Mom - Potus

By Klrxo

Cane beamed with pride as he stood next to his mother,
Madison, who had just been elected as the first female
President of the United States. She held herself with grace
and strength, her posture exuding confidence and
determination.

"Congratulations, mom," Cane said, enveloping her in a
tight hug. He tried not to let it linger too long, aware that
others might misconstrue their close relationship. But
secretly, he couldn't help but revel in the feeling of his
mother's huge, squishy tits pressing against him in a
comforting embrace.

Madison was more than just a politician - she was a force of
nature. As Cane looked at her now, he couldn't help but
admire her striking features. Her legs were sculpted and
toned, accentuated by the heels that she always seemed to
effortlessly glide around in. And that ass - oh, how Cane had
admired it from afar, always perfectly round and plump
beneath her dresses that accentuated her wide hips. Even
her feet were delicate and alluring, a symbol of her
femininity.

But it wasn't just about physical appearance for Madison -
she radiated intelligence and charm as well. Her face was
kind and loving, yet also held an air of sophistication and



authority. And her long mane of brunette hair framed it all
perfectly.

As he looked at his mother standing there, triumphant and
radiant, Cane couldn't help but feel fortunate to have such a
remarkable woman as his role model and parent. She truly
was the whole package - brains, beauty, and heart.

Moving into the White House was a surreal experience.
Despite the grandeur of the place, it felt more like a dream.

Cane marveled at the opulence, the rich furnishings, and the
countless treasures that adorned the walls and filled the
rooms. He looked at his mother, realizing that she had
worked tirelessly to get to this point, and that the weight of
the world now rested on her shoulders.

As they settled into their new home, Cane felt a new sense
of purpose. He decided that he wanted to be more than just
a supportive son; he wanted to help his mother in any way
he could. He knew that the demands on her time would be
immense, and since his father was busy running a successful
law firm, Cane wanted to make sure that his mom never felt
alone in this journey.

“What do you think, honey? Isn't it beautiful in here?”
Madison asked as her son joined her in the oval office. The
room was filled with a sense of history and importance, with
portraits of past presidents and iconic furniture pieces
spreading out in front of them.



“It seems smaller than it looks on TV,” said Cane, strolling
through the room. He couldn't help but feel a sense of awe
as he took in the grandeur of the space.

He sat down in the captain's chair, his eyes scanning over
the desk with fascination. “I wonder how many presidents
have gotten a blowjob while sitting at this desk?”

Madison burst out laughing, perching herself on the edge of
the desk near him, inadvertently displaying her luscious,
baby-smooth legs. “Well, since the new president doesn't
have a penis, the oval office will be blowjob free for the next
four years.”

Cane chuckled, shaking his head in disbelief. “Still, just
because you're a lady doesn't mean you can't...”

Madison gave him a playful yet stern look. “Cane,” she
warned.

“I know, I have to stop talking about sexual things now that
you're all important and everything,” he replied, rolling his
eyes.

“I never said you had to stop doing it,” she said with a
mischievous glint in her eye. She playfully nudged his knee.
“You just have to be more careful now that I'll have the
media and a team of people lingering around me all day.”

"I understand," Cane said with a nod, his eyes scanning the
desk's intricate design. "I've always been curious about
secret compartments in the President's desk."



Madison's phone rang. "I need to take this,” she said.

As the presidential mother answered her phone and began
discussing important matters with her aide, Cane couldn't
resist the temptation to explore. He crawled underneath the
desk, running his hands along the smooth wood and feeling
for any hidden compartments.

"Sorry Judy, just a moment," Madison said before gracefully
sinking her rounded bubble butt into her presidential chair
and jotting down notes on a pad of paper.

Meanwhile, Cane's attention was no longer on the desk but
on his mother's luscious legs, which peeked open slightly.
The sight caused an instant surge of desire in him, his cock
twitching beneath the fabric of his pants.

Madison’s delicate feet, painted with patriotic red nail polish
and propped up in patent leather mules, were incredibly
alluring to him. In that moment, he imagined her bare feet
arched against his shoulders as he ravished her hot pussy
like a wild animal in some exotic destination.

He noticed that her creamy thighs were slightly parted,
offering a tantalizing glimpse of her crotch. But in the dim
light under the desk, he could only see so much.

"I can fix that, " Cane thought mischievously to himself as he
pulled out his cellphone and turned on the flashlight feature.
With a sly grin, he aimed the light between Madison's legs
like an adventurous cave explorer searching for hidden
treasure.



"Holy hotness!" Cane whispered to himself as his flashlight
beam illuminated the crotch of Madison's white, silk panties.
The fabric clung tightly to the puffy outer folds of her pubis,
clearly outlining her outer lips and the indentation of her
cuntal fissure.

Cautiously, the boy moved closer, his heart racing in
anticipation. He carefully maneuvered his head between her
warm thighs, inching as close as he could without brushing
against her skin. As he gazed at Madison's mound, only
inches away from his face, he couldn't help but feel a surge
of taboo excitement.

The heat radiating from her panty-covered pussy was
palpable, and Cane found himself inhaling deeply in an
attempt to capture her intoxicating scent. And oh, what a
scent it was - a heady mix of vaginal musk that sent his
senses reeling. The expensive perfume she wore only added
to the potent aroma.

"Holy fuck, she smells amazing!” he thought, then took a
second whiff, capturing the sweet smell of warm pussy as it
swept through his nostrils and into his lungs.

Cane’s young cock throbbed uncontrollably in his pants,
straining against the fabric and urging him to press even
closer to her irresistible essence. He imagined what it must
be like to peel Madison's delicate lace panties off, revealing
her hot, pulsing pussy.

His mouth watered at the thought of burying his face
between her fleshy folds, tasting and devouring her like a



ravenous animal. He longed to feel her body tremble with
pleasure as he explored every inch of her pink, juicy flesh.
The desire to move closer and kiss her puffy lips through the
fabric of her panties was almost overwhelming, but for now,
he contented himself with being in such close proximity to
Madison's arousal, savoring every delicious moment like a
feast for his senses.

When Madison ended the call, she pushed her son's head
out from between her legs. “Cane,” she said in a scolding
tone. “I just got done telling you that you needed to be

more careful and you're down there peeking up my skirt.”

Cane quickly pulled himself back, darting out from under the
desk with a sheepish grin. “I told you, I was just searching
for any hidden compartments.”

His mom smirked. “And...did you find any?” she asked,
raising an eyebrow teasingly.

“One, but I didn't get a chance to explore it,” he answered
with a mischivious grin.

Madison chuckled, shaking her head at her son's antics.
"You're incorrigible, you know that?”

“Well, I may be the son of the new president, but I'm still
just a horny teenager,” he reminded her.

Madison glanced down at the obvious protrusion of his
boner, pointing at her through the fabric of his pants. “"Well,
you better control that overactive libido of yours, young



man,” she warned. “You can't be acting out like this while
I'm the leader of the free world.”

Cane knew he had to behave, but the allure of his mother's
irresistible pussy, rounded ass and gigantic tits was like a
drug that he couldn't resist.

"I understand," he said, trying to sound serious. "I just can't
believe I'm lucky enough to have a mom who's the
president. It's like having a superhero for a mother."

Madison smiled and stood up, looking down with a mix of
love and amusement in her eyes as her son remained on his
knees. “Thank you, Cane. But I'm not a superhero, I'm just
your mom with an extremely important new job.”

Cane nodded, trying to put on a serious face. “It would be
cool if you could wear a sexy super hero costume though,
like Wonder Woman or something.”

The swell of Madison's titties trembled as she laughed and
rolled her eyes. "I doubt that would go over too well with
the public.”

"Probably not," Cane conceded with a grin. "But still, it
would be hot to see you dressed up like that.”

“I suppose if I did I'd have to take a heroic pose while I'm
speaking,” said Madison. “"Something like this.”

She then struck an exaggerated Wonder Woman pose, one
leg exteded forward, her hand on her hip, and her giant



breasts thrust out prominently like they could burst through
buttons of her dress at any moment.

The sight of his mother in such a revealing and sexy pose
sent another surge of desire through Cane. His erection
strained against his pants, and he could feel precum seeping
through his underwear.

“Damn, that's prefect,” he stated. “You'd be the most badass
and hottest president of all time.”

Madison laughed and playfully swatted at his head. “Enough
of that, I have work to do. Get out from under my desk,
young man. And perhaps try to keep your mind on more
appropriate things.”

Cane complied, quickly scrambling to his feet. “Yes,
President Mom. Sorry. I'll behave.”

“No you won't, but I love you anyway,” she giggled, giving
him a quick peck on the lips.

In the coming weeks, Cane did his best to adjust to his new
life as the son of the president. He watched in awe as his
mother commandeered the country, delivering speeches,
meeting with world leaders, and making decisions that
would shape the lives of millions. And yet, despite her
newfound power, Madison still found time for her son, taking
him on tours of the White House and showing him all the
hidden nooks and crannies of the historic building.



One day, as they were exploring the West Wing, Cane
couldn't help but notice a small door hidden behind a
bookshelf.

"What's in there?" he asked, pointing to the door.

“I'm not really sure where that leads?”she answered, staring
at the door with a puzzled expression. Madison was happy to
be out of her presidential attire, spending time in a snug
tank top, bootyshorts and bare feet.

“Can we move the bookshelf and see?” Cane asked, anxious
to see what was behind the mystery door.

“I'm not so sure that's a good idea, honey,” she replied.

“Why? This is our house now. We should get to explore
every part of it.”

Madison sighed, knowing that her son had a point. "Alright,
but be careful," she warned.

Together, they maneuvered the heavy bookshelf to the side,
revealing a small hidden door. With bated breath, Cane
pushed it open, revealing a dimly lit passageway that led
deep into the bowels of the White House.

"Wow, mom," Cane whispered, awestruck by the discovery.
"This must be an old secret passageway. Maybe even one
that Presidents have used for centuries."

“Let's see where it leads,” said Madison, her voice filled with
a sudden sense of adventure.



She eagerly crawled into the small passageway, head first
like a curious rabbit exploring a new burrow.

Cane followed, his eyes glued mostly to his mom's swaying
ass in front of him. Madison's booty shorts were scrunch
butt style, made of super stretchy fabric that hugged her
ass-globes, enhancing its natural shape. Even the
indentation of her delicious ass-crack was clearly defined.

Cane couldn't help but stare at her swaying buns, imagining
what it would be like to beat that meaty derriere against his
midsection while he pounded his rod into her doggy style.
He knew it would probably never happen, but it was sure
fun to think about.

“It's another door,” Madison whispered, her voice echoing in
the eerie silence. She hesitated before pushing it open,
revealing a small, windowless room.

The sudden flicker of light revealed a private sanctuary,
bathed in warm hues and draped in luxurious fabrics. A king-
sized bed dominated the space, overflowing with soft white
sheets that beckoned for someone to sink into its comfort.
The room was devoid of any other furniture, giving off an air
of mystery and secrecy.

Cane stared at the bed, his mind racing with possibilities. "I
think we just found your secret sex-room, mom," he
whispered, a grin spreading across his face.



Madison giggled, blushing slightly. "Well, let's not get too
ahead of ourselves, honey. I'm sure there's a perfectly good
reason for this room being here."

"Like what?" Cane asked, still fixated on the bed. He couldn't
help but imagine the countless naughty deeds that might
have taken place on that luxurious surface.

"Maybe it's just an extra bedroom for guests," she
suggested. "Or maybe it's... never mind, just explore and
see if you can find anything interesting."

Without delay, Cane's searching fingers found a switch next
to the bed and he curiously flipped it on, not knowing what
to expect.

Suddenly, the entire bed began to vibrate, causing both
Cane and Madison to jump back in surprise. The soft beat of
sensual music drifted down from hidden speakers above,
filling the room with an undeniable allure.

They turned to face each other, their eyes meeting as they
tried to suppress their laughter. "I can't believe this is real,"
Madison managed between giggles. "A secret presidential
sex-room? You have gotta be kidding me," she said with a
playful smirk.

I told you,” said Cane, plopping onto the luxurious silk
bedspread. He couldn't help but wonder how many
presidents had brought their mistresses into this very room
to fuck them in secret. "I bet the Secret Service doesn't even
know about this place."



Madison joined him on the bed, her heavy-breasted body
sinking into the plush mattress. As they sprawled out side by
side, they couldn't help but enjoy the strange but arousing
sensation of the bed vibrating beneath them.

"Have you and dad ever had sex on a bed like this?" Cane
asked curiously.

Madison playfully slapped his arm. "Cane, that's not a
question you should be asking your mother," she scolded,
although her voice was full of amusement.

Cane rolled onto his side so he could look over at her, his
eyes immediately drawn to the massive cleavage spilling
from her tight tank top. The constant vibration of the bed
was causing her creamy jugs to tremble deliciously, making
Cane lick his lips with desire.

“You have to admit though, it would be a pretty fun bed to
have sex on,” he said, trying to sound nonchalant.

“You're impossible,” Madison snickered, shaking her head
and rolling her eyes in exasperation. But there was a
glimmer of mischief in her eyes that told Cane she was
secretly entertained by his antics. “"But I'm proud of you,”
she continued. “You've been doing a great job adjusting to
our new life. You're maturing right before my eyes, and
that's something I'm very proud of.”

Madison turned on her side and hugged him, her boobs
flattening against his lean chest as the two shared a moment
of closeness and conversation, talking about everything from



the stresses of being the President to Cane's non-existent
dating life.

For Cane, it was a chance to bond with his mother in a way
they never had before; for Madison, it was an escape from
the pressures of her powerful new role.

As they laughed and talked, the bed continued to vibrate
beneath them, its sensual hum luring them deeper into a
state of relaxation and arousal.

By now Cane's vein-encrusted dick was incredibly erect and
pushed against his mother's upper thigh as they embraced.

Madison was aware of it, but didn't say anything. She could
feel the warmth of his hard length against her skin and the
strong, muscular meat of it jabbing against her leg. The
feeling was intoxicating, and she knew that if she were to
look down, she would see the colossal spire of her son's
erection. She would see it pressing against her flesh,
protruding like a pole eager to be sheathed in hot, dripping
pussy.

I think your first order of business as president should be to
make a National day of Sex,” Cane suggested.

Madison chuckled and kissed him on the cheek. *Hmm,
maybe I should. I'll start working on that right away,” she
teased.

“I'm serious, mom...a day where everyone partners up with
someone and they just go at it all day. And all they're
suppose to talk about that day is fucking.”



Madison laughed and squeezed her son tight. “So then, I'd
have to give speech in celebration of that day, right?” she
asked, playing along.

“Exactly.”

“And in that speech, all I could talk about is hot, nasty sex?”
she asked.

“Yep, only that. Do you think you could handle that one?”

Madison grinned in amusement, giving thought to what
she’d say in the sex-themed speech. She knew she’d wanna
make it as crude and nasty as possible.

“Fellow Americans,” she began, pretending to deliver a
speech. “I stand before you today, not just as your
President, but as a woman who knows the power of a good
fuck,” said Madison, making her son laugh.

She continued in a presidential tone. “It is with great
pleasure that I declare today, January 15, as the National
Day of Sex. So go out there and fuck hard... and fuck deep.
Fuck until you can’t fuck anymore,” she said, making Cane’s
heart leap in his chest.

“More, more!” he exclaimed, making her giggle.

“If you're a boy, bury your cock inside a pussy and cum as
hard as you can,” Madison continued. “If you're a girl, take
that dick and ride it like a wild mustang. And remember,



there is no such thing as going too far when you're getting
your fuck on.”

Cane couldnt believe what he was hearing. His mom, the
President of the United States, was giving a make believe
speech about sex. As he listened to her words, he couldn't
help but feel a thrill of excitement coursing through him. He
imagined all the wild, uninhibited sex that could take place if
there was truly a National Day of Sex.

“Oh my God, mom, that’s so hot, but that can’t be all of your
speech,” Cane stated, yearning to hear more. “Get REALLY
nasty.”

Madison chuckled, feeling her son’s erection throbbing
against her leg. “Alright, young man, you've asked for it,”
she said, feigning a stern tone, this time bringing her lips to
his ear.

“Now, my fellow citizens, get out there and fuck like there’s
no tomorrow.

Fuck in the streets,
Fuck in the alleys,
Fuck in the parks.
Fuck in churches,
Fuck in synagogues,
Fuck in mosques.

Fuck on the subway,



Fuck in the office break rooms,
Fuck in the school hallways.
Fuck at the dinner table,

Fuck in the bathtub,

Fuck on the kitchen counter.
Fuck, fuck, FUCK!!"”

Pound that pussy until it's red and raw. Shove that cock so
fucking deep that she feels you inside her womb.

Tear up the sheets and knock those fucking headboards
through the wall if you have to. Because on this day, there
are no limits, no boundaries, no judgment.”

Madison pressed her tits and cunt against her son as hard as
she could as she continued, making him feel her moist heat
of her smoldering cunt and the prod of her turgid nipples.

“Fuck with abandon,
Fuck with passion,
Fuck with your whole heart and soul.

Fuck like you never fucked before, and let the cum flow from
those cocks with load after load of hot, sticky semen.

Fuck till the sun goes down and comes back up again.

Fuck, fuck and fuck some more! For today, my fellow
Americans, is the greatest day of all — the National Day of
Sex!”



Cane’s heart was racing, thumping against his chest as he
listened to his mother’s scandalous words. They were like a
shockwave, pulsing through him and leaving him breathless
with surprise.

“Oh my God, mom, that was the hottest thing I've ever
heard,” he admitted, trying to catch his breath.

“And you didn’t think your beloved politician mother had a
potty mouth,” she taunted, her voice dripping with
amusement as she gazed into his eyes. "I guess I proved
you wrong, didn't I?”

“You certainly did,” Cane replied, still feeling stunned by his
mother’s uncharacteristic behavior. Her words lingered in the
air, heavy and charged with forbidden energy.

Madison spoke up with a suggestion. “You know, I was
thinking... Since you have to be tutored for the remainder of
the school year and are missing out on wrestling, maybe this
room could be our special wrestling room,” she said,
grinning mischievously.

Cane blinked at his mother in surprise, his eyes widening as
he considered the idea. “Wrestling room?” he repeated,
intrigued.

Madison nodded, her eyes sparkling with excitement. She
could already imagine them grappling with each other on the
soft bed, their skin sliding against each other as they used
their bodies to pin and immobilize one another.



“Sure, why not. I mean, I know you like to wrestle, and as
President, I'll certainly have a lot of stress to work off. Why
not do it together in this secret bedroom?”

Cane grinned, imagining the possibilities of what wrestling
with his hot mom in this secret room could lead to. “Sounds
like a plan,” he agreed, his voice full of excitement. Then, he
flexed his muscles confidently. “But you better prepared to
be pinned and pummeled by the best.”

Madison suddenly rolled on top of him, pinning his arms to
the bed, her gaping cleavage softly hugging his neck. “1
think I can give you a run for your money,” she said with a
confident grin.

She planted her knees aside his hips, straddling his
hardened loins. The thin fabric of her shorts allowed her to
feel his long, sturdy fuck-muscle in detail as her warm, moist
vulva rested against it. She felt his erectile flesh flex against
her mound as he thrust his hips, trying to buck her off.

“A run for my money, huh? Don't be so sure about that,”
Cane stated, trying to use his muscles to flip her over.

Madison laughed, remaining on top of him like a rodeo
cowgirl holding on to her bucking bronco.

Cane's eyes widened as he stared up at her jutting boobs,
watching them jump around heavily beneath her snug tank
top. Even confined under clothing, he couldn't believe how
enormous they looked. Two huge mounds of soft meat that
he was sure she could smother is entire head between if she



wanted to. The fact that her fat nipples were protruding
through the fabric told him that she was enjoying this as
much as he was.

“I'll get you off,” he stated confidently.

“You mean ‘buck me off,” honey,” Madison snickered. “Boys
shouldn't be getting their mother’s off.”

“That's what I meant, but I'm sure it would be fun to ‘get
you off’ though.”

“Well, if you don't have what it takes to buck me off, what
makes you think you have what it takes to get me off?” she
playfully asked.

“Good point.”

Finally, Cane figured out a different way to roll her onto her
back. It involved pulling his mother down against him, then
quickly using the power of his torso to roll them over.

“Gotcha!" he yelled as he held her arms overhead.

“Are you sure about that?” Madison asked, struggling
playfully as she wrapped her smooth shaven legs around
him in an effort to regain her leverage.

Their laughter filled the room, the sensual music overhead,
making the undulating motion of the bed even more erotic.

“Now can I get you off?” Cane half-joked with a eager grin.

“Ha-ha, very funny,” she flirtingly answered, then stuck her
long, pink tongue from her luscious lips.



“You can't blame a boy for trying.”

“Don't worry, I'll have you on your back and pinned to the
bed before you even know what hit you,” said Madison, her
huge tits jostling as she writhed beneath him.

Cane's erection throbbed against the warm damp slit of his
mother's pussy, the softness of her cunt-lips a stark contrast
to the firmness of his shaft.

Their bodies, writhed against one another, each one trying
to gain dominance over the other, each one reveling in the
deliciously forbidden nature of their play.

Cane used his strength to hold her hands down by his side,
his mom's pillowy breasts bouncing wildly with every move
she made. “Are you getting distracted?” she teased,
watching him gawk at her tits as she struggled.

“No, never, Mom,” Cane replied, looking deep into her eyes,
seeing the mischief reflected back at him.

Madison tried to kick her legs up and wrap them around his
neck but he was too strong, too learned in the art of
wrestling. “I'm not going anywhere,” he said, pinning her
down firmly and driving his hips forward.

Madison's pretty, hazel eyes rolled back in their sockets for a
second and she bit her bottom lip as Cane crushed his cock
even harder against her pussy, the swell of his bulbous
crown splitting her labia through the fabric and rubbing
against her fat, tender clit.



"I can still get away,” Madison rasped breathlessly.
Cane chuckled, his eyes never leaving hers. “You can try.”

Madison pulled him down on top of her, crushing her fat,
heaving tits between them. Her strong, silky legs crept high
on his back in an anaconda grip, her sexy bare feet crossed
at the ankles, nearly behind his neck. “T'll squeeze you until
you submit,” she whispered in his ear, her breath hot
against his skin.

Her firm, toned thighs flexed, her calves gripping at his
shoulders, making it virtually impossible for him to escape or
wiggle free.

Cane groaned, feeling the incredible pressure building in his
loins. He could feel his dick throbbing against her wet,

aching pussy, the heat between them creating a friction that
caused his manhood to pulse and twitch. Teenage love-lava
bubble from his piss-slit and smeared against his underwear.

Cane's struggles seemed more like frantic fuck-thrusts,
making the big bed rock and groan in protest beneath their
tightly tangled bodies.

"You got me good this time," Cane finally admitted, gasping
for breath as Madison continued to hold him captive.

“Oh, are you tapping out?” she teased, grinning wickedly as
she arched her back, making her massive jugs swell out
against him.



Cane was enjoying being held by her too much to tap out,
but he didn't tell her that. Instead, he continued to struggle
by swiveling his hips and grinding his cock against her
soaking crotch, creating more and more friction and heat
between them.

“Shit!" Madison suddenly gasped, her own passion heating
up as she was rocked violently on the bed.

“Honey, slow down...slow down,” she panted. "I said we
could wrestle, not dry fuck each other.”

Before Cane could come to his senses, a Secret Service
Agent named “Agent Simmons,” a pretty short-haired blonde
burst into the room, her eyes widening at the sight before
her.

The bed was shaking like crazy, the President and her son's
bodies twined like a tight knot of flesh on the bed. Cane was
bucking and thrusting like he was trying to get inside his
beautiful mother, but stopped suddenly when they realized
they weren't alone.

“Sorry,” blurted Agent Simmons.

A second female Agent, “Agent Lewis," barged in. "We saw
the bookshelf moved aside and wanted to make sure
everything was okay,” she said. “"We didn't realize you were,
uh...occupied.”

“It's fine,” Madison said, pushing her son off of her and
sitting up blushingly. “"We were just play wrestling."



Cane, red-faced and sweaty, attempted to conceal his
throbbing erection. Meanwhile, Madison quickly adjusted her
shorts, attempting to hide the dampness between her legs.

Agent Simmons and Agent Lewis exchanged nervous
glances, realizing they had barged in on something naughty
in nature.

“Ah, we should have knocked,” Agent Lewis apologized, her
face turning bright red.

“Yeah, our bad,” Simmons added, staring at Cane's obvious
bulge.

“No worries,” Madison reassured them, trying to sound
casual. “It was just a moment of, uh, fun between my son
and I. We were just getting ready to come back out.”

The two Agents returned to their post, snickering at what
they had just witnessed.

“So, the rumor IS true,” said Agent Lewis. “The president
does have a secret room for kinky play.”

"Oh, gosh," Madison chuckled nervously, feeling her face
flush even more. "I guess it's not so secret now, huh?"

Agent Simmons smirked.

“Do you think the President is fucking her son?" she
whispered.



"I don't know, but if something like that IS going on and
someone besides us sheds light on it, we can both kiss our
careers goodbye.”

“Wait, we didn't actually see them fucking,” Simmons
pointed out. “For all we know they could have just been
playfully wrestling, like she said.”

“Yeah, true,” Agent Lewis agreed. “But we should still keep a
close watch on them and report any inappropriate activity.
She is the President, yes, but I'm not letting some mother
and son sex-capade jeopardize me career.”

“Yeah, your right. We do need to keep a close eye on them.”

The following day, Madison, aka. President Smith, attended
a press conference about a new policy she was introducing,
and while she was answering questions, Cane was standing
to the side of the stage, admiring the swell of her tits and
ass.

As he watched his mother speak, Cane couldn't help but
imagine her in their secret “wrestling room,” riding his
throbbing cock. He pictured her gigantic, naked tits bouncing
up and down, as her meaty ass beat against his upper
thighs with every plunge of her dripping cunt. He knew it
was wrong, but he couldn't shake the thought from his

mind.

As Madison confidently fielded questions from the press, she
couldn't resist stealing a playful glance at her gawking son.



Standing behind the grand Presidential podium, only the top
half of her body was visible to the audience and cameras,
leaving her lower half hidden from their view. With a
mischievous smirk, she slowly slipped one leg out from the
slit of her skirt, revealing a tantalizing view of her smooth,
toned calf and thigh leading down to the edge of her open-
toed mules. The soft fabric of her skirt brushed against her
bare skin, highlighting its smoothness and showcasing the
strength of her leg muscles.

Madison's playful gaze returned to her son, catching him
ogling at her secret display. She quickly glanced down at his
pants, noting the growing cock-bulge before turning back to
answer another question with poise and grace.

“President Smith, your husband, our nation's ‘First Man,” has
been noticeably absent from this and many events lately,”
stated a female reporter. “*Can you tell us where he is and if
there is any cause for concern?"

Madison's smile faltered for a moment before she answered,
her lips curving into a practiced grin. “No, there's no cause
for concern,” she said in a steady voice. "My husband runs a
prestigious law firm here in Washington, which keeps him
occupied with long hours and frequent trips abroad. He
understands the demands of my position and fully supports
me in making informed decisions for the good of our
country. You can rest assured that he is always behind me
one hundred percent.”



One of the journalists raised an eyebrow skeptically. "But
wouldn't you say his absence could be seen as a lack of
support?”

Madison's expression turned serious for a moment before
she replied confidently. "No, not at all," she stated firmly. “In
terms of family support, my son Cane has stepped up to be
my right-hand man.” She motioned towards a tall, dark-
haired boy standing just off stage.

Agent Simmons and Lewis exchanged a knowing glance as
they listened intently to Madison's words. They had their
suspicions regarding just what type of “support” the
President's son may be offering her.

“Cane will be traveling with me and taking on an active role
in my administration,” Madison continued, her voice tinged
with pride. “He'll help me make important decisions and
represent our country alongside me on the world stage.”

“You did great, mom,” Cane said when the event was over.
"Thanks, son," Madison replied, a warm smile on her face as
she ruffled his hair.

“Are you ready to help me make a difference in the world?"
she asked, her eyes sparkling with determination.

"Absolutely, mom," Cane replied, his own resolve hardening.
"I'm in this with you, all the way."



As they strolled out of the grand conference hall, Madison's
heels tapped against the polished marble floor, creating a
steady rhythm that echoed through the corridor. She and
her son held hands tightly, their fingers intertwined in a way
that exuded both a sense of togetherness and newfound
closeness.

Cane's heart beat with an anxious excitement at the thought
of exploring the world with his stunning mother, conjuring

up countless daring and mischievous adventures in his mind.
As he stole a glance at her, he could see the same giddiness
reflected in her eyes as they shared a warm, knowing smile.



