want me, don’t you, baby? You really like me!”


  In one way her words excited me; in another they made me feel bad for her. She shouldn’t have had to be this lonely, but at least right now I could make her feel good. What would happen after this was going to be a lot of awkwardness, but at least in this moment I could be a good son, not a selfish asshole and give my mother what she needed.


  As if reading my mind, she moaned, “I need to come! Make me come?”


  Mom pushed back up into a sitting position and grabbing my wrist, brought my hand between her legs, to her clit. I pushed my fingers against it and rubbed them in circles and mom closed her eyes and moaned loudly.


  This was a penthouse letters slash twilight zone moment for sure as my naked mother rode my cock and I rubbed her clit. But it was one hell of a combination of weird and hot and I wasn’t really suffering over it.


  Mom moved her hips faster and I responded by pressing harder to her clit and moving my fingers side to side, then up and down.


  “That’s it,” Mom moaned. “Right there, honey, oh, right there!”


  Mom must have really been worked up because her thighs were already trembling against my legs and she was breathing much harder. I captured her nipple between the fingers of my free hand and mom moaned her appreciation, and played with the other one.


  Her eyes were closed, and her lips parted. Her long dark hair was down over her shoulders and around her face and I was amazed at how beautiful she looked. I moved my fingers faster, then moaned when her pussy tightened around my cock.


  “Yes, yes!’ Mom groaned. “Keep going, baby! Don’t stop, oh please don’t stop!”


  Mom threw her head back and cried out as her pussy convulsed around my cock. She bucked wildly on top of me, riding me like a bull in a rodeo as her orgasm tore through her. I gasped and moaned beneath her as he pussy squeezed my cock repeatedly.


  Mom was squealing and yelping like a porn star as she braced her hand son my chest and fucked me even harder. Her fingers dug into my skin, but all I was aware of was how incredible her pussy felt. I kept my fingers moving on her clit and mom continued to come like a porn star on top of my twitching cock.


  “Oh, honey!” Mom groaned as she stopped moving her hips and leaned over, breathing hard. “You don’t know how bad I needed that.” She gave me a sexy smile, which caused my heart to race.


  “Know what else you can do for me?”


  “Anything.” Man I was totally going to hell now for sure. I couldn’t even pretend I was humoring her.


  “Fuck me my favorite way.”


  Mom slid her leg over me and getting on her hands and knees next to me pushed her ass in the air.


  “Fuck me nice and hard, Troy, give me what I’ve been missing.”


  Now free I could have gotten off the bed and high tailed it out of there, which had been my plan a few minutes ago, But now I couldn’t sit up and get on my knees behind her fast enough. I took a moment to admire her sweet ass and her glistening slit pointing at me, before grabbing her hips and plunging into her.


  “Oh fuck!” Mom cried out when I began fucking her with long, hard strokes. “God I need this!”


  I moaned and fucked her as hard as I could, slamming my cock balls deep into her now sopping wet pussy. Mom cried out with every thrust and putting my hands on her shoulders, I pushed her down and fucked her even harder.


  “That’s it, fuck me!” she cried out, her head turned on the pillow staring at me, her eyes wild. “Fuck your mother! Fuck me like I’m that little bitch that doesn’t deserve to be with you! Fuck me instead; fuck the pussy that belongs to the woman that loves you!”


  Not sure what all that was about, but I had no issue following her instructions. I was tearing into her, fucking her harder than I’d ever fucked Dawn or any other girl. My mother was loving every second of it, yelping and moaning and begging me for more, egging me on to fuck her even harder.


  I was moaning as well; I’d been worked up for awhile and was pretty damn close to coming, but found I wanted to enjoy her as much as possible. For a moment, to slow myself down, I wondered what would happen when she sobered up?


  Would she talk about it, pretend it didn’t happen? What if she didn’t remember it at all? More importantly would she want it again? Because at this point despite my initial reluctance, I knew I would want this again.


  “Go ahead and come, baby!” she moaned. “But pull it out and mom will give you a treat! I’ll reward you for being so good to me!”


  I gave her several more long hard pumps and with a groan, whipped my cock out and squeezed the base, holding back my come. Mom spun around on the bed so she was on her knees, facing me and shocked me by taking my cock into her mouth.


  I released it and with a loud moan let my cock explode in her mouth. Mom squealed around it, her brown eyes widening, but she bobbed her head, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked my spurting cock.


  I whimpered and moaned as she moved her head faster, taking every drop and swirling it around my sensitive head. I grabbed her hair, pulling it as she blew me, but she didn’t seem to mind.


  Her eyes rolled back and even as I stopped coming, she continued to bob her head, milking every drop from my spent cock.


  “Stop,” I moaned as she slid all but the sensitive tip out of her mouth and continued to gently suck on it. “Please, stop.”


  Mom eased me from her mouth, and then squeezed my cock hard. I groaned as a couple of drops of cum oozed from the tip and with a smile. Mom scooped them up with her tongue, wagged it at me, then made a show of swallowing.


  “Oh man.” I sighed putting my hands on my knees and trying to catch my breath. “Damn, mom I didn’t see that coming.”


  “Neither did I.” Mom leaned against the head board, looking as if she were in shock. “I can’t believe we just…” She blinked a few times and shook her head.


  “Mom, what’s the matter?” I asked. “You feel okay?”


  “I don’t think so.” Mom swallowed hard and lowered her head.


  “Mom?” I put my hand on her arm. “You need some water or…?”


  “I fucked you,” she whispered.


  “Yeah,” I agreed. “And I know it’s wrong, but…”


  “It is wrong! Oh my God!” she exclaimed, lifting her head. “I fucked my son!”


  “Mom, it’s okay,” I said.


  “No, no it’s not!” she said, her eyes wide. “I didn’t just fuck you, I made you fuck me! You tried to make me stop and I just kept going!”


  “I’m okay mom,” I tried to joke. “You can’t rape the willing.”


  “I did rape you!” she said with a horrified look on her face. “Oh, Troy! I’m sorry! I’m so sorry; I don’t know what the hell is wrong with me!”


  Wow, this was a sudden three sixty, I thought as I watched her eyes fill with tears. The twilight zone feeling returned along with the wry thought I must really suck to have a woman crying right after I had sex with her.


  “You were lonely I guess and,” I tried to make sense of it to her as I had myself, “like you said you were used to dad, and other guys made you nervous so, you know.”


  “No excuse.” She wiped at her eyes. “God, what did I make you do with me! I’m a horrible mother, a horrible person!”


  “No, not at all mom.” I tried to put my arm around her shoulders, but she moved away from me.


  Grabbing a pillow she put it over her chest, hugging it tightly to her and covering herself from between her legs to her tits.


  “Troy, please cover up, or better yet, just leave.”


  “Me?” I asked. “You make it sound like I did something wrong.”


  Probably not the right thing to say even though it was true; but mom was already in tears so I couldn’t tell if my words had upset her worse or not.


  “You didn’t do anything wrong, you did what a good son does and listened to his mother. His dirty whore of a mother! So please leave me alone, Troy. I’m not mad at you. But disgusted with myself and seeing you keeps making me feel worse.”


  “I’m sorry mom.” I slid off the bed, noting she kept looking straight ahead and not watching as I quickly pulled my shorts on.


  “Don’t be. It’s me, I’m a despicable whore.” She grunted. “And I had the nerve to call Dawn a slut, at least she doesn’t fuck her family.”


  “Okay, know what mom? You’re drunk and that’s the problem.” I figured at this point shooting straight wasn’t going to hurt. “You’ve been lonely and frustrated and the drinking and…”


  I stopped when mom sobbed loudly.


  “Okay, I’m sorry!” I said quickly. “Shouldn’t have brought that up. I’ll go and we’ll talk alter.”


  “That’s what’s so bad about this!” Mom moaned between her sobs. “I wasn’t drunk.”


  




  Chapter Two


  I lay there in my room with my eyes closed; trying to fall asleep, but my mind wouldn’t stop spinning. I suppose I should expect that, after all, it wasn’t every day that a guy’s mom comes home and has sex with him.


  Not just sex, but as she had admitted, at the start she had pretty much forced me. Then again if I really didn’t want to, wouldn’t I have fought harder and not allowed myself to be turned on?


  Mom might have pushed me in the beginning, but once her mouth was on me, my being appalled had very quickly given way into enjoying it. When she had begun riding me it hadn’t taken much for me to talk myself into all the reasons I just be loving it.


  But mom’s instant guilt had led me to question what the hell had just happened and who was to blame and more importantly, what now? I’d left mom sobbing on her bed, having gone from a cougar in heat to a distraught mess within minutes of us finishing.


  As for me? My feelings were mixed. If mom was this upset odds are it wouldn’t happen again. I should be happy about that. Chalk this afternoon up to a once in a lifetime taboo encounter I would alternately feel disturbed and turned on by.


  But part of me was disappointed. Being with her had been upsetting and bizarre at the start, but as it went on I was into it and for more than just the act of sex. To my surprise the thing I kept coming back to wasn’t my mother riding me, or on her knees, or even sucking me off, but those moments when she first released me.


  The way she felt in my arms, her naked body pressed to mine and her soft moans in my ears. The way she had whimpered into our kiss, as if the kiss was better than the sex was. In that moment I had felt not just my mother’s loneliness, but her affection and love for me.


  I hadn’t had an actual girlfriend since my second year of high school. For some reason I was more into friends with benefits or fuck buddies like Dawn and I hadn’t felt anything but lust for a girl for several years. The affection I felt from mom-especially surprising because up until that moment she had been in porn star mode-had felt as good if not better than the sex.


  There were other moments that made me think mom was looking for more than a fuck as well. She’d seemed upset when I initially wasn’t turned on by her, asking if I didn’t like her. That led to her getting downright bitchy as if I’d scorned her.


  But when I’d begun telling her how good she looked it was if she had melted for me. Even the end, as dirty as it was with her letting me cum in her mouth, she had called it a treat. I’d gotten the impression she was trying to make me want more, showing off, showing how hot she could be.


  That had convinced me we might be heading for some weird porn absurdity type of relationship, but then she had freaked out. Her last words that she wasn’t drunk during it had stunned me. All that was for real and no alcohol? I’d smelled it on her, but hell, I could have a few beers and not be drunk.


  So if she wasn’t drunk, she was what? Overcome with lust from seeing me? That made no sense. None of this did and that’s why my head just kept spinning. I turned to look at the clock and saw it was one am. I’d tried to go to sleep at eleven after spending hours doing homework in advance to not keep thinking about this.


  My eyes landed on the handcuffs I’d picked up when I left the room. Maybe I would give them back to Dawn or just keep them as a taboo souvenir. She had called me earlier and asked how things went. I had to fight back a laugh when she asked if my mother had ‘ridden me hard’ over it. I told her I was grounded for awhile and left it at that.


  I jerked my head up at the sound of a knock and mom calling softly, “Troy, you awake?”


  “Sure, come in.” I sat up against the pillows, careful to pull the covers up over my waist to cover up the fact I slept naked.


  Mom entered the room, turning on the small lamp on my desk as she passed it. She was wearing a short red robe that before today I would have deemed inappropriate to have on in front of me, but now seemed almost modest.


  She came over to the side of the bed and sitting down, gave me a nervous smile.


  “We have to talk, honey.”


  “Okay,” I agreed. “Mom, I don’t really understand what that was about.”


  “I don’t blame you. I’ve been asking myself the same damn question since you left the room.


  Mom moved her hair from her face and I noticed it was wet and I could smell her strawberry scented skin cream. The wet hair was a good look on her and to my chagrin my cock twitched beneath the sheet, what the hell? I demanded of myself. All she was doing was sitting here and this was going to be a serious conversation.


  “Were you really not drunk?” I asked, taking my attention away from her appearance by speaking and keeping my eyes on her face.


  “I had a few. I left work early because they accidentally scheduled too many people. Bill knows I need the money and was going to send someone else home, but I was so tired I told him forget it. But I hung around and had a couple on the house.”


  She sighed. “But no, not drunk, honey, not even buzzed enough to try to blame booze on what happened.”


  “So have you thought about that? Us, I mean?”


  “Yes.” She lowered her eyes. “I miss your dad Troy. A lot of guys at work knew him and even though I think one or two might be interested, they’d feel bad approaching me. I get a lot of assholes hitting on me at the bar and I’ve thought about it.”


  She shrugged. “Some your age, some my age and in between. Some were jerks, but a few were nice and I kept saying, what the hell it’s sex, not a marriage, have some fun Donna! But I couldn’t. Your dad and I got together out of high school I only had one other guy before him.”


  “What does that have to do with me?” I asked. I was confused, but glad she was talking and giving me an answer to this.


  “You’re very good to me, Troy. You work as much as you can which is as much as I will let you because college is more important. You do a lot around the house, help me when you can. You even rub my feet sometimes if you’re up when I come home.”


  “I try to be a good son,” I said quietly. “Dad would want me taking care of you.” But probably not like this, I left out.


  “And you do. And one night when you were rubbing my feet I thought of how nice it felt. But I was pretty drunk and started thinking of how good your hands looked on me, how much you’ve filled out and what a good looking young man you are.”


  “You look just like your dad. The dark hair and those pretty blue eyes, that sweet smile. I…I started getting wet thinking of your hands moving up my legs, between my legs. I thought of you telling me I was beautiful and kissing me, taking me into my room and loving me.”


  “Wow.” I shook my head. “That’s uh, flattering I guess.”


  “No, it was wrong, it really is. But even when I sobered up, it stayed with me. I started having dreams of you coming into my room, telling me you wanted to make me happy. So many nights, Troy. Sometimes we were making love and you were kissing me and being so sweet.”


  She paused and gave me another nervous smile. “Some nights it was so dirty and filthy. Fucking like animals in every position. I’d wake up and I’d have to get off and I would think about you. It felt so good at the time and the dreams were hot, then I would see you and feel guilty.”


  “Feels like that now,” I told her. “What we did it felt good, it really did, but then again, what did we do?”


  “Exactly, but it was only thoughts then and I figured, okay Donna, time to get out and get laid, time to see a shrink, time to do something. But I wouldn’t. For months you’ve been my fantasy, my safe fantasy because nothing would happen. My sex life became getting off to my son every night and going to sleep telling myself I’m a sick woman.”


  “It’s not sick.” I was telling myself this as much as her. “Look at all the porn movies about it and erotic stories and e-books. It’s a big fetish.” I winked. “You were just being Kay Parker from Taboo.”


  “That’s all fantasy, Troy.”


  “But aren’t all sex movies and books based on people’s desires? That’s why people watch and read them, right?”


  “Huh.” Mom nodded. “Makes some sense.” She smiled. “See how good you are to me?”


  “I don’t want you to be upset about it.”


  “You know Troy, the fact you’re usually so good to me is what set me off. There was this nice young guy at the bar yesterday. He bought me a drink, we were chatting, and he was flirting. He wanted me to go home with him. I wanted to, I really did.”


  She waved her hand disgustedly. “But I got nervous again. What if I’m not any fun? What if I don’t look as good naked as I used to, what if he’s a jerk? All the excuses, so I came home.”


  “I was a little buzzed, but mostly frustrated, horny and pissed off. Then I hear moaning and see you and Dawn in my bed. I just lost it, honey. A year of frustration just overwhelmed me. I was totally out of line the way I spoke to her and once I threw her out.”


  Mom took a deep breath. “Seeing you naked and in my bed. All those fantasies came back to me. I watched for a few minutes, watched that lucky girl sucking you.”


  “She was right, I was jealous. Jealous this young girl could just cut loose and fuck who she wanted and have fun and I was afraid to have sex, acting like a little girl. But mostly jealous she was pleasing you. Here you were naked in my bed and it was with her.”


  Mom stopped speaking and took my hand. “Do you mind me telling you this, Troy? Would you rather me just say I’m sorry and forget about this? I don’t want you thinking any less of me than you probably already do, so it’s up to you.”


  “I want to know,” I said and wondered if I’d spoken a little too quickly.


  “Okay, I want to tell you, but that’s me just wanting to get it off my chest, again me being selfish.”


  “Mom, you’ve been selfless since dad died; it’s fine.”


  She squeezed my hand. “Honey, that’s so sweet and believe it or not, it’s you being so sweet me that made me desire you as much as anything sexual.”


  “Guess nice guys don’t finish last,” I joked.


  “Guess that would depend on what the nice guy wants the finish to be,” she said.


  That comment caused my heart to skip a beat. Was she insinuating that? No, don’t be stupid, she was in here pouring her heart out, admitting her feelings; the ones she’d said were wrong.


  “Once I threw Dawn out I was just going to yell at you and then let you go, but I couldn’t stop looking at you. I wanted to see your cock again and as soon as I moved the shirt it was over.”


  “Like I said, all those fantasies came back and I guess that combined with how mad I was and frustration. I wanted you to want me the way you wanted Dawn. I wanted you hard for me, wanted to show you how good I could be to you.”


  “But you did the right thing and was telling me to stop, but instead of listening I got more upset. I felt like you didn’t want me and you shouldn’t have, but I was past reason. All I kept thinking was I would turn you on, I would make you want me and I would fuck you like I dreamed about.”


  “Hearing myself say it, I can’t help but think how lame and shitty this sounds. How I’m making excuses for being sick and wanting my son. When you said I was drunk, I was going to agree.” She shook her head,


  “It would have been so easy to do that. Blame booze. Hey, maybe the next day I could have acted like I didn’t remember and not have this conversation, but that wouldn’t have been fair. Just like your dad and I always made you tell the truth, I have to do it too.”


  “So the truth is…you wanted me?” I asked.


  “Yes, I honey I…” She hesitated. “Did want you.”


  Did. Why did that disappoint me?


  “Can I ask you something, Troy?”


  “Sure.” I forced a smile.


  “Answer me honestly, okay? Because either way you answer will probably be half right and half wrong, in a way.”


  “No pressure.” I rolled my eyes.


  “Honey, did you kind of like it? Do you think I looked good? Did I feel good?”


  I paused, trying to decide if I should give the right answer of it was wrong and I did it because she wanted me too. That would upset her, make her feel guilty, but it would end this. If I said yes, maybe she would want to again, or maybe I was setting myself up for her to be mad at me somehow.”


  “See?” She gave me a nervous smile. “No real right or wrong answer.”


  “You’re right on that.” I sighed, my eyes wandering up her long bare legs, and then resting on her chest. The robe wasn’t tied tightly and I could see the inner half of her right breast.


  I remembered sucking on that breast, taking her nipple into my mouth. The way mom moaned when I licked it and how they felt pressed against me when I held her to me. My cock began to swell beneath the sheet and I noticed how intent her dark eyes were while waiting for my answer.


  What did she want me to say? I wanted to say I did in hopes there could be more. Taboo or not, it had been amazing sex and I’d never felt closer to her. She had just admitted she wanted me because I was good to her as much as sex and wasn’t that a son’s job, to be good to his mom?


  My eyes landed on her legs again and thought of her smooth, tight pussy, her hard clit beneath my fingers and wondered what it would be lick to go down on her. To have my face between her soft thighs and hear her moan my name as I sucked on her clit, having her come in my face the way I had for her.


  “If you don’t want to answer, it’s okay,” she said.


  “It’s just that…” I stopped as my eyes found her face and lingered on her lips. They’d been so soft and she’d been so happy when I kissed her, of all the things we’d done, that had gotten the best reaction from her, simple affection.


  “Forget, it Troy.” She laughed, but I could tell it was forced. “No answer is always a no answer.”


  She made to get up, but leaning forward, I put my arm around her, slipping my hand beneath her hair and kissed her. I hadn’t planned on doing it, but as unnatural as the act seemed, it came naturally to me.


  The fact mom didn’t resist me at all, but instead not only eagerly returned the kiss, but put her arms around me, caused not just my cock to jump, but my heart to leap. Mom moaned softly into my mouth as she had early this afternoon and I took my time, kissing her gently and teasing my lips along hers, rather than kiss her hard.


  Mom seemed to enjoy it and returned the kiss in the same manner, her soft lips sliding along mine and flicking her tongue out across them, but not pushing it into my mouth. Her hands were sliding along my back, her long nails caressing me.


  I pulled her tighter to me, running my hand through her hair while the other rubbed her back through the robe. Mom kissed me harder and surprised me by shoving her tongue hard into my mouth.


  I let her take control of the kiss and groaned when her hand dropped into my lap and squeezed my cock through the sheet.


  “Yes,” she whispered. “Oh, honey you do want me!”


  “I do mom, who cares about right or wrong, just what’s right for us,” I said and kissed her neck, sending shiver through her.


  “Hmm, there’s that good son of mine, always saying the right thing.” She rubbed my cock through the sheet, then pulling away from me, gave me a sexy smile. “But if we’re going to do the wrong thing!”


  She untied her robe and slipped it off. It hadn’t hit the floor before my hands were on her breasts and her right nipple was in my mouth.


  “Oh, Troy!” Mom cried out, arching her back and shoving her tit further into my unprotesting mouth.


  She grabbed the back of my head, holding me there and pulling the sheet away, grabbed my now bare cock. She surprised me by easing me from her tits and pushing my chest, sending me back onto the pillows.


  “God I want this cock in my mouth.” She smiled. “Hope you don’t mind, but your mom loves to suck.”


  “I think I’ll suffer through it.” I smiled as my eyes focused on her tongue running up and down my hard shaft.


  Mom slid up onto the bed and resting her head on my stomach took my cock into her mouth. I moaned and rubbed her back as she bobbed her head, working the length of my cock with her hot mouth.


  I worked my hand down her back, along the curve of her ass and slipped my fingers into her already wet pussy. Mom moaned around me, then squealed when my fingers found her clit. She pumped her hips while she continued to blow me and raising her head, flipped her hair to the side so I could now watch the show.


  “Damn, mom,” I said softly as she worked my cock with her mouth.


  One thing was for sure; no matter how long this lasted I doubted the sight of my cock in my mother’s face was ever going to get old. Mom hadn’t been kidding about enjoying it. Her eyes were closed and she was moaning each time she took me deep.


  I continued to finger her clit then remembering the thoughts that had gotten me hard while she was waiting for her answer I said, “Mom stop.”


  “Am I doing something wrong?” she asked.


  “Mom, you couldn’t be sexier or hotter or whatever you’re hoping I’ll say.” I gave her a quick kiss. “I mean that, never worry I don’t love you or,” I smiled down at her amazing tits, “want you because, damn.”


  Mom giggled like a young girl. “I’m, ‘damn’?”


  “Damn, wow, holy shit. Take your pick.” Grabbing her shoulders, I eased her back onto the bed. “And speaking of damn, there’s something I want to do for you, you know being a good son and all.”


  I guided her back onto the pillow, then after kissing her, began trailing my lips down her neck. I took my time, kissing the soft skin of her neck then the smooth flesh between her breasts. I kissed and sucked on the inner half of her tits before paying attention to each nipple.


  Mom sighed happily and played with my hair as I made my leisurely tongue filled stroll down her body. Mom moaned when I passed her breasts and was now sucking on and kissing her soft stomach.


  “Oh, you bad boy.” She smiled down at me as I made myself comfortable, stretched out on my stomach between her thighs.


  “Thought I was a good boy.” I kissed the swelling of her mouth and at this point was forcing myself to go slow.


  Putting my hand son her thighs I kissed each of them, trailing my lips up the left until my lips finally arrived at her pussy. Mom’s thighs were trembling beneath my fingers and she moaned when I blew on her swollen clit.


  “Oh, yes,” she moaned. “That’s it Troy, give your mother a kiss.”


  Damn that was a hot line! I kissed her clit and mom jerked her hips and whimpered. Gently spreading her open, I inhaled and sighed at the scent of her pussy. I flicked my tongue around her clit, before running it down through her lips and slipping it inside her.


  “Oh, that’s so nice,” Mom purred. She lifted her legs and placing her feet on my shoulders moaned. “That’s it, baby, lick my pussy, make me come for you!”


  I swirled my tongue inside her, reveling in the taste of her sticky juices, then pushed my tongue up through her soft moist lips.


  I sucked her clit into my mouth, earning another moan from mom and slipped two gingers inside her hot pussy.


  “Yes, hmm, maybe I should thank that little tart next time I see her, she taught you some things.” Mom laughed.


  “I don’t think you’ll be seeing Dawn around mom, I think I’ve got a new girlfriend now.”


  “I love that!” Mom smiled down at me. “I’ll be your milf!”


  “I’ll be your everything.”


  “Oh, and smooth!” Mom laughed again. “I like the sweet talk, Troy, but right now how about you finish what you started?”


  “Yes ma’am.” I winked at her then swirled my tongue rapidly around her clit.


  I moved my fingers faster, pumping them harder and switched from licking to sucking her clit. Mom was rocking her hips into my fingers and her moans were louder and getting higher in pitch.


  “Oh, it’s been so long,” she groaned. “Honey, you can tease and play down there s long as you want next time, but right now? Mommy needs to come.”


  Mommy? Had to admit it, it had a sexy ring to it as did her wanting me to get her to come. I loved hearing her say next time and had to admit this time I wouldn’t mind her coming quick because my cock was throbbing against the sheet yearning to be inside my mother.


  I sucked her harder and faster and mom gasped. Her toes curled into my shoulders and arching her back, she thrust her pussy into my face, burying my fingers inside her and released a long loud wail.


  She clamped her legs around my head, pinning me to her quivering flesh and her pussy squeezed my fingers as it convulsed from her orgasm.


  “Fuck!” Mom cried out. “Oh keep licking! Oh, baby!”


  Mom howled louder and louder, her hips bucking wildly and driving her pussy into my flickering tongue. With a loud sigh, her body went limp and she let her legs slide form around my head. I quickly slid up the bed and entering her with one thrust, buried myself inside her.


  “Oh, Troy!” she gasped, putting her arms around me and pulling me into a deep kiss.


  I moaned into our kiss as I moved slowly within her. Mom wrapped her long legs around my waist, pulling me deeper into her forbidden heat. I slid my lips from hers and fastened them to her soft neck as she moaned softly and ran her hands over my back and shoulders.


  “Just like that,” she said in my ear. “Nice and slow, let me enjoy you.”


  I had no problem doing as she asked. I moved in a slow rhythm, using long gentle strokes and mom’s hips were moving in time with mine.


  “Dreamt of this so many times.” Mom kissed my neck. “You being so sweet with me.” She sighed. “We were nasty earlier, so I got both my dreams today!”


  “Not dreams anymore, mom.” I spoke in her ear. “I’m all yours, anytime you want me.”


  “I hope you mean that.” She looked at me, her eyes getting misty. “Because I really do love you, baby, in all the ways I should,” she winked, “and shouldn’t.”


  “I’ll be your dirty secret,” I told her.


  “And I’ll be your dirty girl.”


  “Now that, I love hearing.” I smiled down at her.


  “Just love your dirty milf,” Mom replied and kissed me.


  We slipped into a comfortable silence, only punctuated by an occasional moan and our heavy breathing. I fought the urge to speed up and continued to slowly make love to her. Mom’s sweet sighs and soft moans were as inspiring as her dirty talk and loud cries of earlier today.


  I imagined life from now on; being mom’s son and the man of the house and now the man in her bed. Her my sweet lover and my dirty whore. I thought having Dawn as a friend with benefits was hot, but a mother with benefits?


  I thought of waking up in the morning to my mother sucking my cock, riding me, sliding between her legs. We’d take long hot sexy showers together anything and everything. My thoughts got to me and with a low moan I pumped my hips faster and harder.


  “That’s it, baby,” Mom urged me. “Give it to me, give me all of it!”


  I moaned softly as my cock twitched and erupted inside her. Mom purred as I continued to thrust inside her, each one ending in a long stream of cum shooting deep inside her pussy.


  “That feels so good,” she whispered in my ear. “All of it, Troy, give your mother every single drop!”


  I groaned when I thought I had nothing left, then whimpered when her pussy contracted around me, milking a few more drops from my cock.


  “Now just lay here with me,” she said in my ear as she held me close.


  We lay there, our hearts pounding against each other. Gently caressing and enjoying each other. Mom moaned as my cock softened inside her and after giving her a kiss, I rolled over on my back.


  Mom rolled onto her side, snuggling up close to me and resting her head on my shoulder.


  “That was amazing.” She sighed. “Everything I’d hoped it would be.”


  “IT was everything I never expected.” I laughed.


  “You never thought of me?”


  “Not really,” I told her honestly. “Watched some mom son movies, but just looked at them like milf stuff.”


  “Didn’t seem to take much coaxing.” She giggled.


  “Guilty,” I told her, kissing the top of her head. “I wonder how many moms and sons really do this and I bet it doesn’t take much. I mean no one loves a son more than his mom., right?”


  “And no man can be as good to a mom as her son.” She put her arms around my waist and pulled closer to me. “Well, when they have a good son.”


  “So did I have the right answer?” I asked her.


  “Honey, you kissing me and going down on me is the right answer to any question I’ll ever ask.”


  “Good to know, and for the record? I think a blow job is going to be my request for a birthday gift, Christmas gift, days that end in Y gift.”


  “Troy, we’re going to have so much fun together.” She kissed my chest. “And so much love too. I just feel bad about one thing.”


  “What’s that, mom?”


  “How it started. I wished this could have been the first time, not me acting the way I did and taking advantage of you at first.”


  “That’s okay, it worked out pretty well,” I assured her.


  “I just wish I could make it up to you.” She giggled. “Maybe some blow jobs will help?”


  “Or.” With an ear to ear smile, I reached over to the night stand and picked up the handcuffs. “You can wear these next time.”


  The End
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