
Notefrom Klrxo:

Mostpeoplehaveheardthephrase“sexualpeak.”Itreferstoatimeinyourlifewhenyouare

mostcapableofwantingfrequentsexthatishighinquality.Accordingtoresearch,menand

womenhavesexualpeaksatdifferentphasesoflife.Womenreachtheirsexualpeakintheir

late30s,whereasmenpeakintheirlateteens.Thesefactssetthestageformother-son

passion,sinceonaverage,mostwomenhavetheirfirstchildataround20.Ifthischildismale,

thismeanthatthemotherandsonwillbereachingtheirsexualpeaksatthesametime,living

underthesameroof.Letthenaughtyadventurebegin.

Sexualpeakingalsoincludesyourbodybeinginthemostperfectphysicalstateformind-

blowingintercourse.Accordingtoresearch,aguy’stesticlesintheirlateteensareproducingthe

mostsex-revvingtestosteronetheyeverwill.Hiserectionsarerock-hard,andtherefractory

periodisquick,allowingthem togiveamotherhoursofbody-tremblingsex.Inshort,boysin

theirlateteenscanperform inwaysmentheirfathersagearephysicallyincapableof.

Mothersalsoareinprimephysicalconditionforsexintheirlate30s.Theirbreastsarefulland

theirspreadsarewidefrom passingchildren.Experiencehasalsogiventhem strongpelvic

floorsandwell-pronouncedrugaealongtheirvaginalwalls,givingtheirsonsthetypeofpleasure

theywouldneverreceivewithgirlstheirownage.

Thissexualpeakingiswhatmakesmother-sonpassionsowonderfullyexciting.Theyaretwo

forcesofnaturecomingtogetheratthatmostquintessentialtime.Theperfectstorm.Itisthe

drivingforcebehindallmystoriesofthepastandthosetocome.Ihopeyouenjoyreadingthem

asmuchasIdowritingthem.
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TheMasquerade

ByKlrxo

Jasonhadneverbeentoamasqueradeballbefore,sohewasprettyintriguedwhenhegotthe

inviteinthemail.Itcameinafancyenvelopewithaold-fashionedwaxseal.Eventheinvitation

itselfhadaelegantlooktoit.Theonlythinghewasn'tsureaboutwaswhosentit.

“So,whodoYOUthinksentit?”hisprettybrunettemom asked,sittingacrossfrom him atthe

dinnertable.

“Ihavenoidea.I’m notevensureifIshouldgo.”

“Youhavetogo,”hismom urgedhim.“Ifanything,justtosatisfyyourcuriosity.Besides,itatthe

oldBridgewaterMansiononthehill.I’veheardthatplaceismagnificent.”

“Couldtheinvitationbefrom anoldgirlfriendwhowantsyoubackmaybe?”Jason’sdad

suggested.

“IdoubtanyofthegirlsI'vedatedwouldbegoingtoamasqueradeball.Akegparty,yes,”Jason

said,makinghisparentslaugh.

“WellnowI’m jealous,”hismom Shellysaid.“Masqueradeballshavealwaysintriguedme.

There’ssuchanelementofmysteryandromancesurroundingthem.”

“Webetterchangethesubjectbeforeyourmotherstartsgeekingoutonthis,”dadsaid.

“Oh,theysellthecoolestmasksonEtsyforthesethings.Ifyou'reseriousaboutgoing,we

shouldreallyorderyouone,”Shellysaid.

Jason'sdadsmiledoverathim.“SeewhatImean?”

“Well,he'sgottahaveamask,”hiswifesaid.“Hecan'tjustcuttwoholesitasockandtieit

aroundhishead,heneedssomethingelegant,”shesaid,thenhereyesgotbig.“Andmysterious.”

Jasonwasamusedbyhowhismotherseemedwaymoreexcitedaboutitthanhewas.“I'lllet

youknowifIdecidetogo,”theteensaid.

Afewdayswentbywithoutanotherwordabouttheupcomingevent.Jasongothomefrom the

gym tohearhismom greethim.“Jason,isthatyou?”Shellycalledfrom thekitchen.

“Yeah,justme,mom.”



Shesteppedfrom thekitchenwithanenvelopeinherhand.“Somethingcameforyoutoday,”

shesaidhandingitovertohim.

“What’sthis?”

“Well,you'dhavetoopenittofindthatout,silly.”

Jasontoreopentheenvelope.

“Um,carefulthough…itcouldbefragile,”Shellysaid,makingitobviousthatsheknewexactly

whatitwas.

Jasonpulledabeautifullyornatepurplemaskfrom theenvelope.“Wow,’hemuttered,lookingit

over.

“Doyoulikeit?”

“Yes,it'sgreat,Ijust…”

“What?YouDON'Tlikeit?”Shellyasked,soundingdisappointed.

“No,Ido,mom,it'sjustthat…well,tobehonest,IdecidedI'm notgoingtothatmasquerade.”

“Jason,youhavetogo.It'llbeacoolexperience.Imean,howmanytimesinaperson'slifedo

thegetinvitedtoamasqueradeball?”Shellytoldhim.

“Yeah,butwhatIfIdon'tknowanyonethere?Itwouldjustbeawkward.”

“Well,honey,firstofall,that'skindofthemystiqueaboutgoingtosomethinglikethis.

Everyone'swearingmasks,sotheycanremainanonymousandmakenewfriends.Evenso

though,someonewhoknowsyousentyouthisinvite,soyouknowthey'llbeatleastoneperson

therethatyouknow,”hismom pointedout.

“AndwhatifthatonepersonissomeoneIcan'tstand?”

“Well,it'syourdecision,butIreallythinkyoushoulddoit.”

“Well,youboughtmeacoolmask,sonowI'dfeelguiltyifIdidn'tgo.”

Shelookedupathim innocently,battinghereyelashes.“Iknow.Youdon'twannahurtmy

feelings,doyou?”sheteased.

“Iwouldnever,”Jasonsaid.

Thenightoftheballfinallycame.Jasonhadgonebackandforthonattendingallweek,buthis

curiosityfinallygotthebetterofhim andhedecidedtocheckitout.Besides,beforehismom

lefttomeethisfatherfordinner,she'dplacedanewbluedress-shirtshe'dboughtforhim onhis

bed,alongwithablacktieandtandress-pants.Withalltheworkshe’dgonetohelpinghim

prepare,andthefactthatattendingamasqueradewasalwayssomethingSHEwantedtodo,

he'dfeelhorriblyguiltyifhedidn'tatleastgiveitachance.

TheBridgewaterMansionsatonahilloverlookingtown.Jasonhadpasseditamilliontimes

goingbackandforthtoschool,butneverthoughthe'dbeinvitedtoaneventthere.Whenhe



pulledup,avaletinafancyblackmaskandtuxtookhiskeys.

“Thankyou,sir.Enjoytheball,”thevaletsaid.

“Thanks,”Jasonsaid,slippingonhispurplemaskandmakinghiswayinside.

TheMansionhadalotofold-worldarchitecture,makingittheperfectplaceforsuchanevent.

Themainhallwasfullofdecorationsthatreallysetthemood.Bigelegant-lookinglightedballs

swoopedfrom theornateceiling,andstringquartetstoodinthecorneroftheroom,playing

whatsoundedlikeaclassicalmozartpiece.

Smallgroupsofmaskedattendeeswerescatteredabout,talkingandlaughing.Jasonwas

alreadyfeelingoutofplace.

“Champagne,sir?”amaskedwaiteraskedasheapproachedwithaplatterfullofhalf-full

glasses.

“Oh,well,um…I'm reallynotoldenoughto…”

“Relaxandhavesomechampagne,”thewaitersaidwithasmile,handingJasonaglass.

“Thankyou.”

Jasonhadasip,thensurveyedtheroom,wonderingifthepersonwho'dsenthim theinvitation

wasthere,andwhothehellitwas.

“Youlooklost,”aprettyvoicesaidfrom behindhim.

Theboyturnedtoseeabeautifulwomaninapurpledress,thesamecolorofhismask.Thefirst

thinghiseyestookin,ofcourse,washerremarkablecleavage.Shehadlongsilkybrownhair

andherstunninggreeneyespeekedfrom herownfeatheredmask,intotheboy's.“Areyoulost?”

sheaskedsweetly.

“No,Ium…No,notreally,”heanswered.

Shegiggledattheclumsinessofhiswordsandthefactthatheseemedsonervous.“ILOVE

yourmask,”shesaidsoftly.

“Thanks,yoursisbeautifulalso,”Jasonsaid,realizingthathermaskwasthesamecolorashis

shirt.Itwasalmostasifthey'dcomeasacouple,withtheiroutfitscomplimentingeachother’s.

“Justthemask?”thewomanaskedwithaflirtysmile.“Isthatallthat'sbeautiful?”

“No,allofyouactually.You'reum,VERYbeautiful,”heconfessed,quicklylettinghiseyestravel

upanddownhervoluptuousbody.Strangely,sheseemedvaguelyfamiliar,andhecouldtellshe

wasolderthanhim,buthewasn'tsurebyhowmuch.

“Thankyou…um…?”

“Jason,”theboymuttered.

“Thankyou,Jason,”themysteriouswomansaid,thenglancedoveratthequartetasthey

startedanewsong.“Wouldyouliketodancewithme?”



“Sure,”theboysaid,knowinghe'dbecrazytopassupadancewithsuchabeautifulwoman.

Theysettheirdrinksdownandjoinedseveralothercouplesonthedancefloor.Themystery

womanthrewherarmsoverhisshoulders,pressingherlargebreastsagainsthischestasthey

slow-danced.

“Magical,isn'tit,Jason?”thewomanasked,referringtotheirdecadentsurroundings.

“Yes,very.”

“DidyouknowthatmasqueradeballsdatebacktoVenice,Italy,inthe15thcentury.”

“Really?”Jasonasked.

“Yes,atthebeginningoftheRenaissancemovement.Thatwasatimewhereart,beautyand

imaginationreigned,”thewomansaid,gazingintohiseyes.

“Haveyoubeentooneofthesebefore?”Jasonasked.

“No,butI'vealwayswantedto.Masqueradeshavehistoricallyofferedaplaceforcertainpeople

tomingleinwaysthattheirstrictsocietaletiquetteforbidthem to,”thewomanexplained.

“Oh,howso?”

“Bycreatinganairofmysteryandsecrecy.Wecananonymouslyactoutourdarkestdesires,

withoutthefearofjudgementorconsequence,”shesaid,gazingathim longingly.

“So,areyousayingthatthiswasthemotivationofthepersonwhoinvitedmehere?”theboy

asked.“Toactoutanonymously?”

Themysterywoman'slipscurledintoasmile.“Yes,mostlikelythispersonwantedtobeableto

havetheirwaywithyou,withoutdoingitinthetraditionalway,whereyoubothacknowledgewho

theotheris.”

NowJason'sbrainwasreallyspinning.Didtheinvitationcomefrom someonewhowantedtobe

withhim,ormaybeevenjusthavesexwithhim,withouthim knowingwhotheywere.

Hiseyesslowlydriftedoutamongthescatteredcrowd,searchingforanyonewhomightbe

watchinghim,buteveryoneseemedoccupiedwiththeonetheywerewith.Whathedidfindodd

thoughwasthatalltheguysattheballseemedhisage,althoughhedidn’trecognizethem with

theirmaskson.Also,thewomenflirtingwiththemaleattendeesseemedthesameageasthe

onehewasdancingwith.

“Tellmesomething,Jason,”themysterywomansaid,drawinghiseyesbacktohers.“Tellme

aboutYOURdarkestdesire.”

“Ium…don'thaveonereally,”helied.

“Sureyoudo.Everyonehasaforbiddendesire.You'veprobablyalwaysbeentooembarrassedto

shareitwithanyone,forfearofjudgement.However,I'm justawomaninamask,thatyou'll

probablyneverseeagainaftertonight,sothere'snoriskintellingme.”



Jasonlookedintoherbeautifuleyes,stillhesitant.“What'syours?”heasked.

“Youhaven'ttoldmeyoursyet,”shesaidwithaplayfulsmile.

“Yougofirst.”

“Verywellthen,”shesmiled,lookingstraightintohiseyes.“Iwannafuckmyson,”shesaid

candidly.

Jasonwasalittleshocked,unsureofhowtorespond.“You…haveason?”hemuttered.

“Ido,andIknowhewantstofuckmetoo.Mostboyswanttofucktheirmoms,they'vejust

nevergotovertheinitialfearofdoingit,”thewomanexplained.

Jason'sphonesuddenlystartedringinginhispocket.“Oh,it'smydad,”hesaid,recognizingthe

ringtone.

“Oh,yourdad,huh?”thewomanasked,breakingtheirembrace.

“Yeah,Ishouldprobablyanswerit.”

“I'llgrabanotherdrink,”shesaidinasultrytone.“Comefindmewhenyou’redone."

“Iwill,”Jasonsaid,watchinghersashayaway.Thewoman'sthickswayingbuttockswasset

atopsmoothlusciouslegsthatJasonfounditimpossiblenottostareat.Herdaintyheels

clickedteasinglyagainstthehardfloor.

Hefinallyliftedhisphonetohisear.“Hey,dad,what'sup?”heasked.

“Heykid,haveyouseenyourmother?”

“No,Ithoughtshewaswithyou.Shesaidshewasmeetingyoufordinner,”Jasonsaid.

“Meetingmefordinner?Well,that'snewstome.I’m stillstuckatworkandtriedtocallher,but

she’snotanswering.Wheredidshesayweweresupposedlygoingtodinner?”

“Shedidn'treally.ShewasgonewhenIleft.I’m uphereatthatmasqueradething,”Jasonsaid.

“Oh,youdecidedtogo?Cool.Ididn'trealizethatwastonight.Howisit?”

“Interesting,”Jasonsaid,lookingoveratthemysterywoman,asshestoodtalkingtotwoother

women,whilesippingfrom champagneandpeekingoverathim longingly.

“Didyoufindoutwhoitwasthatinvitedyou?”hisdadasked.

“IthinkIknowwhothepersonis,butIdon'tknowWHOtheyare.Doesthatmakeanysense?”

“Oh,yeah,ofcourse…themasks,theanonymity,themystery…it'sallpartoftheexperience,

right?”hisdadsaid.

“Isupposeso,yes.”

“Well,whoeveritismusthavearealthingforyou,kid.”

Jasonwatchedthemysterywomanstarebackathim withlust-filledeyes.Herpinktongue



peekedfrom hermouthandslidteasinglybetweenherlips.Herhugetitswerestretchingthe

fabricofherdress,hercleavagebulgingobscenelyasherjugsheavedheavilyonherchest.

“Youstillthere?”Jason'sfatherasked.

“Yeah,I'm here,dad,sorry.”

“Well,ifyouhearfrom yourmothergivemeashout.”

“Willdo.”

“Besafetonight.Ihearthosemasqueradepartiescangetprettywild,”hisfatherwarned.

“Wild?”

“Yeah,well,Iheardthepartyalwaysmovesintosomesecretbackroom,ifyouknowwhatI

mean.”

“Thanks,dad,”Jasonsaid,thenhungup.

Jasonsteppedovertoatableandgothimselfadrink.Themysterywomanmovedoverand

joinedhim.“Yourfathercheckinguponyou?”sheasked.

“He'sstuckatwork;wasjusttryingtogetaholdofmymom.”

“Wemomscanbesoelusivesometimes,”thewomangiggled.

“She'sprobablyjustatthestoreorsomething.”

“Orsomething,”themysterywomansaidwithagrin,steppingforwardandputtinganarm

aroundJason,pressinghertitsagainsthim.“There'sonethingI'm SUREyourmom isthough.”

“What'sthat?”

Shereacheddownandplacedherhandaroundthehardcock-bulgerunningdownJason'sleg,

whilegazingathim hungrily.“Hornyforherhandsome,big-dickedson,”shewhispered.

“Youthinkso?”

“Iknowso,”shewhispered,thenwinkedathim.

“Knowso?Thatwouldbeimpossibleunless…”

Jason’sstomachsuddenlysunkasthelight-switchwentoninsidehishead.Therewasareason

thiswomanseemedvaguelyfamiliar.Therewasareasontheiroutfitsmatched,andtherewasa

reasonhisdadwascallinglookingforhiswife.

“Mom?”hewhispered.

Shefedhim abigsmileasthequartetstartedanewsong.“Anotherdance?”sheasked,pulling

him towardsthedancearea.

Forthenextseveralminutes,nowordswerespoken,asJasonheldwhoheknewwashis

mother,androckedtogetherwithherinanintimatedance.Hismom gazedathim thewhole



time,searchinghiswondrouseyes,whilekeepingherlargebreastsfirmlymashedagainsthim.

“Youtwolooklikeyouneedaroom,”anotherwoman'svoicesaid,asshedancedwithsomeone

Jason'sagenearby.

“Sodoyou,”hismom answered.

Jasonwouldneverhaveguessedwhotheladywas,butsinceheknewitwashismom hewas

dancingwith,ithadtobeherbestfriend,Gwen.Thatmeantthattheguyshewasdancingwith

washisfriendTroy.“Hey,man,”Troysaid,smilingoverathim.

“Hey,”Jasonanswered,stillinshockthatthesewereallpeopleheknew.

“Youtwoknoweachother?”Shellyasked,eventhoughsheknewdamnwelltheydid.

“Yeah,we'refriends,andbothonthesoccerteam together,”Troyanswered.

“Ohh,”Shellysighed,thenranherhandsonherson'schest.“Jockstuds.”

“Yes,”herfriendGwensaid,“andtheyprobablyhavehugedicksandknowhowtofuckagirl's

brainsout.”

Shellylookedintoherboy'seyes.“Isthattrue,Jason?Doyouknowhowtofucktheshitoutofa

girl?”sheaskedseductively.

Jason’sheartskippedabeat.Neverinwildestdreamsdidhethinkhe’dhearhismom talkthis

filthy.Assurrealasitwas,hefuckinglovedit.“Idookayinbed,”headmitted.

“Oh,ahumbleone,”Grewsaid,thenlookedatherfriend.“Iheardthosearetheonesthat'llmake

yourfuckingtoescurl.”

Throughoutthehall,moreandmoreguyswerecomingtorealizethattheoneswhowereflirting

withthem.Theoneswhohadanonymouslysentthem invitationsweretheirownmothers.

Suddenlyfrom somewheredownanadjoininghallway,thesoundofamedieval-soundinghorn

wentoffthreetimes,asifannouncingsomething.Onebyone,themaskedmomsbegantolead

theirsonsoutoftheballroom,andintothehallway.

“Whatwereyousayingaboutneedingaroom?”Shellyaskedherfriend.

“Soundslikeonejustbecameavailable,”Gwensaid,leadinghersonaway.

“YounevertoldmeYOURdarkestdesire,Jason,”Shellysaid,lookingintentlyathim astheynow

stoodtherealone.

Heshruggedhisshoulders,atadembarrassedtomakeaconfession.“IsupposeI’vethoughI've

thoughtaboutnailingmymom afewtimes,”hesaid.

“Onlyafewtimes?”

“OnlyafewtimesTHISWEEK,”Jasonsaidwithasmile,makingShellygiggle.

“I'm sureshewouldbeshockedtohearthat.It'ssowickedandtabooforaboytowannafuck



hisownmother,”Shellysaidisanexaggeratedtone.

“Andequallywickedforamothertowannafuckherownson,”Jasonadded,thenthetwoof

them stoodthereamoment,gazingwickedlyintoeachother'seyes.

“Let'sgojointheothers,”Shellysaid,takinghersonandleadinghim away.

Bythetimetheyarrivedintheroom downthehallway,alltheotherwomenwerebentover

gettingfuckedfrom behind.

“Ohmy…doesn'tthislooklikefun,”Shellysaid,leadingJasonovertotheclusterofhumping

couples.

Thebeautifulmotherpulledupherdress,shedherdaintypanties,thenpointedherlovelyass

backatJason.“Shallwe?”sheasked,gazinglustfullybackathim.

Justastheotherboyshad,Jasontookoffhispantsandbriefs,releasinghismonstererection.

HesteppedupbehindShellyandmountedherhaunches.

“OhhGod,yess!”themothercriedoutasshefelttheboy'shugecockstretchherhymenand

plungeinsideher.

Jasonbeganpumpinghiships,drivinghisprickdeeperanddeeperinsidethesmotheringgripof

Shelly'spussy.

“Ohshit!”theboymuttered,feelingherexquisitecuntalfleshchewathiscock,whilesoakingit

insecretingfuck-oil.

Thebigcozyroom wasgraduallyfilledwiththesoundsoffleshbeatingagainstfleshasthe

boy’shammeredawayatthemothersdrippingpussies.

Jasongazeddownathisownmom'sbarebuttocksasshethrewitbackagainsthim.Thefatty

layeroffleshmadeShelly'sass-globesrippleeachtimetheysmackedagainJason'shumping

crotch.

HelookedoverathisfriendTroy,whohadGwenpantingandwhimperinglikecrazyashe

fuckedherwithharddeepthrusts.TroylookedoverwithabigsmileandgaveJasonaquick

thumbsup.

Overthenexthalfhour,theroom becameaseaofnaked,writhingflesh,aseveryone'sclothes

werecompletelyshedandtheyengagedheatedlyinvariousformsofsexualintercourse.

Jasonwasnowsittingonasofa,withShellyontopofhim,fuckingvigorously.Eventhoughtheir

clotheswereoff,theirmaskswerestillon,sotheiridentities“technically"remainedanonymous.

“Yess…fuckmeee!”thebeautifulmothercriedout,herhugemelonoustitsleapingupanddown

assherodeJason'scock.

Shegroundherpelvisagainsthis,swivelingherwidehipsandplowinghiscockagainstherback

wall,whichinitiatedaverystrong,andveryvocalorgasm.

Watchingthisbeautifulmaskedwomantrembleinpleasure,whilehavinghiscockexquisitely



squeezedandspewedonwastoomuchfortheboy.Withadeepgutturalgrunt,hebegan

hosingoutfatcordsofhotjism insideher.

Forseveralminutes,theirsweat-sheenedbodieshumpedandtrembledpassionately,asifthe

orgasm theywereeachhavingwasbutonemind-blowingreleasethattheywerepassingback

andforthbetweentheirgrindinggenitals.

ThenextmorningatbreakfastJason’sdadlookedacrossthetablecuriously.“Well,how’dthe

masqueradegolastnight?”heasked.

Itwasalltheboycoulddotokeepfrom lookingathismom asshesatthereeating.“Itwas

great.BetterthanIexpected,”Jasonsaid.

“Didyoufindoutwhoinvitedyou?”

“Yeah,Ifoundher.”

“So,whowasit?”

“Well,Istilldon'tknowheridentity,Dad.Likeyoutoldmeonthephone,that'skindofthepoint

behindamasqueradeball.Youwearmaskssoyoucanstayanonymous,”Jasonsaid.

“Well,sheobviouslyknewwhoYOUwere,otherwiseshecouldn'thaveinvitedyou.”

“That'strue.Hopefullyshewasn'tdisappointed,andhadasgoodatimeasIdid,”Jasonsaid.

Shellypeekedupatherboy,gazingintohiseyesadoringly.“I’m sureyour“mysterydate"hadthe

timeofherlife,”shesaid,thenstoodup,makingherbigboobiesjostlebeneathherrobe.“Now,

whowantsmorepancakes?”

THEEND


