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  Chapter One


   


  Gabe opened his eyes and groaned in frustration. He’d been having one of those dreams again. A dirty nasty sinful dream. As always, he couldn’t remember most of it, just little flashes as the longer he was awake the vaguer it became.


  He was with a girl, but all he could now see of her was black hair and dark eyes, and her mouth. Her lips were coated in bright red, the color of the devil and the favorite color of wicked women. Gabe remembered her licking them, her pink tongue gliding over them as she sank to her knees in front of him.


  She was topless, but as hard as he tried, he couldn’t envision her breasts. Gabe knew the reason for that, and it wasn’t just his dream fading from his mind. It was the humiliating fact that at eighteen, he’d never seen a woman’s breasts.


  The only time he had seen a naked woman was in a magazine he’d found two years ago. His father had found it hidden under his bed and grounded him for a month. He’d also gotten the first of what now seemed countless lectures about sin and temptation and how pornography was a tool of the devil.


  Not that porn was an option. Every computer in the house had content settings and his father had installed them on his phone as well. At this point even the pictures he’d looked at every night for a week until his father had taken the magazine away were kind of vague.


  Gabe was sure they were vivid in his dream, as were the acts his fantasy lover was performing. But when it came to sexual acts he was as much in the dark as he was with the female anatomy. He knew what sex was, and was painfully aware he wanted it, as witnessed by the raging erection pitching a tent in his shorts.


  He was so hard it hurt and his aching balls felt as if they were going to explode. His hand strayed under the covers, sliding into his waistband and gripped his turgid cock. Just the touch of his own hand caused him to moan, and his cock to jump in his hand.


  Gabe breathed heavily through his parted lips, his body tense and his legs trembling. He was so pent up, he knew all he needed was a few more strokes and he’d get the relief he needed.


  But masturbation was a sin.


  His hand stopped as he could hear his father’s voice in his head. Telling him how wrong it was to touch yourself that way, and how it was just another way ‘evil’ tempted young people, especially young men.


  Gabe had been hearing that for the last year, ever since his sexual frustration had kicked into high gear. He had indeed gotten himself off a couple of times, but it was months in between and only when he’d reached a point he felt as if his balls would explode if he didn’t do something.


  Unfortunately, the last time he’d done it, almost four months ago at this point, his father had walked into his room just as he was ‘finishing’. Gabe had thought his parents were going to be late, but Mom hadn’t felt good and they’d come home early.


  Gabe hadn’t heard them because he’d had his music playing louder than usual, and his father had come up to tell him to turn it down. He’d caught Gabe red handed-well, more like one handed, and read him the damn riot act.


  Another of what seemed like the same lecture he’d been hearing since he was sixteen. Sin, temptation, giving in to the temptations of the flesh. That last one Gabe never understood seeing it was his flesh, but the one time he’d asked that Dad had told him not to be a disrespectful smart ass.


  In addition to the talk and losing his phone for a month, Dad had threatened him with the ultimate humiliation; telling his mother what he’d been doing. “What would a good wholesome god-fearing woman, and a wonderful mother think of her son touching himself?”


  But it worked. Gabe would never want his mother to be ashamed of him. The odds of being caught in his bed at five am, were slim to none, but he supposed there was always the chance.


  Gabe tried to follow his father’s rules. He saw it that way, not that it was “God’s rules” because Gabe couldn’t really see what was wrong with making yourself feel good, or at the least easing some stress and frustration.


  He pulled his hand from his cock and gritted his teeth as his cock twitched. He’d been so close that he was afraid he was going to come and lay there helplessly as his cock bobbed between his legs.


  After a few seconds the feeling receded causing him to be both relieved and distraught at the same time. How much longer could he hold out? Most of his friends at St. Marks, the all-boys school, Dad insisted he go to, had girlfriends and either had sex or at least gotten a blow job or even jerked off.


  Gabe remained quiet when they’d talk about girls and sex, not wanting to admit he’d never so much as kissed a girl. That was his father all day long. The other kids who went to that school, either went just for the quality of education and didn’t live like religious fanatics, or did have some belief, but were allowed to be goddamn human.


  Between the boy’s school, and his father not wanting him to work and always wanting to know where and who he was with, the idea of trying to have a girlfriend behind their back was impossible.


  That was what Gabe wanted. As much as his hormone driven mind focused on the sexual acts he yearned to experience, he did want someone to spend time with and be affectionate with. A nice girl who would be a friend as much as a girlfriend, and who he could talk to and have fun with, and of course have that kind of fun as well.


  His mother had instilled that desire in him and not just by talking about finding a good girl who would be good to him, but in his mind, she was an example of that good woman. His father always talked about how blessed he was to have a woman like mom, who was such a good wife and mother.


  “Fuck,” he muttered, when even thinking about his mother did nothing to affect his state of arousal.


  His father’s advice of ‘praying’ when he was tempted was bullshit that he didn’t bother with, instead he either dealt with it, or would try to work it off. Right now, just laying here waiting for his cock to deflate wasn’t an option.


  At this point he swore if he rolled over and ground his hips into the bed he’d go off. Gabe kicked off the covers and got out of bed. He turned on the lamp, and clad in just his running shorts walked over to the weight bench in the corner of his room.


  He lay on the bench, and taking a deep breath lifted the bar off the rack and lowered it to his chest. Gabe exhaled as he pressed the weight and held it up for several seconds before going into a set of fifteen reps.


  He was currently benching 150 and could do two sets without too much trouble, but the third would be a struggle. As he pumped the weights, he couldn’t help but think what a waste it was that he didn’t have anyone to enjoy the fruits of his hard work.


  Not that he was arrogant, but Gabe knew he was a decent looking guy. Lifting five days a week, and running three mornings before school had him in damn good shape. His shoulders were broad and his arms and chest well developed.


  He already had the classic build of a large upper body that tapered to a slim waist, and thanks to the running and presses, his legs were as solid as the rest of him. From the neck up wasn’t bad either.


  Gabe took after his mother with his thick black hair and soulful brown eyes but had his father’s rugged features. He’d been shaving since he was fifteen and could grow a decent beard in short period of time, but enjoyed sporting a five-o’clock shadow, that had most people guessing him to be early twenties.


  He’d seen girls look at him when he went to his school’s football games, and several had struck up conversations with him. Not that he had anything to go by, but he was pretty sure more than one of them had been flirting, but he didn’t know how to respond, other than to stammer like an idiot.


  Part of that was knowing it was a waste of time. His father wouldn’t want him dating a girl that wasn’t a ‘good girl’. By his definition that meant she was a church going ‘proper’ young lady, and that type of girl wouldn’t be thinking about dating anyway, at least not until she was older.


  Chris, one of his friend’s from school had told him a girl named Donna had told Chris’s girlfriend she wouldn’t mind taking Gabe for a ‘ride’ and kept trying to get him to talk to her.


  “She doesn’t want a boyfriend, just a fuck,” was how Chris had described her, and Gabe had been tempted.


  If she didn’t want him dating her or even talking to her all the time, just literally sex, he could keep it from his father. But in the end, Gabe knew that would be wrong, and he would disappoint his parents who wanted him to wait for the girl ‘god had planned’ for him.


  Who was he kidding? Just as big of a reason for him backing off was he’d look like an absolute idiot. He had no idea how to touch a girl, let alone he’d probably come just from her touching him.


  Gabe pumped the weights harder and faster, using the physical exertion to get his mind to stop spinning. For the next few minutes the only sounds in the room were his heavy breathing and the clanking of the metal weights as clanked together on the bar.


  “Gabe!”


  He flinched at the sound of his mother’s voice and grunted when he let the bar come down to far, hitting his chest.


  “Honey, are you okay?”


  “I’m fine!” He pushed the bar up, settling it onto the rack, and sat up.


  “I saw your light on and heard that clanking sound.” Mom walked over to stand in front of him. “I knocked, but you didn’t hear me.”


  “Sorry, didn’t mean to wake you up.” Gabe picked up a towel from the foot of the bench and wiped his now sweaty face.


  “You didn’t. I was coming from the bathroom, and wanted to make sure you were okay.”


  “Why wouldn’t I be?”


  “Because it’s three in the morning and it sounded like you were working those weights really fast.”


  Mom put her hand on his arm. “You trying to get bigger faster?”


  “No, I just…couldn’t sleep.”


  “Something on your mind?” Her hand slid up to his shoulder and squeezed it. “You can always talk to me or your dad. You know that, right?”


  “Yeah,” he replied absently, his eyes on his mother.


  Mom wore a baggy green Celtics T-shirt and a pair of plaid pajama pants that were equally shapeless. Her usual form of pajamas and what she’d wear around the house after she changed from work.


  The difference at the moment was since she’d only gotten out of bed to use the bathroom, and hadn’t expected to be seeing him, Gabe realized she wasn’t wearing a bra. The shirt was too loose to show the shape of her breasts, but he could just make out two spots where something was poking into the material.


  God almighty, Gabe, he thought, you’re looking at your mother’s nipples. What the hell is wrong with you?”


  Nothing except it was the closest he’d come to seeing them in person.


  Even as he answered his own question, his eyes remained on her chest, trying to get an idea of how big his mother’s breasts were. Mom worked as an office manager for an insurance company, and although she dressed well, she never wore anything that hinted at her body.


  Loose blouses with jackets over them, skirts that went at least to her knees, some longer. When she wore slacks, the jacket often went below her waist covering her ass, and when it didn’t, it was because the pants themselves were a loose fitting style that left everything to the imagination.


  “Earth to Gabe.”


  “Huh?” He blinked. “Sorry, I was just kind of wandering I guess.”


  “Because you shouldn’t be awake, you were up late studying. Your mind needs rest as much as your body.”


  “It doesn’t think so,” Gabe grumbled.


  “I ended up watching too much TV.” Mom crossed her arms beneath her breasts and his eyes took note of how it pushed them up and made her nipples more visible. “Didn’t come upstairs until after midnight. I poked my head in, and you were sound asleep.”


  “Yeah, I shut the light off about eleven thirty.”


  “So what woke you up?”


  “A dream.” One that was still affecting him seeing he was trying to check out his mother’s boobs and was no aware of the fact his hard on had not completely gone away.


  “A nightmare?”


  “Uh…” He dropped his hands in his lap as with no underwear beneath the shorts, his bulge was noticeable, not that his mother would look at his crotch, but here he was looking at her chest.


  “Long pause, so that would be a no.” Mom stared down at him, a small smile playing about her lips.


  “No, it was just kind of…” He stopped when her smile grew bigger.


  “Normal,” she finished for him, and surprised him by pointing at his hands. “Boys will be boys.”


  Gabe blushed furiously, and mom laughed.


  “An admission of guilt if I ever saw one.”


  “Sorry, Mom,” he mumbled his head down in embarrassment.


  “Don’t be. It happens.” She squatted down so she could look at his face. “Honey, you’re an eighteen year old boy. Those dreams are natural.”


  He nodded lamely, and she added.


  “Remember, I grew up with two older brothers so it’s not like I don’t know boys.”


  “Dad says dreams like that are wicked and sent by the devil.”


  “Dad says that about everything he doesn’t believe in.” She frowned. “Like anything to do with sex, even now.”


  “What?” Gabe looked up into her large expressive brown eyes. “What do you mean?”


  “Nothing, just thinking out loud. We old people do that sometimes.”


  “You’re only forty-two, mom. You’re not old.”


  “You’re sweet.”


  “And you look younger.”


  “Now you’re just brown-nosing. When my hair’s down you can spot a few grays.”


  To prove her point, she reached back and pulled the clip from her hair. She shook her head, sending her long dark hair tumbling down over her face and shoulders. Taking some in her hand, she lifted it, to show a few long grays that stood out due to how dark the rest of her hair was.


  “See?”


  “Uh…yeah, but it’s…not much.”


  He was having trouble speaking due to the sensation of his mother’s hair tickling his leg when she’d leaned closer to show him the grays. It felt good, and it looked good on his skin just below the leg of his shorts.


  Between that and the way she was squatting between his legs, her head almost in his lap, Gabe’s once again erect cock, pushed against his hands. He couldn’t help imagining mom being any woman but her in that position, and down there to do something sexier than showing off some gray hair.


  “You okay?”


  Mom was now looking up at him, peering out from under her hair. She had that same slightly teasing smile she had before, and for the first time he noticed her lips, and how well shaped they were.


  He’d heard guys mention girls having ‘blow job’ lips which from what he gathered were full rather than the thin lips some girls had and needed lipstick to flesh out. Mom had no lipstick on, and her lips still looked good.


  Gabe imagined how soft they’d be…well. Not mom’s but whatever girl he was trying to picture down there ready to make good use of the aching hard on beneath his hands.


  “Gabe?”


  “Fine!” He said it a little too quickly and louder than he’d wanted to.


  “Jumpy.” Mom laughed. “But frustration will do that to you.” The smile left her face again. “Trust me, I know.”


  “Oh.”


  “Oops, thinking out loud again.” Mom put her hands on his legs, which did little to help with his state of arousal or the weird thoughts it was causing. “But I think you know you can do something about it.”


  Holy crap, was she telling him to jerk off? It seemed she was when she continued softly.


  “It’s not healthy for a young man to be so full of…” She paused as if looking for the right word. “Need. Makes it hard to sleep, and concentrate, and you need to be able to do both in school, especially next September when you go to Holy Temple.”


  Gabe tried not to roll his eyes at the mention of the college Dad enrolled him in. Another all boy’s Christian school.


  “I know, it’s weird hearing this from your mother, but part of my job is to take care of you so…” For the first time she looked away. “Take care of yourself when you need to.”


  “But dad says…”


  “What does dad say?”


  They both jumped when Dad spoke from the doorway.


   


  




  Chapter Two


   


  “When in doubt pray,” Mom replied while she rose to her feet.


  “What are we doubting?” Dad came in, and Gabe wanted to laugh when he saw his father had on an identical pair of pants as his mother, but with a Bruins t-shirt.


  “What to do when he can’t sleep,” Mom answered again for him. “It’s not to lift weights at three am.”


  “True.” Dad shrugged, but Gabe noticed him give mom a dirty look, as if she’d said something wrong. “Why are you in here?”


  “Because I heard the weights and wanted to see if he was okay.” Mom returned the look. “What kind of question is that?”


  “Gabriel, what are you thinking being like that in front of your mother? You’re almost naked.”


  “I…she just came in the room.”


  “He’s my boy, Michael, it’s not like he’s…”


  “He’s eighteen, a man now and you may be his mother, but you’re also a woman and it’s not proper to barely dressed in front of either.”


  “Leave him be, I came in the room when he didn’t answer my knock.” Mom walked up to dad and put her hand on his arm. “He’s going to go back to bed, now, and so are we.”


  “I’ll be right in. I want to talk to Gabe for a minute.”


  “Michael, leave him be.”


  “Don’t tell me what to do, Sara.” Dad glared at her. “Don’t worry, we’ll talk to.”


  “Oh, good, I can’t wait.” Mom walked out of the room without another word, and with his erection finally gone, Gabe rose from the bench.


  “Sorry, dad. I didn’t figure anyone would be in my room.”


  Dad nodded. “Your mother was wrong; she didn’t respect your privacy.”


  “And I am her son.” He walked past dad and sat on the edge of his bed.


  “Doesn’t mean we dress provocatively in front of each other.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Look at you, Gabe.” Dad pointed. “You are a man now. Those shorts don’t cover much and what they do? Is still obvious.”


  “Oh.” He blushed for the second time in the last few minutes.


  “You don’t have a boy’s body anymore and showing it off even at home is wrong. Sin is all about the flesh.”


  “Right, sorry, sir.” He hoped he sounded more sincere then he felt.


  “Why were you up?”


  “Couldn’t sleep.”


  “I get that, but why?”


  “Because I had another one of those dreams,” Gabe admitted. “I needed to do something.”


  “It’s hard sometimes, I know.”


  “It’s hard all the time,” Gabe complained. “I don’t know what to do.”


  “I went through this too, Gabe. I was your age and a breeze would make it go up. It’s not easy being a good man. If it was everyone would be.”


  “But what’s so bad about it? Who am I hurting if I… you know took care of it?”


  “Yourself,” dad explained patiently. “It’s what the devil wants. Self-pleasure is a gateway to lust. You break the seal with your own body it further tempts you explore others.”


  “And what’s wrong with others? This waiting until you’re married stuff is out of the fifties. Life’s different now.”


  “It is different because people don’t want to be held accountable for sin against God and themselves, so they change the rules. People who walk the true path are rewarded.”


  “When, in ten more years?”


  “You’re being dramatic,” Dad chided him. “Gabe these friends of yours who are dabbling in sex with any girl that will let them. They’re on a path of broken hearts, jealousy, sexual diseases, pregnancy’s that will force them to go to work to support the baby instead of staying in school. Conflicts with cheating lovers, all pain for what? A few minutes of pleasure at a time?”


  “But that’s if the girl isn’t a good girl,” Gabe argued. “I don’t want to sleep with any girl, I want to be with a girl I care about and cares about me.”


  “I’m happy to hear that, son.” Dad patted his shoulder. “That’s what this sacrifice is all about. Waiting for that girl.”


  “But how do I know if a girl is good if I can’t date her and get to know her?”


  “Getting to know her, means wanting to get to know her, and you have no control right now.”


  “The end of year dance is coming up in two weeks.” Gabe knew how this was going to end, but tried anyway. “The girls from St. Mary’s will be there and I could meet a good girl there.”


  “No.” Dad shook his head.


  “Oh, come on, where better to meet the kind of girl you want me to be with?”


  “St Mary’s is like your school. Some go there for the right reasons like faith and learning to live a proper life. But many go there because it’s a quality education. A lot of those girls aren’t there for god, but instead will tempt the boys who are there for him.”


  “Same for boys. There are a lot of wolves in sheep’s clothing looking to tempt and seduce young girls to ruin their pure hearts and bodies.”


  “But…”


  “We’ve discussed this. In three months, you’ll start at Holy Temple.”


  “Another all boy’s school.”


  “But Sisters of Grace is down the road from it, and there are a lot of events where you’ll mingle.”


  “How is that different from now? Same thing would go there, some kids won’t be there for…”


  “Wrong. It’s general education, but with a lot of courses in theology and Bible studies. Parents won’t pay to send their child to those schools unless they’re truly god fearing. Yes, you’re right, there could be some bad seeds there, but odds are more in favor of meeting the right person.”


  “So in three months I can do what I can’t do now?’


  “I met your mother at Sisters of Grace. Many meet their soul mates at those schools. I told you that in high school I wanted you focused completely on school. In college you’ll be staying on campus, and that’s where your mother and I put our faith in how we raised you.”


  “But you don’t have any in me now,” Gabe pointed out. “I’m going to change that much in three months?”


  “The options and environment changes, there are far more good young women than temptresses there.” Dad saw him roll his eyes, and sighed.


  “Okay, let me try and put it to you in a way that might appeal to the base nature that’s driving you right now.”


  “This would be new.”


  “Don’t be a wise guy,” Dad told him, but didn’t seem angry, more like correcting him out of habit.


  “Sorry.”


  “It’s frustrating right now to go through what you think is needless denial, but it pays off, and in the ways that have you in this state of sexual tension.”


  “What do you mean?” Gabe had to admit his interest wasn’t feigned at this point.


  “The longer you wait for something the more satisfying it is when you get it. Young women go through the same temptations. They feel it differently, but they have needs and desires of their own.”


  “The bad ones not only pursue their lust but use their bodies to corrupt young men like you. But the good ones? They hold on for that good young man. When you meet that girl, and you fall for her for all the right reasons, and you marry her?”


  Dad gave him a sly smile that Gabe wasn’t sure he’d ever seen before.


  “All those fleshly cravings can be satisfied and the two of you will spend entire weekends in bed enjoying the fruits of the flesh that you earned by waiting for that right person. Gabe, your mother is a wonderful woman, kind, sweet, caring, intelligent, and hardworking.


  “She’s loyal, my best friend, and a loving mother. Those are all the things you want to fall in love with.”


  The smile spread.


  “Now I say this to you man to man, and only so you know good things come to those who wait. God didn’t just bless me with a good woman, but one who could be bad for the right reason.”


  “Huh?”


  “Your mother was the girl you brought home to meet your parents, and the kind you marry. But behind closed doors? Your mother had a mind and body built for sin.”


  “Whoa!” Gabe was amazed his father would say that. “That’s a little too much information.”


  “I’m not giving details. All I’m saying is at that point it’s not sin, just two people enjoying the perks of marriage, and trust me, we enjoyed. I was blessed both in and out of the bedroom. A love I could lust for, but in the right way for the right reasons.”


  “So she was worth the wait.”


  “And if you wait you’ll have that too.”


  “But if I meet a girl at school, we date, and if I’m supposed to wait to get married…I’m supposed to wait what four years to have sex?”


  “I…ideally.” Dad’s forehead wrinkled, a sign he wasn’t exactly happy at the moment, and it made Gabe ask him.


  “Did you and mom really wait until you were married?”


  “I think we’ve talked enough. You need some sleep.”


  “You didn’t!” Gabe laughed. “Got you, don’t I?”


  “No, at least not the way you think. Now no more talking about this. You’ll have your freedom from us in three months, what you do then will determine the path you’ll follow, and I hope it’s one of faith, not of the world.”


  “Okay.” Gabe let it go. “Can I ask you something?”


  “Yes but make it quick.”


  “Why did it seem like you were mad at mom? Just because of how I’m dressed?”


  “Partly, sometimes your mother isn’t as proper as I’d like. Women are different from us, Gabe, and even the good ones can tempt, often without realizing it. They need to be mindful of the power they have over men.”


  “I don’t get what you mean.”


  “I answered you, and honestly. You’ll understand when you’re older and have a wife of your own.”


  “In four years.”


  “Poor you.” Dad rolled his blue eyes, but ruffled Gabe’s hair affectionately. “First world problems as they say.”


  “What can I say, I feel bad for me.” Gabe joked.


  “The men’s retreat is next weekend, the first you’ll attend as an adult and be with us, rather than the boy’s campground. Many young men will be there and will have meetings to discuss the problems of being a man of faith at your age. I’m sure lust will be discussed.”


  “Dad, I don’t want to go. I’ve gone the last few years, they’re boring.”


  “They’re good for you.”


  “But I have finals coming up.”


  “Study ahead of time.”


  “Come one, dad, I’ve never given you a hassle before.”


  “I like to show off my boy, so you’re doing it for me as well as yourself.”


  “I appreciate that, but…just rather not go, and you keep saying I’m a man now.”


  “I see what you did there,” Dad grunted.


  “I have straight A’s, I do everything around the house you ask me to, I don’t go anywhere or do anything you don’t want me to. I just don’t want to go this year. Once I start Holy Temple that stuff will be every day for me.”


  “Tell you what, I’ll ask your mother if she minds you being home next weekend. It’s a break for her to, she gets the house to herself, and I she goes out with some friends.”


  “If she says okay?”


  “Then fine, you’re off the hook.”


  “Cool thanks, dad.”


  “Get some sleep, think about baseball or ugly women.” Dad grinned. “Think about Miss Peters next door naked.”


  “Oh, nasty!” Gabe gave a mock shudder. “Now I’ll never sleep.”


  With a laugh, Dad shut off his lamp and closed the door on his way out.


  




  Chapter Three


   


  “Shit.” Dad had no sooner left his room when he realized he had to pee. He got up and left his room, taking a right towards the bathroom.


  “Are you kidding?” Gabe froze when he heard his mother’s voice from down the hall and through their closed bedroom door. A moment later he heard again. “Don’t shush me!”


  Curious, Gabe padded down the hall, stopping a couple feet from their door.


  “Don’t yell,” Dad said. “I just said it looked bad.”


  “And I repeat are you kidding?” Mom was quieter this time. “He’s my son, for Christ’s sake.”


  “Don’t take the lord’s name in…”


  “Knock it off. I’m a grown ass woman not one of your students.”


  “Fine, but I’m telling you what it looked like.”


  “If he were any guy but my son, I could see your point. Seeing he is, you need to have your head examined.”


  “Sara, you were squatting between his legs and your head was almost in his lap.”


  “And you thought what? I was giving him head?”


  “Do you have to be so crude?”


  “Crude would have been me saying sucking cock.”


  “Wow,” Gabe whispered, shocked at hearing his mother talk like that.


  “Classy, Sara, real classy.”


  “As classy as you are accusing your wife of going down on our son.”


  “I never said you were. I said that’s what it looked like, and it was damn improper for you to be in that position.”


  “You think it would have crossed his mind?” Mom laughed, but it sounded harsh. “Oh, look my mother is down there, maybe she’ll give me some lip service?”


  “You know enough terms for it.”


  “Sorry, but unlike you, I have no issue with sex or talking about sex. You’re the one with the hang ups.”


  “All I’m saying is Gabe is at the age where his body is out of control, and everything is about what he can’t have.”


  “To the point he’d think something dirty about his own mother?”


  “You have no idea how a boy’s mind works when he’s full of poison.”


  “Poison, you sound like your damn father.”


  “He was a good man.”


  “He was a zealot. I refuse to believe Gabe would think anything of me in that position or any other for that matter.”


  Actually, mom, dad’s kind of right, he thought feeling ashamed of himself.


  “But you don’t need to tempt him.”


  “Tempt? I’m not some girl, I’m his mother. And if I can tempt a man in these clothes I must really be something. I can’t even find my ass in these pants.”


  “But you’re not wearing a bra, and I can see that.”


  “Because you’re looking. Gabe wouldn’t be looking at my chest.”


  Wrong again, he sighed.


  “And your hair…”


  “My hair? Know what, Michael? You need fucking help.”


  “Stop swearing.”


  “Start acting sane. I dress frigid, hell, one notch over frumpy because of your make believe religious ideals.”


  “What did you say?”


  “You heard me. This crap about me being proper isn’t about God, it’s about you being such an insecure man you’re afraid someone will look at your wife.” She paused and Gabe winced when she dropped the bomb. “And I’d like it.”


  “That’s not true!”


  “Your jack ass father was the same way. Your mother was a beautiful woman, and had a nice little body going for her, and he made her look like a plain Jane and all but wear friggin sacks for dresses.”


  “A woman shouldn’t flaunt her body.”


  “You never minded me flaunting mine back when we were young.”


  “We were young is the point. Back then I didn’t care other guys looked.”


  “Because it made you feel like a man you had the hot girl. Now what? You’re either jealous or ashamed of me and either reason sucks.”


  “Sara, why are we fighting? I’m simply saying Gabe’s at a tough age and doesn’t need help with wicked thoughts. If nothing else, it probably made him wonder what a girl not you would look like down there.”


  Credit where it was due, Dad was batting a thousand.


  “Not to mention not asking him to put some clothes on.”


  “Now you’re saying I’d be looking at him. I think you need to hit the couch tonight, because you’re pissing me off big time.”


  “I…”


  “And you must be more insecure than I thought if you think our son is a threat to you, and I’m such a whore I’d do something with him.”


  “It’s about proper behavior!” Dad lost his cool, raising his voice. “He shouldn’t be almost naked in front of his mother and you shouldn’t be in a lascivious position like that.”


  “You used to like me in that position, and as often as I’d get into it.” Mom taunted him. “Liked me in every position. Liked it so much your saintly ass fucked me before we were even engaged.”


  I was right! Gabe congratulated himself.


  “You know why I did that. As for now we’re…”


  “Spare me. Tired of hearing about how once Gabe got a little older we were too old to be dirty as you call it.”


  “You don’t ask the mother of your son to do those things.”


  “Even if she loves doing those things?” Mom asked. “Gabe isn’t the only person in this house who feels like they’re going to pop.”


  “Sorry, we’re not kids anymore.”


  “Kids? You haven’t fucked me in two months!”


  Gabe flinched again at his mother’s language.


  “That’s…”


  “And I can’t remember the last time we did anything other than make love.” Mom sneered the words. “I wanted to get on my knees last time and you told me to knock it off with the porno sex.”


  Damn, dad was a dud.


  “You finished, Sara?”


  “You haven’t finished me in two years. Never mind you’re the only man I’ve ever heard of who turns his wife down when she wants to suck your dick.”


  “Sex is about procreation and love. It’s not about wanton lust and acting like people in dirty movies.”


  “Love is lust with the right person. You had no problem with that years ago. Then you turn into your father. Let’s just drop this, okay?”


  “On what note?”


  “That I think you’re way too out of control with this proper thing, especially around the house and the way I act with our son.”


  “Fair enough. But all I ask is you think about what he’s going through and how it can affect the way a normally good boy acts.”


  “Well, you’d know all about that wouldn’t you? He heard mom snap her fingers. “That’s what this is about isn’t it?”


  “We agreed to never talk about that,” Dad grunted.


  Talk about what? Gabe new eavesdropping on his parents was wrong, but this was getting juicy.


  “That’s why it didn’t hit me right away. We haven’t brought it up since you decided you were over…”


  “And we won’t bring it up now!” Dad sounded more pissed then when he’d raised his voice earlier.


  “I won’t, but at least I know why you’re acting this way.” Mom’s tone had softened. “I understand, but don’t assume Gabe is like you. That was a weird situation.”


  “You’re probably right, and I’m sorry.”


  “But if you’re thinking about that now, think about why that happened with you and that you’re doing the same to our son.”


  Doing what? Gabe wondered. Come on, stop being vague inquiring minds want to know dammit.


  “I believe it’s for the best. I was wrong back then. Gabe is a better young man then I was.”


  “You weren’t bad, Michael, I told you that then, and I’ll always tell you that. But…”


  “Let it go, Sara.” Dad sighed. “I apologize for accusing you of being inappropriate. Now let’s put it behind us.”


  “Okay.”


  “On another subject, Gabe doesn’t want to go to the Men’s Retreat, next weekend.”


  “Don’t blame him, you’ve made him go since he was nine.”


  “I told him he could stay home as long as you didn’t mind.”


  “Why would I?” Another finger snap. “Oh, shit, I forgot about all those guys I have over to improperly use my body with.”


  “Sara, enough, why do you always have to be crude?”


  “Kidding! Jeez, lighten up, Michael.”


  “Maybe you should tighten up.”


  “I have, sex only a half dozen times a year does lead to a tight cunt.”


  “You’re disgusting,” Dad told her while Gabe stood with his mouth open, unable to believe what she’d just said.


  “You make me feel that way, so I guess I may as well act that way.”


  “If you feel that way, it’s on you,” Dad snorted.


  “You used to like to be on me.” Mom sounded more sad than nasty this time. “And I loved it, but somewhere along the way, you stopped wanting me. Maybe it is me, not like you ever talk about it without going back to words like proper and…”


  “So, what will you and Gabe do over the weekend?” Dad cut her off and changed the subject.


  “Oh, I don’t know, I’m sure we’ll find some fun things to do.”


  




  Chapter Four


   


  “Come, on, dig deep,” Gabe gasped as he rounded the corner, of his street.


  He kept his aching legs moving as he glanced at his watch, which was at 4.8 miles. His house would mark the five mile mark and his time was seven minutes better than it had been last week. Gabe new he was pushing too hard; he’d had a burning sensation in his chest a mile ago but kept going.


  Like the weights, running helped him burn off some pent-up angst, and he couldn’t help thinking of the irony of it. His abstinence fueled exercising was giving him a hell of a body that most girls would be impressed with but couldn’t do a damn thing with it.


  Gabe slowed as his house drew near, and as he passed it, he eased into a walk, not wanting to risk a sudden cramp by stopping right away. He walked to the corner, wiping at his face with his t-shirt, before removing a bottle of water from his small backpack.


  He’d left it in the freezer last night and it was still partially frozen, but the ice cold water felt damned good as he sucked as much of it as he could from around the ice. He rubbed it across his sweaty forehead and jumped when a horn beeped.


  “Looking good, baby!” A cute brunette that looked around his age yelled from the passenger seat of a white Nissan. The car slowed down, and she added, “Wanna get me all sweaty like that?”


  Gabe had no idea what to say, and instead stood there blushing, while giving her a lame wave.


  “Oh, look he’s shy!” The driver, a hot blonde, laughed. “I think you’re scaring him, Carrie.”


  “Scared stiff?” Carrie giggled.


  The car had come to a stop, and she beckoned Gabe with her finger. “We’re heading down to Oaklawn Beach, want to come with us?”


  “Um, no I…can’t,” he answered nervously.


  “Come on, you’re all hot and sweaty, doesn’t a nice swim sound like fun?” She winked. “You can see my new bikini, the one I can’t wear around my parents.”


  “I’d like to but…” Gabe stammered, then sealed his fate. “I have to check with my mom, and not sure she’s up yet.”


  “Your mom?” The driver burst out laughing, and the brunette’s smile faded.


  “Shit, if you don’t want to hang out, just say so. You don’t have to give me some lame mama’s boy shit.”


  “No, really…” He stopped himself when he realized he was making it worse.


  “That’s no shit, Carrie. He is a mama’s boy, let’s go meet some real guys.”


  Just before she gunned the engine and peeled off, Gabe heard Carrie say, “Too bad, he’s really hot, you see his arms? Damn.”


  “Case in fucking point,” Gabe muttered while looking around, relieved that none of his neighbors had witnessed him looking like an idiot.


  The beach on a warm Saturday morning with two cute girls, one who seemed really into him. Life wasn’t fair, and it this point Gabe didn’t care if that was self-pity because he was feeling pretty bad for himself at the moment.


  He walked back to the house, and slipped in through the back door, trying to be quiet. On Saturdays Mom slept in, and when she did get up, would usually lounge around in bed for another hour or so reading or watching TV.


  It was only nine thirty, so he was surprised when he entered the kitchen and heard her voice in the living room. Gabe refilled his water bottle, and after putting it back in the freezer left the kitchen to see what she was up to.


  He had to cut through the dining room and had just reached the archway leading into the living room when he stopped.


  Mom sat on the couch, her leg up, foot on the edge of the coffee table as she leaned over, painting her toenails. The phone was pinned between her face and shoulder, so she didn’t see him standing there as she listened to whoever was on the other end.


  Gabe didn’t announce his presence. Instead, he stood there staring at his mother’s bare leg. He didn’t know what she was wearing, but when she finished with her toes, she leaned back on the couch, but left her leg up.


  His eyes roamed from her foot up her calf, all the way to her exposed inner thigh. She leaned forward again, touching up one of her toes, and he saw her arms were bare as well.


  “I know, it’s my favorite weekend of the year. Michael’s away, I can dress however I want, and paint my nails, and best of all? I’m going to be sleeping in the nude!”


  In the nude. For some reason those words made him blink. Naked, his mother liked to sleep naked.


  “No, I don’t sleep like that with Michael.” There was a pause and Mom released a long breath. “You know how he is, Kate. Somehow he thinks it’s some kind of wanton behavior even though we’re fucking married.”


  She listened for a moment while leaning back on the couch and stretching both her legs out, resting her heels on the coffee table.


  “Damn straight it’s frustrating, he’s getting worse as he gets older, but I guess sex isn’t everything, and he’s good to me otherwise.”


  Mom laughed.


  “Yup, been going through batteries like water, and with him not around I’ll be getting plenty of me time.”


  Mom nodded into the phone while Gabe’s attention was still on her legs. He’d never noticed how long her legs were. Not just long, but they looked great. Especially her thigh which wasn’t exactly slender, but looked so smooth, and he bet her skin was softer there than in other places.


  “No, I’m not naked now, Gabe’s staying home. I love the holiday weekend to myself, but the poor kid goes with Michael every year, and I’m not going to make him go so I can Jill off on the couch while I watch porn.”


  “Yes, I can’t wait for tonight either. Bought a new dress, not trashy, but let’s say it’s on the playful side. Going to grab an Uber so I can get drunk enough to get on the floor and show the guys this old lady still has something in the tank.”


  She sighed.


  “Then come home and pass out in bed by myself, but at least it will be fun seeing some guys looking at me. In work they’d need google maps to find my tits under those blazers.”


  She shook her head as she listened.


  “No, Gabe’s not going to tell his father. Trust me, that kid is as tired of his puritan bullshit as I am. I feel bad for him, he’s a great kid, sweet, good looking, respectful, and he’s missing out on some serious fun.” Mom whistled. “If Michael ever knew some of the things I did in High School before I met him in college, he’d have a coronary.”


  Whoa…mom hadn’t been that ‘good girl’ Dad thought she was. Between that comment and what he’d heard overnight that they hadn’t waited until they were married to sleep together, Gabe found himself thinking he really was getting a screw job. Why should he wait when they hadn’t?


  “Hey, honey!”


  Gabe jumped, when he saw Mom was looking at him, her phone now on the coffee table. “How long have you been standing there?”


  “Oh…not long. I just got back and didn’t want to interrupt your call.”


  “What did you hear?” Mom frowned as she asked.


  “Something about Dad having a heart attack.” He shrugged. “I wasn’t really paying attention.”


  “I know, I called your name, but you were just staring off.” Mom stood up from the couch, and putting her arms over her head, arched her back and stretched.


  Holy shit. The two words, the only ones he could come up with at the moment, echoed through his head.


  Mom had some type of black shorts on and the emphasis was on short. A lace trim hugged the upper thighs he’d just been admiring and from the side they seemed as tight as they were brief. But the top was what really caught his attention.


  Not just the black sleeveless shirt, but the fact it was as snug as the shorts and hugged a pair of breasts that were a hell of a lot bigger than he’d imagined. Not that he’d spent much time thinking about her breasts, at least not until last night when she hadn’t warn a bra, but damn they were impressive.


  Fortunately, mom was wearing a bra, but even so, he had a hard time taking his eyes away from just the side view of her right breast. The shirt rode up as she stretched, showing off her stomach, which although not completely flat, or toned, still looked good.


  In general Mom wasn’t thin, but wasn’t chubby either, maybe just a little soft, and for some reason that made her more appealing. She was a real woman and not some yoga obsessed gym junkie they showed on TV who were in such good shape they seemed fake.


  “You hungry?” Mom turned to face him, and when she did, bumped into the table, knocking over the bottle of nail polish. “Shit!”


  She hurriedly bent over to pick it up. “Good thing it wasn’t open.”


  “Yeah,” Gabe answered softly, his eyes widening as he got a look down his mother’s shirt.


  Despite being tight, it was low cut and he had a full view of the inner half of her creamy breasts and the black material of her bra cupping them. Mom bent over further and her long hair fell over her shoulders, obscuring his view.


  Just before she stood up, his eyes darted upwards to stare at the bare small of her back and the curve of her ass.


  “Did you want anything?”


  “Um, no, I think I’m good.”


  “You just went for a run, and a hard one judging by how sweaty you are. You need to eat something. Let’s go in the kitchen and I’ll make you an omelet.”


  “Sure, okay.” He nodded as she walked towards him, and he struggled to keep his head up.


  “Looking good, honey.” Mom squeezed his arm as she had last night. “Going to make some girl very happy someday.”


  “What, when I’m twenty-four?” He turned to follow her into the kitchen.


  “If that’s what you want.” Mom spoke as she walked through the dining room. “You’re going off to college soon, so your father isn’t going to be on top of you all the time.”


  She laughed. “Maybe someone else will be on top of you.”


  “Mom!” Gabe’s exclamation was as much from the ‘rear view’ so to speak as her comment.


  The shorts, which he now saw was some type of silky material hugged her ass like they were painted on, and he couldn’t help thinking it was a damn fine ass. The cheeks of her ass were full and well rounded and jiggled slightly as she walked.


  That jiggle, along with the sway of her hips and the backs of her thighs had a hypnotic effect on him, and he was unable to look away to the point he hit his shoulder on the frame of the kitchen door.


  “Ow!” he blurted, more stunned than in any actual pain.


  “You okay?” Mom turned around.


  “Yeah, just not watching where I was going.”


  “What were you looking at?”


  “I…” Before he could catch himself, he blurted it out. “Mom, what the hell are you wearing?”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Those shorts, like what are they? They look like underwear?”


  “They’re boy shorts.” Mom shrugged and the jiggle in the front was as good as the one he’d seen from the rear. “They’re super comfy, but I suppose they are underwear, sort of.”


  “My fault, you didn’t know I was home.”


  “Honey, I have no problem wearing them in front of you. Your father is the reason I dress like an old lady. When he’s not around, I dress relaxed and comfortable. If I was in a bathing suit, you’d see more of me than these show.”


  “I haven’t seen you in a bathing suit in a few years, since I was kid, we haven’t been to the beach in years.”


  “True, well anyway, these are shorts, not like I’m wearing a thong.” She put her hands on her hips. “Please try not to sound like your father. Family shouldn’t have to walk around dressed like they’re afraid to show an inch of skin.”


  “I guess you’re right.”


  “Well, now you know your mom’s dirty secret. When I have a day off or you and dad are off somewhere, I dress like this.”


  And you sleep in the nude.


  “I wouldn’t go out like this, that’s for sure. Got a little junk in the trunk.” She reached behind her and slapped her ass, then grabbed her side, squeezing her kin between her fingers.


  “What’s that old slogan you shouldn’t pinch more than an inch?”


  “You look great, Mom,” Gabe told her.


  “You still brownnosing from last night?”


  “No, seriously, you look really good. There’s nothing wrong with your body.”


  Mom cocked her head and looked like she was going to say something. Gabe wondered of he’d gone a little too far. Her dark eyes stared into his and he tried not to look away and give away his nerves.


  He felt a wave of relief when she just smiled and said. “Thank you, Gabe. A woman always liked to hear she looks good. Too bad that’s the first time I’ve heard it in a long time, and from my son no less.”


  “Dad doesn’t tell you?”


  “Your father isn’t very affectionate these days.” Mom walked over to the fridge and keeping his eyes down, so he’d stop looking at her, he found himself staring at her red tipped toes. Even they looked good.


  Red, the color of temptation, of wickedness and seduction, according to his father. He looked at her hands and for the first time saw she’d painted her fingernails as well. Mom went over to the counter, putting the eggs and cheese on it, then opening the bottom cupboard, leaned over and reached inside.


  “Shit, where’s my omelet pan?” Mom squatted down as she had last night, and Gabe swallowed nervously as he took in the way her ass looked in that position.


  Not just her ass, but the way her legs were open, showing off her thighs and the black material between them. He walked up behind her, and like last night imagined what it was like to have her…no, some other girl, between his legs in that pose.


  He was now sweating for a reason other than the run and felt the first stirring between his legs. Gabe took in every detail, the way her dark hair fell across the fair skin of her shoulders, the once again exposed skin of her lower back, and even the way she was balanced on her toes, her smooth soles visible.


  If he were in front of her his crotch would be level with her face and he recalled how her soft hair felt on his legs.


  “I hate when your father puts things away, he just throws stuff in the back.”


  Mom got on her knees, and shoving her head in the cabinet, rummaged around the pans.


  Gabe was now fully erect, and his hand strayed to his crotch, rubbing it through his shorts as he watched his mother’s ass. As she moved things around, she was swaying back and forth, and her ass went higher as she lowered herself to look on the bottom shelf.


  He thought about what it would be like to be on his knees behind her. To grab her shorts and pull them down, then hold her hips and…and what?


  Fuck her doggy style.


  The magazine he’d had, featured a few stills from a porn, all of a man taking a woman from behind. It was the closest to sex he’d seen, and the image was still vivid to him. The way the woman’s tits hung low, and the way her eyes were wide and her mouth open as the man kneeling behind her pounded her, his cock sliding between her thighs.


  For a moment the image changed he had a clear mental image of fucking his mother right there on the kitchen floor. He shook his head, as if trying to shake the twisted thought.


  “There it is!” Mom declared. “Gabe, take this, so I have room to get it.”


  Mom stuck her arm out behind her, handing him a small saucepan. He leaned over to grab it, but she let it go to soon, and it fell on the floor, bouncing and ending up beneath mom.


  Gabe reached for it, bending over his mother to be able to grab it.


  “Gotcha!” Mom crawled back, and her ass pushed into his crotch as her upper body emerged, hold the pan up triumphantly.


  Mom’s ass was pressed into his aching hard on, and instead of instantly pulling away, he remained still. He was sure it wasn’t more than a couple seconds, but it was a couple seconds too long.


  Mom quickly stood up, and spun around, her gaze going directly to his crotch.


  “Gabe, are you…” Her eyes widened. “You’re hard.”


  “I…Oh my god!” He staggered back from her as if he’d been hit. “I’m so sorry, Mom…I…” He stared at her red-faced and stuttering as he tried to come up with something to say.


  “Were you getting excited looking at me?” Mom’s eyes remained on his obvious bulge. “Gabe, you’re hard.”


  Before she could get the word out, Gabe blurted out, “I’m sorry!” one more time, and turning, fled the room like a little kid.


  “Gabe, stop!” Mom called out behind him.


  He made it through the living room and was heading for the front door, thinking all he wanted to do was be anywhere but with his mother who had caught him being aroused by her.


  “Gabe come back here!” Mom yelled just as he had his hand on the knob. “I’m not mad, honey, I promise.”


  He remained where he was, and she added. “You’re going to have to talk to me sooner or later, so how about we just do it now, okay?”


  Gabe’s shoulders slumped in resignation and he did an about face to see Mom standing by the couch.


  “Come on over.” Mom sat down on the corner cushion and patted the center. “Sit down right here.”


  Gabe slowly shuffled over, his head down in shame. When he reached the couch, he sat down and kept his head lowered, refusing to look at her.


  “You want to talk about it?” Mom asked, putting her hand on his shoulder.”


  “I…feel like an asshole.”


  “You’re not an asshole, honey.”


  “Then just a pervert. Mom, I…I didn’t mean for that it just…happened.”


  “Unless it’s morning wood, a hard on doesn’t just happen, sweetie. You were behind me and watching, and thinking about me, weren’t you?”


  “Not you, just like…you know, a girl being where you were and…”


  “Gabe, don’t lie to me.” Mom squeezed his arm. “You’re an adult, and I want to treat you like one, but only little boys lie. You a little boy, or a young man?”


  “I’m embarrassed.”


  “Don’t be, just tell me what’s going on.”


  “I can’t.” He shook his head. “I’m just sorry.”


  “You’re sorry to me, but I think you’re sorry for yourself too. You can stay that way and wallow, or you can talk to me and maybe I can help you feel better about all this.”


  “You don’t know what this is.” Gabe knew she was right, that he sounded like a whiner at this point, but how the hell could he talk about this with her? Especially after she’d just caught him hard while staring at her.


  “I think I do.” Mom took his chin in her hand and turned his head. “Please look at me.”


  Gabe lifted his head and made himself look at her. He was relieved to see she hadn’t been lying, she didn’t look angry, instead she had a sympathetic look on her face, and when her dark eyes met his, he could see the concern in them.


  “I know what happened was awkward, but it will be worse if we don’t get it out in the open now, we don’t want to wonder what the other person is thinking, we need to know. Make sense?”


  “It does, but it’s hard.”


  “It was very hard.” Mom smiled, but Gabe’s blush returned full force and he turned away from her on the couch.


  “Oh, come on, that was funny!” Mom put her hands on his shoulders, and tried to turn him to face her, but he resisted.


  “Okay, not funny to you because you’re the one suffering.” Mom rubbed his shoulders, her surprisingly strong fingers kneading into his tense muscles.


  “Honey, relax, you’re so stiff.” She giggled. “Oops sorry, not funny.”


  “That one was a little funny,” he admitted. He was glad she wasn’t mad, which she had every right to be, and her hands felt good. He’d never been touched like that before and could feel some of the stress easing from him as she continued to massage him.


  “How about we do this? Remember when you were little and you’d be sad or something was wrong, and you’d come to me out here, pretending you were okay until I’d ask, then we’d talk?”


  “Yeah.”


  “But we didn’t sit like this.” He felt mom shift on the couch and looked over his shoulder to see, she was now sitting in the corner of the couch. She put her arms out to him. “Now lean back into me.”


  “Mom, I’m not ten anymore.” Besides, did he want to be that close to her after what had happened in the kitchen? Embarrassed or not, his damn dick had a mind of its own these days.


  “But I am and will always be your mother, and you never tell your mother no, so come here.”


  Gabe felt like a deer in headlights as she remained there with her arms open, and he struggled to keep his eyes on her face, not her breasts. He knew there was no way he’d be able to control himself, but with his back to her, she wouldn’t be able to see it, so maybe this would be better.


  He turned and pushed himself back on the couch, but she stopped him.


  “Hold on.” She drew her left leg up from the floor and stretched it out along the couch. “Okay, come on over.”


  Gabe leaned back into her, trying to tell himself his eyes hadn’t immediately darted between her thighs as she brought her leg up. Mom stopped him again, with her hands on his back.


  “Honey, take off this shirt, it’s all sweaty.”


  “Um…I probably shouldn’t. Dad says…”


  “Dad isn’t here.” For the first time she sounded annoyed. “And I know damn well what he says and that’s what we’re going to talk about. Now take off the damn shirt like I asked you too.”


  Gabe quickly stripped off his shirt and eased back against her.


  “Sorry, I didn’t mean to snap, but your father is a big part of your problem, and some of mine, so I get tired of what he says.”


  “No problem.” Gabe tried not to sound nervous as his mother slid her arms around his waist, her hands resting on his stomach.


  “See, isn’t this nice?”


  “Think I’m a little big for this. I’m not squishing you?”


  “Don’t be silly, women have men on top of them all the time.” She laughed, and Gabe swore she sounded a little nervous herself.


  “Um, right.” He stared down at her hands, trying not to think about how good her red nails looked on his bare skin and how they weren’t far from his already twitching cock.


  “Going to tell me what’s up, or should I tell you?”


  “That another joke?”


  “Huh?” Mom paused them laughed. “What’s up, right? That wasn’t a joke, but I guess it could be.” She tickled his stomach and he suppressed a groan when it caused his cock to do more than twitch but begin to swell.


  “I don’t know if I can say it.”


  “Then I will. This is about sex and your lack of it. You’re a young man at an age where the word sex can get you hard, and because of your father’s beliefs you haven’t gotten any relief. That a good start?”


  “That’s right.” Mom was now idly moving her fingers, sliding them back and forth. “He won’t even let me go to the dance. Tells me he wants me to meet a good girl, but I can’t meet anyone.”


  “That’s not everything though. He tells you it’s wrong to jerk off, doesn’t he?”


  Gabe blinked at how bluntly she put it but nodded.


  “That’s the problem, right there. It’s bad enough that you can’t be out there sharing this beautiful body of yours with a pretty young girl, but to not get any release at all, is just wrong.”


  “It is wrong. Dad says it’s a sin.”


  “It is a sin, a sin that people have to be reduced to masturbating when should have someone doing it for them and returning the favor.”


  Mom lifted her legs and draped them over his, and Gabe felt as if his straining cock was going to burst through his shorts from the sensation of her warm flesh against his while her fingers roamed slowly over his stomach.


  “But your father is just repeating the same religion driven bullshit his father pushed on him. He’s forcing you to suffer the way he did. That’s how I know what’s wrong, honey, your father was still fighting his urges when we met, and he was twenty then.”


  “The problem,” she continued as she moved her left foot, teasing it along his calf and adding to the aching between his legs, “is abstinence ends up backfiring most of the time.”


  “What…do you mean?” Gabe’s hands were on his stomach just under hers and he had to resist the urge not to put them on her legs.


  Mom sighed behind him, her warm breath tickling his ear.


  “Ever been really hungry? Go all day without eating? What happens when you finally get to eat?”


  “You eat a lot,” Gabe replied as Mom bent her legs, so her feet were now flat on his legs and her thighs along his arms, her incredibly soft thighs.


  “You eat out of control, just wolfing things down, and sometimes? Not even things you’d normally eat, but you’re just so hungry you don’t care.”


  “I’m not sure what you mean.” Gabe’s attention was on her bare feet, trying to get the image of them pressed against his chest or shoulders out of his head.


  “I was raised the same way, but I got tired of it, and I…well, let’s just say I ate a lot when I was young.”


  “You ate…” His eyes widened as he got her meaning. “You had sex?”


  “A lot of sex, with a lot of boys. Your father knew I’d been with someone before him, but still has no idea what a bad girl I was. I did things with boys that meant nothing to me and looking back I do regret that I didn’t hold off for someone special.”


  “But…” her hands moved to his arms and a shiver went through him as she lightly caressed them, her nails running up his shoulders and down to his forearms. “I realize it was because I was suppressing natural desires to the point I wouldn’t masturbate even when I was so horny, I’d lie in bed squirming and whimpering because I needed it so bad.”


  “I…yes,” he whispered. “I get like that.”


  “But I didn’t do it, and when I was alone with a boy that I knew liked me, I couldn’t hold back, and all but attacked him. I lost my virginity on a damn pool table in a basement with his parent’s right upstairs.”


  “TMI,” Gabe said with little conviction, as he lay there becoming acutely aware of his mother’s breasts pressing into his back.


  “That broke a seal for me. I’d gotten what I’d craved, but I’d been so frustrated, I couldn’t get enough. I started not just fucking any boy I could, but sometimes just blowing them, getting off on the thrill of swallowing their load while I was on my knees doing the dirty things I was told was wrong.”


  “I…don’t need the details.”


  “You like the details.” Mom’s lips brushed his ear. “You’re trembling, baby.”


  “Sorry, I…”


  “Can’t help it. This is the closest you’ve gotten to a woman, and I’m your mom. Now that, honey, is a sin.”


  “I get what you’re saying.”


  “And I had a good time, I really did. But like I said, had I gotten off a few times before that? Or if I had been allowed to date, and my first time was with someone special? I wouldn’t have gone on a run that gave me the reputation as being the slut of St Mary’s.”


  “Slut,” he repeated the word.


  “I was a slut, such a slut I once let two guys fuck me at the same time. On my hands and knees between them like a pig on a spit.”


  “Mom!”


  “All because I wasn’t allowed to let nature take its course. Now here you are, so desperate seeing your mother on her knees in a pair of tight shorts had you hard.”


  “It’s my fault, I shouldn’t be thinking about you.”


  “You’re thinking of me because you have no one else to think of. More important is if you were taking care of your problem every night, you wouldn’t be this way.”


  Mom grabbed his wrists and he gasped when she put his hands on her knees.


  “Go ahead, touch my legs. I know you want to.”


  She pushed his hands down over her calves.


  “Feel how smooth they are, this is how a woman feels, Gabe.”


  He nodded, as she moved her hands, and unable to control himself he slid them over her knee and up her thigh.


  “One problem with masturbating though is it’s a release, but nowhere near as satisfying as someone else doing it.”


  Mom put her hands back on his stomach, and his heart skipped a beat when she slid them down over his shorts.


  “Mom, please I…oh!”


  Mom rubbed his aching cock through his shorts and whispered. “My poor baby is so hard, isn’t he?”


  “We…you can’t do that.” He put his hands over hers, but when she squeezed his cock, he didn’t move them like he should have, just groaned like a fool.


  “Did you know that in some cultures the women in the family used to jerk off the young men so they could sleep?”


  “I…didn’t know that.” Gabe thought his heart was going to pound through his chest, when her fingers slipped into the waistband of his shorts.


  “Not just help them sleep but keep them calm and out of trouble. See, honey when a boy is full of cum, he does dumb things, reckless things, and one of those things might be to do what I did and just fuck the first skank offering to spread for him.”


  “I was that skank at one point and wouldn’t want you with a girl like I was. I want you to be with a girl that has feelings for you, but when your balls are full, and you’re so horny your mom’s ass has you wanting her? You’re not going to wait.”


  She pushed the shorts down a couple of inches, then whispered. “Lift up.”


  Gabe was sweating and breathing so hard he had to do it through his parted lips. His mother was offering to…no, this had to be a trick…but why would she? Why not do it and see what happens? Christ, what if dad ever found out…how would he?


  “Gabe, lift up so I can get these shorts down,” Mom said in his ear. “The way your mind is racing is just another sign of how bad you need this. Now do as I say, and let your mom make it better for you.”


  Feeling as if he were in an erotic episode of the Twilight Zone, Gabe lifted his hips. Even though he’d known why she wanted him to he still released a sharp breath when she pushed his shorts and boxers down.


  His cock popped free, bobbing between his legs, and when his mother took it in her hand, Gabe’s moan was so loud he felt himself blushing again.


  “Oh, honey,” she purred in his ear. “Talk about a sin, look at the size of this cock, and you’re not having any fun with it.”


  She lightly stroked him, and as Gabe marveled at the sight of his mother’s long slender red tipped fingers around his aching cock, she went on in that low breathy voice.


  “Poor baby look how purple your head is. It’s been so hard so many times and all for nothing.” She wiped her thumb across the tip, causing him to jerk back against her.


  “Sensitive isn’t it?” Mom squeezed under the tip and he groaned as pre cum oozed from it.


  “Let’s get this cock nice and wet, make it feel even better.” Mom pumped her now slick hand up and down his shaft several times, and he couldn’t believe how good it felt.


  “Tell, me, honey, have you ever done this to yourself?”


  “A couple times.” He managed the words as she slowed her stroking to a tease, that made him want to move his hips and fuck her fist, but he remained still. “Dad caught me once, told me if he ever found me doing it again, he’d tell you, and you’d be ashamed of me.”


  “Now you know, I’d have said good for you,” Mom told him. “When was the last time?”


  “A few months ago.”


  “A few months at your age? No wonder you can’t control yourself.” Mom cupped his balls with her other hand. “Oh, these poor things are so swollen, so full of that poison your Dad calls it.”


  “But we’re going to get that out, aren’t we?” Mom kissed his neck and he moaned in surprise at the contact. “Mom’s going to drain these balls and make you feel so much better, isn’t she?”


  “Yes please.”


  “I like the please.” She flicked her tongue across his ear sending another shiver through him. “You can touch me, honey, feel my legs, enjoy me.”


  Mom squeezed his cock hard, making him gasp.


  “I’m enjoying how my young man feels.”


  Gabe took her up on her offer, his hands sliding up and down her legs, lingering on the even softer skin of her inner thigh.


  “Feel good? Women’s bodies are so much softer, aren’t they? Everything about us can be sexy and desirable, even our feet.”


  She lifted her legs, wrapping them around his waist, and wrapping her feet around the base of his cock. She had her feet flat, his cock nestled between her insteps and she was right, it looked sexy as hell.


  “Ever hear of a foot job?” Mom grabbed her ankles and raised and lowered her legs, sliding her feet along his cock.


  “Damn,” Gabe moaned. “That feels good.”


  “It’s supposed to. But I bet my hand will feel better. Can get a better grip.” She laughed in his ear. “But we’ll keep my feet there so you can enjoy how they look and help hold this big cock still.”


  She put her feet flat again, the base of his shaft between them, and once again took his cock in her hand.


  “Now enough teasing, you’ve been teased enough by trying to listen to your father.” This time mom’s hand moved faster, gliding along his now glistening shaft.


  “Now, you know we can’t talk about this.” Mom rested her other hand on her leg as she stroked him. “This is our little secret, just a mother helping her boy, right?”


  “Right.” Like anyone would believe him. Hell, like anyone would want to hear about a mother ‘helping’ her son like this.


  “And we’re going to make another deal.”


  “O…okay.” He could barely whisper as his legs straightened and his body tensed. His cock was pulsing in her hand and his balls tightening as her soft hand worked his aching flesh.


  “Pay no attention to your father and when you need to you take care of yourself. But if there are times you’re still frustrated because it’s not helping, you come to me and I’ll take care of it.”


  “You…you will?”


  “I will, it can’t be all the time, but when you really need it, Mom will take all that nasty stress from you. Trust me, honey, I know that masturbating can be as frustrating as not coming at all.”


  Her hand moved in a steady rhythm, and even though it couldn’t have been more than a minute, Gabe felt his cock growing even harder in her hand and the first twinges of an impending orgasm shooting through his shaft.


  “It’s a bittersweet release. It feels good, but at the same time, you feel like a loser because you have to do it yourself. I wouldn’t do it myself and ended up doing things I regret now. I won’t let you do that, so I’m going to show you how good it feels when a woman does it for you.”


  “It does feel good.” His fingers gripped her ankles as her hand worked him faster and harder.


  “The way this beautiful dick is jerking in my hand it’s going to feel a lot better.”


  Mom kissed his neck, and this time it wasn’t a quick peck, but slow and lingering, her soft lips caressing him.


  “Come for me, honey!” she whispered directly in his ear. “I want it.”


  “Oh…” Jake’s hips thrust as cum raced through his cock. “I…Oh, Mom!”


  His cock erupted in a huge spurt that shot several inches into the air before splashing back down onto Mom’s fist and his cock.


  “That’s it, baby, keep coming for me. Mom will take it all, every drop from those poor swollen balls.”


  Gabe moaned in both relief and pleasure as he watched several spurts explode from his tip. Cum flowed down over his mother’s hand to puddle on her feet and his stomach. She kept pumping and he gasped when she ended each of her last few strokes with a twist of her wrist and a squeeze, wringing the last few drops from his tip.


  “Look at that,” she sighed. “So much cum, no wonder my poor baby couldn’t sleep.”


  She eased her hand from his cock, and leaning over, picked his shirt up off the floor, and wiped her hand off. Gabe lay back against her, breathing hard and still feeling as if he were going to wake up any minute.


  Mom casually wiped the white sticky mess from her feet and caused him to moan as she wrapped it around his still twitching cock and cleaned it off.


  “There you go, feel better, honey?”


  “That was so good… I …thank you.”


  Mom laughed in his ear.


  “You’re welcome. Now how about some breakfast? Bet you’re hungry now, aren’t you?”


  “Starving.”


  “I’m hungry too,” Mom said quietly. “But I guess I’ll just have to settle for some food.”


  “What?”


  “Nothing, just thinking out loud again.” Mom straightened her legs and gently pushed him forward, so he was sitting up in front of her. “Not a word, honey. Our secret, right?”


  “Just between us.” Gabe turned and leaning over, impulsively kissed her on the lips.


  Mom’s eyes went wide and for a second he thought she was going to get mad, instead her face reddened. She was blushing!


  “That was…sweet, honey.” She gave him a huge smile. “I liked that.”


  “I know it’s not right, but I wanted to.”


  “Honey, I just jacked you off. I don’t think a little kiss is going to matter.”


  “I…wow, yeah, guess you’re right.”


  “But I wish you’d let me know. I could have made your first kiss a lot better than that.”


  “Oh, sorry.”


  “Don’t be. Maybe I’ll let you practice on me sometime.”


  “What?”


  “Don’t want you to be so inexperienced you hesitate to kiss that special girl when you meet her. A man should know how to treat a woman and that only comes from experience.”


  “Did they teach that too in those cultures you told me about?”


  “Beats me, I read that on Twitter, might not even be true.” Mom rose from the couch and smiled down at him as if nothing had happened. “Now how about you pull your pants up and we have some breakfast?”


  Without waiting for a response, she turned and left the room and Gabe’s eyes immediately went to her ass, again enjoying the way it looked in the shorts and leaving him with one question repeating itself over and over in his head.


  How long would he have to wait before they could do that again?


   


   


   


  




  Chapter Five


   


  Gabe jerked his head up at the sound of someone screaming. He rolled his eyes and picking up the remote lowered the volume on the TV. Letting his head fall back on the arm of the couch he focused his bleary eye on the time.


  One thirty in the morning. Damn, Mom wasn’t kidding about being home late. Early at this point. He thought about texting her to see if she were okay but didn’t want to bother her. He was sure if something went wrong, she’d have called him.


  She wasn’t alone. One of Mom’s friends didn’t drink so rather than an Uber, she was picking up Mom and the other two women going with them and taking everyone home. Gabe stretched, his feet touching the opposite arm of the couch as his head and shoulders rested on the other.


  He closed his eyes, but having woken suddenly, he didn’t fall right back to sleep. For what seemed like the hundredth time even though it had only been this morning, he replayed what had happened right here on the couch.


  His cock immediately rose, as it had been doing all day, as he recalled watching his cock in his mother’s hand. The way it felt as she’d stroked, how her feet looked around it, and the way she’d held him against her and whispered in his ear.


  Her voice had been lower than usual, breathy, and at times she’d spoken in a sexy purr that, along with everything else, made what she’d done for him the hottest thing he’d ever experienced.


  Who was he kidding, it was the only thing he’d ever experienced. Alternately during the day he’d gone from excited he’d actually had a sexual encounter, to feeling like a loser because it was his mother.


  His mother had given him a hand job.


  That sentence always ended his replay of the morning as well as thoughts of excitement or whether he was a loser. His mother, a very proper, or so he’d always believed, woman had jerked her own son off.


  Her reasons, helping him, easing his frustration so he wouldn’t fall in with the wrong girl, and downright pity, enforced the loser feeling. On the other side of the coin, the way she’d spoken to him, had him touch her legs, and taken her time, had him convinced she’d enjoyed doing it.


  Regardless of her reasons, what she’d done was wrong and pretty much anyone would agree to that. But yet part of it being wrong was what he found so exciting and had him hard half the damn day.


  So much for him finally getting off calming him down. In fact, he swore he was hornier today than ever before. Gabe had no doubt it was because he now knew what being touched felt like and how warm and soft mom’s legs had felt, and most of all how good it felt to come.


  Wrong or not, he not only didn’t regret that it happened, but kept thinking back to her saying she would do it again for him if he needed it. Gabe wondered if he’d even be able to ask her. “Hey, Mom, I’m really horny, can you…you know, help me out?”


  Not to mention when could he ask her? She said when it got to be too much…that could be today as far as he was concerned because damn was, he wound up. Mom, however, didn’t seem fazed by why happened.


  After she’d gotten him off, she’d gone into the kitchen and made breakfast as if nothing had happened. They sat at the table eating, and drinking coffee while Mom chatted about everyday things. Work, how school was going, and the camping trip they had planned over the summer, basically life in general.


  Gabe had kept trying to sound normal, but just kept imagining her hand around his cock, the way his cum looked dripping down her fingers and onto her feet. The way she’d egged him on and told him she wanted all of it, and back to her saying she’d take it all again if he needed it.


  Mom had mentioned needing to head to the mall and pick up a new dress she’d ordered for her annual girl’s night out, she’d had every Saturday Dad went on the retreat, and asked if he wanted to come along.


  Gabe didn’t have anything else to do, and after what she’d done for him found himself wanting to be around her. It was like he’d just realized that his mother wasn’t just a Mom and a wife, but a woman.


  A damn attractive and sexual woman.


  Gabe had not only become acutely aware of that from what happened this morning, but the trip to the mall. Mom had come downstairs from her shower dressed in a pair of painted on denim cut offs he had never seen her in before.


  The shorts lived up to the name stopping just shy of showing the cheeks of her ass. They left the full length of her legs exposed, and those legs looked even better due to the sandals she wore. The pink shoes featured a strap that ran up the middle of her foot to encircle her ankle and featured what had to be a four inch wedge heel.


  Mom’s top was a rather plain pink t-shirt but fit so snugly over her impressive breasts Gabe wondered if it were a size too small. Her long dark hair was down, and although on closer inspection he could see a few streaks of the gray she’d complained about the other night, he swore it made her look sexier.


  Showing off what he had to admit was a fine body but making no attempt to hide the fact she was an older woman, added to the aura of confidence she exuded. Almost as surprising as her ensemble was the fact she had put on make-up.


  Nothing heavy, but her lips were coated in the same pink as her shirt and shoes, and she’d accentuated her large dark eyes with mascara along with a hint of blush on her cheeks. Gabe had to keep looking away or trying to subtly find ways to keep his back to her as she puttered around the house for a few minutes before she was ready to leave.


  When they left the house and headed over to her silver Sportage, Mom dropped her keys, and he couldn’t help staring at her ass when she bent over to get them. They were next to her car and she must have caught him looking in the side mirror, because she asked him if he liked the view from behind.


  He’d blushed for the tenth time that day, and she’d laughed, then made the comment.


  “It’s okay if you look honey. It’s nice to know at least one man in the house is interested, even if he’s my son.”


  Mom had made a couple of similar remarks in the morning, and after what he’d overhear last night it was pretty clear dad wasn’t ‘taking care of business’ so to speak. Gabe wondered what the hell was wrong with his father, because as he was now acutely aware, mom was smoking hot.


  Gabe wasn’t the only one who thought so. They spent close to three hours at the mall, wandering from store to store. Mom went into FYI and Gamestop and anywhere else Gabe wanted to go, but when she went into clothing stores, he’d chill on a bench and wait for her.


  During the time they’d spent there, Gabe had lost track of how many guys she saw check out his mother. Some blatantly staring at her prominent breasts, others a little more subtle, but Gabe caught it, because after a while he’d started watching for it.


  On every occasion, once they passed, Gabe would look back and see them staring at her ass and backs of her legs. He had the feeling Mom knew she was being checked out, and judging by the slight smile he’d seen on her face several times, she was enjoying it.


  When Gabe had decided to hang out on the bench, rather than watch his mother try on shoes for another twenty minutes, he was still able to see her from where he sat. He’d noticed three guys around his age watching Mom. He’d seen them in the store, looking at the latest overpriced sneakers named after some basketball player.


  Now, they had drifted over to the end of the aisle mom was in and watching her. Mom had her back to them, was bent over, looking at the shoes on the bottom rack. Gabe could see them shaking their heads and whispering to each other as they appreciated the view.


  Again, Gabe was certain Mom knew they were there because not only was she taking forever looking at the shoes, but he saw she was moving her ass back and forth. At one point, she’d straightened, and quickly turned, catching them gawking at her.


  She gave them a wave, and Gabe smiled at the looks on their faces, then the way they nervously waved back before walking over to the next aisle. When they left the store they stopped to look at phone cases at the kiosk next to where he was sitting.


  Gabe overheard one of them talking about the ‘absolute Milf’ in the shoe store and what a fine ass she had. One of the others added that older women were the best because they really knew how to suck cock.


  The last comment was one that really stuck with Gabe. That older women loved to fuck young guys because guys their age couldn’t keep up or were assholes. He went on to claim they loved guys their age because not only could they keep getting it up, but they were thrilled to be with a sexy cougar and there was no bullshit.


  While the other two laughed and asked if he got that from watching milf porn, Gabe thought about what seemed to be a lack of sex between his parents. Had his mother done that for him this morning as much for herself as for him?


  Was that why she’d offered to do it again sometime? More than that, was he the reason she was dressed this way, was she getting off on him looking? He decided no, at least to the way she dressed, he’d overheard her on the phone telling her girlfriend she loved Dad’s weekend away because she could dress more fun.


  And sleep in the nude. That comment kept coming back to him. His mother naked in her bed, and ‘killing batteries’. He kept getting hard looking at her in shorts and a snug top, what would happen if he saw her naked?


  The fact the other guys thought Mom was a ‘Milf’ didn’t make him feel better about anything. She was old enough to be a mother they’d like to fuck, but not their mother. She was Gabe’s mom, and he doubted any of those guys would get turned on by their mother even if she was attractive.


  Because unlike him, Gabe was sure they’d probably all had sex, or if not at least watched a lot of porn and knew what it was and what a woman could really do to them. When Mom came out, Gabe noticed the looks on the guy’s faces when she came over to him and they realized he’d probably heard everything they’d said.


  That didn’t stop them from staring as she face Gabe, and told him she just wanted to stop at one more store. Another example of her being aware of her admirers when she declared louder than needed that she wanted to stop at Victoria Secret.


  Gabe resented the clowns behind her because unlike him, they didn’t have to keep a neutral expression on their face when she went on to say she wanted to get some new ‘sexy things’ to go with tonight’s dress, which they hadn’t stopped for yet.


  Mom walked away without waiting for him to get up, and as he hurriedly caught up with her, he figured she was kidding. If Dad wasn’t home, and seemingly useless when he was, why would she need lingerie?


  Gabe thought she’d made the comment to tease the young kids who had spent the last few minutes imagining all manner of dirty acts involving her. But true to her word, the next stop was the famous lingerie store and he wisely stayed outside rather than walk around suppressing a boner inspired by not just the sexy bras and panties, but the several hot as hell saleswomen.


  Gabe grabbed a soda from a machine and as he sat sipping it and waiting for Mom, he wondered again why she would want something from there. She’d handed him her large shopping bag full of smaller bags she’d collected along their stops, and out of curiosity, he lifted the lid of the shoebox to see what she’d bought.


  Once he’d seen the red and black stilettos Gabe began to feel uneasy. He didn’t need to have had sex or watch porn to know what fuck me heels were, and what Mom had in that box was the definition of them.


  He swore the heels were four to five inches, and now she was shopping for something sexy. His mind briefly fluttered with images of his mother in just the heels and a lacy bra and panty set, but he managed to push that aside and deal with a far more serious thought.


  Was she going to cheat on his father? Did she do it every Memorial Day weekend when he and dad were gone? Was girl’s night out, really a one night stand with someone she met at a bar or club?


  Gabe couldn’t see his mother being the type to cheat, but he couldn’t see her wrapping her feet around his cock and jacking him off before this morning either. Mom came out within a few minutes carrying a bag that he would love a chance to peek into, but she kept it with her.


  The last stop was to pick up her dress which was already in a box, leaving him to wonder what she’d bought to go along with the shoes and new ‘sexy things’. But despite the items she purchased which pointed to a hot night out, and the events of the morning, all of Mom’s conversation with him was perfectly normal.


  When they’d gotten back home, she’d announced she was going to take a nap, then soak in the tub before her ride was due at seven. He heard her leave her room and go into the bathroom, and it was everything he could do not to sneak into her room and nose around for her recent purchases.


  But that would be kind of sleazy, especially considering that once the thought of going into her room entered his mind, he found himself thinking about her hamper and the panties that would be in there.


  What would they look like? Did she wear plain cotton underwear as boring as her everyday attire, or did she have some lacy things she hid beneath the loose-fitting clothes she favored when Dad was around?


  Gabe ended up going downstairs to watch TV, so he’d be less tempted to trespass and stop to the ultimate, and clichéd, low of sniffing his mother’s underwear or whacking off in them. Course when she left he’d have to deal with that inner struggle for at least several hours.


  Mom’s heels on the stairs announced she was dressed and ready to go, and when he turned around to see her, his mouth fell open. He’d thought her previous ensemble of tight little shorts and a shirt that flattered her tits had been hot, but that dress and…


  Gabe jerked his head up at the sound of a car door in front of the house. He heard Mom laughing then call out goodnight. Her heels on the paved walkway sounded clearly though the otherwise quiet night, hell, early morning at this point.


  He sat up on the couch and knowing what his reaction was going to be when she came in the house, placed one of the throw pillows in his lap. He heard Mom fumbling with the keys, then drop them and more fumbling accompanied by her swearing.


  When the door finally opened, Mom staggered in so fast, he thought she was going to fall through the door. She caught her balance on the end table near the door, then slammed the door shut, and promptly leaned against it, using it for support.


  “Wow…” She looked around her brown eyes larger than ever and he could see they were glassy even from where he sat. “That first step is a killer.”


  “You okay, Mom?” He rose from the couch.


  “Baby boy I am F.I.N…” She paused. “Um, E! Fine, oh yeah, your mom is just fine.”


  Her words were slurring, and she was smiling from ear to ear as she pushed herself away from the door. But fine was an understatement, as he got his second look at his mother’s girl’s night out dress.


  The color alone, cherry red Mom had called it earlier when he’d seen her on the way out, stood out to him. His father’s spiel about red being the color of sin and temptation immediately came to him, and not without reason.


  The dress wasn’t extremely short, the hem a little past her mid-thigh, but it was made of some type of form fitting material and hugged every inch of Mom’s body as if she’d been poured into it.


  It hugged her full hips and showed off her well rounded ass and left enough of her legs exposed to show them off. Her legs were clad in sheer black stockings with a pattern of roses, one of her Victoria secret purchases, she’d told him when she saw him staring at them earlier.


  Her legs ended in the ridiculously high stilettos and he was even more impressed that she’d been able to make it into the house as obviously drunk as she was in the damn shoes. The highlight of the dress, and most shocking was the top.


  A plunging neckline that went down between her breasts, leaving the inner half of them visible. Between the dress being tight and whatever bra, she was wearing pushing them up, Mom’s breasts looked if they could pop out at any moment.


  Mom’s make up was much heavier than it had been earlier. The black eyeliner thicker than before and this time accompanied by eyeshadow, the blush on her cheeks was more prominent, but what had his attention was the deep coat of lipstick in the same shade as her dress.


  She’d done her fingernails to match and her long hair wasn’t only down, but she’d put some curl into it. All in all his mother was dressed up to get messed up at the expression went, and as much as he didn’t want to think about it, he found it hard to believe she was dressed like that to have a couple of drinks with friends.


  “Well, I will be if you’d stop spinning the room on me,” Mom cut into his thoughts.


  “What?”


  “You asked if I was okay, and I will be when the room starts spinning.”


  “How much did you have to drink?”


  “Way too much.” Mom giggled like a little girl. “But I only get to cut loose once a year, so…maybe the answer should be not enough.”


  “That all you did was drink?” Gabe watched as she took a few wobbly steps before stopping at Dad’s recliner a few feet from where he sat.


  “No, we danced a lot.” Mom sat on the arm of the chair and bending her leg, leaned over to remove the shoe from her left foot.


  “With guys?”


  “No, with my friends. Women can get away with dancing with each other, guys do it, and people think they’re gay.” Mom worked the shoe off, then bent her right leg, bringing her knee up so she could reach the shoe.


  The hem of the dress rose, and Gabe caught a glimpse of flesh over the black material. Damn, the stockings were thigh highs!


  Had to kick these things off though, would have broken my fool neck if I tried to do too much with these heels.”


  Mom pushed off the chair and slowly made her way over to the couch.


  “You didn’t have to wait up.”


  “I was worried, never saw you out this late.”


  “Aren’t you sweet?” Mom leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek, her lips smacking loudly against him. “But I do this every year when I have my Saturday night out with my friends from work.”


  “That all you do is hang with your friends?” He was surprised he had the nerve to say it, but he couldn’t help himself.


  “What’s that supposed to mean?” Mom all but fell onto the couch next to him.


  “I mean look at how you’re dressed, the make-up, that dress, those shoes.” He pointed to her legs. “Those are thigh high stockings.”


  “That they are.” Mom hiked her skirt up, showing them off, and Gabe quickly looked away from her soft inviting inner thighs, the creamy skin of which looked even better against the dark material. “Like them?”


  “I…it doesn’t matter to me. I’m just saying…”


  “Are they sexy? I think they are, know why?” Mom winked. “Because they can stay on when you’re fucking.”


  “Were you fucking?” He blurted out the question.


  “What?” Mom’s eyes, which formerly had been heavy lidded from drinking, popped open and she shook her head, as if she was trying to clear it. “Are you asking me if I just cheated on your father? Why would you think that?”


  “You’re dressed to kill, drunk, and Dad’s not around.”


  “So?”


  “And you made some remarks today that he doesn’t pay attention to you when it comes to sex.”


  “He doesn’t, but that doesn’t mean I’d cheat on him.”


  “Last night you said it’s been months and…”


  “Last night?” Mom cocked her head. “Gabriel, were you listening to your father and I argue after we left your room?”


  “I…shit.” He lowered his head. “Yeah, sorry, but…”


  “It was a juicy conversation I guess from an eavesdropping point of view.” Mom grunted. “I thought I saw a shadow at the bottom of the door, but I didn’t want your father to think you were out there.”


  “I shouldn’t have listened, but you were mad about him not bothering with you much, and you’re dressed sexy and…”


  “I would never have sex outside of this home.” Mom cut him off. “And before you try to be funny that doesn’t mean I’d fuck someone here. It means home like my family.”


  Mom frowned and shook her head slowly.


  “I’m hurt you’d think of me that way, Gabe. I might be frustrated with your dad when it comes to sex, but I’d never do something like that. I’m better than that.”


  “Sorry, mom.”


  “I know it’s hard for you to understand, but when a woman is neglected, it’s nice to be looked at and appreciated. A lot of guys looked at me tonight, especially when I was dancing. Some wanted me to dance with them, and I turned them down because it wouldn’t be right.”


  Mom held up her left hand. “See, wedding ring on. Not that it stops people today, but it means something to me.”


  “Okay.” He nodded. “I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings.”


  “I get how it looks, and it’s nice you care enough to say it. I’d never cross that line, but I’d be lying if I didn’t say knowing there were men watching me and wondering what it would be like to fuck me isn’t a turn on.”


  “Dad was right last night, you’re kind of crude.” Gabe gave her a nervous smile.


  “I like to talk dirty. There was a time he didn’t mind me talking or being dirty, but that was years ago. Now my being dirty is one night a year cock teasing a bunch of guys and teasing myself because right now I’d give anything to have this dress on the floor and being in bed fucking like a porn star.”


  “Damn.” Gabe swallowed hard as her words, slightly slurred and delivered in a husky tone he assumed was also a product of her drinking, had his cock stirring beneath the pillow.


  “Instead, I’ll go upstairs, undress myself and do what, according to your father, is a sin. Like I said, it’s bittersweet for anyone, but more bitter when you’re married and still doing it.”


  “TMI.” Gabe waved his finger in warning.


  “Is it?” Mom turned so her back was against the arm of the couch, instantly making him recall yesterday morning’s event. “Because I think part of you is picturing everything I’m saying.”


  “No! I wouldn’t do that, you’re my mother.”


  “Your mother who stroked your cock yesterday, so don’t feel bad because if you’re thinking that way it’s because of what I did for you.”


  “Well, maybe, but…”


  “Then again,” Mom cut him off, speaking softly as if as much to herself as to him. “I didn’t say anything, but I caught you looking at my nipples when I came into your room, and when I did I it occurred to me the position I was in may have had you thinking some unmotherly things about me.”


  “You’re right,” he admitted, then grunted in surprise when mom swing her legs up and stretched them out so her feet with on the pillow in his lap.


  “I know, and that’s part of why yesterday happened. You’re father’s drilling it into your head that not only is sex before marriage is a sin, but even touching yourself is wrong had you in a high state of arousal, to where even your mom in her boring ass pajamas could get you aroused.”


  “Sorry.” He tried to keep his eyes off her stocking feet and legs as under the pillow his cock was again on the rise.


  “I told you not to be, you can’t help yourself. But maybe I should be sorry because what I did gave you some relief, but broke a seal, now you know how good a woman’s touch feels and I bet you were hornier than ever yesterday, weren’t you?”


  “Yeah.” He shrugged. “But that’s not your fault.”


  “It is, because before when you were horny you’d think about random girls, but now you’re just thinking about me.” She gave him a sly smile. “Thinking of your Mom in her hot dress and sexy stockings in these fuck me shoes.”


  “No…”


  “Don’t lie. Nothing good comes from lying.” Mom pushed down with her feet. “Hard now, aren’t you?”


  He was going to say no, but she’d just told him not to lie, plus he was sure she knew because she’d been right about everything else since she’d brought up the subject yesterday.


  “I am.”


  “Hard because of me?”


  “Yes.”


  “You can touch my legs if you want, feel the stockings.”


  Gabe hesitated, then figured what the hell, not like touching her leg was anywhere near as bad as her touching his cock. He ran his hand over her foot and up to her knee, marveling at how soft the stockings were and how he could still feel her leg through them.


  “Go higher. Run your hand all the way up, like you would if I was some girl you were feeling up on the couch.”


  Gabe did as she asked, his cock now aching as it bent in his sweats beneath the pillow. His hand traveled past her knee and moved inside her leg, caressing her thigh as he worked his way up. When his hand dipped under the dress, Mom lifted her hips and hiked it up showing her bare thighs.


  By the time his hand rested on her skin it was trembling and not just from the sensation of her flesh, but the glimpse of black lace he caught between her thighs.


  “Hmm, that’s nice. Makes me remember when I was that young girl being felt up. They’d slip their fingers inside my panties and…” She stopped and pushed her dress down. “That’s TMI.”


  He eased his hand from under her dress, and sat there looking around uncomfortably, unsure what to say or do.


  “Ask.”


  “Huh?” He looked up to see her staring at him.


  “Ask me.”


  “Ask you what?”


  Mom rolled her eyes and swinging her legs back down to the floor, stood up and stepped in front of him.


  “For what you want.” Mom was now looking down at him, and he noticed her face seemed more flushed than before and she was breathing heavy. “For what you need.”


  “Oh.” His face turned the color of her dress. “Um, you said not all the time.”


  “I also just said I may have made things worse, meaning it’s up to me to take care of the new frustration I’ve caused.”


  “I…”


  “Ask me,” Mom whispered. “Trust me, you’ll be glad you did.”


  Her words were followed by her tongue sliding across her red lips.


  Christ, how do you ask your mother to get you off?”


  “I’m drunk and tired honey, you don’t tell me what you want I’m heading to bed.” She started to turn away, and he took a breath and mumbled.


  “Mom, can you help me?”


  “Help you?” She sighed. “With what? Homework, ironing a shirt? Come on, Gabe, I want better than that.”


  “You’re my mother.”


  “I’m also a woman who is willing to do something very naughty, so think of me that way.”


  “Mom, can you make me come?” He looked away as he said it, and she caught his chin in her hand and tilted his head, so he was looking up at her.


  “Look at me, and what do you want me to do?”


  “Will you jerk me off like yesterday?”


  “No,” Mom said with no hesitation.


  “No?” He felt like an idiot.


  “Not going to jerk you off.” Mom stepped between his legs and bumped her knee into his, causing him to move it to the side.


  “I’m sure that hand job felt good, and it did serve its purpose, but I’m thinking that you’ve been so pent up for so long that there is a lot of poison in there, an awful lot.”


  Mom pushed his other leg and when he moved it out more, she sank down between his legs. Grabbing the pillow, she tossed it aside and rubbed his cock through his sweat pants.


  “That poison runs deep, and it’s going to need some work to get it out.” She grabbed the waistband of his pants and unlike yesterday, he didn’t think twice before lifting up and letting her pull them down.


  His cock bobbed in front of him and he released a soft groan when Mom took him in her hand.


  “You know how they used to get rid of poison from snake bites, don’t you?”


  When his answer was a simple head shake as he watched her run her red nails teasingly down his shaft, she licked her lips once more while looking him in the eye.


  “They sucked it out.”


  Without warning, she opened wide and in one motion took his cock deep into her mouth.


  “Oh fuck!” he called out at the sensation of his mother’s warm wet mouth around him.


  “Hmm,” Mom moaned, her eyes rolling back as she opened wider and worked his cock further into her mouth.


  Her lips wrapped around his base as she took his entire length. She remained like that as Gabe moaned like a fool, squirming on the couch, unable to believe how good this felt. Mom’s tongue slipped out and slid across his balls, before she whipped her head up, releasing his cock.


  She gripped him in her fist, stroking his now slick cock.


  “Better than my hand, no?”


  “Oh, yeah.”


  How did it look? You like seeing your big dick in my mouth? I know, I’m your mom, but just think of me as a sexy older woman in a slutty dress on her knees giving you your first blow job.”


  “Mom, this is…isn’t right.” God, why would he even say that? After wondering for so long what it would be liked he was about to get his dick sucked!


  “Probably not, but when you’re not supposed to do something, it just makes it more tempting, and fun.” She flicked her tongue across the head of his cock, making it twitch in her hand.


  “And I have to be honest here.” Mom stroked his dick as she spoke as casually as if she were making dinner. “The hand job was mostly for you, this will be for me too. Know why?”


  This time she kissed the tip of his straining cock.


  “Because I love to give head. Especially when I’ve been drinking. Just gets me so hot to feel my mouth full of cock, and hear men moan and whimper while I blow them, licking and sucking until they fill my mouth with big hot load.”


  She was breathing even heavier and her voice oozed sex, sin and promise. His cock pulsed in her hand as she smiled up at him.


  “You want to come in my mouth, honey?”


  “Yes,” he moaned as she swirled her tongue around the rim of his sensitive head. “Please.”


  “Good answer, no more pretending you don’t want me touching you, and that you don’t need me to get all this nasty lust out of your system.”


  Mom fluttered her tongue up and down the length of his shaft and he swore he was going to explode just from the anticipation of being back in her mouth. She pushed his cock back, and lowering her head, coaxed another loud gasp from him when she sucked on his balls.


  She worked them one at a time, first licking, and then sucking on each before sucking his entire sac into her mouth. She pumped his cock as she worked his balls and Gabe again had the feeling this had to be a dream, no way could his mother be on her knees in slurping on his nuts like she was auditioning for an adult movie.


  Mom ran her tongue back up his twitching shaft, and turned her head, rubbing the head of his cock along her cheek. Opening her mouth, she stuck her tongue out and he moaned when she slapped it hard against her tongue.


  She turned her head to look over her shoulder and for a heart stopping moment he thought she’d heard someone at the door and Dad had come home. But when she faced him she winked and said, “Two thirteen.”


  “What?”


  Her reply was to take him back into her mouth once more. This time she bobbed her head rapidly, sliding her soft lips up and down the length of his shaft. Mom put her hands flat on his thighs and worked him with just her mouth, taking him deeper each time her head lowered.


  Gabe moaned dug his hands into the cushions, his eyes glued to the surreal sight of his mother’s red lips sliding along his cock. At this point there was as much lipstick on his shaft as there was left on her lips and it added to the incredible visual.


  Mom moaned as she sucked, her eyes closed and her hips rocking as if just sucking him had her hot and bothered. She grabbed his wrists and guided his hands into her hair. He gladly gripped it, holding it away from her face as she continued to blow him.


  Mom opened her mouth wider and drove down on his cock so hard she gagged. She continued to do it that way, forcing his cock repeatedly down her throat as she drools and spit flowed from her mouth and down his shaft.


  She nosily slurped it back up when she worked her mouth back to his dip before letting more spit slide from her mouth. Gabe’s thighs were shaking and his balls tightening as his mother wasn’t teasing or taking her time but sucking him with an enthusiasm as exciting as the fact she was giving him a damn blow job.


  Gabe was breathing through his mouth and his heart raced. Unable to help it, his hips rocked, pushing his cock into her mouth. Mom’s moan and the way she opened her eyes to stare into his told him she didn’t mind.


  “Oh my god,” Gabe groaned as he felt his cock twitching in her mouth and his balls felt as if they were ready to explode. “Keep sucking,” he whispered, part of him amazed he could speak to his mother like this. “Please keep sucking, Mom, please don’t stop.”


  Mom took him deep and did stop, holding his length in her mouth. He groaned in frustration, but that sound turned into one of pleasure when she shook her head side to side, working the head of his cock around in her mouth.


  He felt her tongue swirling around his head and shaft as she moved her head and he pushed his hips forward as he felt himself hovering on the edge of exploding. Mom switched back to bobbing her head and releasing her hair out of fear he would pull it, Gabe grabbed her shoulders.


  “Oh shit, I…”


  “Hmm-mm!” Mom encouraged him, and cupping his balls, tickled them with her nails.


  Gabe struggled to hold back, trying to enjoy every second in his mother’s mouth. But after only a few more seconds he released an embarrassingly loud cry as his cock erupted. Mom whimpered, her eyes rolling back as his twitching cock filled her mouth.


  Gabe moaned and sighed as she continued bobbing her head, eagerly sucking for more. When she slid her lips until just his head was between them and sucked hard, her whimpered and pushed on her shoulders.


  “Okay,” he breathed.


  Mom slipped him from her lips, and then parted them, showing off the puddle of cum on her tongue, she swallowed, then looked back over her shoulder.


  “Two fifteen.” She faced him again and beamed up at him. “Two minutes, I haven’t lost my touch.”


  “Mom that was…Oh!” He exclaimed when she grabbed his cock and squeezed it, twisting her wrist and causing several more drops to ooze from his tip.


  “I told you I want it all, honey. Your mom will always take it all.”


  The drops had dripped onto her fingers and bringing them to her lips, she licked them clean.


  “Holy shit.” He slumped back onto the couch.


  “That was so good,” Mom purred, her hand once again on his still hard cock, stroking it. “Sucking cock always gets me so wet.” She stared at his cock as she spoke.


  “When I was young and a bad girl I would suck guys off so they’d last longer when they fucked me.” She continued to remain fixated on his cock, stroking it more firmly. “One of my friends is divorced, she only has sex with young guys now, some your age. She says they don’t last long, but they can be ready again in no time.”


  “Mom, that feels good, but um…I just came.”


  “But you’re still hard.” She gripped his cock more tightly to enforce her words. “So hard, so thick, so…beautiful.” He could barely hear her as again she seemed to be talking to herself.


  “It was hard for me, it’s still hard for me. It’s been so long, honey.” She sucked on her lower lip. “I need this, I need to be wanted, and I need it so bad.” She released his cock and rose to her feet.


  Mom stepped back, and Gabe stood as well, grabbing his pants to pull them up.


  “Sit back down.” Mom pushed him in the chest.


  She didn’t do it hard, but his knees were against the couch and caught off guard he fell back into a sitting position.


  He sat forward, but she pushed him back again, this time climbing onto his lap.


  “What I need to.” Mom swung her legs over his hips so she was straddling him, and hiked her skirt up to her hips.


  Gabe groaned in surprise when she reached between their legs and grabbed his cock. He looked down to see the patch of black lace between her thighs was a thong, the black strings over her full hips.


  She rubbed his cock against it and as his stunned mind was trying to process what was happening she used her free hand to pull the thong to the side. Gabe had a brief glimpse of black pubic hair and a flash of pink flesh.


  Mom slid his cock through flesh that was warm, soft and wet, and a moment later shoved him inside her.


  “Goddamn!” Gabe called out as his mother let her weight go, plunging his cock deep into her warm flesh.


  “Yes!” Mom cried out. “Oh, that feels so good!”


  “Mom!” He groaned as she worked her hips in a slow circle, working his cock inside her tight wet pussy. “We…can’t.”


  “I can do anything I want.” Mom took his face in her hands and kissed him hard. “I’m your mother.”


  She kissed him again, this time her tongue probing his lips, and with a moan he parted them. Her tongue danced across his as her lips pressed into him. She was now working her hips back and forth, sliding across his lap, and he groaned into her mouth, unable to hold back due to how good she felt.


  “How’s it feel to be inside a woman?” she whispered. “Guess what, honey? You’re not a virgin anymore.”


  Any reply he could have thought of was forgotten when she put her hands on his shoulders and bounced on his lap. Gabe put his hands on her hips as Mom rode him with increasing speed and force.


  She’d started slowly, lifting herself several inches before easing him back into her, but quickly switched to going faster and harder. She released a sexy little yip each time, she impaled herself on his cock.


  Mom leaned back, pushing him deeper, and stopped riding him long enough to grab his shirt pull it up. Gabe lifted his arms, letting her strip off his shirt, as soon as she had it off her hands were roaming over his chest and stomach.


  “Sin? The only sin is this hard young body not being enjoyed. No, there’s another sin, my body being ignored.”


  Mom crossed her arms, and grabbing the hem of her dress and peeling it off. Gabe was confronted with his mother’s large breasts in a skimpy black lace bra that left her breasts visible except for her nipples which were covered by a rose like the ones on her stockings.


  She reached behind her, and unhooking her bra, let the straps slide down her arms. Her eyes on his, she whipped it off, smiling at the look on his face when he saw her bare breasts.


  “Holy shit, they’re…beautiful.”


  Gabe wasn’t just saying that. His mother’s breasts were even bigger than he thought, and tipped with large wine colored nipples that were as hard as he was inside her. Mom grabbed his hands and placed them on her breasts, moaning when his palms caressed her nipples.


  “You like them?” Mom pushed his hands into her soft flesh. “Play with them, honey, touch them, suck them!”


  Gabe fondled her breasts, amazed at how heavy and soft they were. For their size and mom being older they were still firm and sitting high on her chest. Gabe squeezed her nipples between his fingers and groaned when mom’s pussy contracted around him.


  She rose higher on his lap, and grabbing the back of his head, shoved it into her right breast.


  “Suck it!” she hissed. “Suck that tit, women love it, your mother loves it!”


  Gabe was loving it as well. He licked, tentatively at first, then with more confidence as Mom moaned each time his tongue slid across her swollen flesh. He took her nipple between his lips sucking it while fondling her other breast.


  “Oh, honey!” Mom cried out, arching her back, her fingers digging into his scalp. “Just like that!”


  She turned to the side, offering him her other tit, then resumed riding him and more wildly than before. Gabe groaned around her nipples as she worked her hips and used her legs to pound up and down in his lap, fucking him hard and fast.


  Fucking him, his mother was fucking him!


  Mom shoved him back into the couch and bracing her hands on the top of it rode him even harder. Gabe put his arms around her, his hands roaming over the soft skin of her bare back, and up into her hair.


  Mom’s tits were in his face and he went from one to the other, licking and sucking each for a few seconds before switching back to the other. Gabe slid his hands down her back and over her hips, cupping the soft cheeks of her ass in his hands as she continued gyrate on him like a stripper giving a lap dance.


  “Feels so good, but I need it better. I need it harder and faster and deeper.”


  Mom pushed off him, his now glistening cock springing from inside her. She climbed back onto the couch next to him so she was on her knees, her forearms resting on the arm of the couch and her incredible ass facing him.


  “Fuck me.” Mom looked over her shoulder at him. “Nothing fancy, just grab my hips and fuck me!”


  Gabe stood up so fast he almost fell but caught his balance. He quickly slipped his pants off and getting on his knees behind his mother grabbed the sides of the thong and peeled it down over her ass until it was around her thighs.


  He took a moment to admire her ass before he grabbed his cock and pushed it between her legs. His tip slid through the moist folds of her pussy before finding her wet hole and entering her in one long thrust.


  “Oh god, that feels good!” Gabe moaned as he put his hands on her hips and fucked her with long hard strokes.


  “Fuck yeah!” Mom squealed. “That’s it, honey, take me; let your mother make you a man!”


  Gabe couldn’t believe how incredible it was. The way her wet pussy took every inch of him and how tight and hot she was inside. Mom looked incredible in this position, her long dark hair across the smooth fair skin of her back, her amazing ass in the air, and his cock sliding between her well-rounded cheeks.


  Just as exciting were the yelps and moans coming from her as he fucked her.


  “Harder!” Mom demanded. “I’m not some special girl you’re trying to love. I’m just the woman you’re practicing on, just the mouth and pussy that’s going to keep you satisfied until you meet the sweet young thing, you’ll be good to.”


  Mom’s words were mingled with her moans and Gabe wondered if they were meant to turn her on as much as him. Far as he was concerned, she didn’t have to say anything, just letting him have his way with her was enough.


  He shifted his grip so his hands were on her shoulders and Mom cried out that he was fucking her even deeper. Gabe kept his eyes down, watching his cock vanish into her pink slit and loving the way the cheeks of her ass jiggled when he slammed into her.


  “Just like that!” Mom lifted her head and looked back at him. “Keep fucking me, just use that pussy, and use it to get out all that lust. I told you, baby, Mom will take it all. Every inch, every drop anyway you need me too!”


  Her words had his hips in a frenzy. He was fucking her erratically, sometimes short hard pumps, and sometimes longer, slower ones. He tried to stick with one or the other, but whenever she’d talk, he’d get excited and switch up again.


  Mom didn’t seem to care, she moaned and cried out regardless of how he fucked her.


  “A mother needs to help her boy,” she moaned. “Am I helping you, honey? Am I getting rid of all that nasty stress?”


  “Oh, yeah,” he groaned as he tore into her, now curious to see how hard and fast he could fuck. “You’re the best, Mom.”


  Mom laughed, then squealed when he took it up yet another notch, fucking her so hard his balls were slapping against her pussy.


  “Oh god that was funny,” she managed to get out. “I forgot how fun sex could be.”


  “It’s better than I thought it would be.” Gabe slid his hands down her thighs until he was touching her stockings.


  Mom naked but for the stockings was another added little thrill, and as he stroked her legs while pumping her mom found a way to add another.


  “Grab my ankles and left them up.”


  Gabe did as she asked, gripping her ankles and lifting her lower legs.


  Mom cried out as her ass slid lower and he was now pounding down into her.


  “Wheel barrel.” Mom winked over her shoulder. “That’s what they call it, I loved it.”


  “I’m loving it,” Gabe moaned.


  Loving it too much because although he’d only been fucking her for a few minutes, and had come a few minutes before that, he felt his body tensing and his cock growing harder. He released her ankles and this time grabbed her ass, squeezing a handful of each cheek as he continued his furious assault on his mother’s pussy.


  “Oh…oh,” he moaned, his breathing coming in ragged gasps. “I’m going to…”


  “Come for me, honey!” she encouraged him. “Fuck that pussy until you’re right there, then pull it out, and squeeze it, hold it back for me.”


  Gabe gave her several more savage thrusts, then pulled his cock out, squeezing it just below his head. He groaned as the pressure bordered on painful, but his attention was on mom, who rolled over so she was leaning against the arm of the couch.


  She sat up and holding her tits up, whispered. “Give it to me.”


  Gabe released the death grip on his cock and moaned as a long spurt of cum shot out and splattered on his mother’s tits. Mom held them higher as he jerked his cock, spraying more cum than he’d thought possible seeing he’d just gotten off.


  Mom moved side to side, making sure he got cum on both her tits and he watched it slide down over her nipples and drip onto her stomach.


  “All of it,” Mom told him. “Every drop, Honey, mom wants it all.”


  Gabe stopped when his last pump ended in a sad dribble that landed on Mom’s stockinged thigh.


  “That’s it.” Mom put her hand on his cock and gave him several more pumps, managing to get a couple more drops from him.


  “Holy crap.” Gabe sank back on his knees, staring at his mother, now leaning back, her beautiful tits covered in cum.


  “Hmm, I needed that.” Mom was breathing hard and her face as red as the dress on the floor. “Needed it so bad.”


  “Wow.” Gabe couldn’t help grinning like an idiot. “I just had sex.”


  “That you did, honey.” Mom sat up, causing more cum to slide down her tits. “And I just proved myself a liar.”


  “Huh?” Gabe blinked when he saw Mom suddenly looked upset.


  “I…just cheated on your father,” she whispered, and to his dismay, a single tear rolled down her cheek. “With my own son.”


  “I thought you said…”


  “I said what I wanted to hear.” Mom quickly stood up and grabbing her dress from the floor, covered her chest with it.


  She held it in front of her as she grabbed her bra, thong and shoes, gathering them in her fingers while holding the dress with her other hand.


  “I made my needs your needs.” She looked at him, tears now on both cheeks, and her eyes now wide. “Oh, Sara, what did you do?” she whispered.


  “Mom, it’s okay.” But even as he spoke her words hit him, he’d just betrayed his father in a way no son probably ever had before. “I mean, like you said yesterday, we don’t talk about it, right?”


  “We never talk about this.” Mom nodded. “We can’t, and…from now on if you get horny, find a girl and do what you want. Your father be damned.” She swallowed hard. “Because he just helped damn me.”


  With that she backed awkwardly out of the room until she’d reached the hallway, then quickly vanished from his line of sight. Gabe heard her pounding up the stairs and her bedroom door slam shut.


  Gabe remained where he was, staring down at his soft and still dripping cock.


  “That went from sugar to shit,” he mumbled.


  He got off the couch and put his clothes back on trying to process what just happened and what would happen next. But even as those important thoughts ran through his head, he kept circling back to one that regardless of what happened next wouldn’t change.


  He’d just had sex.


  




  Chapter Six


   


  Gabe entered the house, breathing hard, and sweating from his latest five-mile run. He frowned when he glanced at his watch and saw he was a full three minutes slower than a couple days ago. Maybe that old sports myth that sex weakened your legs was true.


  Or maybe it was due to going to bed at three, lying away with his head racing until five, then getting up at eight and giving up on sleep. Gabe opened the fridge and chugged a bottle of water, tossing the empty bottle in the recycling bin on his way into the living room.


  It was a little after nine and he hadn’t seen a sign of Mom yet. Granted, she’d been more than a little in the bag last night, and odds are had her own bout with sleeplessness after what had happened.


  Maybe part of her annual weekend without Dad celebration included sleeping in. Gabe grimaced at the thought of his father who had called him right before he’d started his run. He asked who he was doing and said he’d tried Mom, but her phone was off and figured she was sleeping in.


  Gabe did his best not to sound nervous as he told his father everything was fine and Mom had gotten home late last night, and he’d have her call him. Dad didn’t seem to hear anything unusual in his voice or answer, and after a couple minutes of him talking about how he was missing out on some beautiful scenery and great fishing, hung up.


  Gabe went upstairs and paused briefly at Mom’s door. Part of him dreaded the awkwardness that might be between them after what happened, but the other half of him wanted her to get up so he could see her and they could get things cleared away.


  The never talk about it wasn’t going to fly this time. Gabe had been taken aback at how upset she’d been which made him feel he’d done something wrong. First time he had sex and the woman ended up crying, he was off to a great start as a lover.


  He didn’t hear anything from behind her door and decided to go take a shower, maybe study a little and if there was no sign of Mom in a couple hours, he’d bite the bullet and wake her up. Gabe took a longer than usual shower, trying to ignore the way his cock stirred when he watched the soapy water run down his legs and it reminded him of how his cum looked sliding down Mom’s tits.


  Those tits…Gabe had never seen another woman naked in person, and a very small sampling of porn, but he was convinced anyone would think her tits were incredible. Not just her tits, but her entire body along with the fact Mom was over all an attractive woman.


  He could proudly say his first time was with one hell of a smoking hot Milf, and he planned on it. No way would he stay quiet next time his friends started talking sex. He’d make up a name for her, and some BS story about where he met her, and of course leave out that pesky little detail she was his mother.


  He spent half the shower fully hard and pissed at himself that he was. There could be serious issues between him and his mother and god help both of them if Dad ever found out. Yet here he was thinking about her the way he would if she were any other woman he’d had sex with.


  She’d said it last night, her first touch had him hooked, and now he might be even more obsessed. She’d also ended the night telling him to go get laid. Now that he had done it, he wouldn’t be as nervous and probably would be okay with another girl.


  But he had a feeling no girl was going to be as wild as Mom. Ruined for all other women by his mother. Gabe couldn’t help grinning at the lame thought as he shut the water off then dried off. He dressed in a pair of shorts and a T-shirt that ironically was from the youth camp last year.


  Gabe went into his room, and opened his history book, trying to read through the four chapters his teacher had told them the final would focus most on. Focus was almost impossible, and he slammed the book closed in disgust.


  It was ten fifteen, and at this point he’d waited long enough. He padded barefoot down the hall and after listening at her door again, knocked softly. There was no response and he called out, “Mom?”


  Again, no answer and he prepared to knock more loudly. His hand stopped just before it struck the door. Mom commented she slept in the nude when Dad was away. She’d been naked when she went upstairs last night.


  Really, Gabe? All the drama and you’re thinking about perving on your sleeping mother?


  “Really,” he replied to his thought contemplating that there was truth to the adage the little head can control the big one.


  He tried the door and when he found it was unlocked, slowly turned the knob and eased the door open. Mom was sprawled out in the bed on her stomach, the sheet pulled up to her waist, and one long leg sticking out from beneath it.


  She looked sexy as hell, especially with her tousled hair spread out across her back and shoulders. Gabe quietly made his way over to the bed and took note of the pink vibrator on the bed near her hand.


  Guess she couldn’t have been too upset when she’d come to bed.


  Gabe took it as a good sign that she’d still been horny despite her emotions overcoming her. He hoped she was thinking about him. As he continued to stare at the toy, it dawned on him she hadn’t come while they’d had sex, it had all been for him.


  Not like he knew how to touch a woman, but he found he felt bad he hadn’t offered to try. Mom’s head was turned so she was facing away from him, and taking advantage of that, he picked up the toy and brought it to his nose.


  He inhaled deeply, savoring the scent of her pussy, and thinking his dick had probably smelled that way after he’d fucked her. He carefully put the toy back and eyed her bare leg. The sheet barely covered her ass, and with her legs open, her pussy would be exposed.


  He’d caught a quick glimpse of it before she’d sat on his lap, then another when she’d first gotten on her knees, but he’d been so eager to fuck her he hadn’t really looked. Gabe watched her back rise and fall with her steady breathing, and lifted the sheet, peering beneath it.


  His cock twitched as he took in the pink folds of her pussy framed between her thighs and beneath the sweet curve of her ass. He’d been inside that pussy last night. God, he sounded like an idiot even to himself.


  His father had an expression that men ‘acted like they’d been there before and would be again’ when it came to anything from scoring a touchdown to scoring with a woman. The meaning was to be cool and confident, knowing whatever it was would happen again. Right now, he was all but giggling like a little kid.


  He may as well be poking her and going “I touched a girl’s butt!”


  Speaking of, Gabe gently lay his hand on her cheek, again marveling at how soft, yet firm, her ass was. Keeping an eye on her head, he eased his hand down to her inner thigh, his cock now fully erect.


  The edge of his hand grazed her pussy and he was surprised, and excited to feel it was moist to the touch. Gabe brought his hand back to his face, sniffing it and noting the scent was stronger than from the toy.


  Too bad she wasn’t on her back; he could get another look at her…


  “What’s next, Gabe, you going to shove your finger in my cunt?”


  Gabe stepped back from the bed as Mom lifted her head from the pillow. She pointed across the room and following her finger he saw himself reflected in the mirror over her bureau, and Mom staring at him.


  “Sorry,” he mumbled feeling like the creep he was just acting like.


  “Sorry I caught you.”


  Mom rolled over, and Gabe felt a sting of disappointment when she held the sheet to her chest. Mom sat up against the pillows, the sheet covering her from just over her breasts down. She even slid her feet beneath it.


  Neither the crude word she’d used of the fact she was covering as much of herself as she could was a good sign.


  “What’s the matter, you didn’t see enough of me last night, or this morning or whenever that was?”


  “Yeah, I mean no…I…” Gabe gave up. “It’s just weird and you were right last night, I just keep thinking of you.”


  “That’s my fault.” Mom leaned her head back, staring at the ceiling. “All my fault. I should have never touched you.”


  “I could have said no.” Gabe tried to get her off the hook. “I said it was wrong a couple times, but I didn’t exactly push you away.”


  “You’re a young man now, but still my son. I’m the parent, and end of the day you’ll listen to me. I failed as a parent and overwhelmed you as a woman. No boy your age could say no to what I was offering.”


  Mom closed her eyes and clucked her tongue.


  “No, maybe that’s not true, maybe some boys could refuse it from their mother, but I imagine those boys would know what sex was and not be so obsessed with finding a release for their lust they weren’t thinking straight, and you weren’t.”


  As she spoke, Gabe looked at her face, which was a mess. Her lipstick was smeared all over her mouth, and that gave him another sick thrill because he knew that was from sucking his cock. Her mascara was smudged around her eyes, and there were small streaks of it under them.


  The idea that had to have been caused from crying took the fun out of his previous thought, and he went back to feeling like a jerk.


  “You want to talk, Mom?” He sat on the edge of the bed.


  “Role reversal.” Mom gave him a tired smile. “Do I want to talk?”


  “You always told me it helps, and we could talk about anything.”


  “That’s a one-sided parental double standard. We want our kids to tell us everything, but there are a lot of things we should never tell them.”


  “Should never do what we did either,” he pointed out. “What could you say that would be more shocking than that?”


  “You’re a smart kid, Gabe.” Mom’s smile seemed more genuine this time. “And in some ways very mature. Thing is I’d have to tell you something about your father I swore I’d never tell anyone, and I’m not sure that’s right.”


  Before he could say anything, she laughed, but there didn’t seem to be any humor in it.


  “But that brings us back to not right to fuck your son.” She brushed several strands of hair away from her face. “God, I must look like a hot mess.”


  “Want me to get you a face cloth, so you can wipe your face off?”


  “That’s sweet, Gabe, but that’s okay. I like the hung over, freshly fucked, wow what a night look. First time I’ve had it in years, knowing your father, could be the last time.”


  “Maybe we can talk later? I’ll go downstairs and make coffee.”


  “No, I think you’re right, we should talk about this now and get it over with. The more time I give myself to think about it, the less likely I’ll tell you everything.”


  “You don’t have to if you don’t want to.” He didn’t mean that, but it sounded like the right thing to say.


  “You said you were listening when your dad and I argued the other night?”


  “Yeah, sorry.”


  “Did you hear why he was mad at me?”


  “He didn’t like the way you were in front of me, made it sound like he thought you were going to do something.”


  “Didn’t you think that was kind of a weird thing to think?” Mom prompted him.


  “I guess, but…he was kind of right, I was looking at you and thinking exactly like he said I was.”


  “Funny thing is, I didn’t think you were until he started in on me, then a lot of things came back to me.”


  “Like what?”


  “I told you that you are looking at me and getting your wires crossed was your father’s fault. All that religious bullshit about sin and abstinence, and making you feel guilty for normal urges. It often ends up backfiring.”


  “You told me that the other day, how it turned you into…” He caught himself, unsure of how to put it.


  “A slut,” Mom finished. “And what it did to you was make you look at me in an inappropriate manner because I was between your legs and not wearing a bra around you for the first time in your life.”


  “It is pretty pathetic.”


  “Don’t feel too bad, Gabe. Same thing happened to your father.”


  “What?” Gabe blinked in confusion. “What does that mean?”


  “I’m breaking a vow to your father by telling you this, but seeing I already broke a more important vow to him last night, I guess it doesn’t matter as much.”


  “Dad will never know, Mom. You were drunk and I didn’t stop you.”


  “And I told you, it wasn’t your place to do the right thing it was mine, and I failed. But as far as what I just said?”


  Mom took a deep breath.


  “Your grandfather was even stricter than your Dad is. I won’t go into anything you don’t need to know, but he preached the same shit to your father about sex being a sin and masturbation just as bad.”


  “Your father was twenty when I met him. He’d never had a girlfriend, never looked at a dirty magazine and never touched himself, ever. Talk about being uptight!” Mom laughed. “Honey, if I just looked at him, he’d blush and even holding my hand would get a reaction shall we say.”


  “He didn’t know I’d been with other boys, way too many boys. But part of why I started dating him was because of what a good proper young man he was. I was trying to get back to being a good girl and his adherence to what we had been taught was good living so to speak, was attractive to me.”


  “But it was easy for me to date him and not do anything because I’d had more than my share the couple of years before I met him. For him? It was more torment because he now had someone to focus his lust on…well, that’s what I thought, turned out he had someone else.”


  “Who?”


  “You’re not following the clues.” Mom shrugged, and the motion caused the sheet to slip down, revealing the tops of her breasts.


  Gabe’s eyes were drawn to them, but he quickly looked up, and saw Mom was looking straight ahead, and didn’t catch him still looking despite her obvious regret of last night.


  “Your father was obsessed with his mother.”


  “Wow, I didn’t see that one coming.” Gabe whistled.


  “Considering what we’ve done? I’d think you could identify.”


  “That’s true, but Dad’s just so gung ho on everything being proper. Last night he was bitching about me not having a shirt on in front of you.”


  “Because of what happened to him, he’s paranoid about the same thing happening. That’s why I go out of my way to dress so boring, especially around the house.


  “The other day I used the expression sins of the past. They will always shape the future and at times repeat themselves. Your father found himself in an awkward and quite taboo situation and it was caused by his father’s puritanical beliefs.


  “You’d have thought he’d have learned, but instead, once you were in your teens and taking notice of girls having the normal needs and desires of a young boy, he did the same to you, and…history has repeated itself.”


  “Are you saying Dad slept with Grandma?” Gabe shuddered.


  “Your grandmother was a very attractive woman in her forties. I remember when I met her thinking what a shame she dressed so boring, and didn’t even wear make-up, ever. But what I didn’t know at the time was when Grandpa was on the road, she dressed very differently.”


  “Because your father was as sheltered and deprived of any chance at even affection from a girl, let along any type of sex, he started looking at her. Looking became fantasizing, and over time it turned into an obsession.”


  “If you told me this two days ago, I’d have thought dad was sick.” Gabe sighed. “Now I’m not sure whether this makes me feel better about what happened with us, or think I’m sick too.”


  “Neither of you were sick.”


  “Mom, a lot of kids were raised that way, especially back in the day when it was normal to be that strict, I don’t think too many of them slept with family members.”


  “Everyone is different, honey, and this is where the history repeating itself becomes important. It wasn’t just your father that should have learned from what happened, but I made the same mistake your grandmother did.


  “She realized your father was staring at her and she knew what caused it. She decided to give him some relief the way I did for you.”


  “And he had the nerve to get mad at you and accuse you of being improper with me?”


  “Because of what happened. That’s part of why I’m telling you this,” Mom explained. “He recalled his feelings and saw something that triggered that memory.


  “You know that thing I told you about back in the day female family members would do that for the young men?”


  “Yeah, you said you had no idea if it were really true.”


  “I don’t, but it was the same thing your grandmother told your father, that’s where I got it from.”


  “How do you know that?” Gabe asked.


  “Your father told me. This is where I should have known better. When she did that for him, and that was all she did, but more than once, he kept thinking about her. He wanted her, Gabe, wanted her in the worst way.


  “Her getting him off wasn’t a release, but an additional torment, he wanted more and from her. We were dating, and he was still thinking of her. He was spying on her when she undressed, masturbating into her stocking and underwear, and at one point tried to kiss her.


  “She told him he had me and someday we would be together, and in the meantime she wouldn’t touch him again because he had me. But your dad kept begging her and telling her he couldn’t even think of me, just her.


  “Your grandmother felt sorry for him, and even though he didn’t say anything, I’m sure she wasn’t getting any attention from his father and told him if it was what he really wanted, she would sleep with him.”


  “Goddamn. This shit must run in the family,” Gabe muttered.


  “But,” Mom ignored his comment, “she gave him a week to think about it, and mostly think of me. Did he want to cheat on me? Did he want his first time to be with a woman he could never really have, and was never supposed to even desire?”


  “Your father couldn’t sleep that week, and he was an absolute nervous wreck. I kept asking what was wrong, and that Saturday when we went to a movie, we took a ride by the ocean and he broke down and told me everything.


  “Your dad was in tears; he was so frustrated. Said he knew he loved me but couldn’t stop thinking of her and didn’t know how he could get over it. I asked him to take me home, and the poor guy thought it was because I was mad at him.


  “Should have seen the look on his face when we pulled in, and I told him my parents weren’t home and how about he come in? We went up to my room, and I…let’s just say not only did we have sex, but I went into full wildcat mode and blew his mind,” she chuckled, “among other things.”


  “And that got him over, his mother?” Gabe was seeing where she was going with this. “Is this you telling me I need to go sleep with a girl just to do it, and get over you?”


  “I’m just telling you where this all started for me, and how it continued to you. What you choose to do is up to you, but I wanted you to hear my side and why I was so wrong last night.”


  “You don’t have to.” Gabe briefly put his hand on her leg over the sheet. “And you don’t have to be sorry.”


  He’d meant the gesture of touching her to be comforting, but when he felt her warm leg beneath the sheet, and caught the way she stared at his hand, he quickly moved it to make both of them feel less awkward.


  “Your father said he was still having some thoughts of his mother. First, I thought he was looking for excuses for us to sneak around and have sex, but then I realized it was true, and that was my first mistake, I asked if he wanted to role play.”


  “Role play?”


  “Yes, I told him he could call me mom, and I would act like her. A friend of his from Holy Temple had his own place and would let your father and I stay over when our parents thought we were in our dorms where we belonged, and we’d spend the night together.


  “I got into the game, pretending to come into his room and talk and he’d confess how bad he wanted his ‘mom’ and I’d seduce him.”


  “Did it work? Seems like it would make it worse.” Gabe grunted. “This just gets weirder.”


  “That is does, honey. It did work though. At first, he wanted to always play the game, then it became less, and one time when I started it, he looked at me, smiled and said he didn’t need it anymore. He’d had no thoughts of his mother in weeks.”


  “Good job, Mom.” Gabe gave her a quick clap. “And Dad’s lucky I can’t tell him I know any of this because I’d be sticking it in his face he didn’t wait until you guys were married.”


  “You can take solace in the fact you fucked his wife instead.”


  “Mom!”


  “Crude again, right?” Mom shrugged, and the sheet slipped even further down, showing the upper half of her breasts.


  “Yeah, that’s one way to put it.” Keep your eyes up, keep your eyes up, the words repeated in his head.


  “I’m hungover, guilty, and full of regret, guess I’m not exactly thinking before I blurt out what I’m thinking.”


  “That’s why we could have waited to…”


  “Then I’d have changed my mind about telling you everything.”


  “Well, you just did.” Gabe gestured towards her. “Dad’s dirty secret, and how you fixed it, and why he got all bent for no reason, and…”


  “There’s one more thing.” Mom put her hand up to stop him. “The real reason I touched you and why last night happened.”


  “How can there be more?” Gabe asked. “What’s left?”


  “The fact I loved the game.”


  “Huh?” As much as he thought nothing could surprise him after last night and what he’d just heard, Mom had just managed it. “You liked it?”


  “Role playing as his mother got me hotter and more excited than anything I’d ever experienced. I don’t know why. Maybe it was just the taboo, the ultimate wrong that could somehow be made to seem right.


  “Maybe it was because I wasn’t really his mother, so it was okay to play the fantasy, like all the fun, but nothing really wrong with it. In the end I just kept thinking about how hot it would be if a mother did seduce her son, the way she could control him, the way he was raised to do anything she asked, even her if that’s what she wanted.”


  “Even her,” Gabe repeated her words softly, and felt himself responding not just to her words, but the way she’d said it; once again speaking in that soft breathy voice of the other day.


  “Not nice to tell your mother no,” Mom whispered, and her face was beginning to turn red, and he doubted it was from being embarrassed. “Do as mommy says. Show mommy how much you want her. Give mommy a kiss.”


  “I…uh get it.” He felt his face growing hot as well, and his cock was throbbing as her voice shifted again, going into a sultry purr that oozed sex and promise.


  “We went at it like animals. Your father because he was living his obsession, and me because it instantly became my new obsession. The internet was just becoming an everyday thing, but I didn’t have a computer, so I went into an adult store.


  “I found paperbacks filled with son’s fucking their mothers. Even better I found some of the taboo movies, including the first one with Kay Parker. The way she was reluctant at first and tried to resist her cravings for her son, but then gave in. I masturbated until my clit was raw during days I didn’t see your father.


  “Then he said he was okay, and we didn’t need to do it anymore. I didn’t know what to do. I wanted to keep playing, but he’d used it to overcome a problem so how could I ask him to keep going?


  “I did the right thing, at least for him, and never asked again. But for months those books and movies were more exciting than actual sex, and when we did fuck, I’d be pretending in my mind he was my son.


  “I’d go down on him and think “Look at you, you dirty slut, sucking your son’s cock. Letting him fuck you, telling him to eat your cunt and make you come.”


  “Mom, you should stop.” Gabe wiped at the sweat beading on his forehead. “Please.”


  “Eventually those desires faded, and it was a once in a while indulgence for me to think about. When you were born, they stopped entirely. Now that I was a mother it did seem wrong and twisted.


  “Then I saw you looking at me the other night and I knew you were hard, the way you kept your hands between your legs. You were hard looking at my nipples through my shirt. Your father and I arguing brought all the things I told you back to me.


  “I didn’t jerk you off just to give you relief, but to indulge my old fantasies. I wanted to see if I’d really do it. Could I touch my son that way? Would it turn me on? Would it end up making me want more?”


  Mom reached out and took his hand, her fingers trembling.


  “The answer to everything was yes.”


  “Touching me excited you?” Gabe replied as he turned his hand over and hold hers.


  “After we ate, I went upstairs and fucked myself with that vibrator and rubbed my clit thinking of your fucking me, and I was so horny I came three times, then came again fingering myself in the shower.


  “When I went out, I was looking at young guys and thinking about fucking one of them. Taking them to a motel and giving them the wildest ride, they ever had and tell them to call me Mommy. They would have thought I was nuts, but they would have done it, because they’d have done anything to get back in my mouth and my pussy after the first round.”


   


  Gabe would have to agree. There’s no way he could see a guy denying her anything after what she’d done to him last night.


  “But I didn’t. It would have been wrong, would have been cheating. I came home and the second I walked in saw you looking. I knew you’d been hard for me all day, knew you wanted me to touch you. I should have gone upstairs, because I knew.”


  “Okay, we’re caught up now, so I think we should stop.” He tried to pull his hand from hers and get up because he wasn’t sure he could handle any more of this.


  “I’m not done talking.” She locked her eyes on his and squeezed his hand for emphasis, but the sly smile on her face, and her next words, were what stopped him from pulling away. “It’s not nice to tell Mommy no, is it?”


  “No…of course not.” His cock was so hard it bordered on painful. How could he be this excited? She’d just been telling him how everything they’d done was wrong.


  “Then be a good boy and stay where you are. Now, where was I? I did a lot of nasty things for you, but you barely touched me.”


  “You didn’t give me much of a chance,” he pointed out.


  “I did get to have your cock in my mouth though.” Mom was breathing hard and he saw he wasn’t the only one sweating. “That was my last mistake. I should have known the second I had my son in my mouth that I’d have to get fucked.”


  “And I’m sorry, honey. That was a lousy first time. Your mother just jumping on your cock. No sweet talk, no soft kisses, no I love you, just some drunken whore taking what she needed.”


  “It’s okay.” He tried to joke. “Trust me, it was okay.”


  “Gabe, look at me.” She said it with an urgency that made him immediately obey and look her in the eye. “A few minutes ago I told you I had regret. Know what I regret?”


  “Everything we did together?” He hoped that was the right reply, even if he didn’t mean it.


  “No, the fact that as much as I tell myself I should. I don’t regret what we did. Not one bit.”


  “I…what?” He hadn’t expected that, not after everything she’d said.


  “I was a little upset right after I fucked you, but I think it was because I’d told myself I should be. But as hard as I try? All thinking about last night does is make me want more.”


  “You want more?” Please let him have heard right.


  “I want more, baby,” she purred in that sultry porn star quality voice. “Mommy wants more.”


  “But…dad?” God, why did he have to say that? Because it was the right thing.


  “He’ll never know. Just like he never knew about all those boys I fucked and the nasty little slut I used to be. Just like he never realized pretending to be his mother woke that nasty girl inside me up.


  “And he’s never going to know that him accusing me of being inappropriate with you, brought it all back and became a self-fulfilling prophecy.” She raised her eyebrows to him. “Do you know what that means?”


  “Not sure.” Right now, he wasn’t sure about anything other than how hard he was, and how bad he wanted her to want him again.


  “It means that when you talk about something you make it happen. He was upset I was on between your legs with my head close to your lap, and because of that? I was on my knees sucking your cock last night.”


  “Oh.” Clever, Gabe, real clever.


  “I need it.” She licked her red smeared lips. “Mommy needs it.”


  “But…isn’t it cheating?”


  “I told you I’d never look for sex outside the home, and by home I meant family. You’re in this family.” Mom paused and laughed. “I wonder if that’s why I said it that way. Already justifying what I was going to do you.”


  She dropped her gaze and stared directly at his crotch, which in his shorts left nothing to the imagination. “The second I had that hard-young cock, my son’s cock, in my hand I knew what it would lead to, and I did it anyway.


  “Your father woke the nasty girl up, honey. But this is even better than a role play, this is the real thing. I’m your horny sex starved mother and you’re my poor baby boy whose father told him sex was wrong. I need to show you that’s wrong, don’t I?”


  “A good mom would do that,” he whispered, surprising himself with what he’d just said.


  “I like that,” Mom moaned the words. “A good mom, the kind of mom that would suck all that nasty poison from her son’s cock. That would drain his balls and keep him satisfied and from falling in with those bad girls who would just use him for his gorgeous body and big dick.”


  “But your mother?” Mom squeezed his hand. “She loves you. I love you, and a loving mother should always take care of her son, always give him what he needs.”


  Mom reached up and touched his cheek with trembling fingers. “Tell me, honey, what do you need?”


  “I need you,” he replied, his voice as shaky as her hand.


  “Then have me.”


  Mom drew her leg up and kicked the sheet off, exposing her entire body to him.


  “Mom, you’re…damn…” He stared at her, his eyes roaming from her bare feet up the length of her long legs and lingering on the small patch of black fur between her soft thighs.


  Mom opened her legs, showing off the pink folds of her pussy.


  “See something you like? Something you want?”


  “I want it all,” Gabe replied, his eyes now on her incredible tits, her soft round flesh tipped with nipples as hard as his cock.


  “You can have it all, anytime you want, anyway you want.” She put two red tipped fingers up. “Two conditions.”


  “Anything.”


  “One, take those fucking clothes off, I want to feel your naked body on mine.”


  Gabe stood up and took his shirt off so fast, it ripped when he briefly got it stuck over his head. As soon as he threw it to the floor, he shoved his shorts and boxers down, kicking them off and standing completely naked in front of his mother.


  “Two, you need to make Mommy come, baby.”


  “I…don’t know how.” Another smooth line, how was he such an idiot?


  “Don’t worry, baby, it’s a mother’s duty to make sure you know how to please a woman.” She stretched her arms over her head and arched her back, pushing her tits out to an even sexier angle. “Why aren’t you on the bed yet?” She giggled. “Fuck the bed, why aren’t you on me yet?”


  Gabe climbed onto the bed and hesitated, unsure of where she wanted him.


  “Get right between my legs.” She spread them wider. “Just lie right over me.”


  Gabe felt foolish he had to be told what she wanted, but the way her eyes were glued to his cock, and she’d made it clear there was no doubt what they were going to do, quickly overwhelmed, his embarrassment.


  After all, she’d just said she was here to help him.


  Mom lifted her legs in the air, and hooking her ankle around his shoulder, guided him to his right. When he was kneeling between her legs, his eyes fixed on her pussy, she beckoned him with her finger.


  “Now come down here and give me a kiss.”


  Gabe stretched out over her, bracing his forearms on either side of her and lowered his head to meet her parted lips. Unlike last night, she kissed him gently, her soft lips sliding over his. Gabe moaned as his cock rested along her thigh, then again when she reached between them and grabbed it.


  “So hard,” she breathed into the kiss. “Long and thick, and young, and…” Her tongue flicked across his lips. “Mine.”


  “All yours,” he groaned when she pumped him several times.


  Her tongue slipped into his mouth and he tried to focus on the kiss as she played with his cock. She released him and when he moaned in disappointment, she said quietly.


  “Patience is the difference between an experienced lover and a grabby little boy.” She put her arms around his neck and pulled him down against her. “We’re going to fuck, honey, so just relax and let it all happen.”


  “Were going to fuck.” She’d said it so matter-of-factly, and his cock jerked between them.


  Mom slid her hands down his arms then over his shoulders, and back, her nails lightly caressing his body as her lips sought his. He followed her advice and relaxed into her, as her tongue once more invaded his mouth.


  Gabe sighed as her hands continued to explore his body and her breasts pressed pleasantly into his chest, her hard nipples poking him. Gabe slid his lips from hers, and nuzzling into her kissed her neck, something he’d heard girls really liked.


  He’d heard right as Mom let her head fall back and whispered.


  “That feels good, honey.”


  Gabe sucked on her neck, and she briefly moved her head.


  “Don’t suck to hard or you’ll leave a mark. Have to be careful, baby.”


  Gabe nodded and resumed sucking on the tender skin of her neck, but easier than before. Mom lifted her legs and wrapped them around him. He liked the way her warm thighs felt against his and the feeling her feet resting on the backs of his thighs.


  His cock moved, sliding along her thigh then against the wet folds of her pussy. Mom moved her hips and moaned as she rubbed her moist hot flesh along his shaft.


  “Stay still,” she said in his ear.


  She moved her hips higher, and Gabe moaned when she pushed into him, easing just the head of his cock inside her.


  “Go ahead, but slow, enjoy it, savor it.” Her fingers slid through his hair as she tightened her legs around him.


  Gabe forced himself to slowly enter her, pushing himself gradually inside her. He felt her pussy spread around his cock, but still gripping him tightly in her hot forbidden embrace. When his full length was within her, he slowly rocked his hips, moving within her.


  “That’s it, no rush, I’m not going anywhere, honey. I’m here for you whenever you need me.”


  Gabe struggled to keep his stokes long and slow, and after a few more thrusts, mom’s hips responded, moving in time with his.


  “Just like that,” she moaned in his ear. “You feel so good inside me. I need this, Gabe. I’ve needed it for so long. I need to be wanted; I need to be taken care of. I want to satisfy and be satisfied.”


  She grabbed his face in her hands, so he was looking her in the eye.


  “You want me, don’t you, baby? You’re not just doing this because I want it, are you?”


  “Can’t you tell how bad I want you?” he gave her a hard thrust to drive home his point.


  The yelp mom emitted when he pumped her hard, caused him to do it again, then again. Mom gasped as he moved his hips faster, his strokes now short and fast, driving into her as fast as his hips allowed.


  “Oh, fuck!” Mom yelped in his ear. “You do want me.” She released a low moan when he resumed kissing her neck. “Tell me!”


  “I want you.”


  “Who? Who do you want?”


  “I want my mother. I want to fuck my mother because she’s the hottest, sexiest, most beautiful woman I know.”


  “And nastiest.” Mom put her hands on his shoulders and pushed. “So nasty she’ll fuck her son. Now show me how much you like Mommy’s tits.”


  Gabe pushed himself up on his hands so he could still fuck her, and lowering his head, sucked her right nipple into his mouth.


  “That’s it! Suck that tit!” Mom’s nails dug into his shoulders, but the pain was nothing compared to how good her wet pussy felt as he repeatedly thrust into her.


  Gabe switched to her other breast, licking her nipple before sucking on it. He went back and forth, sucking and licking each nipple as Mom cupped them, offering them to her son’s eager mouth while he continued to work his cock within her.


  “Lick my pussy!” she hissed. “Mama needs to come!”


  Gabe slid further down the bed, kissing and licking the soft skin between her breasts then leaving a wet trail down her stomach as he worked his way down between her legs. He felt no disappointment in no longer being inside her, because he knew she wasn’t kidding, he’d be able to have her, again and again.


  Right now he was just as eagerly looking forward to getting his first lesson in eating pussy. He propped himself up on his elbows as he lay stretched out between her thighs, his hands on her soft thighs.


  “Here.” Mom reached down and spread her lips open, exposing the pinker flesh within as well as the swollen pink nub she tapped with her fingernail. “Lick my clit.”


  Gabe flicked his tongue across it and the way mom gasped and her hips jerked caused him to do it again, then again, each time pressing more firmly with his tongue.


  “Slide your tongue down for a minute, slip it inside me.”


  Gabe worked his tongue down as she’d said and with no hesitation, plunged it inside her. He sucked hard and moaned as his mouth filled with her sticky juices. He inhaled deeply, closing his eyes and sighing in pleasure as his nose filled with the intoxicating scent of his mother’s pussy.


  “That’s it, honey, give Mommy a real kiss.” Mom rocked her hips into his swirling tongue. Smearing her slick flesh into his face. “Suck her sloppy cunt until I come in your face.”


  Goddamn, she wasn’t kidding about being nasty, that was the dirtiest thing he’d heard. Then again, he hadn’t heard much dirty talk and at this point most was from his mother. At this point, as he pushed his rigid tongue into her pussy as she rocked back and forth, he wasn’t sure if what he was doing made him pathetic or lucky.


  “Get back to that clit, honey, and shove your fingers in my cunt. You can take your time later, right now, I need to get off in that pretty face so you can fuck your mother senseless.”


  Lucky it was.


  Gabe slid his tongue back to her clit, and gently pushed two fingers inside her.


  “You don’t have to go easy, pump them, finger fuck me while you suck my clit.”


  Finger fuck, jeez, she was like a porn, a taboo porn at that, but instead of a forbidden fantasy, Gabe was experiencing a steamy reality that was hotter than anything he could have imagined.


  He switched from licking to gently sucking on her clit, and as she’d asked, pumped his fingers into her as hard as he dared.


  “Put another finger inside, get me ready for that hard fucking you’re going to give me.”


  Gabe eased another finger into her, and Mom groaned and arched her back, pushing them deeper. He turned his eyes upward and saw she was playing with her nipples, twisting them as she squeezed her tits.


  She lifted her legs, placing her feet on his shoulders and moaned. “Harder, suck harder.”


  Gabe sucked hard enough to cause his lips to smack, and when she gasped, did it again. He took her clit between his lips and swirled his tongue around it, earning a long high pitched whimper and causing her toes to curl into him.


  “Oh, fuck!” Mom whined. “It’s been so long! Your father hasn’t gone down on me in years.”


  Gabe didn’t like hearing her talk about his father but liked the fact he was doing something special for her. Some sons made their mother breakfast to be nice, he was…making her breakfast.


  He couldn’t help grinning into her hot slit at his stupid joke and realized how comfortable he was with all of this that he could think like that.


  “Yes!” Mom gasped. “Just like that! Keep licking, honey!” She whimpered and pushed her feet into his shoulders. “Fuck me harder with your fingers!”


  Gabe thrust them so deep into her his knuckles pressed against her lips. At the same time he gave her clit several hard sucks in rapid succession, then worked his tongue rapidly across it. Mom’s ass rose off the bed, and she was pulling on her nipples, stretching them so far it looked painful.


  Her eyes were closed and her mouth open as she moaned and whimpered. Her face was red and sweaty, strands of her hair stuck to her forehead and cheeks. That look, coupled with the mess of her make up looked incredible, and he couldn’t imagine any girl looking this damn hot.


  “Right there…” Her tits dug harder into him, and he heard her back pop as she arched it further off the bed. “So close! Wiggle your fingers!”


  Gabe moved them side to side, and when she cried out, “Faster, harder!” worked them roughly back and forth then switched up and jammed them into her. The next time he sucked on her clit, Mom made that whimpering sound again, and her pussy contracted around his fingers.


  She went silent for a moment, but a second later threw her head back and let out a loud squeal that made him flinch.


  “Keep licking!” Mom called out. “Keep licking, baby…oh my God!”


  Mom released another porn star quality wail of pleasure as her hips worked in circles, grinding her pussy into his face. Her feet slipped behind his head, and he grunted in surprised when she crossed her ankles behind his head and pulled him into her.


  His face pressed into her sticky pussy, he kept licking, and shaking his fingers side to side as her pussy convulsed around them. Mom alternately yelped, squealed then made a long low growling sound of that both disturbed and turned him on at the same time.


  She repeated the guttural sound in short bursts, each accompanied by her thrusting her hips into his trapped face. As suddenly as her body had exploded, she went limp, her body slumping back onto the bed and her legs falling away from his shoulders to stretch out along his sides.


  “Oh, God,” Mom panted, her tits rising and falling with her ragged breaths. “I…I came so fucking hard.”


  Gabe eased his fingers from her still twitching pussy and was amazed when he saw they were dripping from how wet she was. He sat up on his knees between her legs, his cock standing at attention as he sucked his fingers into his mouth.


  Mom lifted her legs and put her feet on his chest. “Come on, baby. Time to take what need want and give your mother what she needs.”


  Gabe put his hands on her knees and in one smooth thrust entered her.


  “Fuck yeah!” Mom cried out when, like last night, he didn’t hold back, and tore into her. “That’s it, baby, just give it to me!”


  Gabe gave it to her as hard as he could, his eyes darting from the way her massive tits were bouncing wildly to the surreal sight of his long glistening cock sliding in and out of her pink slit.


  “Sorry, honey,” Mom breathed in between her sharp yips each time he drove into her. “You can find some good girl to be sweet to when you’re ready, but I don’t make love. I need it down and dirty.”


  Gabe leaned forward, causing her legs to slide over his shoulders. He grabbed the headboard, using it for leverage and fucked her even harder. Mom, her legs bent back so far, her feet were over her head and her ass off the bed howled her approval as he fucked her like she was some ‘bad girl’ and not his mother.


  “God, look at you!” Mom ran her hands over his arms, squeezing his biceps, then roaming over his chest. “So fucking sexy.” She caressed his stomach. “Hard everywhere, aren’t you, baby?”


  Gabe moaned in response as he continued his all-out assault on his mother’s still quivering pussy.


  “This is how I need it! Women get that poison too, honey. It builds up when we don’t get what we need, and when we get it? It turns us into nasty little cock whores who can’t get enough!”


  “Cockwhore?” he moaned the word as he wiped sweat from his eyes.


  “One of my favorite words from those dirty books. You like it? Like Mommy being your cock whore?”


  “Love it,” he managed in between his heavy breathing.


  “Your prim and proper mother who dresses like a boring old lady at work, but for you? I’ll be your sexy forbidden lover, your dirty little secret. People think I’m a frigid prude, but when we’re alone I’ll have my son’s cock in my mouth, and my cunt, and maybe one day even in my ass.”


  “Oh…shit,” Gabe gasped at what she’d just said.


  “Anything you want as long as you keep giving your mother what she needs.” She pushed against his stomach. “Stop and ease back.”


  Gabe frowned at having to stop but slid his now dripping cock from inside her and pushed himself back on the bed. Mom dropped her legs, and rolling onto her side, stretched her left leg out between his while drawing her other leg up to her hip.


  “Always wanted to try this. See it a lot in porn.”


  “You…watch porn?” Gabe’s eyes took in her glistening slit winking out between her lush thighs.


  “All the time, no parental blocks on my phone, baby.” She winked. “Maybe we can watch it together, get some new ideas.”


  “I bet you have plenty.” Gabe slid back up to her, sliding back inside and putting his hand on her hip as he resumed fucking her.


  “Oh, this feel good! Feels tighter,” Mom whimpered. “Put both hands on my hip, push down nice and hard and give it to me.”


  Gabe grabbed her hip, squeezing her soft flesh hard enough to make moan as he leaned over her, pounding her as hard as before. He moaned at the sensation of his balls sliding along her thigh. Mom managed to make it even better, Mom raised her leg, so it was straight up, resting along his chest, her foot over his head.


  “Oh fuck, that’s deep!” Mom yelled as her son hammered into her hard enough to cause the bed to rock.


  Gabe was breathing like a bull, as he kept up his frenzied fucking, proud of himself that he hadn’t come yet. He’d no sooner had that thought when he felt his balls tightening, and in an effort to last longer, slowed down his thrusts.


  “You getting close, baby?” Mom looked up at him, her dark eyes peering out from beneath her sweat dampened hair. “Not like this.”


  She dropped her leg back down, and with him still inside her rolled onto her stomach.


  “Let me close my legs.”


  Gabe lifted his leg so she could put hers together, pinning his cock between her thighs.


  “Now put your hands on my shoulders and…Fuck!”


  Gabe had leaned forward, put his palms on her shoulder blades and went to town on her, driving straight down into his prone mother. He was fucking her so violently she was bouncing on the bed, and in perfect rhythm with his thrusts, being forced down, then rising back up into him.


  Mom had her head turned to the side, her mouth wide open, yelping and squealing, and occasionally trying to get out a word that quickly turned into another sharp cry. She reached up and grabbed the rungs of the headboard, squeezing them hard enough to turn her knuckles white.


  “Oh God!” She finally was able to get words out. “Fucking me so hard, just what I need, just what your nasty mother deserves!”


  Gabe stretched his legs out behind her, and on a whim, shifted to one side, then the other, placing his knees on the backs of hers so he was completely on top of her.


  “Ohhhh!” Mom wailed as he fucked her savagely, putting everything he had into his thrusts even as he felt himself losing control and the come racing through his cock.


  “Oh, I’m…”


  “Inside!” Mom demanded. “I want it, baby! I want all of it!”


  Gabe released let out a long low moan as his cock exploded, squirting his hot cum deep inside his mother.


  “Oh, honey!” Mom whimpered as his thrusting slowed, but each time ended in another spurt.


  Gabe groaned at the incredible feeling of committing the ultimate taboo, coming inside his mother. He was barely moving his cock, and gasped when she contracted her pussy around him, milking every drop.


  “All of it,” she whispered. “I told you honey; Mom will take it all. I’ll drain every drop from you every time.”


  “Shit.” Gabe leaned over her, resting his arms on the headboard as he fought to catch his breath.


  “Easy, baby.” Mom wiggled beneath him, contracting around his cock and he emitted a pathetic whimper when she coaxed a few more drops from him.


  Gabe eased his cock from her, staring between them, his eyes widened at the sight of cum dripping from his tip and oozing from her pussy onto her upper thighs. He fell more than rolled onto his back, his heart still racing.


  “That…that was intense.” He stared up at the ceiling. “Just…goddamn, Mom.”


  “I am going to be so sore, later.” Mom lifted herself up enough to turn her head to face him, then let herself fall back onto the bed. “You fucked me so hard.” She laughed. “Is that anyway to treat your mother?”


  “I…”


  “The answer is yes,” she told him with a smile. “It will always be yes, honey.”


  “I…” he began, then stopped.


  “What is it?” Her smile faded. “You okay?”


  “Just something you said.” He took the plunge. “You said someday when I find a good girl, I can be sweet with her.”


  “What about it?”


  “Well, if we’re taking care of each other, why do I need to meet a girl?”


  “Because I’ll never be able to be yours, honey. We’ll have sex, and we love each other, but I can’t really be with you, and you deserve a nice girl and family of your own someday.”


  “But you are my family.”


  “But someday you’ll want a wife, someone who will be your lover and best friend and wife, and the mother of your kids.”


  “So…what about us?”


  “We take good care of each other until you meet that girl that you know is the one, and you will meet her, Gabe. You have a lot to offer a woman.” She winked. “A lot.”


  “What if I just want to be with you?” Gabe argued. “Dad pays you no mind, at least in bed, and if I met someone else, what will you do?”


  “Be happy for you.” Mom pushed herself up so she was kneeling next to him. “I’m your mother, I want what’s best for you at all time. Right now, I’m best for you, but when the time comes you need to move on then I’ll know I did my job and kept you happy until you meet that special girl.”


  “Really think I will?”


  “You will. Remember, your dad was hooked on his mother, but then he wanted me.”


  “Because you pretended to be her for him. I can’t ask a girl to do that, can I?”


  “I would not recommend it.” Mom laughed, and Gabe watched her breasts jiggle as she did.


  “I’d feel like I’d be leaving you, and you’d get frustrated again.”


  “Well, maybe you could still pay me a little attention from time to time.”


  “You mean even if I’m with someone else?”


  “No sex outside the family,” Mom told him. “Right?”


  “Right.” Gabe smiled up at her. “I mean what if I marry a nice girl, but she’s a dud? I’d have all that poison back in me.” He sighed dramatically. “Then what?”


  “Then you come see me, and I do what I do best.” Leaning over, she took his semi hard cock in her hand and squeezed it, twisting her wrist, and forcing out one last pearly white drop of cum.


  “I’ll take it all.”


  The End
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