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Part 1

 


Only the boys were brave enough to talk to Jack
Labelle. Most girls took one look at his sharp jawline, strong
nose, and wicked blue eyes and knew they didn’t stand a chance.
Over the years, some of popular ones had taken the chance but found
no success. Sam Fisher had come close – but that was only a
friendly tennis match after school, and it had taken days of
begging to help her improve her serve to get even that.

The guys played it cool around
Jack, but they idolized him as
much as the girls desired him. He was perpetually cavalier; nothing
ever fazed him. The fact that he was scraping through with a D
average and would never get into a half-decent college seemed about
as important to the young Labelle as civil unrest in
Uganda.

Jack leant against the fence surrounding the basketball courts,
oblivious to the humdrum around him. His classmates shared a joke,
and he gave little more than a lazy chuckle for their efforts.
Those who asked if he’d ever banged Sam Fisher were given a
derisive smirk, and a response akin to: “Nah, she’d be a step
down.” Which was strange, given that Sam Fisher was number one in
every guy’s masturbation fantasies.

One younger kid said, “Come on, are you a
fag or something?” Jack’s carefree, unoffended gaze peering out
from his dark, ruffled fringe said it all. One ninth-grader was
working on a theory that Jack moonlighted as a male porn star,
which would have explained the comment about Sam Fisher being a
‘step down’.

A spotless, silver BMW X5 pulled up by the school, and the
students watched a middle-aged woman step out from the driver’s
seat. This woman never failed to drop jaws. Her D-cup bust was
dangerously close to bursting out of her red tube top. Her black
leggings hugged exceptionally wide hips and a pair of thighs that
could bring down empires. Large, round sunglasses obscured her
eyes. Her chestnut locks moved freely in the afternoon
wind.

“Jesus H. Christ. I’d sell my kidneys just
to get a taste of her.”

“My dad knows a guy. Want to set something
up?”

Jack turned to the unfamiliar tenth-grader who had made the quip
about that woman and threw him a murderous look. Those who hadn’t
noticed the sudden change in his demeanor simply stared at the
woman as she bent forward to adjust her heeled leather sandal. As
high school boys were wont to do, they drooled at the sight of her
endless cleavage.

“That’s Labelle’s mom, kid,” one of Jack’s
classmates remarked. The tenth-grader tried to avoid Jack’s glare,
and eventually uttered an insincere “Hey man, I was only joking,”
and became unusually preoccupied with his shoes.

Giving the barest of farewells to his
compatriots, Jack
approached the woman, kissed her cheek, and made his way to the
driver’s side. He turned on the ignition, drowning out any final
comments the boys made.

“Hey, you,” his mother said,
hooking her sunglasses on her
neckline. Her eyes were a wicked blue like her son’s, only lighter.
Jack’s eyes were the open ocean; his mother’s were two sculpted
shards of ice.

“Hey,” he responded before pulling away of the
school.

“Bearable day?”

Jack only gave the briefest of murmurs before veering off to one
of the side streets a few blocks away from the school.

This was not their usual route home. “What
are you–?” his mother began, before Jack pressed his mouth to hers and dug his fingers
into her thick thigh. His mother made a small, protesting sound,
which soon turned to delighted moans. She stretched her tongue into
his mouth and he sucked it. Her saliva was sweet, and very
familiar.

“Well, hello!” she said after they broke
apart. A clear drop of her spit fell from Jack’s lips onto his
shirt. “Did anything in particular inspire that?”

Jack thought back to the comment that shithead tenth-grader had
said. “I was just reminding myself that you belong to
me.”

Jack’s mother gave him a sorry smile and shook her head. “Silly
boy,” she whispered. She leaned over and gripped the front of his
pants. She unzipped, and then reached inside to pull his cock out.
She huffed with disappointment. Still soft. What, a passionate kiss
with his mother didn’t do it for him anymore?

Jack laughed nervously. “What’s this all about?”

“Reminding you that you belong to me.” She
bared her mocking teeth, lowered her face so it looked like she was
about to bite his pink cock head, but instead teased it with a
kiss.

Jack drew in a breath. The moment those full, painted lips
touched his gland, he felt his libido swell. He ran his fingers
through his mother’s hair as she proceeded to take his entire shaft
in her mouth. It never failed to impress Jack just how much control
she had over her gag reflex. He felt the unmistakable sensation of
his cock touching the back of her throat and she slowly pulled his
shaft out of her mouth. His entire length was slathered in her
sticky saliva.

“What time is it?” she asked, breathing
heavily before lowering her mouth over his stiffening dick again.

“Uh,” he moaned, looking at the dashboard.
“Three twenty.”

Her hum sent a vibration through his cock.
“Start the car, honey.
We’re going to be late.”

“Mmm… late to what?” he sighed, floating on
a heavenly cloud. Her sharp crimson fingernails pinched his leg and
he cried out. “Ow! What the hell, Mom?”

“I said go. I made an appointment
for three thirty.” She
didn’t move her head from his lap. “Make a left at Marsh
Avenue.”

Jack wasn’t one to disobey his mother unless it earned him some
fun punishment. But with her teeth around his cock on the bumpy
road, he felt more inclined to simply do what she said. He pulled
out of the side street and entered the main road while his mother
continued working his cock.

While waiting in traffic, he tangled his fingers in her hair and
guided her rhythm. The woman had a mouth like a power vacuum. She
could suck a golf ball through a garden hose. She could suck
a…well, you get the picture. Dani Labelle sucked like a pro. She
had, after all, sucked the best of them. Monica Lewinsky hadn’t
been the only one kneeling on the White House rug back in
’96.

From the corner of his eye,
Jack noticed the driver of the
next car staring at him. He turned, preparing to give the fucker
the finger, only to notice it was his classmate Rick Santos. In the
passenger seat was another guy he recognized. Jack acknowledged the
driver with a lazy wave, Ricky told his passenger to unroll the
window before leaning over and saying, “Labelle, where’d your mom
go? Didn’t she come pick you up?”

Jack pushed Dani’s head down, determined not to let Santos see
the back of her head bobbing on his crotch. “Took a
walk.”

Santos nodded and made a comment in
Spanish to the passenger, who laughed. White anger burned in
Jack. They were talking about
his mom, he just knew it. Fuckers.

Dani, for all her impressive control, emitted a loud gag. Even
she couldn’t take her son’s cock continuously pressing against the
back of her throat for more than a straight minute. Santos heard.
He threw Jack a quizzical look, knitting his furry dark
eyebrows.

Fuck it. Jack floored it, not waiting for the light to go
green. The tires shrieked against the tarmac, blowing smoke behind
him. Angry horns sounded around him. It was only when Jack was sure
he had left Santos and his buddy far behind that he realized his
mother was yelling at him.

“JACK! Are you listening to me? I said what
the hell was that about!? You’re driving like a fucking
lunatic!”

He ignored her.

“You think you’re hot shit burning
out my tires like that?” she
gave his cock a squeeze. “Huh? Do you?”

“Ow! Geez, sorry!”

“Not yet you’re not. Just wait til—”

And that’s when they heard the sirens.

Oh fuck me, Jack thought.

Behind him was an unmarked
car; its red and blue
lights blazing from the windshield. He felt like such a dumbass. Of
course there would be unmarked cops patrolling after
school!

Dani sat up in her chair, giving her son a look said he was
seconds away from death. Jack pulled over, trying to control his
breathing.

“Idiot,” she hissed, and he was about to
argue back when he realized she meant that his dick was still out.
He hurriedly stuffed it
back in and tugged his zipper up.

Jesus. Just what I need.

He heard the crunch of gravel
outside as the cop approached.
He had stepped out of a large forest green Ford with tinted
windows.

“Well, well. Someone’s a drag-happy little
munchkin today.” He was about as stereotypical a cop as you could
imagine: aviators, dark handlebar mustache, balding, and with a uniform that barely
held his round gut in. And judging from the smirk on his face, he
looked like he enjoyed his job just a little too much. “What’s the
matter; couldn’t wait for the green before racing your little
beaner friend? Or haven’t they taught you in Special Ed that red
means stop yet?”

In any other situation, Jack knew his lackadaisical persona
and charming smile would win out, but he wasn’t stupid enough to
think that would work with a cop. Especially not one of
these
cops. These guys preyed on
teens like him. And there probably wasn’t a thing in the world that
would stop the cop from doing everything to make the rest of Jack’s
day miserable.

“Officer?” Dani bent down and waved at the man from the
passenger side. “Hi, sorry for the trouble. I’m this boy’s mother.”
Jack looked over to find that she had pulled her tube top down,
almost exposing her tits to the nipples. At this point, a slight
breeze would pop them out.

Officer Handlebars bent over and looked
her up and down. Jack
clenched his fist.

“If that’s true, ma’am, can you explain to
me why you weren’t doing your job as a responsible parent and
supervising him?”

She was smooth. “Well, to tell you the
truth… I got a little
distracted. Come over here, I’ll explain. It’s a funny story,
really. Honey, get your license out like a nice boy while the
grownups talk?” She motioned with her hand for the cop to come over
to her side. He didn’t look impressed, but went. Jack gritted his
teeth and trawled his wallet, deliberately taking his time. From
the corner of his eye, he watched his mother wind the window down
and lean out. Oh, what a sight that must have been to the
cop.

“You know, just before my son decided to act like a complete
dickhead, I happened to catch a police officer tackling some little
punk to the ground. You know the type; long shirt, pants down to
his ankles. Looked like he weighed ninety pounds. And that big,
strong officer was on top of the little fucker, cuffing those
scrawny wrists while the kid kicked and screamed like a baby.” She
let out a sultry laugh, and leaned in further. Jack had no doubt
that her bare nipples would be pressing against the glass now. “And
all I could think was, well…” she lowered her voice to a
conspiratorial whisper, “What would it be like to get wrestled and
handcuffed by a man like that?”

Jack nearly choked. It wasn’t self-control, but paralyzing rage
that preventing him from hurling insults at the both of
them.

The cop’s laughter was like churning
rubble. The guy had to be a five-pack-a-day smoker. But it seemed
that Jack had been
forgotten; for now at least. The cop and Jack’s mother exchanged a
few not-so-subtle remarks, mostly about cuffs and collars, and
other uses of a police baton, before exchanging phone
numbers.

As the cop puffed out his chest and said
his goodbyes, Dani waved
at him off. “Oh, and thank you for not booking my son! He’s such a
silly little monkey.” She mussed his hair up like a kid, and he
felt his lightly tanned face go red as beetroot.

Jack waited for the cop to waddle back to his car and drive off
before turning the ignition.

“Well, that sure was something,” he muttered.

His mother made a disgusted face. “You’d better thank God you
have me around, kid.”

“What, that was all for my benefit? You didn’t just flirt with a
cop for the sheer fun of it?”

Dani made an exaggerated gagging gesture. “Didn’t you see that
mustache? And the smell. Ugh. If he
was the last man on earth, I’d change teams in a
heartbeat.”

Feeling more than a little
relieved, Jack eased back onto
the road. “So whose number did you give him?”

She laughed. “Remember that big, gay plumber who replaced our
sink last month?”

He felt an uncontrollable grin spread
across his face. Credit where it was due; his Mom was crafty.

Jack looked at the time on the dashboard. It was already a
quarter to four. “Sorry Mom. Looks like you’ll be late.”

Dani tut-tutted. “Oh you bad, bad boy. Mommy is so mad at you.”
Her grin was positively wicked. He suddenly realized that her top
was still pulled down, revealing most of her ample breasts. Her
nipples were large and dark, like ripe jungle fruits ready for
plucking. She reached down and began rubbing her son’s crotch as
her voice took on a cooing, somewhat demeaning cadence. “I should
send you straight to my room when we get home. You wrecked Mommy’s
nice, expensive tires. You made Mommy talk to the big, ugly police
officer. You know how much she hates ugly men. You think you can
just screw around with Mommy like that? Think you’re Mister
Smarty-Ass Tough-Guy, huh? That you can do whatever you like
because your smart, sexy Mommy will always be there to protect
you?”

To be honest, he liked it when she talked to him like that. It
was childish, exaggerated and silly; but goddammit, it turned him
on. He knew what he was getting whenever she spoke to him that
way.

“You’re right, Mom,” he said, taking
the left turn at Marsh.
“I’ve been a terrible son. I promise to be much better from now on,
if you’ll just do me one thing for me.”

She lowered herself over his lap again. “Mm,
and what’s that?”

He pulled his still-stiff dick from his
pants, grabbed the base, and ran his swollen gland against his
mother’s lips, smearing what was left of her red lipstick. “Finish
me off.” She gave him a sharp look. “Please?” he amended.

She chuckled, grabbed his shaft and went
down on him again. “Oh god-fucking-dammit, Mom.” It was
unbelievable how good she was at sucking dick. If she really
wanted her son to be
more careful on the road, this was not a way to do it.

She hummed her appreciation while she
sucked, sending pleasant vibrations down his shaft.
Jack tried his best to maintain
focus on the road, but it was getting harder the closer he came to
finishing. “Mom… I’m going to…” and she just sucked harder. Her
hand pumped his shaft, willing him to dispense as much cream into
her mouth as he could. He couldn’t hold back. Jack gripped the
wheel tightly and eyed the surrounding traffic. He prayed that he
would get out of this alive. Concentrate. Don’t crash while you cum in your
mother’s mouth…

But the sudden image of flooding his mom’s
mouth was too much. He let out a mighty moan, thrust his hip upwards while gripping Dani’s
thick dark hair with his free hand, and felt an incredible surge of
pleasure wash over him. The feeling of the hot cum shooting through
his dick and over his mother’s tongue was unparalleled. He did not
even try to hold back. He wanted her to relish it; to swallow every
last drop of cum he delivered.

And boy, did she take it.
Dani Labelle moaned with
pleasure as shot after shot of hot jizz flew into her mouth. Jack
felt her tongue, slippery with spit and spunk, dance over his cock
head, teasing him to unload more. The pressure around his shaft was
intense. He felt her mouth and throat twitch and constrict as she
swallowed the first mouthful of cum. She then opened her mouth with
a girlish sigh, taking in a deep breath. Jack looked down to see
his cum dribbling in wet globs from her lips. She wiped her face
with one hand before pushing her son’s semen back into her mouth.
One more swallow. All gone. She looked up at her boy with
adoration. He wanted so badly to bend down and kiss her, but an
angry horn from the driver behind him startled him back to where he
was. The car sped up and drove by his side. The balding, red-faced
fucker gave him the finger and yelled expletives at him. Dani
raised her head from Jack’s lap and glared at the driver. With a
mouth still smeared in cum and lipstick, she yelled at him to go
fuck his mother. An interesting suggestion.

The man’s face went a deeper shade of
scarlet, and he floored the car and drove on ahead, cutting them
off. Jack’s heart
pounded. “Well, it sure was lucky that guy didn’t know us,” he
said, the reprimand not so subtly hidden in his remark. “Or that he
wasn’t another cop.”

Dani gave a smirk. “The guy will be thinking of you all day now.
About that kid whose hot mother blows him on the way home from
school. You’re one lucky stud, you know that?”

Jack panted, still coming down from his incredible orgasm. “No
arguments here.”

After a minute, when Dani had cleaned herself off and readjusted
her seat, Jack finally asked her: “So where are we actually
going?”

“Just down this road. It’s not much
further.” She looked like she was doing her best to suppress a
dirty secret. They arrived at a small complex, and
Dani directed him to a parking
space right in front of black building with stylized graffiti
shaped like a cartoon bull in heat. A rather pissed off looking
biker stood by the entrance.

The Horny Buffalo’s Tattoo and Piercing
Emporium.

Jack laughed. “What’s this all about?”

She grabbed his thigh, just a little too
hard. “Remember how I said that you belong to me? Well, I’m going to prove
it.”

 



Part 2

 


Jack shuffled tenderly through the front door,
shouldering his backpack away from his right hip. He winced more
than once, which caused his mother no small amount of
amusement.

“Aw, does it
sting? Poor little baby.”

Jack glared at
her and slumped the backpack onto the kitchen floor. “You know,
it’s illegal what you just did. I should report you to child
services or something.”

She snorted.
“Yeah, you think they’d take a complaint from an eighteen-year-old
seriously?”

He winced again
as he lowered himself onto a stool at the kitchen bench. “Can you
just fix me a sandwich, or something? This hasn’t been the easiest
day for me.”

“Right. You got
a blowjob from your mother, avoided a speeding ticket, and then got
a free tattoo. You deserve a medal for all that bravery and
endurance.”

Her sarcasm
could really grate on him sometimes. But she actually moved to the
pantry and started pulling bread, cheese, leftover turkey and
lettuce out, so he kept his mouth shut.

Jack didn’t
know if Dani was special, or if it was just something about all
moms, but that turkey sandwich revitalised him. The pain in his hip
dulled. He felt some of his sexual energy return after such a
glorious blowjob, and he actually caught himself smiling at
her.

She leant on
the counter with one hand and sipped a lemonade. A few droplets
trickled off the glass and down between her ample breasts, and Jack
felt his pants tighten again.

“My face is up
here,” she said, though he could tell from her tone that she didn’t
really mind his ogling one bit.

She put the
glass down and sighed. As he finished his sandwich, Jack couldn’t
help but notice that she was staring at him. He felt himself grow a
little hot. “What?”

His mother
reached forward and tenderly wiped some mayo from the corner of his
mouth, and licked her thumb. “So. When can I see it again?”

Jack’s heart
fluttered. “I’ll show you now!” and he proceeded to try and tug his
pants off while sitting.

“Whoa, whoa;
easy there. I meant the tattoo.”

“Oh.” He
slumped back down on the chair. “Maybe tomorrow.”

She made a
noise. “Not damn likely. Stand up.”

“Huh?”

She moved
around the table and, with a strength that always surprised him,
pulled him up to a standing position as he dropped his
half-finished sandwich onto the plate. “Mom, come on!”

“Shh!” she
slapped his legs as she knelt down in front of him.

“But the tattoo
guy said I have to avoid irritating it.”

She looked up
at him. “I’m sorry, but who paid for this?”

He rolled his
eyes. “You.”

“Exactly. So I
suggest you keep your pretty mouth shut and let Momma admire her
little piece of art.” She gently slid the top of his pants down
until a clear, plastic bandage appeared.

It was small,
but had been crafted with absolute delicacy. It was the stylized,
flowing script: ‘Le garçon de mère’. It marked the young man
as belonging to his mother forever.

Dani Labelle
loved the smell of a new tattoo. But what made this particular one
smell even better was the faint aroma of sex that hung around her
son’s crotch area.

“Hurry up, it
itches like hell,” he complained. Dani did as her son asked, but
then proceeded to pat the tattoo gently over the bandage. “Cut it
out! It feels… kind of good, actually.”

“Of course,”
she explained, “The one on my hip drove me mad, and since I
couldn’t scratch it, patting it helped.”

“Are you going
to help me with the ointments?” the son asked with a sly grin.

His mother
smiled back. “Perhaps. But don’t get any distracting ideas now;
you’ve got that paper to finish for tomorrow. You know how close
you are to failing Geography.”

“Way ahead of
you,” he replied. “It’s already done.”

She stood up
from the floor and gave him a look. “I don’t believe you.”

He shrugged. “I
got the proof in my room. I wanted to have the afternoon off, so I
thought I’d get it done early.” It was a lie; he’d found a report
online, switched the name and some of the details, and printed it
right off.

“I’m impressed.
So what now, an afternoon of goofing off and Netflix?”

“Nah. I
actually had something else in mind.”

His mother rolled her eyes. “I
can’t imagine what that is.”

“Oh really?” He threw her a superior look.
“I was thinking it might be fun to play a little Mario Kart
again.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Now this
really
doesn’t sound like you. Mario
Kart? That’s all you want to
do this afternoon?”

“Yeah, why? Sound boring?”

“No. By all means, play your little
Nintendo if you want.”

“No, no – you’re going to play with me.”

Dani suddenly knew where this was going. “Oh, I should’ve
known.” Her son then took her hand and eagerly led her to the
living room. “Same rules as last time?”

 


~ ~ ~ ~ ~

 


“Goddammit!” Jack yelled, nearly throwing the
controller down to the rug. “What the hell, Mom?”

“Come on, buster,” she said
with an air of total
superiority. “Take it off.”

Her son groaned as he stood up and
finally removed his last piece
of clothing – his boxers. He slumped back on the leather couch and
crossed his arms like a petulant child, and it was all Dani could
do to not burst out laughing. There she sat, completely clothed and
with a brand new virtual trophy to add to her
collection.

“This isn’t fair!” he whined.

“Aw, what’s not fair, baby?” She lathered
the sarcasm on thick, hoping to see him more enraged.

“Since when were so good at video games?

She wiggled her hands in the air
mysteriously. “Magic fingers,
my child. Magic fingers.”

“I’ll tell you where you can stick your
magic fingers. Ow!” She grabbed pinched his bare butt and laughed at his childish yelp.
“Mom!”

“But you’re so cute when you’re
angry!” she giggled
mischievously. She eyed his fresh tattoo and bit her lip. The fact
that she had permanently marked her son with those words made her a
little wet, and the fact that the beautiful youth was sitting right
beside her naked didn’t hurt.

He shifted on the couch, looking a little
uncomfortable. It made her heart race. Jack was an arrogant brat at the best of times,
and nothing got her motor running faster than seeing him looking
vulnerable.

“What?” he said at last after catching her looking at
him.

“You look beautiful,” she said, and he
actually grew a little red. It was her turn to shift on the couch.

“Mom, don’t be weird.”

“I’m not weird.” She said, and the way her
icicle eyes pierced his made it clear what the subtext to that
was. I’m
horny.

A boyish smile crept up on
Jack’s mouth, and his mother
had to resist the urge to pull him towards her and smother his lips
with hers.

His thigh moved, and she saw the
flesh between his legs begin to
swell and rise. She adored the way that, as the blood slowly flowed
into it, the meaty shaft would tick, tick, tick as it grew. There was nothing else like
it.

“Hello there,” she cooed to his
penis. “Up again?” She
was delighted to see that her son’s cock was still red from her
earlier oral lovemaking. Even some of her lipstick marks
remained.

He chuckled, clearly still a little self-conscious. Dani
casually trailed a thumb over her thigh, towards the warmth between
her legs. Leaning forward, she tip-toed her fingers across his
bare, hairy leg until she reached his lower belly. She tickled his
cock lightly, loving the way it twitched at her touch. If one thing
was certain, it’s that her son never, ever failed to get aroused by her. That fact was too
erotic and ego-building for words.

There was hunger behind her smile.
She leaned in, gripped the base
of her son’s shaft, and slowly moved up and down. His reaction was
instant, and she kissed the corner of his mouth as his breath grew
heavy.

“I’m feeling generous.” She kissed him
again. “I’ll let you choose one thing you can take off me.”

Her son looked her up and down. “Really? Anything?”

She nodded and held up a finger.
“One
thing. Choose wisely, young
Padawan.”

His eyes trailed down to her pencil skirt,
and she could not have
been less surprised. Letting go of his cock, she leaned back on the
couch and bit the tip of her finger seductively.

Her son’s hands travelled up her pencil skirt, and her hips
moved eagerly as his fingers found the edges of her panties and
pulled down. She felt the soft cloth and gentle elastic run the
length of her legs until her son flicked them off the ends of her
feet. At sight, she looked no different to before. But try and say
that to Jack’s libido which was about to bubble over.

“Um…” he began. “What about the condom?” there was a boyish
hopefulness in his eyes that made Dani want to engulf him in her
arms.

“Mm-mm,” she shook her head.

His eyes widened – a kid in a candy store. “The
pill?”

She nodded, smiling. “Go to town, honey.”

It was like all his Christmases had come
at once. The boy threw
himself on top of his mom, tugging her skirt up and prying her
thighs apart to enter her. The sensation of his naked, toned body
atop her still-clothed form was heavenly for both mother and son.
Dani reached down and clutched two handfuls of her son’s firm butt
as his tip prodded her moist, hungry pussy. When he slipped the
head in, and followed through with the shaft, the mother sighed
with deep physical and emotional satisfaction.

“Welcome home, baby,” she whispered
in his ear, and then let out a
sharp scream as her son suddenly drove himself into her. There was
no slow-going for this boy; he latched onto her shoulders and
fucked her like a beast in heat.

“Slow! Honey, slow dow--oooh!”
she moaned as his jack-hammer thrusts pushed her senses into
overdrive. His grunts in her ear drove her wild, but as they grew
in ferociousness she knew what would come soon. It would have
disappointed her, if she wasn’t having so much fun.

But as expected, it didn’t last much longer.

Her son gave one deep thrust, paired with a hoarse, boyish
moan, and she felt his copious seed unload inside her.

His body fell limp on hers, and his ragged
breaths turned her
maternal love up to eleven.

“Oh, sweetheart…” she wrapped her arm around
his head and stroked his hair lovingly.

“Sorry, Mom…” he said eventually, and she
smiled. Pulling his face up, she kissed him deeply, and
conveyed with all the feeling
in her eyes that she was hungry for more, but that didn’t mean she
hadn’t loved it.

They lay together for a while; his penis
slowly withdrawing until it popped out and Dani felt the flow of cum follow. Before
he could shrink too much, she reached down and lovingly stroked the
length, encouraging the blood to flow back.

“I want more,” she whispered. “You’ll
always be my boy, but show me what a man you’ve become. Here, will
this help?” she shuffled to the side, sat up on the couch, and
removed her sweaty, red tube top, releasing those breasts that Jack
had found delectable since birth. Then she unhooked her skirt from
behind, and soon became as naked as her son. She saw in his red
face that his libido was coming back strong. She took his hands in
hers and lovingly guided them onto her round, eager nipples. As
soon as his strong fingers started massaging, she felt herself grow
hot and wet again. When he bit down on her nipple she shrieked, and
then unconsciously grabbed hold of his skinny hips and guided him
into her again. With both of them still slick from their previous
lovemaking, it took no effort at all for his entire length to slide
into her.

“Shh, shh…” she gently put two firm hands
to his shoulders to ease his thrusting. “Please. For Mommy.”

He nodded and, wrapping his arms around
her neck, began a slow, methodical rhythm that made Dani purr.
“That’s it. Nice and slow for now. Make love to me,
baby…”

It was the right thing to do, since
they were enjoying that
patient, rhythmic sex for a good ten minutes before it was clear he
had to go harder.

Dani wanted nothing more.

With an encouraging slap on the butt, followed by a tight
embrace as she moved her hips at a faster pace, the mother and
son’s sex became faster and harder.

This is good. She thought. “Oh baby, keep going. You
like this, huh? You like having sex with Mommy?”

“So…fucking…much,” he grunted in her
ear.

“Are you going to cum in me again?”

He laughed.

“Do it, honey. Oh god, please cum inside me
again…”

With his cock sliding in and out of her so
wonderfully, and his belly grinding against her clitoris,
Dani knew she was close to
coming herself. One thing that mother and son had in common was
just how important sex-talk was for a good orgasm. She moaned in
his ear, begging her son to fill her with cum again, and was
rewarded with more frantic and urgent fucking. Her pussy was
getting its fill, and if he just held out a little
longer…

“You’re so good, Mom. I love fucking you so
much!”

Between the uncontrollable moans that burst
from her lips, she asked: “Tell me how much, baby.”

“I want to fuck you every day. Fill you up.
Cum in you every day. Make you cum every day.”

“That’s it, Jack, don’t stop!” her moans turned into shrieks
as the sexual pleasure build more and more, threatening to spill
over in an explosive orgasm. “Stay in, stay in!” she begged him.

“I’m cumming, Mom!”

“Not yet, honey, not yet! Ooh
fuck!”
Her son somehow found the
strength and endurance to begin hammering her with the same
ferocious rhythm as before, and kept it up for just how long she
needed. When she screamed, Dani dug her nails into her son’s back,
bucked her hips, bit down on his neck and moaned into his flesh.
Her pussy tightened around her son’s shaft the moment she came, and
felt the flooding of cum at the same time.

Their orgasms were perfectly synced.

Once she finally came down from the
clouds, her head lolled sideways to find her son barely conscious
at her side, his body tucked perfectly against hers.
His lips brushed her dark,
hardened nipple as he slept.

His manhood was still as hard as ever, and
sat comfortably inside her. He felt perfect there; it was where he
belonged.

After all, where better for a boy to rest
his tired cock than the place it had originally come
from?

Dani dozed off eventually as well, entering a realm of blissful
sleep reserved for those blessed with great sex.
But no normal
couple could possibly have sex this good, she thought before sleep had overtaken
her.

When she awoke, she found that her son’s manhood had receded from
her, and could feel his seed slipping out again. Eagerly, she
sampled some, and moaned at the heavenly mix of their flavors. Her
son’s cum had a taste that could only come from a teenager. She was
still sucking her dripping fingers clean when Jack finally
stirred.

“Want some?” she joked. He shook his head
sleepily and nestled himself closer to her. Kissing his forehead,
she whispered that she had to get dinner ready soon.

He moaned. “A little longer,” and when he
pressed his mouth against her nipple, she sighed and could not
possibly say no.


Part 3

 


“And if you’ll follow me into the living room, you’ll
see why this award-winning house has been dubbed The Windsor of
Vermont.” Dani led the throng of potential buyers across the
hardwood floor, stopping under the warm glow of crystal
chandeliers. The monstrous flat screen TV mounted to the wall
displayed scenes from one of David Attenborough’s humpback
documentaries. The woman at her shoulder sighed and drew her
husband into a gentle sideways hug. The other couple with the two
young children immediately rushed across the room to fawn over the
glorious view of the mountains. The quiet gentleman in black
sunglasses who had arrived in an expensive black Bentley merely
nodded at the room. She thought she saw a hint of a smile there,
but couldn’t be sure. If it was, it’s the first one he had ever
made around her. The mysterious Dr. Grisham was loaded, but a
notoriously difficult buyer.

Still, Dani smelled blood.

“Yes, you won’t find better views in this
part of town than right here. Just imagine waking up to the warm
central heating system, a freshly brewed coffee in your hands, as
you watch the white-capped tops of the distant mountains.

“Oh sweetheart, please tell me we can stretch
our budget a little further,” one of the women pleaded.

“It’s so big, Mommy!” the little girl exclaimed, her upturned head
scouring the high ceiling.

“Yeah, but where’s the Xbox?” her brother
chimed in.

The adults laughed. Dani placed a gentle
hand on the boy’s back and bent over to his level. She made sure to
push her rump high into the air, right in the direction of two of
the men. She wanted them to tell from the crease in her black skirt
– or rather, the lack of one – that she wasn’t wearing panties that
day. She also made sure to bend forward far enough to give the
little snot an eyeful of her deep cleavage. She whispered, loud
enough for the others to hear: “You know what, sport? That right
there’s the most advanced flat screen you will see this year. The
owner of this place is a big-wig over at Sony, and this model won’t
be available to the public for another eighteen months. And guess
what? It comes with the house! Can you imagine how cool
Assassin's Creed
Unity would look on a
screen like that?”

The kid had been staring down her shirt
during the whole conversation, but at the mention of his favorite
game, his eyes lit up. He looked at Dani Labelle like she was Mrs.
Claus incarnate.

“Dad. You’re buying this house!” he declared. All the adults, even the petulant
kid’s father, laughed. Well, except for Grisham, who just gave the
kid a look of disgust.

Keep that up, you little
brat, Dani thought as
she straightened up. I’m getting the cut of this sale if it kills
me.

“I hope you’ve saved enough room in your
hearts for the master bedroom. This way, if you please.”

They followed her like puppies with the
promise of playtime.

By the time Dani had walked her customers
through the other four bedrooms – three for children, one of the
maid – she felt more confident than ever that she would make the
sale. She was on fire. She had always been a tremendous salesperson
(hell, that’s how she’d gotten into Clinton’s bed almost twenty
years ago), but this sale would mark her career. She could finally
put all those years of sucking up to (and occasionally sucking off)
Ray Finnegan over at Finnegan Realty behind her. The big boys would
finally take her seriously.

Suddenly, there was the irritating beep of
the intercom downstairs. Excusing herself, she rushed down the
ornate stairs and pressed flashing red button. “Hello?”

“Sorry, I’m late for the showing.”

“Name, please?” she scrolled through her
phone.

“Ted Ruckerberg.”

Her heart skipped. The Ted Ruckerberg? The prodigal programmer who only
last year sold MeetFace to Google for billions?

But still, she hesitated. “Y-You’re not on
the list, I’m afraid.”

“I know. My wife and I just landed from my
wedding in Paris an hour ago, and we had no idea this place was for
sale. I’m very interested.”

Screw it; this is exactly what I need! “Come in!” she replied, perhaps with a
little too much enthusiasm, and pressed for the gate to
open.

She didn’t hear a car pulling up before
the doorbell chimed, ringing the melody to Bizet’s
Toreador
Song. Strange. She
smoothed out her dress, adjusted her bust, and opened the
door.

It was a miracle she didn’t faint at the
wide, ginning face before her.

“Hey, Mom.”

 


~ ~ ~ ~ ~

 


The more Jack resisted, the harder she dug into his
arm.

“Ow! Jesus, let go already!”

She spoke through gritted teeth. “The only
reason I haven’t torn your damn arm off is because I don’t want to
stain my client’s carpet. Now get out of here before I finish you off in the garden.”

“Oh thank God, I’ve been rock-hard all
day.”

She let go of his arm and grabbed his
face.

“Okay, easy, Mom. Don’t do something you’ll
regret.”

“What, like raising a snot-nosed little
fucker hell-bent on screwing my career? What are you doing out of
school?” she demanded.

“I was sent home,” he replied between her
fingers.

“What for?”

“Watching porn in class.”

Mom pulled a face, but relaxed her grip.
“Christ, Jack, when will you learn? You’re going to have to face
that teacher tomorrow for that.”

“Oh. Then, I’ve got good news. I was
suspended.”

Her eyes went wide like boiled eggs. It
was all she could do not to palm him twelve times across the
face. Of
course.
Wasn’t this, like,
the third time he’d done this?

“Six months. You’ve got six
freaking
months left of school, and
you’re pissing it away.” She released his face and put her hand to
her forehead, shaking her head. Her son rubbed his cheeks where his
mother had almost dug half-inch-deep canals.

“Technically, it was the jerking off in the
principal’s office that got me suspended.”

Dani’s feet began working without her conscious thought. They
took her halfway up the staircase, and her ears blocked off her
son’s calls.

When she realized he was following her,
she rounded on him. “Get out,
Jack William Labelle. If you’re not out of my workplace by the
count of five, I’m calling security.”

“You wouldn’t.”

“You have no idea, kid.”

“No, I mean you wouldn’t, because then it
will get back to the home owners, and you’ll have to explain to
them and your boss why you let an unlisted teenager into your
client’s home.”

Why the fuck isn’t he this
shrewd in school? Why does it he only use his brains to torment
me?

“One.”

“Come on, Mom. You’re bluffing.”

“Two.”

“Don’t be this way. Just hear me out. There’s
a reason I’m here.”

“Three.”

“I know I’ve only got six months left. I
don’t have a clue what I’m doing next year.”

“FOUR.”

“And I was thinking that maybe I could start
learning your craft. You know… sales stuff.”

“FI— Wait, what?”

His eyes fell to the ground, suddenly
looking very bashful. “You know college isn’t for me, not that I’d have a hope in
hell of getting in anyway. But nobody can’t do jack shit without a
degree today. Like, you need an Associates’ just to flip burgers;
that’s what Eddie Copeland told me. That is, unless, you know
someone in a business.”

She narrowed her eyes at him.

“And you’ve always been a demon at sales
and stuff. Hell, you can talk your way in or out of just about
anything. Remember that time you convinced the director Chris
Columbus that I was a leukemia patient, just so he’d take us out
onto the set of Harry Potter? You didn’t even shave my head, and he
bought it!”

Goddammit, he
is shrewd.

“Well, I was thinking of taking after you.
You know; learn to master sales. So, like, I was thinking… if you
would just let me observe you for the rest of the day, and feed off
your art, I could at least get a feel for how to perform in your
line of work.” He was looking down and shuffling his feet, like a
kid trying to convince his mother to raise his weekly allowance
money. He had used that look plenty of time over the years. The
first time, it had ended with her letting him fuck her up the
ass.

“You sure know how to put on a show, kid,”
she said, and not without sympathy. “That’s just what a good
salesperson needs. Come on. But stay out of my way and don’t
even think of talking
to the customers.”

He flashed the most perfect grin. “I’ll be
good. Always am.”

 


~ ~ ~ ~ ~

 


Dani introduced Jack to her customers as a student on work
experience, and true to his word, he had positioned himself well
into the background; saying nothing and doing nothing.

“So, that concludes our tour of this
award-winning property. Now, I have three more groups of
prospective buyers coming in this week, so if you’re thoroughly in
love with this house, please do not hesitate to give me a call. And
if you’re not, I’ll put you down for a more personal tour this Friday.” She said this with a
wink, and the adults gave a chuckle. She wore charm like a pair of
sunglasses. Now, as you are my last group for this afternoon and
the owners will not be back for another hour, please feel free to
look around at your own leisure.” One of the couples decided to
take an early leave, but the family and the stoic doctor remained.
“Of course, please let me know if you have any
questions.”

She felt good about this one. Damn good.
She could almost hear her cut of the sale being stuffing her bank
account like an expensive Russian whore.

The visitors dispersed. She was approached by
her son. “So, kiddo; any questions about the trade?”

“Actually, there was something you said about
the kids’ bedroom that I didn’t really understand.”

“Oh?”

“I’ll show you. It was about the
insulation.” He trotted upstairs, not waiting for her
response. Better make it quick, she thought. Last thing I want is one of those little brats
breaking or stealing something while I’m out of sight.

Jack made his way across the large, well-decorated kids’ room
(it was larger than her own bedroom, and had more expensive toys
and video game systems than any kid deserved), and by the bed, near
the overhead door leading into the attic.

“What did you want to know?” she asked,
approaching him.

“Let’s fuck,” he said, without skipping a
beat.

She was stunned for a moment. “Yeah, funny.
Now, what did you want?”

He put an arm around his mother’s waist.
“Come on, let’s do it. Now. While they’re not around.” He pulled
her towards him. Her large bust, compressed against the tight black
shirt beneath the red company blazer, squished against his chest.
Her heart beat against his stiff nipple showing through his thin
white school shirt. Her son pressed his mouth against her neck,
sucking on the delicate white skin.

She pushed him away. “You’re out of your
mind. They could walk in at any second. And I’m not risking my livelihood just
because you’ve got a
boner.” She pulled away from him, but he held onto her
arm.

“Come on, Mom. I didn’t have a chance to
cum in the Principal’s office, and now I’m hard as a rock.” He
placed his hand between her legs. “I know you’re not wearing
panties today.”

Dani felt the blood rush to her face. What was more infuriating
than her son’s behavior was the fact that she could feel herself
getting wet under his touch.

His cold, blue eyes bore into hers. The
curve in his lips promised a dirty little adventure. She couldn’t
believe that he was so rearing to go, right in such an expensive
house with so many people around. She pictured that happy, wealthy
family with their spoilt kids just downstairs, and how easy it
would be for them to just walk upstairs and find them fucking in
this very room.

Fuck. Her wetness was trickling down her legs.
This is my job
we’re talking about here!

She was about to tell him
no
for the final time, when he
reached down and unzipped his school pants. With no effort
whatsoever – likely due to the fact that he had gone commando that
day – he pulled out his hardened cock. It glistened with juicy
pre-cum, begging for love. She had always adored the look of her
son’s cock head. It was like a wet, shining piece of candy that you
simply had to put in your mouth the moment you laid eyes on
it.

Dani sighed. She looked over her shoulder. The door was wide
open.

“How fast can you be?”

“Five minutes. Promise.”

She scoffed. “I don’t know whether to feel
grateful or insulted.”

Her son shrugged. “I just want you to feel my
cock inside you.”

She rushed over and closed the bedroom door.
She tugged off her red blazer and folded it gently on the
child-sized bed. Hiking her black skirt up and leaning forward
against the wall, she spread her wet lips for her son. “Come on.
It’s now or never.”

The lusty mother had been expecting her son
to push his cock into her straight away, but instead, he knelt
behind her, spread her lips himself, and pressed his mouth against
her. He stretched his tongue inside, penetrating deep.

“No!” she gasped. “Jack, you’re wasting
time! Just hurry up and fuck me!”

“What did you say?” he asked.

“I said, hurry up and fuck me!”

“You want your own son to fuck you, right
here, right now?” Oh God, he was infuriating.

“I’m this close to pulling my skirt down and walking out of here, buster.
Last chance. Hurry up and fuck your mother.”

He chuckled. The first thrust of his thick
member inside of her was heavenly. “Oooh, good boy!” she cooed,
quietly. “Fuck your Mommy nice and hard.”

And for once, he obeyed her. She relished
the slick, wet slaps of their sexes coming together. She lifted her
black shirt and drew his hands over her full, tingling breasts.
From the angle, he wasn’t penetrating deep enough to hit her
cervix, but she was getting some wonderful friction against her
g-spot. There was no way she would cum in five minutes, so she made
a note to herself to corner him later at home so he could finish
her off. She pictured his fat cock head parting her walls,
anticipating being filled with his delicious seed.

“Oh shit…”

“Oh fuck yes, you feel so good, Mom.”

“No honey, I just realized,” she whispered
through panting breaths, “Where are you going to cum?”

“Where do you think?”

“No. I can’t walk out there with cum dripping out of
me.”

“Your fault for not wearing panties.”

She jabbed an elbow behind her and heard her
son cry out. “You’re going to cum in my mouth, understood?”

“Fine! Jesus; you almost winded me.”

“Oh stop being such a wuss. Now hurry up.
Your time’s almost up.”

He picked up the pace again, soon thrusting
harder than before. When he pulled her hair back, she moaned
against the wall, “Oh God fucking shit this is so good…”

Her boy laughed between ragged breaths. “You
like being fucked by your little boy, huh? You’re such a dirty
Mommy.”

“Yes I am, sweetheart. I’m so fucking bad.
I’m such a bad, filthy Mommy.” She turned her head around and
opened her mouth. Her son instinctively pushed his lips against
hers, kissing deeply. Her tongue explored his mouth. When his
tongue extended into her mouth, she wrapped her lips around it and
sucked it. It was a taste she was all-too familiar with, and one
that she never grew tired of.

But Jack soon pulled away. “I’m… I’m gonna
cum…”

“Okay, honey.” She let him go with a final
kiss and moved her body away from his. Her thighs were drenched.
Kneeling down in front of him, she opened her mouth wide.
God, this is just
like in a porno. She
thought. But
better safe than sorry!

She looked up at her son masturbating
furiously. His shaft was lathered with her lubrication, making his
tugs smooth and wet. The smell of his hot, dripping sex right above
her nose made her wetter than ever. She didn’t often take her son’s
cum directly in her mouth; her pussy was always much hungrier for
it. Saliva flooded her mouth, anticipating the gush of healthy,
young cream.

“Look at me, honey,” she whispered, locking
eyes with him. She stretched her mouth open in a wide smile, her
tongue hanging out like an excited puppy. She resisted the urge to
put her hand under her skirt and rub herself; best to make as
little mess as possible. She did, however, wrap her fingers around
her exposed breasts, kneading the soft flesh and pinching the
nipples.

“Oh Mom, tell me you want it.”

“I want it so bad, baby. Mm, come on; give
your Mommy a nice, big feed.” She squeezed her tits together and
licked her lips seductively.

Jack laughed and shook his head with disbelief; his face going
bright red. “I don’t know what I did to deserve a mother like
you.”

“Well you better make the most of it. Come
on, Mommy wants your sperm in her mouth.”

“Say it again.”

“Mommy wants your thick, hot load in her mouth.”

“Once more…”

“Hurry up and shoot your
delicious, creamy,
cum into my mouth so I
can swallow every last drop!”

That got him. Jack’s eyes screwed shut as
his tugging became a flurry. Dani’s heart fluttered, not just in
anticipation but with the knowledge that she had to return to her
customers. It felt like only a few minutes had passed, but when it
came to sex with her children, an hour could go by in an
instant.

Jack pressed his hand against her cheek, holding her in place.
She opened wider.

He grunted in that silly, boyish way that
she loved, and instantly felt her mouth fill with his seed. That
familiar, tangy flavor set her taste buds on fire. It flowed over
and around her tongue, coating her teeth and threatening to drip
down her throat. Closing her lips, she swallowed, only to feel a
shot hit her on the nose. She opened her mouth again and let the
last three shots enter her mouth, and she swallowed
again.

Jack breathed hard. He opened his eyes and laughed at the spurt
of cum on her nose.

“Think this is funny, kid?” she said,
smiling. “I should make you lick it off me.”

He ran his fingers over her face,
collecting the small glob of semen, and gently guided it into her
mouth. She wrapped her lips around his fingers and gave a little
moan. She savored that final taste.

It wasn’t until she stood up, readjusted her
shirt – hiding her breasts again – and slipped on the red blazer
when she saw the young boy at the door. The son of the wealthy
family.

“Oh!” she gave a yell, and the boy
flinched. Jack suddenly noticed him too and froze.

Dani’s heartbeat pounded in her ears. The whole world seemed to
grow still. She looked at the kid. He looked at her.

The ever-professional saleswoman took a
step forward. “Hey, sport…”

And he was off, racing downstairs,
screaming “Dad! Daaad!”

A lump rose in Dani’s throat. And then she
heard the sound of something shattering, and a child’s
wailing.

“Oh God help me…” she moaned, and ran out of
the room.

The entrance hall was a disaster. There were
pieces of expensive pottery littering the imported Burmese rug that
decorated the front hallway. Even worse were the thick drops of
blood that had splattered onto the rug. The boy was on his butt,
screaming as his frantic mother tried to wipe the blood away from
his face. His father was pale. His sister hid behind her father’s
leg, clutching his jeans.

They’re gonna sue. God help me,
they’re gonna sue! Her
heart was so far up her throat she couldn’t breathe. Her life was
flashing before her eyes.

“It’s alright, baby, it’s alright,” the
kid’s mother reassured him in an unconvincing tone.

“Bu-bu-bu…!” he babbled, and then let out
another pitiful wail. She heard hurried footsteps behind her, and
thought fearfully that her son had come down. But instead, Dr.
Grisham pushed past her and approached the hysterical child.
Kneeling down, he held a thick cloth up against the boy’s head.
“Shh, shh, shh,” he consoled him, and the mother slowly let go. If
Dani’s life wasn’t in jeopardy, she would have been amazed that
this stoic, wordless man who had looked at the kid with disgust
before was now so expertly consoling him. The boy calmed to a
whimper. When Dr. Grisham removed the cloth from his forehead and
inspected the cut, he said, “It’s not as bad as it seems. Foreheads
are prone to excessive blood loss when cut, but I think this little
guy may just need a couple of stitches.”

The boy whimpered at the word
“stitches”.

His father said, “Corey, what on earth got
into you? You came running down like a crazy person, hurt yourself,
and broke one of the people’s nice vases. What was going
on?”

The boy looked at Dani and a cold shiver
went up her spine when he pointed at her. “She… she… she and that
guy were… his peepee was touching her face!”

The father’s face was etched in confusion,
and he looked at Dr. Grisham. The mother looked at
Dani. She was just as
bewildered as her husband. “What is he saying?”

Dani had no idea what she was about to utter the moment she
opened her mouth. And luckily, she would never have to
know.

“I’m afraid I’ve been witness to two
injuries this afternoon,” Dr. Grisham said, tutting. “The young man
upstairs; his finger was caught in a door as the wind blew it shut.
Ms. Labelle was first to the scene, and was kneeling down to
inspect it. It looked like she had some training in first aid, and
so I merely observed, waiting to see if I could be of any
assistance. You know, us medical folk can’t hog all the glory when
an accident happens.” He winked at the boy’s parents. “And then,
this little one comes rushing into the room. I think you wanted to
see that lovely bedroom one final time, didn’t you, young
man?”

He boy nodded, sniffling.

“Yes. And I’m afraid that in your
excitement, you saw something that looked very odd indeed. But rest
assured, the boy upstairs will be fine. Ms. Labelle took very good
care of his finger.” Even with glasses on, his smile was so gentle
and paternal that it almost made Dani believe the story
herself.

Anger flittered across the boy’s father’s
face, and for a moment Dani feared that he saw through the
lie.

“Christ almighty, I’m so sick of Corey’s
stupid lies.”

“Dear, please–” his wife began.

“No! Goddammit, Linda, every day he comes
up with some other horseshit we have to listen to. Remember that
night he said he saw you playing leapfrog with the dog?”

“Brian. Not here,” her whisper was
deadly.

“We’re terribly sorry,” Corey’s father
said, turning to Dani.

Corey’s mother echoed him, holding her son
close. “Yes, please let us make up for it.” She looked up at her
husband. “Brian?” she motioned her head towards Dani.

The boy’s father looked puzzled. When her
expression became more insistent, something clicked. “Oh, right!”
he pulled away from his quivering daughter, reached into his pocket
and drew out a checkbook. “Let’s see now… rug… vase…” he looked at
the two casualties, weighing them up. “Look, I don’t know the first
thing about rugs, but I know that vase wasn’t cheap. Hell, I’ll
double it. That should cover the rug.”

“Wh-what?”

Brian tore the slip of paper from the
book. “Please tell the owners we’re terribly sorry.” His brow was
deeply creased as he handed over the check. For fourteen thousand
dollars. “Just let us know if this doesn’t cover it.”

Dr. Grisham stood up on stiff legs and
handed the bloody cloth to the boy’s mother Linda. “Just keep the
wound compressed until you can get him to a physician. Any one in
this area should be able to fix him up; no need to go to
emergency.” The woman nodded and thanked him.

Soon, Brian and his wife were walking out
of the door, with their son and daughter firmly in tow. When the
boy started sputtering something, his father snapped, “You open
your lying mouth one more time and I’ll tell them to give
you twenty stitches!” That shut him up.

“Children can be so demanding,” Grisham
said beside her after they had left.

“Oh… yes. Yes, they can,” she said. “I do hope the boy will be
alright.” She looked at the fresh bloodstain on the rug and tasted
the lie in her mouth. Nosey little turd.

“I’m not talking about that boy.” The
doctor lowered his shades and gave her a deep, knowing look. Then
he broke into a smile. It was the first genuine smile she had seen
from him. “I’ve had far too many close calls with my own daughter
than I care to count. There was this one evening, during a medical
conference…” He sighed. “Never mind. At the end of the day, all we
want is for our children to be happy, right?”

Dani looked at him, mouth agape. She scrambled for words.
“I…wh….but…”

“Thank you for the tour, Ms. Labelle. I
will be in touch once I have come to a decision about the house.”
The gentleman named Dr. Grisham stepped out of the large, oak doors
and whistled as he entered his black Bentley. He gave her a
friendly salute through the window, and then drove away. Dani was
left with the haunting silence, and with the knowledge that she had
just come a hair’s breadth to losing everything. Then she
remembered the check in her hand.

She looked down on the slip of paper, her
mind struggling to process everything that had happened since her
son ejaculated in her mouth. She was very slowly allowing herself
to feel relief – relief that she might just get away with fucking
her son in front of a customer’s child.

“What happened?” Jack asked, finally coming
down the stairs. “Jesus…” he gasped, when she suspected he saw the
mess of shattered porcelain and blood.

Dani turned to him. “I think we just had our butts
saved.”

 



Part 4

 


After the near-disaster that was her last showing,
Dani took the day off work. It’s not that she didn’t need the
money; she and Jack were barely scraping by as it was. But almost
getting caught fucking your own son in a client’s house had been
stupid and reckless beyond belief – so much so that on the chance
that someone called in to complain today, she couldn’t bear to be
present to hear it. The Labelle woman liked to think she always had
the upper hand when it came to her relationship with her son – both
sexual and otherwise – but their tryst had shown that maybe she
didn’t have much power after all. He was, after all, a man now,
even if he didn’t always act like one.

Hell, he
never acted like one.

But he had a
man’s good looks, and a man’s charm. If he wasn’t head-over-heels
in lust with his own mother, he could be getting his young dick wet
anywhere he wanted.

Does that make me
a lucky
woman?

Yeah, if being roped into having sex at
work and being caught by a kid is lucky, this was a messed-up
world.

Dani Labelle lowered herself further into the tub and sighed as
the warm bubbles crept up her chest. She was putting away the
fourth glass of red wine and was beginning to feel the effects. The
knots in her muscles were slowly beginning to unknot, and warmth
was spreading through her insides that had nothing to do with the
bathwater. To still her anxious heart, she decided to drain the
glass and simply put the whole ordeal out of her mind. Not just the
showing, but her financial troubles, the fact that her son was on a
one-way ride to nowhere as far as his education and prospects went;
she pushed it all out of her mind and sunk further into the
water.

The world was not so kind.

Her phone beeped, and she reached over the
lip of the bath with an uncoordinated movement and nearly dropped
it in the tub.

It was Tom, her workmate.
Miss Catty. Sassy McSmartass.
The Bitch of the West Side.

Sorry 2 bother u hun
(not relly!) Boss
wants 2 see u 1st thing 2morro. sum1s in trouble!!

She resisted the urge to crush the phone
in her hand. Fuck you, Tom, you cocksucking little….”Argh!” she threw a fist into the bubbles,
sending water all over the floor, and immediately regretted her
childish outburst. But wasn’t she entitled to a little tantrum
after all she went through yesterday?

Not really. It’s your fault this
happened.

Oh, so Jack’s completely innocent in all
this?

Jack’s a kid, whether you admit it or
not. You’re supposed to be the responsible one.

“Shut up!” she screamed at no one in particular, and had to stop
herself from slamming her fist into the water again. Resting her
head in her hand, she took three deep breaths and willed her nerves
to ease up.

And then her phone rang.

“Fuck!” the noise made her heart jump.

“What?”

“Miss Labelle? I’m sorry, have you caught
you at a bad time?”

“Who is this?” she asked
none-too-politely.

“This is Paul Grisham. I was at the inspection for the
Petersham Road house yesterday afternoon. Where that boy had the
unfortunate spill with the vase?”

“Oh…” she recomposed herself. “I-I’m sorry,
Dr. Grisham. I was just…
I didn’t…”

“Shall I call back?”

“No. I’m sorry; it’s just that I’m in the bath.”
Why does he need to
know that?

“No need to apologize. And please, call me
Paul. I’m sorry that I
missed you at work today. I’m just calling to let you know that I
got in touch with your office this morning and spoke to your boss
directly.”

Her heart seized. So he told them after
all. Her life flashed
before her eyes.

“I told him that I have decided to
purchase The
Windsor of Vermont. It’s
too wonderful a property to pass up, and the sale was spearheaded
by one of the most impressive saleswomen I’ve ever had the pleasure
of meeting. I made sure to mention all of this to your
boss.”

Dani couldn’t speak. Her mind was flimsy and struggling to
absorb what she had been told.

“I…uh…”

Grisham chuckled. “I can tell that I’ve
surprised you. Or perhaps you were lying and I have caught you at a bad time. Are you sharing a bath
with your charming son?”

“No. I’m alone.”

“Ah. Well, in any case, I won’t take up any more of your
time. I thought I’d give you the good news directly, and thank you
once again for alerting me to such an astounding property. I’ll bid
you a good day.”

“Wait!”

“Is there something else, Ms.
Labelle?”

The question was drilling into her brain. She struggled to
form the words. “You haven’t… you didn’t tell anyone at my work,
did you?”

His chuckle was that of an older,
wiser man. “My dear Ms Labelle.
One does not do such a thing to one of their own. We look out for
each other.”

“Is that why you took the property? To look
after my son and me?” There was a moment of silence. She went on.
“Because if you did, you have no idea how much this has helped us.”
She felt tears burning her eyes. “I…I’ve been at my wits end trying
to figure out what I’m going to do next year when Jack graduates. I
never tell him, but most of the time we’re living paycheck to
paycheck. I’ve been doing the best that I can, but not even
this—”

“Can you do one thing for me, Ms.
Labelle?”

She realized she had been rambling.
“I’m sorry. Yes, of course.
Anything, Dr. Grisham.”

“Paul, please.”

“Sorry – Paul.”

“Give your son the thanks he deserves. He did, after all, help
you close the sale.”

He said goodbye, and then
hung up.

Dani floated there, her heart thrumming under the water. She
didn’t know how long she stared off into space, replaying the
conversation in her head and thinking about how different her next
day of work would be. She was finally snapped out of her reverie by
the front door being thrown open and her son’s voice calling her
name.

“Mom! Where are you? I’ve got some good news and some bad
news.”

His footsteps echoed through the house. She heard him stop for a
moment to get a drink from the fridge before resuming his search.
Thinking about what Dr. Grisham had said, Dani eased herself out of
the bathtub and padded softly across the tiled floor, leaving a
mess of bathwater and bubbles in her wake. By the time her son
reached her bedroom, she had hidden herself by the entrance of the
en suite.

“The fuck is she? Mom? Are you in the—”

As soon as he appeared, Dani threw her wet, naked self on him and
devoured him with a kiss. Shocked and surprised, not just by the
kiss, but the fact that she was completely naked and soaked, he
mumbled and tried to pull away.

He only had fleeting success. “Mom, what
are you—” and she was on him again, silencing him with her mouth
and pushing him out of the bathroom towards her bed. She could feel
his stiff eagerness through his tennis shorts, and his struggles
were losing their strength. He soon gave in and returned her love
hungrily.

Without a word, Dani pushed her son onto the bed and straddled
him. Her fingers worked to unfasten his belt as he laughed at her
behavior.

“Not that I’m complaining, but what’s
gotten you all hot and horny?”

“Shh!” she silenced him, albeit with a smile. “Do you want
this, or not?”

He kept his mouth shut and nodded.

Once she had pulled his boxers
off, Dani wasted no time and
positioned herself above him. “Ready, baby?” Holding his erection
under her, she lowered herself until the head of his cock parted
her lips and both mother and son sighed with pleasure. She was so
wet – which had nothing to do with the bath – and her son’s hard
and ready manhood entered smoothly.

“Oh god… you haven’t been on top like this in ages!”

Dani moaned, biting her lip as she grinded herself against Jack.
“You deserve it, sweetie. You’re such a good boy.” She squealed as
Jack’s gland went in deeper, and then she pulled his hands onto her
still-soapy breasts.

The strength in her son’s fingers
as he squeezed her supple tits
sent waves of pleasure coursing through her chest and body. It
pushed her to grind harder; to feel his young cock deeper inside.
She willed his penis to build lots of pressure as shoot as much of
his warm, filling cream as possible. Her lovemaking was rapid and
eager; her sweat mixing with the soapy water that coated her skin
until it all ran down her body and onto her son’s shirt. She wanted
nothing more than for the two of them to make a great, happy mess
on the bed together.

The pleasure built for both of them until
the head of the bed slamming against the wall with each of her
eager movements. Her son’s own hips bucked in unison
with her, making her
squeal like a young girl whenever the head of his cock pushed
against her cervix.

“Harder, Jack!” she commanded him hoarsely. “Fuck your
mother harder!”

Their synchronized moans
built to a window-shattering
peak, and Dani felt a mind-blowing orgasm coming on. She didn’t so
much fuck as completely ravish her son as she pushed her pleasure forward. He might have
yelled out for her to slow down at one point, but slowing down was
the last thing on her mind. She wanted to cum. Hard.

Thank God for thick walls, or else the
neighbors would have called the cops for a potential murder. Dani’s screams were that of
a mad beast-woman; her orgasm was so incredible that she couldn’t
tell where her body ended and her son’s began. All that existed was
the hot white explosion of pleasure, and when that began to
subside, her awareness of her own hot, sweaty form returned to her.
And then she fell limp onto the mattress.

After a while, her panting son next to her asked: “So…care…
to explain…what I did…to deserve… that?”

After catching her breath,
Dani recounted the conversation
with Dr. Grisham, and her son’s eyes lit up with amazement. “Holy
shit, that’s awesome!” He pulled his mother close and gave her a
long kiss on the neck. “You rock at sales, Mom.”

“Thanks, honey. But if I’m to be completely
honest, I don’t think that’s all it was.” She explained what Dr.
Grisham had said, and how him buying the house was, at least in part, to do with
looking after a fellow incest family. “He did, after all,
save our asses in front of those couples. And he mentioned
something about his daughter… Hey, wipe that smirk off your
face!”

Her son burst out laughing. “I can’t help
it! The fact that I convinced you to fuck me in that house
actually helped you get a
sale!” He pumped both his fists in the air. “I’m the
man! This is all
thanks to me!”

She grabbed his wet, flaccid cock and
squeezed, causing her son to yelp. “I wouldn’t go that far,
buster. I still did a
damn good job selling that house, and anything you did just greased the wheel a bit.”

God dammit, he still has that
smirk! “Maybe. But the
important thing is I played a part.
So this money’s mine. At least, a part of it is.”

She narrowed her eyes at him. “Oh, is that
a fact?” She climbed on top of him. “You think that convincing me to have sex with my
own son, in the same house as potential buyers, entitles you to
some of my cut?”

“Mom? What are you doing?”
he asked, watching her straddle
his crotch again with a look of pure wickedness in her
eyes.

“Do you think I’m going to give up any of my hard-earned money
to some horny little fucker who would jeopardize his own mother’s
career just to drain his balls?”

Taking hold of his dick, she held it
against her juicy sex, ready to push his shaft back inside.

“No, mom, stop! Too soon, too
soon!”

“Tough shit, little man.” She forced his cock into her, and then held nothing back as she fucked
him to oblivion. She listened with absolute pleasure as her son
howled and moaned at being ridden so roughly and so soon after
cumming. No doubt this was too much for his silly young cock to
handle, but she would make her point, even if it brought him to
tears.

It didn’t, but it was close.

His hoarse scream as he came again sent
shivers up her spine, and her own orgasm came fast and
furious.

Dani spent the next half hour stroking her son’s hair, teasing
him for taking her sex like a wimp. It felt amazing to be in
control again. Hell, it turned her on more than anything! She
promised herself that things would be different now; that she would
give her son everything – body and all – but only on
her
terms. He would be her bitch.
And their relationship would be more incredible than ever for
it.

She suspected that a part of
Jack understood this as well,
because when she remembered that he supposedly had some good and
bad news to share, he actually sounded a little anxious to tell
her.

“It’s okay, baby,” she cooed, stroking his balls lovingly but with
enough pressure to let him know just who’s ass was at stake here.
“Tell Mommy what happened.”

“Uh…” he hesitated a little longer. “I made the tennis
team.”

“That’s nice. Now the bad news?”
Her pressure around his
testicles increased ever-so-slightly.

He swallowed. “Didn’t do so well on
that geography paper.
Ow!
Okay, Mom I get it!”

“How bad?” she said, her voice like
snapping shards of ice. He tried to pry her hands
away from his nether regions,
but as always, her strength surprised him.

“Mom, quit it.”

“I’m waiting.”

“Alright, fine! An F. I got an
F!”

She loosened her grip a little. “An F?”

“Yes,” he said, sounding an awful lot like
a con artist admitting his crimes. “I’m sorry. I know I should have
tried harder.”

“What does F stand for, Jack?”

The question had obviously caught him
off-guard? “Huh?”

“What does F stand
for?” Her eyes bore into
his. She was completely naked and yet showed no vulnerability. Her
son wouldn’t have been very surprised if she sprouted black wings
and a forked tail.

“F-f-fail?” he uttered.

Her head moved slowly from side to
side. Her smile was
deadly.

“Fucked.”
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Reuniting with Mom
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Marcus has just made contact with his biological
mother. He has so many questions to ask her, and plenty of mixed
feelings as well. Rochelle is successful, strong, smart, and
beautiful woman. So why did she abandon him all those years ago?
And how can she make up for it now? Marcus knows one way, and it
doesn’t take him long to learn that his rich, beautiful, successful
mother has the same idea. He’s ready to break some taboos with some
special mother-son bonding time, and the desire is very much
mutual.
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My Son’s Special Appointment
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Jacob is finally becoming a man, and his mother Ana
couldn’t be more excited. But in the town of White Hills, there is
an important rite of passage all young men must go through before
mothers can take full advantage of their manhood. Boys must see the
famous Dr. Saville, who will determine if they are a ‘stud’ or a
‘dud’. Will Jacob pass all of Dr. Saville’s tests? Or will the
tests quash Ana’s hopes and dreams of having a stallion for a
son?
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