
    
  
    
      
        Mom’s Class Reunion

      Chapter 1

      "See that tall, grey building just to the right? That's how you know where my old high school is, just off the highway."

      From where our plane was, everytime I came home, I could see the high school I attended, some 25 years earlier.

      "And there," pointing to an area of desolation surrounded by trees, "is where everyone went on weekends to... have fun," I'd seductively stated, running my perfectly manicured fingers on top of the hand roaming from left to right along my inner thigh.

      Interrupting us, the voice of the Captain began to filter inside the airplane. "Ladies and gentlemen, we will be landing in the next 10 minutes."

      At long last, our 3 and a half hour flight was about to land at Calgary International Airport. Having moved to the U.S to attend college, I ended up meeting my husband and ultimately gained my citizenship a couple years after marrying him. After 2 kids, daughter Stephanie, 23 and son, Parker, 19, my marriage was, now, one of convenience.

      ****************

      Once again, my husband cancelled last minute, as another business trip reared its' ugly head. I mean, I'm grateful for what John provides for us, but the fact he is so beholden to his company has seemingly turned us into roommates.

      "Take Parker," John said, as we were arguing the night he sprung the trip on me. "I'm sorry Maddie, but as a Supervisor, you know these things spring up. And besides, you two have been inseparable lately."

      
        Over John's shoulder, I had seen Parker fist bump the air. Allowing a sly smile purse my lips, I knew our hotel room wouldn't be quiet.

      "I don't know," I told John, feigning concern. "Everyone there is in their 40's and I'm not sure he'll be comfortable tagging along with me, with no one his age." Stopping another attempt at a fist bump, the look Parker gave me, I thought he would faint. "But I guess I'll ask him. I'd like you to be there so he knows you cannot go."

      Later that evening, as I was in the laundry room and my husband was in the living room watching NetFlix, I was hunched over retrieving clothes from the dryer. Without warning, two hands took hold of my hips, as one of them made its' way under my dress. With a start, I straightened up. Quickly turning my head, my son, Parker, was behind me.

      "Parker!" I exclaimed, "What.. what are you doing!" My voice, scattered, but barely above a whisper.

      "Wanna tease me, huh mom?" As his fingers reached the tops of my pantyhose. Curving his fingers into them, I could tell what he was trying to do.

      "No, Parker!" I said, with a startled shriek. "You know what our rule is," my words, failing to exude authority.

      Not relenting, I could feel the nylon lowering just below my hips. "Ohhhhhh, honey," I quietly, mewled, as his hand cupped my pussy. Panting, I put my left hand on his. "Honey, we had sex all morning. Please, wait till your dad leaves for work tomorrow."

      Seeing the seriousness on his face, I managed to turn completely around. Unsettled, I quietly scolded him. "Are you crazy?!" The anger I showed more surprise anger.

      "Don't think I'm not joining you on your trip mom," Parker admitted.

      "Ohhhhhh," I replied, realizing what this was about. My worry, turning in a little laugh, I continued, "So you thought I wouldn't ask you to go since your dad brought it up? I already knew you'd be going. I saw the surprised look on your voice when your dad spoke to me, earlier."

      Finally catching on, I whispered submissively in his ear, "Who else will be enjoying me in our hotel room? Huh?"

      
        
      

      With a smile from ear to ear, he just stood there, my words marinating in his brain.

      *********

      "Honey, there will he plenty more time for this later," I told Parker, as we were readying for landing. Removing his hand from my inner thigh, I lowered my dress back over my knees and we proceeded to gather our belongings.

      With Parker behind me and our bags in tow, I handed our passports to the Customs Officer. A few clicks here and there, and I was given back our passports. The whole time walking through the airport, Parker's eyes never left my backside.

      "If you behave at the Reunion and let me have some time with my classmates, mommy might be inclined to having her anal virginity taken," I'd told to him this morning, as we were having sex when my husband left for work.

      "Really?" Parker said, pausing, mid-pump.

      Looking down at me, holding my nylon clad legs up in the air, I nodded. "Mhmm. You've behaved and have been very respectful of our understanding. Aside from the other night, Mister. But once we're alone, I might let you take my backside."

      "Holy shit," he muttered, as he continue pumping me.

      Reaching the car rental counter, I secured our vehicle. The young lady at the counter assume we were married when she said, "Enjoy your stay, Mr. and Mrs. Benson."

      Even though he's 19, Parker looks a lot older. He's 5'10 245 lbs. He's not very muscular, he's just been rotund since he was younger.

      I, on the other hand, have been told I look younger than my 43 years. I'm 5'3 115 lbs. with brunette hair (a few grey streaks are appearing!) and blue eyes. Some say I look like Cheryl Tiegs, the actress.

      
        After finding our car, Parker expected to drive. "Sorry honey, their rules clearly state other drivers have to be 25 or older," I stated, showing him the contract.

      "Just get us to the hotel mom," he anxiously declared. "This hard-on hurts."

      Patting his leg, I reminded him, "You'll be between my legs, soon enough," rolling my eyes at him. Chuckling to myself, "Men." We, then, drove off.

      ************

      Arriving at the Hyatt Regency, I used its' valet service. As Parker grabbed our bags from the trunk, I dealt with the older gentleman who took my info down, then whisked away in our car.

      Entering the lobby, it was hopping. "Oh my goodness honey, it's' beautiful," I said, looking at the elegance of this hotel.

      With numerous events occurring, signs were everywhere. "Calgary Stampede 2025," Said one sign; People from all over Canada and the US were here for that; "Watkins-Boles Wedding. Saturday 2pm, East Hall," was another; "Western Canada High School, Class of 2000," read the one we were there, for.

      "Damn mom, if our room looks anything like this lobby, we may not be leaving our room, much," Parker said, in my ear.

      "Easy there, Buster," I exclaimed, a seriousness on my face. "I'm still your mother, young man. Be a little more discreet."

      "That's not what you were saying earlier this morning, mom," he rebutted.

      Shaking my head, we continued to the check-in counter.

      Since it was only a Thursday, and my reunion was Friday and Saturday, this evening was strictly Parker and I. Being away from home, and in my home country, Parker and I could let loose, with no concern of my husband being around. Now 4pm, we were just anxious to check in. While standing in line, Parker was behind me, our bags next to him.

      
        
      

      "Maddie? Maddie Miller?"

      Hearing my maiden name being announced, my attention turned to the left. Walking briskly up to us, I saw Jennifer Haskins. She was Miss Popular. The Senior Class slut. When we were in high school together, I kept my distance as I knew of her history. She was aloof with me, but wasn't downright mean.

      "Jennifer Haskins?" Recognizing her face, I saw the changes. After 25 years she wasn't the slender, gorgeous person that all of the popular guys wanted to bed. Rather, she'd put on weight and didn't exude that same confidence she once had. With her was a man, who, by all accounts didn't want to be there.

      "How's it going? Long time no see," She would say. Looking me up and down, I noticed her taking in my look. As my figure hadn't changed much, I stood in front of her in a tan and white dress with white buttons, a poofy floral design on each shoulder, suntan colored pantyhose and 4" tan high heels.

      "Doing well, thanks. And it's Benson now," flashing my wedding band her direction.

      Looking over my shoulder, she noticed Parker behind. Seeing the obvious age difference, her curiosity got the best of her.

      "And to whom do I have the pleasure?" She queried, looking past me extending her hand.

      "He is Parker. My son," My words hitting a curious chord. "His father had a business trip so he agreed to....keep an eye on his mother. Didn't you, honey?"

      Nodding, he said, "Nice to meet you," as Parker accepted Jennifer's outstretched hand.

      "Next in line!" A voice belted out, garnering our attention.

      "Oh..Excuse us," I told Jennifer, as we proceeded to check-in.

      
        Completing the process, we watched as Jennifer (Now Smith), and her 'friend', as I'd later learn, completed the same process.

      "Well, I guess we'll see you later when the actual reunion begins," I announced to Jennifer, as the concierge patiently waited with our bags on his cart. Taking me sons' arm, I concluded, "Parker and I have other things planned tonight, plus dinner, so ta-ta for now."

      Swaying my hips, the click-clacking of my heels on the hardwood flooring of the lobby echoed amongst all the other noise surrounding us.

      Reaching the elevator, now fingers interlocked with Parker, we entered.

      "What floor ma'am?," the concierge quipped.

      "8th floor. Ummmm room 811," I'd replied.

      Standing there in silence, the tension built. Knowing in just a few, short minutes, I'd be on my back with Parker rutting away on top of me, I looked at the hardness on his face. No reaction, no tension, no.... nothing.

      "DING!" The sound of the elevator stopping at the 8th floor, the doors open. Leading us to our room, we followed the worker as he pushed his cart down the long hallway.

      "811, sir," He stopped, looking at Parker. Handing him the key, I saw a sly smirk on his, otherwise, blank face. Opening the door, we followed the concierge.There before us was, what I'd call, elegance.

      Purple lighting fixtures hung from the ceiling. A large king-sized bed sat in the center of the room. In front of it, a large mirror. The walls were a myriad of textures from the unilin panelling to elegant gold/silver colors. A table, near the window and couch and TV to the left of our bed. After tipping the concierge, we exchanged pleasantries and then he left.

      Now alone, I walked over to the drapery, a lavenderish hue, and pushed them open. Overlooking the Calgary horizon, the buildings and lakes were front and center. As the rain started to fall, the raindrops began painting a wet collage on the window.

      "Mom," I heard, snapping me out of my reverie from looking outside, "Get on the bed."

      
        
      

      Turning around, Parker was nude, save his New England Patriots shirt still on him. Looking lower, his penis was still hard. Ever since we landed, the hardness was present. Seeing the tip with a purplish hue, I couldn't imagine the discomfort he was dealing with.

      Sashaying up to him, my non-existent demeanor now seductive, I began to carefully undo each button, slowly. After releasing my last button, the opening allowed for the white, lace bra I was wearing, to appear. Wrapping my arms around his neck, I looked up at his face. "I think we need to take care of this right now. Don't you think?" Cupping his manhood, he somply nodded.

      Moving me towards our bed, now 4:45 pm, I sat at the edge. Scooching to the center, I slowly pulled the hem of the dress over my waist as my nylons, all glossy and sleek, appeared. Pushing a hole in the gusset, the fabric gave way, creating an opening for my son to have easy access. Opening my legs just a little, my motherly pooch on my tummy lay sexily under my pantyhose. I crooked my finger at Parker submissively. "Finally. No interruptions," I breathily exclaimed.

      ********************

      6:15pm.

      "Ungh..Ungh..Ungh..Ungh.."

      Looking up at the ceiling, my son was happily pumping away as my moans echoed, softly off the walls. Not the frantic chaos we're used to, but rather, it was lighter. Sure, he was pumping me like a man possessed, but having no concerns about being intruded upon, we enjoyed each other. Hearing the rhythmic clunking of the headboard, against the wall, was going to be part of our normal when we're not partaking in my reunion's activities. Ever how I lay under him, just over his shoulder I could see my legs pointing upward, a small jolt every thrust in me.

      After each propulsion into me, he would grunt in satisfaction, as I ran my manicured fingers over his neck and the back of his head. As his broad shoulders held my legs steady against him, the view of them, pointing upward, made the scene in our room erotic.

      "Par..Parker..oh honey," I mewled, feeling his labored breathing on my neck. Covering me with his body, the strain on my upper body to, comfortably, sustain his weight was difficult.

      
        "Yes..oh ba..baby..yes," I breathlessly panted. Holding onto him, my fingers and hands were draped over his back from underneath him. Ever since we began our incestuous birthday, the night of his Senior Prom, we primarily have sex in the missionary position.

      Having my dress pushed over my waist, gave me a minor buffer in betweem our sweating bodies. On cue, I could make out a run forming down the inner thigh of my nylons on my upturned legs

      "Fuck yes mom," he'd grunt, gritting through his teeth. "Fuck yea."

      So focused on the task at hand, I wasn't going to scold him right now. I understand during sex, many of our inhibitions are clouded, thus allowing behaviors to come out, that otherwise wouldn't, but Parker knows I detest swear words.

      Hearing my cell phone buzz on the nightstand for the third time in 20 minutes, I knew it was my husband.

      "Ba..baby," I panted, ecstasy strewn on my, already, tired face, "I.. I.. need to res..respond to..your..fa..father." Not hearing my words, he absentmindedly kept thrusting down into me in a workman-like fashion. "Par..Parker!," I yelped, "We need.. to..oh god yes..we..need.. to p..p..pause."

      With annoyance in his voice and his hips stopping their continuous movement, he was none too happy. Lifting his head from the crook of my neck, he then pushed himself up off me. just a little. "What the hell, mom," His frustration bubbling. "You said we wouldn't be interrupted."

      "Parker!," I declared, clearly perturbed by his attitude. "My gooodness, you're awfully rude! I cannot control when your father messages or calls. You know that. Secondly, your language has been very uncouth, young man."

      Struggling with the unbalance in our breathing, it was a surprise how clearly one can declare something, when upset.

      Continuing, I added, "It's better I respond to him or he will be suspicious, even with you here with me."

      "But mom," he whined, "I haven't cum."

      
        "Parker," I softly said, as his sheathed penis was still buried to the hilt in me, "Let me let your father know we're all settled then you can finish, ok?" Seeing the other condom he filled immediately our first time, lying on the side table, I let out a slight chuckle. Patting his butt, I said, "Get off me just for a few minutes honey, and I'll make it fast."

      Lifting his body off me, his penis appeared. Leaving my swollen tunnel, the glean on his member, showed our combined lather. As he got off the bed, he went to the bathroom. Reaching for my phone, I saw 3 messages, and unbeknownst to me, I missed an actual call 5 minutes earlier. Pushing 'call' I proceeded to call John.

      "Hey! There you are," John's voice boomed through the phone.

      "Hi honey," I responded, as my breathing had since calmed. "We just literally checked in a little bit ago. It's a mad house here. Lots of separate things occurring around the cityand within this hotel."

      Looking out the window, the rain had picked up. As Parker came out of the bathroom, his cock was now free of the condom. Still semi-erect, I realized he just peed. Now, with him standing in front of me, it took it in my hand and slowly stroked it back to full-staff.

      "Yes, Parker is here," I said, trying to multi-task. "He's scrolling through his phone right now."

      As I was stroking him, the juices covered my fingers, coating a portion of my wedding band.

      "Look, Parker and I are hungry," I said, as he was pushing me flat on my back. "We're going to get dinner. I'll call you...."

      Before I could finish my sentence, he took my phone and ended the call. Re-gripping my legs, he pushed back into me. Standing at the beds edge, he, now had my nylon clad legs resting against his chest and shoulders, with his arms wrappped around my thighs.

      "Honey," I cried," realizing what was missing. "You need a.."

      Without a care, he proceeded to do his duty, bareback.

      *********

      
        
      

      20 minutes later, my son was furiously pumping. Lying there, my head gnashing from side to side, my tits were jiggling uncontrollably from my unbuttoned dress. My bra had been pushed over my tits, freeing them.

      "Parker! Parker! Yes baby! oh god yes!" I loudly wailed. Knowing that, through the little spacing at the bottom of our door, other guests may be walking by our room, as the intensity level was high.

      "Ahh! Ahh! Fuck yes!" Parker groaned, sweat now dripping on my torso.

      "Cum.. for.. me.. swee.. sweetie," I seductively encouraged, desperately needing him to let my legs down.

      After 30 more seconds of slamming into me like a madman, his balls finally needed release. "Ahhhhhhhhhhhhfucckkkk!" He bellowed, locking our lower regions together.

      Throwing his head back, he also locked my spread legs against his chest, pushing them back a llittle.

      Feel the initial pulse, I felt wave and wave explode into my womb. coating my cervix, the culmination of our, almost, 4 hour flight. Soon, his hips began thrusting in and out, desperately expelling the last vestiges of semen into me.

      "Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh," he finally sighed, as his hips slowed, finally stoppping. Collapsing forward, my legs still locked, he managed to place his hands on each side of my head, holding himself up. "Ho.. holy shit, mom," He'd breathlessly pant, the look of exhaustion on both our faces.

      Trying to control my own breathing, I finally spoke, "Let my legs down honey. My legs are numb," I plead, feeling absolutely wornout.

      As he was pulling out of me, I could already rell his semen was looking for its' way out. Looking down past my stomach, the familiar coating that mattes my "landing strip" glittered in the sex filled room.

      "Puhlop!" the sound made.

      
        Now empty, the contents in my vagina poured out of me, onto the linens and the floor, as well as matting my run-laden pantyhose on my legs.

      With my legs draped over the side of the bed, I felt my heels touching the floor.

      "Oh my God, Parker," I voiced. "What on earth were you thinking!" Pointing to the box of condoms sitting on the side table. I was more bothered at his lack of responsibility than the possibilty he impregnated me. "Be grateful I went back on birth control, young man. You would have just forfeited anymore of your privilege between my legs."

      Now standing on wobbly legs, I removed my dress I'd worn on the plane. Sitting back on the edge of the bed, I removed my nylons, tossing those and the one condom in the waste basket.

      Seeing how genuinely upset that I was, Parker apologized. "Mom, I'm sorry. I was upset that dad interrupted us."

      "So you figured you'd prove a point to him by re-entering me bareback?" The look on my face had him defensive.

      "Mom, I..."

      Cutting him off, I added, "Look. You know how important it is that we use condoms. I've made it very clear. Even on birth control, sometimes it fails. How would I explain to your father that I'm pregnant, when he got a vasectomy right after your birth?"

      "I know mom, and I'm sorry," Parker said, seeing the sincerity on his face.

      "I've let you bareback in me from time to time and I know you despise condoms, but I'm 43. You will want your own kids with your wife," I said, sitting next to him. Running my hand through his hair, I concluded, saying, "Let's get a shower, go have dinner, then," placing my hand over his cock, "I want this monster to wear your mother out for the remainder of the evening. And who knows, I might LET you go bareback once, or twice."

      With that we hit the shower.

      *****************

      
        After our shower, we were in the midst of getting ready to eat dinner. After satiating Parker, the hunger we both had was extraordinary.

      Pulling a new pair of sun beige pantyhose over my waist, I carefully moved them over each leg, not wanting to develop a premature run in them. Once fully over my waist, I made sure they were taut over my legs and tummy. Smoothing any wrinkles out, that was complete.

      Next, I attempted to put a red, lace bra, delicately over my 34D breasts. Fastening the clasp, the ache I'd felt, from the partial onslaught of my tits before our flight, I now intended to put my dress on me.

      A simple, red wrap-around number forming a V-neckline would soon adorn my body. Fitting into it like wearing a robe, I wrapped the left side around my body. Taking the belt, I slipped it through the hole cinching it up to cover my red bra.

      Adding an anklet on my left ankle, I proceeded to step into my 4" red, closed pointy toe pumps, thus finishing off my wares for the evening.

      Adding a minimal amount of eyeliner and blush, I applied red lipstick.

      Previously unaware, I noticed my son sitting at the edge of the bed watching as I readied for dinner, but mostly for him. Wearing a checkered button down and grey slacks, he looked dashingly handsome.

      "Are you ready Sweety?" I askedd him, as I was putting my earrings in.

      "I'm not sure I even want to go to the restaurant now, mom," he stated, a bulge now prominent in his slacks. "I'd rather be fucking you senseless right now in that outfit, mom."

      "Parker Joseph Benson!," I snapped marching towards him. "You really need to cool it. I'm getting reallly tired of your sexist verbiage. If you think I'll just open my legs for you at the drop of a hat, you've got another thing coming."

      With my hands on my hips, I continued, "I'm still upset that you thought it was alright NOT to put a new condom on earlier. This will be my ONLY warning young man. Behave, or you will not be getting any of this, (lifting my dress), for the remainder of the weekend."

      
        Watching his mind short circuit at the thought of not having sex with me, he huffed.

      "Now, shall we go down and pick a restaurant to eat at? Mama's hungry and my snuggle bunny needs his energy restored. THEN, MAYBE, you can.....fuck momma's brains out....ok?

      Shocked by my choice of verbiage, Parker couldn't believe his ears. Slipping my hand through his arm. Grabbing my shaul and purse, we left our room.

    
  
    
      Chapter 2

      Heading downstairs for dinner, the air in the hotel was intoxicating. People from all walks of life, engrossed in their own versions of enjoyment, a cascade of laughter and joy abounded. Holding my sons' arm, the looks we'd periodically notice upon us, made me blush. If they only knew, right? Walking through the lobby, there were a couple restaurants I'd had my eye on. As we walked into one, the ambience was telling. Dimly lit, romantic, the seating, situated accordingly, perfect for Parker and I.

      "Good evening," the host began, greeting us.

      "Table for 2?"

      "Yes, but we like sitting side by side, not across from each other," I commented, looking up admiring Parker. Yes, he's overweight, but hey, every girl that's turned him down, well that's their loss, right? Leading us to a table near the back of the restaurant, looking around, there were other couples enjoying their own dining experience. "Goodness honey, its' enchanting in here," I softly mused.

      "I guess it is," Parker quipped, as I felt his hand find my leg. Normally, I'd remind him of people possibly knowing us seeing his hand under my dress, but since anyone here would only know me, I didn't react, other than opening my legs a little and allow his hand to find my inner thigh. "Behave, young man. Remember, we need to nourish ourselves, too. I'm starving."

      Right on cue, our server approached our table. "Sir, Ma'am. My name is Milton and I'll be taking your orders tonight. May I start you with a drink?"

      
        Surprising me, Parker spoke, "She'll have a MaiTai and I'll just have water."

      "Very well, sir. I'll be back to take your order," the server stated.

      After he left, I turned to my son. "I'm impressed. You actually knew what I like to have." Placing my hand on top of his, I intimately began scraping my fingers along the top of his hand. With my other hand, I did the same to his neck. "Parker, you're too good to me. I'm your mother, why did you have to be my son?" I quietly stated, a loving smile on my face.

      "Why? For THIS very reason," Parker surmised, as his fingers began a slow process along my legs.

      "Sweetheart, let's wait until we get back to our room. You know this gets me going," I exclaimed, seductively. "Don't worry. I know what you want and, frankly, I want it too. But all I ask, is you not be so boisterous."

      "I get it mom, I do. But dang, for your age, I can't help myself," Parker admitted.

      "Good. I expect you to pound me through our mattress this weekend," surprised, even to myself, of the leniency of my words.

      As we were sitting there, talking about us, the weekend, the reunion, I heard my name, once again, from across the room.

      "Maddie! Oh my God!," I'd wearily register. Walking briskly to our table were 2 people I'd known all to well in school.

      "Jeremy," I'd said curtly, the past suddenly brought back the forefront. "And Beth, well, well, well." Seeing them two; the son of a bitch who promised me the world; and the girl who he cheated on me, with, standing in front of me.

      "How are you?," Beth started, unaware of my condescension.

      "I'm well, just having dinner with my son," I'd retorted, with deliberateness. Looking back and forth between Parker and I, the disbelief that I was with my son had them thinking.

      
        "Your son? No husband?" Was asked, unwittingly.

      "Husband. Business Trip," I flatly admitted.

      "Ohhhh I get it," Beth said, that stupid smirk still prevalent. "So he's hanging out with mom all weekend," now staring at Parker.

      Having removed his hand from my inner thigh a few moments earlier, I was appreciative of the respect he had for me. Having come full circle since our first time, the night of his senior prom, the young man sittting next to me, surprised me, albeit rudely, by dismiss my unwanted guests. Seeing how uncomfortable I alreasy was, I'm grateful, in retrospect, he did help.

      "Excuse me," Parker chimed in, within a tinge in his voice, "My mom and me would like to enjoy our dinner, if you don't mind." The way he said it, and the utter speechlessness from them two, caused me to inwardly chuckle.

      "Umm, yea, yea... sure," Beth had said, while Jeremy, clearly age not doing him justice, stood there, stone faced, having not had the chance to speak. As soon as the left, out server returned.

      "Are we ready to order?," Milton asked, pen ready, for duty.

      "I'll have the duck a l'orange," I announced, feeling Parkers' hand return to where it had been. Re-opening my legs just a tad, I felt his hand put the bottom of my dress over my legs. Thankful for the long tablecloth adorning our table, I did hope he'd not be so non-discreet in public.

      "And you, sir," He asked, awaiting my son's response.

      "I'll have the 14 oz. t-bone steak, with baked potato, and a side of shrimp," Parker stated.

      Milton, after recording our orders replied, "We'll get these ready for you." Then, left.

      "Parker, sweety," I began, after we were alone. "I'm concerned about your.."

      "Weight," he immediately cut in.

      
        
      

      "Yes, honey. Your weight. You're only 19. I'd like to see you get in shape," I quietly offered, concern in my voice. "Your father quit trying, years ago to lose weight and now.....," I quietly said, looking away.

      "Mom," He exclaimed, "Can we not talk about this right now?"

      Seeing the frustration in his voice, I dropped the subject.

      *********

      After we ate and received our bill, I asked the host to apply it to our final bill, giving him our room number. As we left, Parker took my hand.

      "Wanna go for a little walk?" I'd ask Parker, now comfortably fed. "I see the rain has let up a little."Heading for the exit, we noticed it was, now dark. "We'll stay close. I just wanted to walk off a little bit of our dinner, before we work the rest of it off, later." With a smile on my face, I looked up at him. Pecking him on his cheek, We left the hotel.

      Holding our umbrella over us, Parker had his other arm around me. Slowly we walked as people passed by enjoying their evening. Giving a slight shiver, Parker stopped and removed his coat. Giving it to me, I wrapped it over my body.

      "Here mom," Parker said, as I took the umbrella. "You're shivering."

      "You're such the gentieman, honey," I tenderly gestured. "Seems like someone is try to shmooz a lady into his bed."

      "Guilty," he admitted. After seeing I stopped shivering, he took the umbrella from me, and we proceeded with our walk.

      "BUZZ!! BUZZ!"

      The sensation buzzing from my purse, I realized my cell was going off. Reaching in, I retrieved my phone.

      
        
      

      "It's your dad," I said, as I gave him the phone. "Talk to your father honey. I just want to enjoy being with you."

      Pressing the button, Parker impatiently began, "What now, dad?" Astonished by his abruptness, I squeezed his arm. "She's right here dad. We're taking a walk right now. We just ate dinner."

      Hearing how uncouth and standoffish he was being, I was becoming undone by his behavior. "Parker, put it on speaker," I sternly said. "We'll talk about your behavior, later."

      Now on speaker, we slowed our pace so I could focus.

      "Hi, honey," I began, looking harshly at my son. "How's your business trip faring?"

      For 10 minutes, John explained how his team had several meetings scheduled on Friday and Sarurday with hopes of finalizing a deal by Sunday.

      "Well you'll do fine, John. I'm sure that bonus WILL be big and we'll celebrate at home. But don't get cocky, you STILL have to finalize the agreement."

      After bantering around a few more minutes, Parker rudely jumped back in to the conversation. "Look dad. Mom and me are heading back to the motel. She'll call you tomorrow. She is tired."

      Not evening bothering with a "Goodbye" or letting me wish his father a good night or "I love you", he just ended the call.

      Immediately I went on defense. "What's gotten into you, young man?" Our steps, now back to normal. "You are being awfully rude to your father and, frankly, I'm getting pretty sick and tired of it."

      "You said you weren't going to allow interruptions mom, remember?" his voice, more pointed.

      "My word Parker," I said, flabbergasted. "He's my husband. I can't just ignore his calls or texts. And besides, we're not in our room, we're out here taking in the cool air."

      
        "Well, I just want to get back to our room, mom. YOU did say, I couid have this, (looking down at my midsection), as much as I wanted, as long as we weren't involved in the Reunion activities."

      "Parker, you really.." I tried to say, before he boldly cut me off, again.

      "No more talk, mom. I want back between your legs."

      "Alright, sweetheart," I submissively stated, as we made our way back to the hotel.

      ************

      Once we were in our room, Parker immediately began undressing.

      "C'mon mom," he boldly demanded, "Get a hole in your nylons." Not having even lay my purse down, Parker was already unzipping his pants.

      "Parker Joseph Benton! Will you..." I tried saying, aghast.

      "Quiet mom," He strongly quipped. "YOU said that behind these doors, I get that," pointing to my midsection.

      "I know, but you're being very disrespectful and demanding, Parker," trying to exude my influence. Removing my wedding ring, which I wear only in public, I set it on the sidetable, next to the box of condoms, replacing it with a "promise" ring my son bought me this last Christmas. I unclasped my belt from my outfit. As soon as my dress opened, Parker's mouth hit the floor, like it usually does.

      Before his eyes, my red, lace bra clung to my tits. My flat stomach and legs came to view, covered by the lighter sun beige pantyhose I'd worn with my red dress. On my feet sat my red 4' pointy toed high heels.

      "It may be rude, but I know what you said, as well," Parker noted, a noticeable bulge begging for release.

      
        Removing my dress, I seductively let it drop to the floor by our bed. Twirling, ever so slowly, his eyes were glued on me.

      "Sweetheart," I submissively said, "Do you like what you see?"

      Furiously nodding, I could only chuckle under my breath. Unclasping my bra, I removed each arm, and as I kept my eyes locked on him, I twirled it around my finger. "Be easy on momma's breasts ok?" Reminding him of this morning, before leaving for our flight, how rough he was, especially to my tits.

      Sashaying towards him, finally rid of his underwear, my high heels clicked on the hardwood floor. Standing by the beds egde andkeeping my eyes locked on his, I slinked down on my knees to the floor. Reaching forward, the 7" hose staring at me, angrily desperate for attention, I licked the base of his cock. Working my way up, I finally reach the head.

      "Mmmmmmmmmm," I silently moan. Kissing the head, I part my lips and take him slowly down my throat.

      "Fu....," Parker lustfully orates, seeing his mother taking his dick, inch by incestuous inch, past her esophagus. After taking his full length, girth and all, my nose is touching his belly. Never having taken my eyes off his, I could always be confident in his approval. Starting, I begin to work his penis up and down my throat.

      "Mmmmmmmm," I mewl, as I was fully engrossed at my task. Speeding up, my motions were. starting to affect him. Dropping onto the bed, he now sat. Re-positioning myself between his legs, I continued with my task of pulling that first load, down my throat. For the past 10 months since we started our affair, I would do to him what I refused to for John. Give him a blow job.

      ""GLUCK! GLUCK! ACKK!! GLUCK!!"

      Bobbing faster, I now had my hands resting on his thighs, in a haste to satiate him, I finally felt the result I knew would arrive.

      "Mom!" he squealed, putting a hand on the back of my head. "Fuck I'm cumming!"

      Pushing my head down, he prevented my release from his pole. Soon, I felt his release explode against the back of my throat. Feeling shot after shot, 3 in all, I fought to swallow the contents.

      
        
      

      "Mmmmmmmmm," I cried, savoring the taste I've grown to accept.

      As some of his cum escaped out of each side of my mouth, I felt him relaxing. Releasing my head, I was able to lift my head off. Looking in the mirror by our bed, my mascara had run, I legt a red ring from my lipsticks down the base of his cock, and I was feeling drips of his semen leave my chin.

      Looking at him, I wiped my mouth, the raised myself off my knees. Leaning forward I kissed Parker. "Time to love your mother, honey," I said, full of lust. "Give it to me....HARD."

      *********

      10 pm.

      "Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!"

      Since we arrived back to our room, Parker has been enjoying my pussy. Taking charge of what he wants, which, I'll admit, I secretly desire. I looked to my left, eyes glazed, trying to watch us through the mirror. Parker, with one hand on my hips, and his other hand, with a handful of my hair, had lifted me against him, as he thrusted away. A long run down the side of my nylons, from the frantic pumping into my tunnel was displayed in our dimly lit room.

      Breathing laboriously, his mouth was near my ear. "Take.. it.. mom!" He struggled to say.

      As life passed from the view from our 8th floor window, the open drapery provided us an erotic scene.

      "Yes, oh Par.. Parker hon.. honey," I salaciously panted. "Fuck.. me." My words, now uncontrolled.

      "Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Every slapping of my backside from our loins meeting, the exuberance of our mating was in full force.

      "Oh! Oh yes!" my voice, turning hoarse. "Baby... oh yes!"

      
        Releasing my hair, my body fell forward on the bed. Able to place my hands flat on the mattress, my son continued his assault. swaying under me, my tits shook uncontrollably. As sweat built up on both us, any thoughts of shame or regret, being married had dissipated.

      "Parker! Yes! Yes! Ba..by! Yes! Yes!" I panted incessantly. Suddenly pulling out, I felt an immediate void. "Sweetheart!" I yelped, as suddenly, he flipped me onto my back. Taking my legs, Parker looked like a man possessed. Raising them, he secured my left high heel, which came loose as he flipped me over. Once he had them how he wanted them, he placed his body over me, causing me to simultaneously put my hands under him over hus shoulders.

      Feeling his mouth on my neck, the sucking began. "Park..Parker.. nooo..," I faintly pleaded. "No hick.. hickeys," Releasing his suction on my neck, he breathed into my neck.

      "I.. own..this..pussy..mom," Every word from Parker, accentuated by each plunge into me.

      "Oh honey," I whispered, my cries drowned out by the creaking bedsprings.

      Finally, after what seemed like forever, the familiar signs I've realized with my son were approaching its' crescendo. Pumping faster and faster, I could sense his balls tightening.

      "Ahh!! Ahh!! Ahh!" He'd repearedly chant, each subsequent yelp from him sounding more and more urgent.

      "Cum.. for..me..swee...sweety," I submissively exclaimed in his ear. "Fill that condom, my love."

      2 hard thrust later, his body slammed forward locking our nether regions together. "Moooooommmfuuucckkkkk!" He yelled, a little too loudly. Quaking relentlessly on top of me, his butt would move up and the down on me, expelling the jets of cum exploding in gis condom. "Yesssssss!" he said, as he began to push himself up off me. Still fully in me, I waited until he relaxed. Running my hands along the sides of his body, I looked at my pantyhose covered legs, still pointing upwards, as he likes me to do whilst he's cumming.

      Pulling out of me, my vagina reluctantly lets his soedge hammer escape my warm confines. "Puhlop!" Flopping up and down, condom still secure on his penis, the balloon at the end displaying his release, was now mere inches from my face.

      "Damn mom," he'd pant, "You look exhausted."

      
        
      

      Seeing his own face and the perspiration upon it, I couldn't help but let out a comedic sigh. "It's your fault I'm exhausted young man," Slowly saying it as I was trying to regsin control of my breathing.

      Reaching for his condom, he waved me off, "Itself ok mom. I need to use the bathroom," he pointed out, his cock, losing its' hardness. "I love you, mom."

      Giving a tired smile, I returned his words. "I love you as well, sweetheart."

      As he disappeared into the bathroom, I managed to scoot to the beds edge. Sitting uo, I felt the void in my vagina, still pulsating from his assault. Managing to get off my feet, I saw myself in the mirror. Runs developed down my pantyhose, I look like a woman fully satuated. Im just nylons and heels, I was grateful the world couldn't see up where our hotel room was. Stepping out of my pumps, I walked over and began to pick up our clothes off the floor. Looking at the bed, I saw the aftermath. Sweat laden linens and a minor indentation where my body lay just a few minutes earlier. Coming out of the restroom, I made my way there, needing relief myself.

      By 1 am, and after emptying Parker 3 times prior, I let him finish bareback in me, culminating our busy night.

      ***********

      "Parker? honey?" now 6 am, and having slept 5 hours, I felt my son's hands opening my legs. "Sweetie," my voice, groggy," Don't you get enough?"

      Mounting me, I contorted my body so I was flat on my back. Opening my legs, he realized I'd put on a new pair of nylons as I knew this would happen.

      "I can't get enough of you mom," He admitted, taking hold of his penis. Touching my, already, smoldering area, with it, I reflexively, lifted my legs.

      "Well good morning to you too, baby," I mewled, as he slowly pushed into me. "Ohhhh Parker," I'd submissively say, feeling his length and girth reclaiming its' rightful place in my quim.

      25 minutes later, our early morning fuck reached it peak.

      
        "Unh! Ungh! Ungh!" My moans, loudly echoing throughout our room, "Par.. Parker baby.. oh yes!" With that, he finally unloaded, bareback, once again.

      "Ahhhh yes!!" Parker exclaimed, flooding my insides. Ridding himself, once more, I began to regret my agreement of giving him free use of my body.

      "We need to prepare for the day, Parker," I mused, "I need you to get off."

      Getting off me, we proceeded to the shower, to freshen up. Cupping my vagina, the amount of semen he just pumped into me was heading southbound trying to escape. As we stepped in the shower and Parker turned the water on, I released the blockade my hand provided as our combined juices left my body, disapoearing down the drain.

      Parker behaved, surprisingly, as we let the hot water bead off our exhausted bodies. Soaping each other, I leaned my back as he reached his head over mine, kissing me in a way a mother and her son should not kiss. Not once did he try taking me in the shower. As much I probably would have let him, I was grateful for the respite having fucked me mist of the past evening.

      Once we dried off we made our way to the bed. "Lavender or pinstripe, honey," I asked, looking at the two outfits laid out on our bed.

      "Pinstripe, mom," he quickly answered, as he began dressing himself. "And those white heels, too."

      Satifisfied, I put on a fresh pair of pantyhose, retrieving them from my bag full of packaged pantyhose. After we finished dressing, it was now, almost 8 am. Removing the ring Parker had bought me, that I primarily wear when were intimate, I replaced it with my wedding band, I'd had sat on the side table by our bed, all night.

      "Before we go, I'd better call your father," I announced, as Parker scrolled through his phone. Walking over to the window, I called my husband, as I admired to view of the city below us.

      "Hello," I hear through speakphone.

      "Good morning honey," I relayed to John, as the view of our hotel room could now be partially seen. "Just wanted to check-in. We're heading down to breakfast and then going to check-in to the reunion."

      
        
      

      "Oh good," my husband said. "Is Parker managing ok?"

      "He's been fine honey. We called it a night, early, as I was tired from the flight," I lied, as my husband was unaware of the messy, single bed, to my left.

      After exchanging plans for the day and getting Parker to say a few words to his father, I ended the call.

      "Look honey, Parker and I need to get breakfast, we're famished," receiving a quick glance from Parker. "Afterward, we're going to the festivities. I'm not sure when I'll be able to answer your texts till later."

      "Just have fun," he said. "And behave. Don't embarrass the boy too much."

      "Oh he's been wonderful," I said, a little too submissively, the intent, clearly missed by John. "You finish those meetings strong, as well. Talk later. We love you."

      Ending the call, I walked over to Parker. "You ready sweety?" Standing directly in front of, I was between his legs. Reaching his hands under my dress, I saw a boy, deeply in love with his mother, a far different young man, than the one almost a year earlier, who lost his virginity to me, the night of his Senior Prom.

      "I love your legs, mom," he admitted, feeling the sheerness of the hosiery embellishing my legs.

      "I know you do, sweety," I seductively said, running my fingers through his bushy hair. Stepping back, my dress fell back down, covering my legs, as his hands were now, free of my goldmine. "We'd better go, honey. Remember," I paused, relifting my dress. "Behave, and you might get your ultimate desire," I beckoned, wiggling my backside at him.

      "Ok mom," he quickly agreed. "Let's go enjoy your reunion."

      Lowering my dress, and rechecking myself in the mirror, I grabbed my shaul and person, and we left our room, eager for my reunion.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 3

      Stepping out into the hallway of our hotel, it was now, 8:30 in the morning. Sore from my son's aggressive behavior, the ache I felt in my loins couldn't be ignored. Also feeling just how dead my legs were from the previous night from how we usually have sex, walking in my high heels was challenging. Making our way to the elevator, other couples were also making their way to whatever it was they were here for.

      Wearing a simple, white floral dress with different colored floral designs that went down just below my knees, my wedding ring on my finger, 4" white high heels and, sheer-to-waist suntan pantyhose on my legs, I walked hand in hand with Parker. He was dressed less formal than I. A plain, button-down grey shirt, and black slacks, he looked exactly how I needed him to present himself. Nothing, other than a young man just there to support and keep his mother company, in place of his father.

      Stepping out of the elevator, my phone suddenly buzzed. "It's your father," I announced, releasing my hand from his. "Good morning John," I said, annoyed.

      After speaking to my husband for a couple minutes, I'd almost forgotten exactly where we were.

      "Just make sure Parker is respectful and doesn't make a scene," my husband stated.

      "He's fine, John. He's been everything I hoped," slipping my free hand in between his arm. Giving it a subtle squeeze, Parker looked down at me and I gave him a warm smile. "But look," I continued, "We're literally walking into a restaurant to have breakfast, because the festivities for the reunion begin at 10." Ending the call, I quickly put my phone away.

      *************

      Talking me into the hotel's buffet restaurant, I reluctantly agreed. Not really into this type of setting, I also knew I wanted to make my son feel important as well. Since we were together, alone, I told him he would be welcome to being the one who makes certain decisions for us while we're here. I mean we've been intimate for a while now. I think he needs to act like my man, even here.

      Finally refreshed, bellies full of food, as well as the batch of his semen he pumped down my throat an hour earlier, it was now 9:45.

      
        "I think it's time we made our way to the banquet room, honey," I quietly said. "Remember," I stated, intently," While we're here... behave. No hands on my hips, no hands on my legs or under my dress. I am your mother, you are my son."

      Leaning into my ear, Parker stated, "I know mom. Don't worry about it. I want your ass. I'm not doing anything to ruin that chance."

      Shaking my head, I could only chuckle. "Oh I know." I said, redoubling my grip on his arm.

      ************^^

      As we made our way through the hotel lobby, signage for different events were posted everywhere.

      "Watkins-Boles Reception, Saturday 2-8pm," the first large room we passed showed just above the double doors.

      "Shell Company Awards Ceremony and Banquet, East Room," the next one said, an arrow pointing down the subsequent hallway.

      "Mom," Parker said, diverting my attention to the right. Seeing him pointing down the walkway, A sign outside, reading, "Western Canada High School, Class of 2000," showed, in large, bold letters.

      Approaching the banquet room, a line had already formed. As I presented my I.D. and signed us in, I was amazed at how wonderfully decorated it was.

      "Here's a brochure which shows the itinerary for today and tomorrow," I was told, as I was given a little bag containing items with my schools insignia labelled.

      After taking it, Parker and I went into the large room. Upon entering, several tables were already setup. Streamers, banners, table cloths, most things adorning the crimson and yellow that was our school colors. A photo booth, a mixed drinks booth. Taking a quick moment to peruse the pages before me, I scanned the itinerary.

      Friday

      
        10AM-Noon, Check-in, Welcome Reacquaintance brunch.

      4pm-10, A brief history of the class of 2000, guest speakers dinner and dancing, photos, door prizes, karaoke.

      Saturday

      8AM-10AM, Breakast

      Noon-3PM, Scavenger hunt, light brunch, and games.

      7PM-1AM Dinner gala. More history of the class of 2000, door prizes, karaoke, dancing.

      Looking over the events planned, my son bent down and said softly into my ear, so no one could hear, "Good. Gives us time to go back up to our room in between."

      Hearing that, I was more taken aback, than upset. "Are you serious right now?" I remarked, looking at him.

      "You said.." He started, before I cut him off.

      "Honey, I know what I said," I calmly reminded him. "It's just, we have to be discreet ok? I can't waltz into this ballroom looking, one minute full of zest and vigor, and the next, absolutely exhausted, looking like I just ran a marathon."

      "Well, you asked me to behave," he rebutted, his hand, now down at my lower back. "I'm doing as you ask...Mom. You get to enjoy your Reunion. I get.....THIS.....when we're not doing reunion activities," he stated, looking at his prize.

      "Parker you don't under......," I tried saying. Suddenly I felt the hand on my lower back reach down further and touch the hemline. "Parker...honey," I quietly stated with a pleading, yet horrified, look. Staring at me with zero emotion, I understood, clearly what was being silently insinuated. "Alright, sweetheart," I sighed. "An agreement is an agreement."

      
        **************

      Folding the itinerary and placing it in my purse, I took a hold of Parker's arm. Admiring the view inside the ballroom, signs and banners were on all 4 walls reading, "Western Canada High School, Class of 2000," enhanced by a Warrior, our school mascot.

      "It's beautiful honey," I said, admiring the scenery.

      At each table, a floral-type setting sat in the middle. Crimson and yellow balloons floated to the ceiling, whilst others were tired to tables and chairs. Even over at the photo booth, a reprint of my schools' crest was taped to thewall.

      "Wanna take pictures later?" I cooed, running my hand up and down his arm.

      "Anything you want, mom," Parker added. "This is your time, remember."

      "Good!" I exclaimed, leading him around.

      Seeing the faces of those I'd graduated with, many of them I didn't personally. I was too busy with homework, and Student government, that I never really partied. I wasn't a prude, just had dreams before I started my family. Those who were there, politely nodded or acknowledged in kind. Seeing some of my old teachers, many in their 60's and 70's was a surprise. One, in particular, has caught my eye.

      "Mrs. Jennings?" I called out. Seeing her a couple tables over speaking to other people, I always remembered her as my Political Science teacher. Looking over at Parkrr and I making our way over she, coincidentally, acknowledged my presence.

      "Madeline? Madeline Miller! Is that you?" She exclaimed, happy to see me.

      "It's Benson, now," I interjected, flashing my wedding band. "How are you?" Clearly happy to see her.

      "I was invited by several students who coordinated this event and so I fugured, why not?" A huge smile plastered on her face. "When you're retired and you're widowed, you have a lot of time on your hands."

      
        
      

      "Oh my condolences on your loss," I exclaimed.

      Changing the subject, she noticed my date, standing next to me. "And who is this?" She asked, extending her hand.

      "My name is Parker. I am her son." He quickly, but respectfully stated.

      "My husband is away on business, unfortunately, so Parker agreed to tag along, as I couldn't waste my husbands' airfare," I'd mentioned, quieting any possible reservations.

      "Well it was nice of you to keep your mom company, in the midst of people much older," Mrs. Jennings quipped as well.

      After a minutes, we had parted way. Looking at the clock, it said 11:45. Having spoken to several couples, I sensed a few judgmental responses each time I'd introduce my son.

      Even a couple people I'd sought out, once they saw a 19-yr old young man with me, they thought it uncouth I brought someone not even old enough to enjoy an alcoholic beverage, instead of just coming by myself.

      As the initial opening of our reunion was coming to an end, and realizing not everyone on the list had checked in as of yet, Parker had only one thing on his mind.

      "I want you, mom," his tone decisive. "Now."

      Leading me out of the banquet room, our silence said it all.

      *************

      "Oh yes! Oh Par.. Parker.. Yes ba..by!"

      Looking up at my son, he was finally back between my legs. Haven't not wasted a single moment, Parker was on a mission.

      
        
      

      As soon as we entered our room, I walked over to the far end of our room.

      "Leave everything on, mom," Parker ordered, as he began undressing. "Push a hole in your pantyhose and lie back on the bed."

      Putting my purse down and removing my shaul, I then proceeded over to the drapes. Upon opening them, partly cloudy skies lay over Calgary. Doing as requested, I hitched my dress over my waist. Unbuttoning the top buttons, my bra came to view. Pushing my bra over my tits, I then pushed a hole in the gusset of my hosiery. Scooching on the bed, I rested my head on the pillow, as my son continued undressing.

      "We have almost 3 and a half hours mom. I want your legs up the whole time," The lust oozing out of his mouth.

      "Parker," I'd begun, as he climbed on the bed. Opening my legs, he stared at the glossiness of the nylons embellishing my legs. "Honey, pl..," I'd began.

      Interrupting me scolding him, he pushed in.

      "Ohhhhh honey!" I'd exclaimed.

      Feeling his length and girth bottom out, the yelp thst escaped my lungs could be heard in the hall.

      "Finally.." he murmured, placing my legs up in a 'V'. Putting his weight on me, I cradled his torso, reaching up and under him, ending with my fingers and hands draped over his shoulders from behind. Resting his head by my neck, I could alreasy feel his breathing labor. "I'm going to fuck you into oblivion, mom. God, I love you." And with that his hips began slamming up and down on top of me.

      **********

      Over the next couple hours, I was growing genuinely concerned. Having cum inside of me twice already, Parker was full-swing for the 3rd time, pumping away inside of my vagina.

      
        "Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!"

      My loud moans, steadily echoing off the wall, were in a battle with the headboard as it intently thumped the wall. The bedsprings, dutifully playing its' annoying sonata, highlighted my extra-marital affair.

      "Oh baby!" I mewled into his ear. "Har.. harder sweetie," I'd coo in his ear.

      Looking over at the open box of condoms, sitting there next to my glasses and my wedding ring, I'd given up, reluctantly on his need to wear a condom.

      "Yes mom!" he'd grit through his teeth. "God yes!" Harder and harder his hips would slam into mine, eliciting yelps after each thrust downward.

      "Yes!Yes!," I'd bellow, my hands all over my son's back. "Fuck your mo.. mother," I'd lovingly whisper into his ear.

      "Ahh! Ahh! Fuck yea!" He'd growl, enjoying himself with no interruption.

      Looking up at the ceiling, I couldn't help but notice my legs flailing from each thrust in me. My high heels, surprisingly, were still on my feet.

      "C'mon baby," I'd lustfully murmur, "cum for mama, honey."

      Not only was I hearing the squelching, squishing sounds of our juices from Parkers' pumping, but I felt it, as well. Feeling sweating droplets fall onto my displayed breasts, my own perspiration sat on my forehead.

      "Yes.. ye..esss," I panted, as our bodies collided together. "Oh Parker.. oh baby."

      Feeling his rough breathing on my neck, I turned my head to the left, now watching the clouds float by past the blue skies. The odor of sex, draped over us like a cloud.

      "Buzz! Buzz!Buzz!" hearing my cell phone vibrating on the sidetable, I knew it was my husband.

      
        
      

      "Keep..keep..go..going sweety," my voice, seductive, "I'll call..him..la..later."

      A few minutes later, I felt the all-knowing signs of Parkers' pending eruption. Speeding up his pace. his thrusts became urgent.

      "Ungh! Parker! Ungh! Ba..by..Oh! Yes! Oh yes!" The thumping of the headboard once moderate, had turned in constant banging. the creaking of the bedsprings were in a full-blown rhythm.

      "Ahh! Ahh! Ahh!" Parker panted, inching ever so close to his finale.

      "Yes! Yes! Fu..fuck me," I groaned, panting for breath each time his hips collided with mine.

      Finally, after the frantic nature of our dealings over these last couple hours, I felt his balls tighten.

      "Moooommm!" he growled, muffled into my neck. Slamming down into me one last time, his lower region hermetically sealed with mine. Wave after wave of his juices exploded into me. As I looked up, my upturned legs were frozen in time. Still pointing to the ceiling, I desperately needed to lower then, but my mind prevented that.

      "Ahhh fuck yesssssss," Parker chanted, face still buried in my neck.

      "Ohhhhh Parker......" I seductively mewled, running a hand over his sweaty back and one through his hair.

      "Buzz! Buzz! Buzz!" Knowing, again who was on the other end, I said nothing. I let my son finish emptying the contents he'd built up, into my overused womb.

      After a couples minutes of stabbing into me, my son was finally done. Releasing his torrent inside of me, unprotected, 3 times, I was truly beside myself. I love my son, deeply. But this line I've allowed to be crossed. repeatedly, in our hotel room, I knew needed a correction.. immediately. But did I have the gumption in me to do it? For almost 3 hours I was in a state of incestuous bliss. Never thinking about John once, I'll admit I felt some shame. Not because of the nature of mine and Parker's relationship, but more because I was comfortable in it.

      
        Opening my legs for my son, knowing just how pleasing I am to him, even at 43 years of age, has opened up something in me I hadn't felt in years. Desired. Wanted. Like I'm the only thing on this Earth he wants. It's all true. He desires me. Sweats for me. Protects me. Maybe I am a heathen for actually being comfortable with this ummm situation, but I am a woman and i have needs, too. John is too busy focused on his career that we could literally do it in front of him and he'd be to engrossed in whatever project work has him on. Yes, Im being facetious, but you get my drift.

      Lifting himself off me, I could feel the dampness of our bodies from the sweatwe accumulated. The exhaustion we both felt was something to behold. Feeling him extricate his overworked penis from me, I was relieved, you none to pleased, of the void my snatch would realize.

      Pulling out, I quickly felt a deluge rush from me onto our mattress and linens. Even my pantyhose were unable to avoid disaster as the semen trickled down my vaginal area, finding spots on the nylon fabric. Giving him a weary smile, I looked at the clock. "3:15."

      Realizing this, I made my way to the beds edge and sat up. Looking in the mirror by our bed, I saw just how bad it was. My hair, a mess. My boobs, red from his weight smooshing them, runs down my inner thighs of my nylons. The absolute exhaustion that befelled me.

      "We have to be downstairs in 45 minutes, honey," I'd managed to utter, still breathless but regaining myself. "Take a quick shower. I need to return your fathers calls and texts."

      "Alright mom," Parker replied. As he turned to head into the bathroom, he turned and just stared at me. As I watched him, his hard-on, now gone, his penis showed the illicit nature of our affair. A white foamlike substance from the tip of his manhood all the way down the base, conjoined with my juices, highlighted the results of over 2 hours of sex.

      "What?" I asked, now subconscious of his silence.

      "Have I ever told you how much I love you, mom?" Parker began. "Rather, that I'm IN LOVE with you?"

      The words he just uttered, floored me. In Love? With me? To say I was speechless, was an understatement. Seeing a sly smile purse his lips, his reaction to my silence prompted another response.

      "I thought so. I am IN LOVE with you, mom. Your legs pointing up in the air. You moaning my name. All behind dad's back. You're mine now, you know that right?" He so poignantly stated.

      
        
      

      With that, my lover turned, walked into the bathroom, and I heard the shower turn on.

      "What have I done?" I asked myself. "He's fallen for me."

      Picking up my phone, my thoughts and feelings, now a mess, I scrolled to my husband's name and returned his calls. Missing 7 calls, and 8 texts since this morning, I had better have my story straight.

      He can't think I'm being unfaithful. Right?

    
  
    
      Chapter 4

      "Hey, I'd better let you go," I told my husband. "The evening portion begins at 4."

      "Alright, we'll talk later. FYI, Stephanie will be coming home Tuesday for a few days," John reminded me.

      "Alright, I love you," I quickly said hearing the shower the turn off.

      Seeing 3:32 on the clock, I didn't have a ton of time to get ready. Coming out of the bathroom, Parker didn't even bother to have a towel wrapped around him.

      "Honey," I stated, pointing at the window.

      "What?" He said, confused. When I pointed

      at his nether region, it dawned on him.

      "Mom, we're 8 floors up. We have the drapes open every time we fuck." The blatancy of his words, finally got to me.

      "Parker Benson! Watch your language young man!" I said, now wagging my finger towards him.

      
        
      

      "Sorry, mom," he said. "But it's true. The only eyes that need to see me, are on your face." Relenting, I just shook my head.

      "Let me take a quick shower," I sighed. "I don't want to be too late." Having already removed the last vestiges of my clothing, I went to the bathroom.

      **********

      Standing in the shower, I let the hot water bead off of my aching, sore body. Even with the warmth of the water and the bruising and swelling around my vaginal opening, the water just cascading over it, stung a little.

      10 minutes later, I step out of the shower. Drying off, I put my robe on. When I come out of the bathroom, Parker was trying to tie his tie.

      "Having issues honey?" I asked, walking toward our bed.

      "Why do I have to wear this stupid thing?" He emphatically complained, stopping in protesting.

      Opening up my bathrobe, the reason why stood before him.

      "Do you see this?" I asked softly, displaying my body. "THIS is why you need to wear the tie." Slowly tracing my finger over my swollen folds, I looked at him, directly. "So, I'd like my date to look just as good for me, as he expects me to look, for him."

      Releasing a laugh, Parker replied, "Dang mom, you're insatiable, you know that?"

      "Says the young man who won't let me off the bed when we're in here. But, be a sweetheart and hand me that unopened package of pantyhose please," I'd asked, reaching for my bra.

      Sliding the suntan hosiery over my legs, I did so, with a purpose. For Parker. Yes, this is my high school reunion and I truly wanted and hoped for my husband to attend, but now, I am delving into my inner sexuality. I WANT Parker. No, I'm not in love with him. He's my child. My baby. But how he could fall in love with his mother, a 43-year old woman, I was determined to figure out. Once I had my bra and nylons snuggly on me, I sought to sort out Parker's tie issue.

      "Honey. Come," I said, pointedly. Standing in front of me, I reached for the tie dangling off his shoulders. "Let mama take care of this for you."

      Looking in his eyes, the lust I saw was more curious to me, than worrisome. Just a half hour earlier, he was filling my vaginal tunnel with his semen for what will occur several more times this weekend. "I love you, Parker," I'd said, more motherly. "Thank you for accompanying me for my reunion." Pecking him on his lips, I fixed his tie on him. "There. All set," patting his chest.

      Soon after, I stepped into my wears for the evening. A sleek, tan colored ballroom type gown adorned with poofy flower type additions on my shoulders. With an opening at the back, it looked, riveting. Adding to that, were my 4' tan colored, pointy toed, stilleto pumps as I deftly showed my leg through the slit of my eveningwear. Afterward, I began applying my makeup and putting my hair up, as Parker likes, I then removed his promise ring and replaced it with my wedding band, for obvious reasons. Placing his ring on the sidetable, I put my glasses on and let out a small chuckle at what was still sitting on our nightstand.

      "You need to exhaust these condoms before we leave on Monday, honey," pointing to the box of condoms. "I know you like being bareback in me, but we need to be practical. Remember, I can still become pregnant-even on birth control."

      "Yea Yea, mom," Parker waved, dismissively. "We'll...use them." That little hesitation in his summation left me shaking my head.

      Looking at the clock, it now showed "4:05".

      "We need to go, Sweetheart. It's already begun," I exclaimed, grabbing my shaul and room key. "Put the room key in your pocket, honey. I'm leaving my purse in the room."

      "Let's go then," he said, holding his arm out to me. Taking it, we walked out of our room. Feeling the remnants of the poundings I'd just endured between my legs, I had realized this was going to be a long, trying evening.

      ***********

      
        "Ding!"

      As the elevator doors opened, the atmosphere in the lobby area was buzzing. Holding his arm, we made our way back to the room where the reunion was behind held.

      The amount of persons meticulously moving about was staggering. As Parker maneuvered us through the madness, I was thankful he was with me.

      "Honey, over there," I'd said, pointing to the signage displaying our destination.

      Witnessing people going into the venue, I gave my sons' arm a gentle tug, stopping us.

      "Remember sweetie," I began, "Let's have fun here and then you can have your nightcap. Ok?"

      "I'll behave mom," Parker stated. "You don't have to keep reminding me."

      "I know, honey. And thank you," I quietly said. With a smile on my face, I regripped his arm. "Then let's go in. Shall we?"

      *************

      Upon our entry, there were couples already claiming tables, others perusing the landscape, and some, mingling.

      "Mom, let's sit over there," Parker stated, pointing to a table just off to the side.

      "Ok," I said, in quick agreement.

      When we got there, I noticed the lighting was a little dimmer over here. Leading us to the other side of the rounded table, embellishing a long table cloth that touched the floor, as well as 8 seats.

      "Parker?" I said, questioningly, starting to figure out what his ulterior motive was leaning towards.

      
        "We're sitting here, mom," He rebutted, sounding authoritative. Not wanting to argue, I removed my shawl and placed it over one of the chairs. Taking the seat to my left, my son and I had a full view of the venue.

      "Mom, let's get something to drink," Parker stated. Leaving our table, we left items where we'd saved our seats and proceeded to the bar. Looking around at those who'd already arrived, there were people I knew of, but was never chummy with. Being polite, I'd nod, or greet them, accordingly.

      "Maddie?"

      Stopping me in my tracks, I'd heard my name.

      "Grace?" The woman approaching me, soon turned into familiarity.

      "Oh Goodness!" she cried, taking me in an embrace. Extending our distance, she looked me up and down."You look good!"

      "You haven't aged a bit, Grace," I'd playfully said.

      Turning to Parker, I asked him to go ahead and get us a non-alcoholic beverage. "First thing is first, Grace, I'd like you to meet my son, Parker. Parker, honey, this is Grace." A look of confusion had appeared on Grace's face.

      "It's nice to meet you," Parker reciprocated, extending his hand.

      "Sweety, I'd like to catch up with Grace for a bit. Be a dear and get me a ginger ale?"

      "I'll be right back," he said.

      Looking at me, bewildered, Grace spoke. "Your son?"

      "Yes," I quickly responded. "My husband had a last minute business trip and unfortunately couldn't make it. So, without hesitation, Parker asked to accompany me."

      
        Understanding now, Grace said, "Oh how cute. He's keeping his mama out of trouble. Anyway, this is my Richard."

      Extending my hand, he greeted me warmly. "Pleasure, Maddie Benson."

      Returning my attention to Grace, I continued, "I warned him there'd by no one his age here, and that I was worried he'd get bored with everyone here in their 40's," I claimed, as we exchanged laughed.

      "Well it's good you brought him, Maddie," Grace added, looking over my shoulder.

      "Oh?" I asked, perplexed.

      Pointing to the door, she warned that Jeremy Campbell was here.

      "Yes, I know," I admitted. "I saw Jeremy and Beth last night while we were having dinner at one of the restaurants here," I'd said, matter-of-factly.

      Joining us at the table, we had begun to learn what the reunion held in store.

      ********

      Over the next hour, the venue had filled. Over 250 people I had attended high school with, came with their spouses, while other came alone. Getting reacquainted with so many after 25 years was wonderful. Turning back the clock, some aged well, while others......

      Guest speakers were talking about old times. Beginning to play a very long montage of clips from our 4 years at the school, memories flooded the atmosphere.

      About 6:15, the servers came out going from table to table, tabulating the dish we preferred. Having made our decisions, My son asked for the chicken marinara, while I preferred the salmon with broccoli.

      As were sitting there, the others at our table were mingling with one another, replaying stories about our days of adolescence. The good times, the not so good, the laughs, the tears. It was just wonderful enjoying time with those who have since developed families, enjoy a career, a long marriage, etc.

      This whole time, Parker just sat and listened. From time to time, someone would ask him a question or acknowledge his "bravery" for attending a party of much older people, as I beamed with pride about how courteous and respectful to all. One particular question though, made me feel a sudden pang of guilt, something I was trying to avoid. After eating, the conversations at our table picked up.

      "So you're in Canada with your mom. I'm sure your girlfriend misses you," my friend, Grace,

      "I don't have a girlfriend," Parker responded. "But I do have a 'Friend with Benefits'," Parker added, nonchalantly. Sensing the table linen moving, I also felt the slit of my dress being parted. Simultaneously grabbing his hand, hoping no one noticed, I found myself in a tug o'war with Parker.

      Grace, suddenly butsting in laughter, as well as others, said, "Oh really now?" Looking squarely at me, she added, "Well, if Maddie didn't know then, she knows now!"

      Trying, desperately to prevent any further advancement along my inner thigh, I tried to put on a neutral face. Glancing over at my son, I saw indifference, but also resolve in his demeanor. Realizing I was losing the battle, I relented on the pressure I'd applied on his hand, and instead, began seductively raking my finger nails over the top of his hand. As Parker flicked the fabric of my nylons between his fingers, I felt a degree of panic.

      Amidst the trepidation I felt at thst moment, I was partially relieved that where we sat, was strategically selected by Parker. Our back's were to the wall, even at the round table we occupied. The light was a little dimmed, so being meticulous, he was able to achieve his dastardly task under the noses of our unaware table mates.

      As I continued raking my fingers over the top of his hand, the conversation at our table, and in the venue, continued to flow. I was trying to maintain my composure so as not to bring forth suspicion, but my son wasn't actually helping my cause, either. Further and further his hand matriculated along my inner thigh. Watching my son having a normal, albeit tame conversation with those asking him questions, was driving me crazy at the voracity of his current demeanor. He promised he'd behave.

      "I just graduated last June, and haven't decided about college," he had said to someone, as my senses came back to me.

      
        "My mom has been so helpful in figuring out my future." As he said that, his pinky made contact with my folds.

      "Ummm honey," I cut-in, "Can I have a word, alone, with you?" Removing his hand from my thigh, I discreetly fixed my dress and fetched my shaul. "We'll be right back," I said, forcing a smile.

      Walking with a purpose, Parker followed me outside the venue, into the hallway.

      "What do you think you're doing!" I hissed, barely above a whisper. "I thought you understood to behave."

      Parker, taking my hand, stealthily placed it against the front of his slacks. "I have a problem, mom. That's why," he quietly said, seemingly aggravated.

      "Darn it Parker! Can't you wait until we leave gor the evening? We'll, most likely, be having sex most of the night anyway," I sighed, pleadingly.

      "I can't help myself, mom," Parker perked up. "Your legs make me this way mom. You're so beautiful."

      Oh Parker," I quietly mewled. "I apreciate the compliments but.."

      "Mom," he cut in, his words now crisp. "Now.. We'll be quick."

      Taking my hand, he led us to the elevator. Entering, nary a word was spoken, just a thickness in the air.

      "DING!" As the doors opened, my son took my hand.

      "Quickly, sweetheart," I softly said as he put our key against the door.

      **************

      
        7:10pm.

      "CREAK! THUMP! THUMP! SQUEAK!"

      The urgency in the room was apparent. Pumping my pussy like a madman, Parker was desperately trying to alleviate the ache he developed as we were im the ballroom.

      "AHH!! AHH!! AHH!" He would shout, loud enough for passersby going to their respective rooms to hear.

      "Yes! Oh ba..baby!" I moaned, watching my tits swinging beneath me. Bent over the edge of our bed, My ballroom gown had been pushed over my back. The sheer nylons on my legs now lowered to my hips, struggled to prevent runs from forming from the thrusting behind me. Pushing my bra over my breasts, had freed them for effect. Holding onto my hips, Parker was focused on the task at hand. With my head down, absorbing his assault, I was having my own difficulties.

      "Oh Parker!" I panted, feeling each stab against my cervix. "Yes.. yes.. yes..," I breathlessly chanted, hearing Parker's lust-filled grunts in a battle with the actions our bed was partaking. Having one hand on the small of my back, and the other on my hips, Parker was slamming, relentlessly, into my matronly quim. With my face, turned sideways on the mattress, my tits, were smooshed agsinst the mattress, as well.

      "Fuck mom, yes!" He'd repeat, deep in the throes of our incestuous mating.

      "Fuck me, honey. Cum for me," I seductively stated, my hands, firmly griping the sheets.

      Grasping my hips, fully, my son sped up his ministrations. "Ahh!! Ahh! I'm..I'm cum..cumming!" He'd shout, sensing his pending eruption.

      Slamming into me, one last time, he pushed as far into my tunnel, Locking our lower regions together, I ultimately felt my reward. Wave after wave of whiteness painted my insides.

      "Ohhhhh, Parker," I lovingly whimpered, "Empty it all into me, sweety," I added, feeling his balls pulsating.

      
        After what seemed like 10 minutes, he finally backed off me, just a little. Still balls deep in me, I could feel his snake softening. Before he pulled out, I had him hand me the bath towel I'd gotten before we started this session. Pulling out of me, I quickly placed the towel under me, blocking the deluge wanting to pour from me. Breathing heavily, I lay there, half of my body on the bed, as my high heels were still flat on the ground.

      Slowly adjusting my body, I had transformed into a sitting position, still applying pressure to my vagina. Slowly pulling my pantyhose over my tiny waist, I was able to lock the towel in place, under the nylon fabric. Looking at the young man standing before me and still wearing the button shirt he'd had on this evening He was in the process of starting to pull his slacks back up his legs.

      The gloss emanating off his dick, blended with my vaginal secretions parlayed the result of our sinful indiscretions. Scooching of the beds edge, towel between my legs, my eyes never left his, as I took his phallus into my mouth. Engulfing his semi-hard manhood, I was intent on cleaning him off before we freshened up and made our way back to the festivities.

      ""GLUCK! SHLUCK! SLURP! GLUCK! GLUCK!" I immediately went to work, bobbing my head up and down.

      "Fick mom," Parker cried, his pants, once again pooled over his shoes. "Suck my dick. God yes, mom."

      Feeling a pulsing from his manhood, I was able to pull another, much lesser, load out of him. Swallowing the contents, I then released my suction and backed off his cock.

      Shakily, I held a hand out to him, signifying my desire to stand. Helping me rise, I immediately waddled to the bathroom. As I sat on the toilet, I tossed the towel aside. Holding my dress open from the slit at my legs, I felt his spend cascading into the water. Once I was finished, I quickly freshened up, fixing my lipstick and hair. Cinching my bra back over my tits, I regained a semblance of a decent woman before applying perfume on me. No time for a shower, I intently worked to cover up the odoriferous aftermath.

      Walking out, I saw Parker was, himself, fixed up.

      Too tired to scold him, I simply said, "Better?" as I reached for my shawl.

      "For now," he admitted, a sheepish grin on his face. "For now."

      
        Leaving our room, it was now 8pm. Having been gone almost an hour, we were secure in assuming our secret was still safe.

    
  
    
      Chapter 5

      Standing in the elevator, I was genuinely upset. Not angry. Not furious. As we left our room even after freshening up, I saw just how exhausted I looked as we passed the mirror at our door.

      I know. I know. I told him he can have me ALL weekend, but I want to enjoy my reunion. He knew this. His behaviour, although 'typical', is also more alphain nature. He's not domineering and not controlling, he just knows EXACTLY what he wants.

      "Honey," I began, barely above a whisper, "I'm upset with you right now." Keeping my eyes straight forward, I was in a whirlwind of emotions. "We had an understanding," I continued. "We MUST be more discreet is all I'm saying. Have I once turned you down since...... we began our affair?"

      A silence filled the elevator a few seconds, when Parker answered, "I'm sorry mom. I really am. The question about me having a girlfriend ignited something in me, and I just went along with it." Hearing the disappointment in my voice, Parker continued. "I can't get enough of you, mom. You're so beautiful. I don't know anyone who has a mother as open and loving as you."

      "Honey, what we do is not 'normal' as far as society sees it. A parent and her child, even a 19 year old one, shouldn't have the relationship we have."

      Sensing a sudden shift, I could tell Parker was starting to panic. "Are you saying we need to stop? Are you suddenly getting a conscience?"

      Those words he said in his last sentence were true in some manner, but even I knew I couldn't just suddenly turn the spigot off. "No sweetheart, I'm not saying that." Noticing him relax, I added," But that doesn't mean you can just "take me" or demand intimacy when it suits you, either. Interlocking my fingers with his, I turned to him. "I am asking you, one final time. We're here for my reunion. First and foremost. Please wear the condoms unless I specify otherwise, when we are intimate. We need to be smarter, young man. Respect must be given or I'm afraid I will have to end this."

      Thinking about what I just stated, I could see the wheels turning in his head. "I know. I have to learn how to control myself. I don't want this to stop," he quipped, genuine remorse appearing on him. "I'm in love with you. I'm not asking you to leave dad, I'm just saying it's difficult to keep my impulsivity down."

      DING!!!!

      Reaching the lobby, we stepped out. Standing on my tiptoes, I gave him a quick peck on his lips. "I accept your apology, Sweetheart," the submissive seduction in my voice. "Let's get back to the reunion, ok?"

      With a newfound understanding and sense of relief, we walked together back to the venue.

      ************

      Upon re-entering the banquet room, the gala was still ongoing. Laughter echoed throughout and glasses clinked against each other. At one end, old classmates mingled. Others stood in line at the bar. Some couple were dancing to music the DJ was playing. Making our way back to the table we originally sat at, all eyes found us.

      "There you are," Grace exclaimed. "We wondered what happened to you both."

      "I had to return some messages my husband left," I lied. "Plus I had a headache, so we went up to the room where my purse was and got me some Tylenol."

      "Well they're going to start bingo, and a scavenger hunt in the room in a few minutes," Grace added, like a kid receiving a toy.

      "Honey, can you get me a Ginger Ale please?" Patting his arm.

      "Sure mom," Parker said, leaving the table.

      After he left, Grace was looking at me. "Are you alright Maddie?" She asked, querily.

      "Yes. Why do you ask?" I responded.

      
        With a sudden change in her demeanor, she quickly changed script. "You just look like... Nevermind," she said. Changing the subject, the conversation seemed to have settled, albeit briefly.

      "Richard, can I speak to you privately?" I heard Grace ask her husband. Without another word, they both excused themselves from the table.

      Finally returning with my drink, Parker also had secured himself a Coca-Cola. "Thank you honey," I stated, give him one of our 'secret' looks.

      ***********

      With Grace and Richard away, and others at our table up and about mingling and laughing with others, I was looking over at the photo booth.

      "Wanna take some photos?" I asked. "You know, we can rub them in your dads face for missing out the fun."

      "Sure. Why not," my son stated. But before we got up to walk over, Parker had added. "He's not missing much, mom." Parker said, his tone. low. "We wouldn't be intimate if he were here, right?"

      "I guess your right," I added, with a look no mother should be giving to her son.

      Getting up from the table we proceeded to the photo booth.

      "Everyone. Can we have your attention please?" A voice interrupted. "The scavenger hunt begins at 9. That event will close out our evening."

      Standing in line for photos, I couldn't help but notice Grace, her husband Richard, and a couple other people glancing our direction. No assumptions. But I had found it odd. I wasn't fixated on anything in particular, but while waiting in line and have a pause in talking, I'd notice their eyes shift away when my eyes scanned their direction.

      "Next!" the photographer stated.

      
        Setting us in certain poses, I had to politely inform the photographer that Parker wasn't my husband but, rather, my son. "Oh I'm sorry," she said, looking at me. The pose she'd tried putting us in had me standing, my back to Parker, against him, and his hands resting on my hips. A normal pose for a couple, it definitely wasn't a pose for us. After re-positioning us, we took a few pictures with much more innocence in them. But as we stood, I again noticed the glances from Grace and everyone else.

      "You can pick up your photos tomorrow night at the dinner banquet," the lady said. After giving her my name and room number, as well as non-pertitnent info, Parker and I made our way around the room.

      Again, resting my hand in the crook of his arm, everything felt.. normal. Stopping and talking to people I knew of, they were all kind and polite. I'll admit, it soon became cheesy when I'd introduce Parker. "You're a good son," he'd be told. "Being loving enough to stand in for your father is honorable.. It's cute too," They'd end with.

      As the evening wore on, the gait in my steps had normalized, the pulsing in my quim lessening. Undernearth my dress, the remants of what Parker left inside me had matted the gusset of my pantyhose. Sure, my dress was long enough that it should hide any....unwanted sights, correct? But unaware of the full extent of the recent past, the slit in my dress, periodically exposing my legs with each step I took would, soon, come into play.

      **********

      "Alright everyone! It's time for our couples scavenger hunt!" The moderator announced.

      As couples begun to gather at the front, several others chose not to participate.

      "Wanna take part?" I asked my son, hastily running a hand over his forearm.

      "Sure. Why not," Parker exclaimed, willing to join in. Quickly walking back to our table, I left my shawl and removed my high heels. Not knowing what to expect, I wasn't going to wear my shoes for the festivities.

      "Alright everyone," the moderator began. Handing a stack of envelopes to an assistant, they began to hand them out to each couple.

      "Inside, you'll find a list of items. they're all same. The first couple to find all 5 items wins this prize."

      
        
      

      "Ooooooooooh," Was announced throughout the crowd, as on the envelope, it showed "Air Canada" labeled.

      "The winners will get a 3 day-2night trip to Montreal, all expenses paid with 2 coach tickets aboard Air Canada."

      Astonished at the winners prize, I wasn't all that confident we'd win, but the fun of partaking in games has always been a thing of mine. Opening our envelope it showed the 5 items to he sought after.

      1.) A pink lip gloss tube

      2) 1 of 5 $100 bill hidden in the venue with a black check mark on the corner.

      3) 1 of 5 wine glasses with a red dot on the bottom

      4) 1 of 5 American quarters hidden amongst the room.

      5) If anyone has an unopened condom package on their person.

      "1 and 5 must be personally in your possession, while 2,3, and 4 are hidden throughout the banquetroom." It was said to us.

      "Well, looks like we won't be winning," I joked with Parker. "Our condoms are in our room." Silent, Parker just nodded, a thoughtful look on his face.

      "And Go!" The moderator ordered. As couples began moving around the room, I saw a sly smile purse my son's lips.

      Immediately going to my purse, I pulled out a pink tube of lipgloss. " There's one!" I loudly exclaimed, waving it around in the air.

      
        Seeing people scampering around it was joyous. Everyone feeling 18 again, we found ourselves bumping into each other, looking under obvious glass flues, and lifting up everything not lockeddown.

      "Mom!" Parker announced, "I found a Quarter!" Pleased with his achievement, I marked off #4.

      For the next few minutes, I was focused on the list. Looking for Parker, I'd noticed he wasn't near me. Figuring he was trying to locate another piece of our list, I carried on. Parker isn't very tall, only 5'10. But he is 245 lbs, so I cannot see over taller people as there were other couples participating in the hunt.

      As I went back toward my table, I saw a lady looking under each, figuring she had a plan, I dropped on my knees, and peeked under the tablecloth. BINGO! Reaching for the $100 bill taped sneakily beneath, I carefully removed it. Marking it off our list, I just figured if we found 4 of the 5, just enjoying the fun would have been worth it.

      "Mom," I heard behind me, "Did you find anything?" With a little labor in his breath, Parker sounded frantic.

      "Are you ok, Sweety?" I asked him, worried.

      "Yeah," he panted. "But can I ask uou a question?"

      Tilting my head, curious. I was concerned. "Ok?"

      "Do you want that trip mom?" His question, pointed. Not putting 2and 2 together, I just stood there. "Do you?" He asked again, much more seriously.

      "Sure, I'd like to," I answered, "but honey we have to realis..." I tried adding.

      Cutting me off, he stood closer to me, "Reach into my coat pocket," he said, eyes focused on me. Reaching into his pocket, I felt the crinkle of something. Surprised, I pulled it out just enough to see.

      "Parker, no," I voiced. "I'd like to win the trip, but we can't, suddenly have a condom. How do we explain YOU having a condom handy?"

      
        
      

      "Trust me mom," Parker reiterated. "I won't embarrass you, OK?"

      Against my better judgment, I nodded. "OK, honey." Pulling out the $100 dollar bill I'd found, I said, "That's four then, sweety. We need to find 1 of the 5 wine glasses and we have a chance."

      Now focused on our last chore, I knew not all of the wine glasses would be obvious. "Come with me, Honey," I said, taking his hand.

      Walking up to the administrator of the event, I asked if there was a limit to the areas that could be searched. After telling us the ballroom, kitchen, bathrooms, coatrack etc, were in bounds, Parker looked at me. Like he could read my mind, simultaneously we said, "Kitchen!"

      Scurrying there, we realized no other folks had journeyed inside. Some of the staff, had sly smirks on their faces, as they realized we suspected something others may not have. One particular kitchen worker moved their eyes toward the pile of dishes and, suspiciously placed used, wine glasses waiting to be washed.

      "Over there, baby," I said. Stepping aside. the workers knew the final glass was about to be found. "Honey!" I shouted, holded the glass up. "I found one!" Seeing the red dot on the bottom, We hastily headed back to the main banquet room.

      Stopping me at the door, I looked at Parker.

      "Don't worry mom. We got this. They think I have a girlfriend.... Remember?" Smiling back at him, I felt a twinge of relief.

      Walking in, people were still hunting about. At 8:45 we hear, "Times up!"

      Suddenly gaining everyone's attention, the moderator spoke. "Alright. How many couples. found at least 2 items?" Several hands raised.

      "3?" The next question sounded, several hands dropped, while many stayed in the air.

      
        "Now 4." It wasn't a question, but more, a statement. Suddenly all hands dropped except for 5, Our hands being part of that.

      "And the final question. Does anyone have all 5?" But before anyone could answer, the moderator added, "If more than one couple answers, then the one who gives shows us all 5 things on the list, first, wins."

      Looking around, none of the other 4 raised a hand. Instantly, my son raised his.

      "Hawh!" Gasps filled the room as those who had previously met my son, watched how nonchalantly he put all the items down on the

      moderators table. One by one, each item showing the markings that were expected. The condom, a magnum XL, was placed on the table.

      "We have a winner!" The moderator announced. As the clapping commenced, obviously from those who I hadn't spoken to, there were also looks of...surprise? Like those I've spoken to, already knows Parker is my son, yet some know from conversations at our table he has a "girlfriend." Not knowing that "Girlfriend" is me, I tried to play it off.

      Walking up cautiously, I was handed the envelope containing everything. Taking pictures, I was embarrassed to say the least.

      "So, when you plan on cashing this in," I was asked.

      "I'll have to call my husband after we leave here, and figure it out!"

      As laughter filled the room, other suspicious glances, also appeared.

      "All right everyone! This concludes our activities for tonight!" The moderator said.

      Leaving the stage, we went to retrieve my shawl and my high heels. Trying to deflect any possible suspicious assumptions from others, I pretended to scold Parker. "Parker! Oh my goodness," I exclaimed, feigning incredulity, "Why on Earth would you have that in your wallet?"

      
        By now, our table was vacant as everyone sitting with us had left. As I lifted my shawl, our room key appeared. Figuring my son took. it out of his pocket, so as not to misplace it, I thought none-to-the-wise.

      Walking with him to the elevator, the gleam in my eyes, amazed at this young man, was hard to hide.

      As the doors of the elevator closed, lifting us to the 8th floor, I quietly said, "Let's put that condom to good use ok?"

      Reaching our door, Parker fumbled with the key. Opening the door, we walked in. After laying my shawl on the dresser, I stepped closer to him. Wrapping my arms around his neck, I proceeded to tell him, "Ready to take your girlfriend to bed?"

      "Definitely, mom," he chimed in, as I stepped away and sat on the beds edge. Watching him remove his clothing, I lifted the bottom of my ballroom hown over my waist.

      "You decide how you want my pantyhose tonight, sweetheart," I lustfully said, slowly opening my legs.

      **********

      11:15 pm.

      "Unh! Unh! Unh! Unh! Unh!"

      Ever since we arrived back into our room, Parker and I went at it. Rewarding him for respecting my boundary after the earlier mishap, my panting moans were only mirrored by each grunt from him.

      "Ahh mom! Fuck yes," He'd chant, plunging my tunnel. Having cum once already, the initial condom, the one he'd used as the winning piece in the scavenger hunt, sat full on the side table. Filling it, I knew he wasn't done by a long shot.

      "Ba..baby," I panted, my nylon clad legs pointing upward. "Oh honey, just like that." With my nylons pulled down just below my hips, it was uncomfortable since my son was fully on top of me.

      
        Pumping into me, it wasn't as frantic as the first time when he'd exploded on the condom 5 minutes after we started the first time. Pulling out of, just to the edge of my entrance, he'd formidable push his length as deep in me as he could, eliticing a yelp. The sloshing, slurping from his constant in and out, was erotic.

      "Ohhh Parker yessss.." The sinful seduction in my voice, fighting the 240 lb. specimen on top of me, strained to be coherent, "Yes.Yes.Yes."

      No chaos this time, we were enjoying each other in a way we normally are intimate. Lovingly. Oh there are plenty of instances where its' frantic. Intending to "plough you through the mattress, mom," I don't mind his boisterousness at times. When he's overly stimulated I'm always on my back, him happily pounding my matronly passage.

      "Fuck yes, mom!" he grunted, through gritted teeth, feeling the smoothness of the hosiery on my legs, running along his body, every dive into my depths. The sebsation of his balls slapping my ass made our incestuous mating all the more inviting.

      "Cum for mama, baby," I whisper to him, his face stuck in the crook of my neck. "Fill my that condom, honey." Running one through his hair, I realized I'd never put my wedding ring back on when we went down to the party after our little "issue".

      Feeling his hips speed up, the turmoil began to heighten. "Unh! Unh! Unh! Unh! Unh!" Over and over his piston drove into me. Legs flailing uncontrollably, I redoubled my grip on my don. "Fuck your mother, young man," I'd cried, a little too loudly. "Oh god yes!!"

      "Ahh! Ahh! Ahh! Fucccckkkkmommmmm!" Parker yelped, locking our lower bodies together. "Take... it...!" he yelled, shaking uncontrollably above me.

      "Every drop, sweety. Empty yourself." Now gently raking my nails along his sides, I could another strong eruption explode inside me. The remnants being deposited, filled yet, another condom. "Ohh Parker," I mewled, looking up at the ceiling.

      Slowing his jerking, he released my legs from his shoulders, dropping my high heels onto his lower back.

      "Mmmmmmmmmmm," I mewled, bringing his face to mine. Kissing him, like a lover would, we exchanged tongues. Releasing our lips, he started to lift himself off of me. The sweat we'd built up over the last hour was prominent. "Better?" I mentioned, as I enjoy the sight of the handsome, yet satiated, young man above me.

      "Uh huh," was all he could muster, fighting to regain his breathing.

      "I need you to pull out fully, Parker. My legs are numb," I'd admitted.

      "Two condoms left mom," Parker pointed out, the box almost empty.

      "Puhlop!" Causing a void, my pussy was empty. The exhaustive nature I felt, was interrupted by the extreme soreness I was dealing with. As my son stood off the bed, I saw the balloon at end of his penis. The glistening shine on the condom brought a moment of shame. Quickly fading away, I then noticed a layer of white foam coating the manicured bush between my legs.

      "Help me up," I stated, holding my hand out to him. Once I was in a seated position, I grabbed my phone. Seeing numerous texts and phone calls, from my husband and one from my daughter, I decided to call them tomorrow.

      "Knockclunk!!"

      Hearing a noise at our door, our attention turned toward it.

      "Oh my God," We'd heard from outside. "She just finished fucking her son."

      Before Parker could move to open it, the heels and other footsteps could be heard hurriedly scampering down the hall.

      "Parker?" I said, realizing our secret was out. "Oh no."

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 6

      Still in shock, our eyes drifted from the door to each other. Almost midnight now, the temperature in our room was still electric, although tempered from the surprise voyeurs at our door. Not knowing just who was listening, I sat there at our beds edge, a whirlwind of emotions running rampant.

      "Honey, somebody knows," the worry, plastered on my face. "But how? Know one knows our room number or what floor we're on."

      Still feeling the pulsation from Parkers last 2 voyages deep in my abyss, I was now beside myself as to who was listening. The bad part about hotels is that at the bottom of the door of the entryway, there is always a gap at the bottom of the door. So with full privacy not possible, those who walk down the hallway to get to their, respective rooms, would be able to hear if people are in the act. And boy, were we in the act. At first evstatic because the itinerary got changed, and the scavenger hunt was suddenly moved to tonight, made way to real fear.

      Standing near the window now, the condom still hanging from his member, nice and full, Parker was looking out at everything. Drapes open, like always, gave a view of the beauty of my birthplace. Even midnight, the illumination outside from cars, businesses, parlayed the life outside. There was a ton going on this weekend in the Manitoban province, so the kind of activity occurring below us was normal.

      "Mom," Parker thoughtfully began, "Stop being worried OK? It's a hotel. I'm assuming people hear each other having sex all the time."

      "Yes, you're probably right," I concurred. "My only issue is..." Suddenly stopping talking, my mouth hit the floor.

      "Mom?" Parker said, surprised by my sudden silence. "Are you ok?"

      "Oh no. No. No. No." I kept repeating out loud. "Our room key, Parker. Our room key."

      Looking at me confused, Parker, naked as a jaybird, just stood there. "Honey, when the festivities ended and we were gathering our things, I noticed our room key was sitting under my shawl. Neither of us removed it from the pocket, except to show the moderator for the event.

      
        "So, someone went into my coat and investigated us to find out where our room is?" He said, thinking. "It does show Room 812 on it."

      "Seems like it," I added.

      Now standing, I was removing the ballroom gown I had worn all evening. Stepping out of my high heels, I made my way over to the little closet area, hanging up the dress. Removing my lace bra, next, I folded it up and placed it in our "dirty clothes" suitcase.

      Sauntering over to my son, his back was turned to me now, enjoying the scenery down below. As we both looked over the Albertan night sky, there was a brief silence. Only hearing our breathing, sinceback to normal, Parker spoke.

      "So what now then, mom?" He said, looking at me from his left. "This weekend was suppose to be about this reunion and our intimacy.

      "Parker honey, please," I explained, "Not knowing who or whom now knows about us is unnerving."

      As my son removed the full condom I witnessed the remnants of our latest coupling. His cum inside the latex and my vaginal secretions on the outside of the sheath showed our situation.

      "Mom," Parker spoke, barely audible. "Don't worry about a peeping Tom." Taking my hands in his, he slowly walked us back to our bed. When the back of my legs touched the side, I instinctively sat.

      "Honey, pl..."

      "Shhhhh mom," Parker quietly quipped, "I love you."

      Staring into each others eyes, I scooched myself back into the center of the bed. Placing my head on the pillow and opening my legs, my, now naked body, aside from tan pantyhose and my tan heels I'd worn all evening, I reached my outstretched arms to him simply saying, "Then show me just how much."

      ***************

      
        "UnhUnh!Unh!Unh!Unh!Unh!"

      Now 2am, Parker was bareback, balls deep in me. My sodden tits swaying underneath me from the incessant pounding my young stud was giving me, I could only grip the sheets.

      "Ahh! Ahh! Ahh! Fu..Fuck yeah!" My son would hiss.

      Looking right, we both could observe each other in the throes of our sinful, incestuous coupling. To the left, the view of Calgary's night skies shined in our room.

      "Yes! Yes! Oh ba..baby.. yessssss!" I moaned, feeling the bareness of our skin fusing together, one glorious plunge at a time.

      With each thump of the headboard against the wall and every, subsequent squeak of the bed springs, our mating seemed to go on, forever.

      "Fu..fuck me Par..Parker," I seductively repeated, encouraging my lover. "Cum.. cum in..in me..honey," I'd mewl.

      Seeing the concentration on his face through the mirror, his big, meaty left hand was on my hip, as his other hand was on the small of my back, pushing me down into the mattress.

      "Fuck..fuck..fuck..mom," he chanted, lost in ecstasy.

      The perspiration, now abundant, was coating my forehead. Parker on the hand, was full-on dripping sweat. Drop after drop, I felt contact my lower back, from his chaotic thrusting.

      "Come.. Come on..swee..sweetheart. Oh God yesssss!" I lustfully panted.

      "Mom!" Parker cried, "I'm..I'm gonna..cum," he warned, starting to speed up the climax. Generating urgency in his pumping, Parker was dutifully pounding away at my, worn out, body.

      "Yes..yes..yes..yes..yes," I seductively muttered, watching the whorish look on my face clearly enjoying the young man thrusting, gleefully, behind me.

      
        
      

      Gripping my hips with both hands, my head fell forward as he joined our lower regions together. "Ahhhhhhhfuuuuuucckkkk!" He shouted, loud enough for the whole 8th floor to hear.

      Splash after splash erupted from my sons' pulsating cock. Coating my cervix, I grinded my butt against his rotund stomach. Feeling every drop in me, just the picture in the mirror waa mistakable. Two sweating people, looking like they ran a marathon, in the throes of, unadulterated incestuous ecstasy.

      Finally slowing his periodic thrusts, Parker ceased any movement.

      "Fu..Fuck mom," He panted. Fall forward on me, our bodies collapsed onto the mattress. Adjusting his weight so he didn't crush my petite frame, Parker and I just lie there, spent.

      Feeling stuffed and the urgent need to pee, I breathlessly whispered, "I.. need.. you..to..pull..out..hon..honey." Feeling his snake slithering out of me, I stopped his exit. "The towel," I interrupted.

      Deftly, my son reached for the towel that sat at the foot of our bed. Pushing it against my vagina, I painstakingly, rolled over.

      "You wore mama out, honey," I said, exhausted. "I'll be right be back." As I held my hand out to him to help me up, I noticed the flaccid penis, inches from my face. "Finally," I sighed.

      Waddling to the bathroom, I saw myself in the mirror. After we have sex, I'll admit that a bit of remorse and shame reaches the surface, albeit temporarily. When I came back out, I saw my son flat on his back, still naked, asleep. Ogling him from the bathrooms entrance, I thought about the future. Our future.

      **************

      "AHHHHHHHHHH!!" Emptying another batch of his unsheathed contents into me, I lie there, unmoved. As our relationship unfolded into more of a "mom with benefits" I'll admit I was second guessing myself. I prided myself on being a loyal spouse, a prudent homemaker. a doting mom. But this? This was a new realm. The taboo of this relationship, highlighted from every moan, every grunt, everytime the headboard made contact with the wall, I'd find myself marvelling at just how desired I felt. How much I was wanted. Every sweat bead that fell from his forehead or chest onto my tits or my lower back, every splash of his semen against my cervix, I was moving further and further away, emotionally, from my husband.

      "Fuck mom," my son panted. " I can't enough of you."

      Looking at the clock beside our bed, I realized it was now, 7:45. Having slept until 7, Parker mounted me earlier, as I lie there. When I felt the blanket that had covered us being removed and my legs opening, I opened my eyes.

      "Honey?" I mumbled, as his movements stirred me awake. Asleep just over 4 hours, I was still exhausted. At 43, I am not getting any younger. The constant desire of my son had really reared its' ugly ever since our arrival in Calgary. Seeing him between my legs, scooching forward, his hand was on his semi hard pole, awaiting its' familiar home. "Sweetie," I tiredly uttered, "It's barely 7."

      Not listening, or just not caring, he took my legs, pulled my nylons to my hips and pushed into me. "Ohhh honey," I'd lustfully mewl, as he worked to a rhythm.

      After 45 minutes of, surprisingly, calm pumping, he erupted into me, yet again. Once satiated, he got off me and disappeared into the shower. Feeling his cum wanting to exit my orifice, I reached for the towel and settled it under my nether region. Not bothering to pull my pantyhose back up, I lie flat on my back looking up at the ceiling. My boobs were sore and my vagina ached. Feeling like I'd just run back-to-back marathons, I reached for my glasses and cell phone. Seeing 4 text messages and 3 missed phone calls, 2 from my husband and one from my daughter, I thought it better to respond.

      After speaking to John for about 20 minutes, I'd told him how everything was going, that the reunion was fun, Parker was behaving himself, etc. When I told him about the itinerary for today and that we actually had the scavenger hunt the night before and not today, I didn't tell him about the prize I'd won.

      "Well I'm glad he's behaving and the both of you are enjoying the reunion," he remarked. Finally able to breathe normally, I could hear the shower going, grateful for the respite.

      "He's showering right now," I told John. "We're going to head downstairs and have breakfast, then see what is in store for the after as the intinerary changed."

      Now sitting, the ache I felt was prominent.

      
        Slowly removing my pantyhose, runs formed down the inner thigh, I awaited my turn for a shower. Once I had them off, I stood, still speaking to my husband.

      "I know honey. Our flight lands at 6:20 pm. Monday. We should be home around 8:30. I'm going to call Steph and confirm her arrival Tuesday and get her bedroom ready."

      Walking around the hotel room, the early morning sunrise was beautiful. Birds flying around, the horizon at a distance. Standing at the window, city life was buzzing for a Sunday morning. The exhaustion I felt, was pale in comparison to the concern I had, wondering who stood at our door, listening as we were intimate.

      Realizing I needed to return Stephanies' call, I grabbed my phone again. "Steph?" I began, my daughter's voice. "Sorry I didn't call last night. It was a long evening."

      "Momma!" She elatedly voiced. "How's the reunion going!"

      After briefly giving her a partial rundown and how I was looking forward to her coming home for a few days, I heard the shower turn off. "Parker just finished showering honey. I need to hop in myself." Bidding our farewells, I proceeded to end the call just as Parker walked out, stark naked.

      "Parker," I said, exasperated, "They have robes for us to wear."

      "I don't see anyone else in here," he stated, matter-of-fact. "And besides, those out there can't see us... unless they have binoculars."

      Shaking my head and suppressing a chuckle I walked past him. "Let me take a quick shower. Then we'll go get some breakfast. We have a long day ahead. Also, I spoke to your father and sister. They had called and texted."

      "Ok mom," Parker said. "I'll just wait and then we can go." Pecking him on his lips, we went our separate ways.

      *************

      
        Refreshed from a nice, soothing shower, I felt refreshed. Adorning a simple lavender, floral type dress with a sequined pattern, my white pumps and sun beige nylons, Parker and me were just about to leave.

      "I'm cumming mom," Parker choked out, spewing an unexpected load down my throat. Releasing his grip from my head, I began to pull off his rod.

      "Ack! Hawk! Ack!" Coughing, and with cum-laden saliva on my chin, I struggled to catch my breath. "We're run..running be..hind," I panted, moving my jaw in circles. "You ne..need to give.. me a break.. honey." Wiping my mouth, I quickly gargled mouthwash.

      Zipping his pants up, Parker sat on our beds edge. "Dang, I needed that, mom. Your mom did the trick."

      Rinsing my mouth out and finishing, I responded. "It surprised me, was all, Parker. Don't come up from behind me, then turn my body and push my shoulders. Just ask me, young man." Struggling to put my tits back into my bra, as my son likes them being out when i'm giving him a blow job, I quickly made myself presentable again.

      "I can't look at you without getting an immediate erection," Parker admitted.

      "It seems like it honey," I concurred, refixing my hair. Once complete, I said, "Can we go eat now? We haven't eaten since last night."

      ********************

      Walking into the buffet room, everything seemed like a routine morning. The line was not too long and we'd managed to find a table toward the back of the restaurant. As we ate, there were people who were taking part in the reunion. As I looked left, Grace, her husband Richard, Jeremy and Beth, were leaving the restaurant.

      "Grace!" I called out, but probably not hearing me, they disappeared around the corner.

      After breakfast, we knew we had a couple of hours before the afternoon festivities were to begin.

      "Let's go for a walk," Parker said, surprisingly. "I want the world to see my beautiful mom."

      
        
      

      Leaning into him and softly responding, I said, with a smile on my face, "Wait, walk? I thought you might have immediately wanted to go back up to our room."

      "As much as I want to, we do have between 3 and 7 to do just that. We can work up an appetite for the dinner portion, right?" He stated, extending his arm to me.

      Putting my hand through his arm, we walked out of the buffet.

      ************

      Making our way through the lobby area, it was unusually light. Not the chaos of the last couple days, I figured people were enjoying the sites in, and around, Calgary. Passing some people, knowing they were from my reunion, I noticed how their gazes lingered on Parker and myself. Suddenly feeling self-conscious, I brushed it off as my own insecurities.

      I mean, a middle-aged woman, back home in Calgary, attending a 25-year class reunion, not with her own husband, but rather her 19-year old son. I understood, but also thought it inappropriate for anyone to possibly think anything other than innocent meanings.

      Walking throught the sliding glass doors, we went and walked around downtown for an hour. My son didn't want to go to the afternoon doings.

      ***********

      "Squeak! Thump! Creak! Slap! Slap!"

      Now 6:15, Parker and I were back in our room. Having walked around downtown for an hour, we decided to spend our time in bed, before the dinner gathering and events at 7.

      "Oh honey, yes," I lustfully mewled. My glasses, safely sat on the sidetable along with my wedding ring, the promise I wear whenever Parker and I are intimate, was sitting, proudly, on my left finger. "Nice..and e..easy..hon.. honey," I moaned, running a hand through his hair.

      
        "Fuck yes, mom," He'd continually grunt, each thrust slapping his genitals against my upturned legs. Holding them apart, in a 'V' shape, the focus on my son was intense.

      "Just.. like.. that.. oh god yes," I moaned, his thrusting steady. Staring up at the young man, perspiration appearing on his forehead, his naked body was snug between my legs. "Yes! Yes! Yes!" I chanted, over and over.

      " God, you're beautiful, mom," his eyes fixated on me. Naked as well, save the usual hosiery I always wear for him and my white pumps, I was savoring this moment. All over, our clothes lie innocently on the floor, over the backing of a chair, even at the foot of our bed, the incestuous nature of the moment was in full swing.

      "Unh! Ung! Unh! Ung! Unh!" Speeding up his pumping, Parker was pulling me into a frenzy. "Parr.. kerrr.. ohh yesss... ohhh yes!" Now, with my eyes going behind my head, I was a mess. "Harder.. fuck... ma..mama.."

      "Yeah! Yeah! its'..my..pussy..mom!" He'd forcefully declare, punctuated by each powerful powerful into my depths. Hearing his breathing, now laboring, I knew his climax was reaching its' crescendo. Speeding up, he was about ready to burst. "I'm.. gon.. gonna.. cummmmmm!!" He shouted, loud enough for a deaf person to hear.

      Two more pumps and his lowers hermetically sealed with mine creating a suction. "Ev..every drop," I seductively said, now running my fingers on his chest and shoulders. His 250 lb. body, overworked, but clearly satiated, unloaded wave after wave of his spend as deep into my tunnel as it could reach. Shaking uncontrollably as he relieved himself, my dreary eyes were matted over.

      "Ahhhhhhhhhh," I heard, relief, finally washing over his face. "Ho..holy shit.. mom," My son panted, clearly exhausted.

      "Better?" I asked, my own enervation showing.

      "Dayumm," he responded.

      "I take that as a yes then," My voice, hoarse. "Pull out swe.. sweety," I tiredly said. Looking at the clock, it read 6:22pm.

      
        Pulling out, the usual result quickly came to fruition. This time, our combined juices poured out of me. Not having a towel handy, and since there was only a hole in the gusset area of my pantyhose, it all travelled onto our linens, and began to saturate my pantyhose.

      Now standing before me, just off to the side Parkers' semi-hard fuckstick was coated with our merged juices. At the right angle, the sunlight coming into our room hastened the shine off his penis. Looking down my stomach, my eyes reached my bush. Sodden with a dandruff-like substance, Parker pointed out the puffiness of my vulva, as well as the minor bruising of my inner thighs.

      "I fucked your brains out mom," He suddenly stated, provoking an instant reaction from me.

      "Watch your mouth young man!" I spouted. "I'm STILL your mother, Parker. How dare you say something that.. that.. rude. You make me sound like dome sort of harlot!"

      Cupping my vagina, I hastily scooched to the edge of the bed. Groaning, from the intense pulasing still vibrant, I waddled to the bathhroom. "I'm not cleaning you off this time, Parker," closing the bathroom door loudly behind me.

      *********

      After a hot shower, I was a little more calm. Still upset with Parker, I honestly was beside myself. Hearing his shower end, I was pulling a pair of suntan colored thigh highs over my legs, when he came out of the bathroom. Pausing, he realized what I was doing.

      "Mom?" he asked, questioningly. "Ummm," his words unbecoming.

      "Just get dressed, Parker," I bluntly said. "I don't want to miss dinner, or the evening festivities."

      Looking like his dog just died, Parker suddenly became apologetic. "I'm sorry mom," The words flowing.

      "Don't Parker," I loudly said, with a dismissive wave. "What you said earlier, was very very rude. I'd like for us to go downstairs, eat,and enjoy the festivities."

      
        Begrudgingly, my son backed off. Cinching my garter belt clasps to each thigh high, I smoothed out the navy blue skirt I was wearing over my legs. Seeing that his apology was full of remorse, I turned around at the door. Before we opened it to leave, a smile appeared on my face.

      "You did eff my brains out, Parker," I playfully said. "Once mama gets food in her belly, I'll be better. Mama has a surprise when we get back later, OK?"

      With a nod, Parker opened the door. Before we could step out, Parker noticed a note taped to our door.

      "Mom," He exclaimed pointing to it.

      Taking it, I opened it. Scanning its' contents, my mouth dropped. The color in my face drained. Watching as the paper hit the floor, Parker picked it up.

      "You could have at least hid it better," it began. "The condom at the scavenger hunt was... unnerving. But hearing you getting fucked by your own son? Nasty, Madison. You should be ashamed of yourself. I wouldn't come to the dinner if you have any self-awareness. Never leave personal belongings alone, especially your room key with your exact whereabouts. Go back to America. I hear you all are disgusting freaks as is."

      Walking back into our room, we closed the door behind us.

      "Oh! my goodness," I whimpered, shaking at my core.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 7

      Once Parker closed the door to our room, my tears began to flow. Re-reading the note left on our door, my hands were uncontrollably shaking.

      "What are we going to do Parker?" I began. By now, I was sitting in the chair just inside the entrance of our room.

      "We're going to go down and enjoy ourselves," he abruptly said.

      "Honey, you don't understand," I stood, waving the paper frantically.

      Taking my face into his beefy hands, Parker looked at me, with a seriousness that made me melt. "We're going to go down, eat, and have a good time. I won't let anyone shame you. Have I been taking advantage of our free time in between events?? Yes. But I.. do.. not.. care. Hell, these people don't know dad, Steph. We live in America."

      Hearing my son speak to me as though he was a coach giving a pep talk, I just sat there absorbing his words. "Parker," I interjected, "I care, though."

      "Enough, mom," Parker responded. Pulling me up from my chair, he embraced in a hug.

      "I love you. I love seeing you smile. I love seeing the ecstasy on your face and hearing your moans."

      As tears were still clouding my sight, I could only chuckke. "You sure know how to schmooz and old lady, don't ya. Give me 5 minutes, sweety. I need to take care of.. this," I commented, my hands going 'round in circles near my face.

      Coming out of the bathroom after quickly freshening up, I saw Parker standing at the window looking outward. Walking up behind him, I put my arms around him.

      "Penny for your thoughts," I softly asked.

      Now joining him in overlooking the Manitoban horizon, Parker was... unusually quiet.

      
        
      

      "Just thinkin'," he stated. "We gotta go, remember," Quickly changing the subject.

      Burying our key in his pocket, I saw a suddenness in my sons' demeanor. As we walked to the door and opened it, the anxiety I felt at that moment, was still present.

      **********

      DING!

      Watching the elevator doors open, I instinctively tightened my grip on ny sons arm. Stepping out into the lobby, hundreds of guests were making their way, wherever.

      The paranoia surrounding me step-by-step, was only enhanced the closer we got to the ballroom.

      "Honey," I quietly voiced, "Letsjust go back upstairs."

      Turning to look at me, seeing the antipathy on my face, a caring smirk appeared on his face. "Mom, trust me," he proclaimed. "WE will enjoy the festivities." Nodding cautiously, we reached the venue.

      Flashing my "badge" they had given me at the start of the reunion, Parker and I walk in. Now 7:10, pretty much everyone has arrived, looking forward to dinner, dancing, games.

      Cautiously scanning the room, the table we had originally sat at was already filled with other coupkes.

      "Let's just sit here, sweetheart," lightly tugging his arm toward a table. Taking our seats, Parker showed what kind of gentleman he is, by pulling my seat out for me. Once settled. he took the seat beside me. Not knowing, personally any of the residents at our table, but remembering their presence at my high school, I admit, I started to relax, telling myself everything would be alright.

      Eventually, the moderator of our event came to the mic and began explaining the changes in our originally planned itinerary. From the course options for dinner, to more pictures at the photo station, to the games in store for the night, all eyes were on her. Once she completed her dialogue, the festivities had officially begun.

      
        
      

      "Sweety, can you get me a Ginger Ale," I whispered in his ear, "I'm just feeling off, so I don't want any alcohol."

      "Sure mom," he said, getting up from the table. After leaving, the usual questions began, again. Acknowledging our mother and son relationship and that my husband was unable to get out of his business trip, seemed. to satisfy the sudden deluge of curiosity. Coming back with my ginger ale and a Come for himself, I proceeded to mix and mingle with those at our table through friendly banter.

      About 7:30, the servers had already gone from table to table securing everyones pregerred choice for their meal. Selecting the salmon with baked potato for myself. and the chicken fettuccine for my son, we just let the time tick. Allowing me to "adult" Parker sat back, quietly listening. When asked a direct question, he answer politely and make small talk.

      For an hour, our table was buzzing. Laughter filled the air, and reconnecting with people that I'd recognized only to learn of the many classes we'd shared together, had been worth it. As I was talking to the woman next to me, Parker had cleared his throat.

      "Mom," he said, quiet enough to get my attention. Diverting my attention his direction, he simply moved his eyes downward. Looking down, I saw my hand on his. Without realizing, I had been holding his hand then moved it to my lap. Seeing my skirt, partially up over my left leg, the strap holding up my stocking visible, his fingers were on the fabric of my thigh high nylon.

      "Oh!" I said, in a quick, dismissive tone. Discreetly pulling my hand from the top of his, he removed his hand from the top of my left thigh. Shuffling uncomfortably in my seat, I had managed to settle my skirt back over my leg.

      Looking up, out of the embarrassment that almost befelled me, I saw Grace, Richard, Jeremy and Beth were glancing, unconvincingly, in our direction. Feeling uneasiness, I regrouped, returning to my conversation with the table.

      **********

      After we all ate, the moderator let us know the DJ would be playing music for the rest of the evening, only being cut off when games were announced. As people were making their way to the mske-shift dance floor, some couples from our table also joined.

      
        "C'mon mom," Parker announced, pushing his chair back, "I want to dance with the most beautiful woman in the room!" Noticing a few smiles from the remaining table guests, I took my sons hand as he led me to the floor.

      As we reached the area, a slow song was already playing. Putting my hands up on his shoulders, Parker was respectful enough to keep us at a distance. His hands, innocently on my waist, we just enjoyed the music. Unbeknownst to me, he was guiding us to the side of the dance floor, where the illumination was not as bright. After each song, we found us closer and closer to one another.

      Looking up at him, I never noticed the change in atmosphere. The crowd of couples on the dance floor began opening up a pathway that I hadn't seen, being so focused on Parker.

      What had been a delightful weekend up until we found the note on our door, turned to much, much worse.

      "Look at what we have here!" A voice exclaimed. "Maddie Benson and her son, Parker." Stopping our movements, the room was now, silent. Mrs. Jennings, my former Poli-Sci teacher, Grace and Beth standing side by side. Pulling out a phone, Grace pressed play.

      "Unh!Unh!Unh!Unh! Oh honey, yes," the seductiveness of those words were as clear as could be. Hearing the creaking of bedsprings and the incessant thumping of an obvious headboard, my hand flew over my mouth. "Oh Par.. Parker..fu..fuck me, sweetheart. Pump mama's pu..pussy."

      Frozen in time, all eyes were, now, squarely on my son and I.

      "Yes! Yes! Yes!" it continued, until Parkers words put the final nail into our coffin.

      "Fuck mom," his voice, as clear as day, "I'm cumming!"

      In an instant, I rushed out of the venue. Behind me, Grace could be heard, "This disgusting, incestuous couple weren't even discreet enough. The condom he had last night said everything! While her husband is away on business, she and her own son are having an incestuous affair!" Hearing uncomfortable rumblings I was not looking back. As the voices faded behind me, I beelined for the elevator. The click-clacking of my heels echoed in the busy lobby.

      "Mom!" I hear, waking me out of my stupor. "Mom!"

      
        
      

      Seeing Parker in high-speed pursuit, my tears were already flowing. When the elevator door open, I didn't waste time. Getting in, Parker no sooner joined me. Just then, the doors closed behind us.

      Hearing my son's heavy breathing from chasing me down, I stood next to him, silent, from what had just occurred.

      Ding!!

      Exiting the elevator, I was now in a fog. With Parker behind me, I stood at the doors entrance. Finishing our key out, Parker opened it, and we walked in. Collapsing onto our bed, the water works began to fall.

      "Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God!" I repeatedly screamed. "Noooo!"

      Relentlessly beating the mattress with closed fists, I was inconsolable. "Parker! Oh my God!"

      Plopping down on the bed next to me, my son pulled me up to him and wrapped me in a hug. Now beating my sons chest I sobbed.

      "We can't show our faces Parker."

      Now, 9pm, we were like prisoners in our room. Our flight didnt leave until 1:15 pm tomorrow. Calming down, my son didn't realease his hold on me.

      "Parker.. oh honey. I'm so sorry," I'd said softly, looking up into his big brown eyes.

      "No mom, I'm the one who should be apologizing," he countered. "It was your reunion and I ruined it for you.

      After a few minutes, the chaos was dying fown. As the reunion was going on downstairs, I stayed in the hold my son had on me.

      "Parker, it takes two to tango, young man," I sullenly stated. "I wanted it just as much as you did."

      
        
      

      Unaware of anything outside of our hotel room, the silence was deafening. Now seated so we could see outside, it was just the two of us. My sweet Parker, his arm never leaving me as I leaned into him. Witnessing the humiliation and shame I was currently dealing with, he was just... there. After a while, Parker broke the ice.

      "What now, mom?" he asked, questioningly.

      Knowing what he meant, I unbuttoned the top 3 buttons of his shirt, and began traipsing my nails on his chest hairs.

      "Between us? Here?," I stated, letting the words settle.

      "In general, mom," his words, softer.

      "Nothing will change between you and I honey. It's just... this," pointing toward the door. "Parker, do you understand how humiliating what was said, is? Parker, what we do is illegal. Back home. Even here in Canada. I love you, nothing will change that. But," looking away, "I don't know.

      As more silence took place in our room, I could see the regret on his face.

      "Honey," I began again, "Mama needs to be alone to think. It's not you, I just need to think."

      "I'll go take a walk then," Parker said. Taking our key, I pecked him on his lips.

      "Be careful, sweetie," I said, lovingly.

      ************

      Returning a couple texts from my husband and daughter, I reminded them we'd be home tomorrow night. Not mentioning the disaster that had unfolded, I knew it would never reach my husband.

      "Parker went for a walk," I told John. "I had wanted a little alone time."

      
        
      

      "Well I'm glad everything is going well, Maddie. I made it home safely a few hours earlier," he stated.

      "Well once we get through customs, I don't plan on coming back here for quite a while," I commented, looking at myself in the mirror. The reflection I saw, one of a middle-aged, married woman, stared back in dtark contrast to the incestuous heathen, willingly opening her legs for her 19 year old lover.

      "I'd better get off here," I ended. "I'm expecting Parker back. There is more to do downstairs. I just needed a break." Ending my call, I walked over to the window.

      "Madeline," I spoke at my reflection from the window. "Tomorrow after you'll be on the plane going home. You're humiliated, and its' obviously affected Parker as well." Thinking long and hard, I made up my mind. Reaching for my phone, I texted Parker. "Come back home honey, mama needs you." Putting my phone down, I slowly began to undress.

      ********

      10:30 pm

      Hearing the handle of the door, I knew who it was. Lying on the bed, I waited. As he walked inside, Parker froze.

      "Mom?" He said, mouth on the floor.

      Lying there, in just my suntan colored thigh highs, held up by the garter belt and belts cinched to my petite waist, white colored 4" closed, pointy toed pumps, and a white corset that I'd bought, specifically, for our last night here.

      "I don't care who knows Parker," I said in a coarse voice. "The only thing I want to know is how much do you love your mother?"

      Without much thought, he began removing his clothing.

      *********

      
        
      

      "Yes.. yes..oh baby.. yes!"

      Taking his time, Parker was thoroughly focused on me. Legs pointing up, and my heels snug on my feet, my son was dutifully pumping me.

      "Damn mom. God those nylons drive me crazy," he said, breathlesly in my ear.

      Lying on top of me, his body covered me. Barely able to see out of our window from the left, I was holding my son with my hands and fingers draped from under him, over his shoulder.

      "SLURP!SQUEAK!SLURP!SHLUCK!THUMP!"

      The sounds of illicit, incestuous sex was echoing gently in our room. Every pump, the sounds of our bodily fluids squelching from the friction was erotic.

      "Harder, sweetie," I panted. "Give it to me."

      Slamming his hips down into me in a more pronounced fashion, my yelps were smothered with his grunts.

      "Fuck mom. I love the feeling of your nylons touching my body," he whispered to me, holding my legs up with his forearms.

      "Hon..honey.. pullout," I mewled.

      "Whu? What? Why?," he countered continuing his thrusting.

      "J..just.. pullout.. you w..wanted my ass.. right?" My voice, full of lust.

      "Really?" he asked, surprised.

      Nodding my head exhaustively, I felt his pole leaving the place its pulverized this weekend.

      
        
      

      Lying there feeling a void in my vagina, I needed a quick reprieve.

      "Get me my nylon bag," I pointedly gestured to my son. Scurrying over to the front door, he retrieved my bag. By now, I'd managed to place my body in the doggie position. On all fours, I made sure Parkers promise ring was shining on my finger. Pulling out lubricant, Parkers eyes grew large.

      "It's our last night here sweetheart. You've been a good boy," I said, pausing. "So... a deals a deal. I'm not going to fully blame you on us being found out."

      Hurrying onto the bed behind me, the sexiness of my middle aged body maintained the hatd on that has enjoy my vaginal canal for quite awhile.

      "I've never done anal, honey. Please be gentle." Handing him the lube, I told him to generously apply some on my anal ring.

      Watching in the mirror by our bed, the moment felt.. right.. At this moment, there was no one I wanted to take my anal virginity than Parker.

      "Ok now smear some on your penis honey," I softly said. Once that was accomplished, I placed my hands, flat, on the bed.

      "Put your weddiing ring on," Parker said.

      With surprise, I rebutted. "Honey, you told me to always wear my promise ring when we're intimate."

      "I've never taken your ass before though mom," he slyly answered, a devilish grin on his face.

      "Ummm, ok," I stated. crawling over to the side table. Retrieving my wedding ring, I replaced my promise ring on the sidetable. Placing my wedding bsnd back over my ring finger, I retook my place on all fours in the center of the bed. Seeing my ring, Parker walked over to the light switch and flicked ot off.

      "I want the moonlight to illuminate us, mom," his deep voice, clear.

      
        
      

      "Remember hiney, take ot easy at first. I spent the week researching anal sex. It says not to just to just shove it in."

      Scooching up behind me, I let my head fall forward as my hair draped over top. Feeling his hands on my hips, I then felt the tip of his penis trace along his target.

      "Go ahead sweetie," I said, suddenly submissive. "Nice and slow."

      Pushing forward, my "star" on my butt fought the monster knocking. Eventually giving way, I felt the inevitable occur.

      "Ohhhhhhh baby." As my opening gave way, his penis entered unchartered territory. Barely past my barrier, I tensed up. "Hold on honey," I panted. "This is new for both of us. Let mommy get used to it."

      Stopping his invasion temporarily, I turned my head. Seeing my beautiful boy. With an exhausted smile, I nodded. "Ok, go ahead."

      Little by little, I felt my sphincter accept the unwanted visitor making its' way down my tunnel. Inch by inch, I felt it snake its' way until I felt his belly make contact with my cheeks.

      "You're all the way in," I triumphantly stated. "You fit it all in me." Wiggling my butt the tiny bit that I could, my body had comfortably accepted his length.

      In what I could only describe as an out-of-body experience, I hoarsely demanded, "Fuck your mothers ass, young man."

      Not needing to be told twice, Parker regripped my hips.

      ********

      11:45 pm

      
        "Unh! Unh! Par..Parker," I seductively panted. Having beem balls deep in me barely 3 minutes. Parker was forging forth on his quest to permanently claim a new frontier.

      "Oh baby, yes. yes. yes.yes." Making an effort to withhold my genuine desires, I encouraged my son, all the while, trying to maintain a sift, controlled tone.

      "God mom, yes!" Parker hissed. Looking at us in the mirror, the clips attached to my thigh highs were in a battle to keep them snug as Parker was on a mission. Seeing runs forming in my stockings from the constant pull of the garter clips, I looked more like a hooker than a suburban mother of two.

      Starting to slam harder and harder in my upturned bum, the sweat was building up on both of us. Underneath, my tits swinging freely from side to side, every thrust in me made my eyes bulge.

      "Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" Parker yelped, through gritted teeth. With a tight grip on my hips, I could only imagine the marks he was leaving.

      "Mom..mom!" he cried, now beginning to pump, frantically. "I'm..I'm..I'm..Ahhhhhh!"

      Unloaded in my ass, the ungodly amount of teenager cum erupting in my colon was insane. Literally feeling it wash along my inner walls, the ecstasy we were both feeling began slowly dying down. Immediately pulling out of me, I collapsed on our bed, falling flat on my breasts. Breathing heavily, Parker was now lying on his back, beside me.

      "Ho..holy shit Mom," he whistled in amazement. "Wow."

      Still feeling the pulsation as if he was still buried in me, I lie there with my head turnedon the mattress trying to calm my breathing.

      "You.. you..," I slowly began. "Did you like that?" I asked, finally regaining my breath.

      Able to turn to my side, I looked at my son. Squeezing my legs closed, I knew I'd lose the battle with the semen already making its' way out of the rump that was not virgin anymore.

      Admiring this young man before me, at one time a lost soul who had never kissed a girl, I realized he was asleep. I guess fucking your mother, relentlessly for an entire weekend in a hotel in a different country, eventually took its' toll on him.

      
        
      

      Watching his chest rise up and down, I could only smile. Pecking his cheek, I managed to get up and waddle to the beathroom. After handling my business, I joined my son in our bed and drifted off to sleep.

      *********

      "KNOCK! KNOCK! KNOCK!"

      Being jolted awake, I looked at the clock next to our bed. 5am.

      "What the?" I said, slowly reaching for my robe on the chair.

      Walking to the door, I'd managed to cinch my robe. Upon opening it, a man and woman stood just outside.

      "Mrs. Benson?" The question lingering before me.

      "How can I help you," I asked, rubbing my eyes.

      Looking at me with unease, and seeing my son still asleep, on our king sized bed behind me, the lady simply said, "We've received some disturbing information from concerned patrons within our establishment involving the occupants of this room."

      Standing there, frozen, I was speechless.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 8

      Standing at the door, the man and woman had a professional, yet concerned look.

      Absorbing the words just said, I stood there, speechless.

      "We've received complaints from other guests of.....vibrant activities at different hours of the night," the older woman said. As they saw my son over my shoulder, Parker, now aware of the commotion at our door had come up behind me, groggily, at the door.

      "Mom, everything ok?" He genuinely asked, rubbing his eyes.

      Noticing an immediate contortion in the associates faces, I just realized our demise. Hearing the word, "mom", the woman at the door straightened her posture, cleared her throat at the admission and announced quietly, "I'm sorry Mrs. Benson, but being hotel management, we will not be privy to such...morally disturbing actions."

      Not fully aware of her insinuations, I softly asked, "What is it you're asking?"

      "You are formally being requested to end your patronage of our hotel, effective immediately," the lady forcefully stated, looking directly at me. "We expect you downstairs in 30 minutes. Any delay will result in security escorting you out."

      As they turned to walk away, I closed our door. Full of shame and shock, I leaned against the door.

      "Oh my God," I said, concerned. "Honey, this isn't what I had planned." Still feeling the aftermath of last night, my pussy sore, my anal cavity devirginized, I regained my bearings. "Start getting our things packed, Parker. Our flight doesn't leave till afternoon and it's now 5:15 in the morning. Let's at least try saving face before the lobby gets busy."

      Being a Monday morning, the events that packed the weekend would find their conclusion. People would be catching flights home to resume their own busy lives.

      20 minutes later, we had everything packed. Dressed in a simple coal colored dress, black pumps and sun beige pantyhose, I grabbed my purse. With Parker behind me, we went out into the hall where the concierge met us to put our bags onto his cart. In the elevator, now 5:40am, the silence was deafening.

      Arriving at the counter, the two people from earlier awaited us. In silence, the man tapped around on his computer, finalizing our bill for the weekend.

      "$795," he stiffly said. "Will that be applied to your Visa on file ma'am?"

      "Yes," I answered, voice barely above a whisper."

      As my payment was going through, even the chatter in the lobby of those getting an early breakfast brought forth more shame. Looking just like advertised, a woman thoroughly fucked during the night with not much sleep, I could still feel the aftermath of our intimacy.

      "Here you go Mrs. Benson," the man said. "Thank you for your patronage with our hotel."

      Giving a slight, forced smile, I folded the receipts, stuck them in my purse and took one of the rolling suitcases from my son.

      "Let's go mom," Parker said. "We'll drop the car off at the lot," he voiced, subdued.

      "Thank you, baby," I stated, quietly walking towards the exit.

      "There goes the incest family!" We hear from afar. "The uppity married mother fucking her 19 yr old son!" Grace and Beth, chimed in simultaneously. Quickening my steps, I found myself outside where the valet was to bring up or rental car. Looking behind me, I didn't see Parker. When I looked through the sliding glass door, I saw Parker face-to-face with both woman. Hurrying back in, already dreading the scene, I heard them bickering.

      "Mind your own fucking business," I heard Parker, voice stern. "You have no right to judge."

      "Parker!" I shouted as I walked back. "Honey, can we please just get going?" Looking to his left, he saw me, shivering with shame.

      
        "Fucking your own flesh and blood," Beth again yelped, garnering looks from other guests. "And to let everyone know of your enjoyment.. Sick."

      Grabbing his arm, I started pulling my son away. "Mom, stop," he said. "I'm tired of seeing you humiliated.

      Seeing the defiant, hateful demeanor etched on their faces, I wouldn't quit. "Honey, please," I voiced again, a little louder. "Let's go."

      Finally allowing me to take his hand and lead him to the door where our rental car was now parked thanks to the valet, we walked with a purpose.

      "Make sure they don't know you're related if you decide to join the Mile High Club!"

      Stopping in my tracks at that comment, I turned on my heels and, with a purpose, beelined towards Grace.

      "You bitch!" I shouted, as my hand contacted her face. As the slap echoed, Grace's demeanor turned from laughter to shock.

      Turning back around, I left Grace and Beth speechless. While the valet put our bags in the trunk, my son helped me into the driver seat. As I sat, his hand brushed against my nylon clad leg. Giving him a careful gaze, I just told him to get in the car. As we left the hotel, we started to head to the airport even though our flight wasn't for several hours.

      *************

      Arriving at the airport, we returned our car. With the humiliation from the debacle at the hotel behind us, I was just grateful to, soon, be heading home. This weekend, although chaotic after we'd been outed, created a discussion that Parker and I needed to have.

      As soon as we made our way through customs and then check-in, we walked through the terminal hand in hand.

      Getting glances from passersby, yes, I do harbor negative worries. Heck, the hotel chaos featured everything. I mean it's logical to look inquisitively when you see an older woman (43 years old, in my case), with grey streaks in her hair, and currently walking bow-legged from the numerous poundings I was given. Then, beside her, the young male who snagged a "cougar MILF". But in reality, what they didn't know, the better.

      Finding a little coffee place, I pointed at it. "Honey, Mama's famished from last night," I whispered as I leaned into him. "I'm sure you worked up quite the appetite as well."

      As we sat there, my son was eating a breakfast burrito and drinking a large orange juice. In front of me sat a small cup filled with green tea. A raspberry danish sat on a plate beside me awaiting its' consumption. Looking out the window, a smattering of people walked by as the airport was slowly busying.

      "What happens now," Parker spoke, waking me out of my reverie.

      Snapping my head toward his words, I hadn't registered his words. "I'm sorry, Sweetheart. What did you say?"

      "I said, what happens now?... Us," Parker repeated.

      "Honey, I know where you're going with this. Bottom line is I'm married to your father. Theres no changing that," I said, as I searched his gaze. "I'll admit, I was foolish to believe our... new relationship would culminate into your admittance that you're in love with me." Reaching for his hand, I caressed it gently.

      "I don't know mom," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. "These last couple days, even yourself have acted differently."

      Shedding an exasperated sigh, I looked away. "What do you expect from me, Parker?"

      What he proceeded to say next, blew my mind. "I want a baby with you, mom."

      Turning my head from the window, I just sat there staring. Speechless, I had to let his last statement register.

      Unknowingly beginning to gently rake my nails over the top of his hand, I finally found words. "It's not that simple. Your father had a vasectomy. How, then, do I explain a pregnancy to your father?" Listening to my words, Parker stayed quiet. "Do you understand the social stigma we would be subject to? What you and I have, I should have never allowed."

      With a sudden concern quickly appearing on his face, I raised my hand. "No. No. I'm not saying what we have will be stopping. I'm purely stating that you're 19. I'm 43. Your father believes me to be the faithful wife. If he knew of...this," gesturing between us, "He'd be absolutely crushed. A divorce would be in our immediate future."

      Over the next few hours, as we sat in the airport cafe, more and more travelers began to appear. Calling my husband, now 11:15am, I informed him we were at the airport awaiting out flight 2 hours from now.

      "I'll just see you two at home. Enjoy the flight and I'll have dinner waiting you both," John said, as our call finalized.

      Putting my phone away, I looked at Parker. Seeing him staring off out of the window at the other planes at their respective ramps, I snuggled closer to him. Looking at the promise ring I said I'd wear during the flight, I began to rake my fingers on his neck and in his hair.

      "Sweetie," I started, my mouth close to his ear. "We will make it work. Yes, our relationship has unequivocally changed during this trip. I just need you to trust me."

      Taking his hand, I placed it under the coat on my lap. Moving the hemline of my dress up over my knees, I felt his hand spread my legs. Opening them a little, his hand rested on my inner thigh. Staring intently at him as he was looking out the window, I could tell we had a lot to consider.

      ***************

      "Flight 2247 to Minneapolis is now pre-boarding 1st class passengers and those with special accommodations," the voice blared over the intercom.

      "That's us," I said, patting Parkers' arm. Feeling his hand leave my thigh, I subtly stood, allowing my dress to fall back over my legs. As my son gathered our bags, I stood off to the side of him and quickly adjusted my pantyhose taut. Reaching into my purse, I fished out our passports and tickets as we stood in line to board. As we walked down the rampway, the anxiety I'd been feeling had dissipated. Just happy to be heading home, we could put this disaster behind us.

      
        "There's 3A and B mom," Parker pointed out. As I took a seat, Parker put our carryons overhead us, them took his seat beside me.

      "I love you, Parker," I whispered. "Thank you for.... everything," I said.

      "Mom, I..." Parker tried to interject.

      ""Honey, no," I rebutted, putting a finger over his lips. "I loved everything we did. As humiliating as our last evening was, I wouldn't change what we did, prior."

      Seeing him relax a bit. I put the large coat over my lap. Taking his hand, I guided it back to his favorite spot, my nylon clad inner thigh.

      "Good afternoon Mr. and Mrs. Benson." They flight attendant in charge of the 1st class passengers announced herself as others were boarding. "My name is Carol. May I offer either of you a beverage?"

      Before I could speak, Parker gave me that look he always gives me when people confuse us. "Yes, I'll take a glass of Moscato and my....son, will have a Diet Coke. " The toothy smile the flight attendant had shown, faltered slightly from my correction.

      "Yes, my apology madam," She said, blushing from embarrassment. 20 minutes later and our beverages in front of us, our flight backed out of the gate. Taking off, we were officially headed home.

      ***********

      An hour into the flight, as my sons hand was resting on my inner thigh, I was working on my sudoku game. Every so often, I'd feel his fingers traipsing along the gusset area of my nylons. I mean, ever since we began our sexual relationship, I'd learned quickly his fetish for the nylons I wear. I do blame myself for his fetish, as I've always worn them. I had been wearing them since I was a teenager and so I continued as such. Putting my pen down. I slipped my hand under the blanket I've since put over my lap, on top of his.

      "Honey, can I ask you a question," I softly started, as I begun to rake my fingers over his hand.

      "What's up, mom," he responded.

      
        
      

      "You said you wanted to... put a baby in me, right?" Seeing him nod, I continued. "Why?

      "As I said, I'm in love with you. I know I shouldn't be, but I am," He said, quietly.

      "What about our family? Your dad? Steph? How would I explain that to them?" The question, genuine. Seemingly deep in thought, I could feel the tension.

      Putting his fingers under my chin and staring into my eyes, my son told me in a quiet voice, "I don't care mom. If you get pregnant, so be it. I plan on pumping as many babies into you as I possibly can. The only way that doesn't happen, is if YOU end what we have." Sitting in my seat, I could only stare in disbelief.

      ************

      "Ladies and Gentlemen, we ask that you remain in your seats as we are preparing for arrival." Awakening me from my nap, the voice from the cockpit had captured my attention. Sitting next to me, earbuds in his ear, Parker was focused on his music. Regaining my senses, I realized his hand was still between my slighltly opened legs, resting on my pantyhose. Ever so slightly, I'd feel his fingers traipse up and down my inner thigh. Thankfulky, his coat was covering my waist as he thoughtlessly enjoy his possesions. Sitting up straight now, I had acquired his attention. Removing his earbuds, he turned his attention to me.

      "Have a good nap mom?" He softly asked.

      "I.. I did," I mumbled, trying to regain my senses. "You really wore me out this weekend, sweetheart," I added, a slight smile, now, on my face.

      Keeping my voice low, we made small talk.

      "Ladies and Gentlemen, we will be landing shortly into Minneapolis- St. Paul International Airport," the flight attended stated. As our flight docked at our gate, people around us began gathering their things. After removing his hand from under my dress and his coat, I discreetly smoothed my nylons back over my waist and promptly removed his coat. As he stood to get our bags from the overhead bins, I retrieved my phone to alert John of our arrival. After sending my text, I joined Parker in the aisle as people began to deboard. Once we retrieved our other bags, my son and I proceeded to the parking garage.

      
        
      

      "I wish this weekend lasted longer mom," Parker spoke. "I'm sorry everything imploded back there."

      "Yea, well, what's done is done," I said, flatly. "All I know is, I can never show my face back there again, sweetie."

      After reaching the car, I stood with him as he began placing our bags in the trunk. Once ye accomplished that task, he went to open my door on the passenger side. As I turned to move, I noticed a tent in his pants.

      "Parker!" I gasped. "Oh my goodness!" Moving closer to him in a paranoid fashion, I was intent on blocking the hard-on I've grown accustomed to over the course of our new relationship.

      "No one's around, mom," he pointed out, seeing a few other people absentmindedly making their paths to their own vehicles.

      "Well, we can't show up at home with you on that..... state," I exclaimed, cupping his manhood.

      "Well, unless it goes down on its' own, mom, I might just have get to my bedroom quickly when we do get home," he chuckled. "Or........," He added, that undeniable lust returning to his eyes.

      "Parker!" I screeched, a little too loudly. "Just get us home." Shaking my head I slid into the passenger see, waiting for him to drive us home.

      ************

      15 minutes later, we were on the freeway. Seeing his him squirming ever so slightly, yet noticeably in the driver seat, I sensed his duscomfort. Surveying the area in front of us, an idea had sudden appeared at the forefront of my mind.

      "Honey," I started my voice, tender, "Do you remember that overlook we went to a few weeks ago?"

      "Yea, why?" He asked, trying to focus on the road in front of him.

      
        "At exit 31, how 'bout we...... take care of this begore we get home?" My hand caressing his manhood.

      "Say no more," He simply announced, his eyes never leaving the road.

      10 minutes later, and after a 10 minute detour, West, he was turning off a side road that very few, if any vehicles come down, unless its' a Friday or Saturday evening. Being it only Monday, any anxiety or worry I might normally feel, was not prevalent. Finding a spot that he could back my SUV into, he parked in a way that potentially blocked the full view any vehicles that might want to travel down the road, might otherwise have.

      Coming around to my door, my son opened my door. Without a word, I took his hand and he helped me out of my seat. As we walked around to the back, he was guiding me as I stood in front of me, unzipping his slacks. With tension in the midst, I has his zipper undone, and his enormity aching to achieve its' freedom.

      Lifting me up, Parker sat me on the back flooring. Removing 2 of our suitcases, he bunched up the coat we'd used earlier to rest my head on. As I moved to lie back, our eyes never left the others'. Seductively taking the hemline, I moved it slowly over my waistline, thus exposing the sight my son loves. As the sheen of the nylons on my legs came to view, Parker began lowering his slacks. A quick glance down, I saw his underwear releasing the fleshy tool that would soon reacquaint itself with my tunnel. After setting my dressing over my waist, I said three words that would determine our immediate future, "Hips or hole?" I said, elegantly licking my lips.

      "Hips. We're going home remember?" Parker breathlessly said.

      After lowering the hosiery to my hips, I opened my legs and, instinctively, lifted my legs. "How 'bout we relieve this... inconvenience Sweetheart."

      Stepping forward, Parker took hold of my ankles and placing them in a "V", he said, "Let's do that." Pushing his whole length into me, inch by inch disappeared into my sodden cunt, accepting the incestuous sledgehammer that would soon to be sluicing in and out of me.

      "Fuck me," I said, sultrily. "Love your mother young man."

      Not needing further instruction, Parker leaned, forward above me, planting his feet on the pavement of the road and began thrusting.

      
        
      

      "**********

      10 minutes later.......

      "CREAK! CREAK! CREAK! CREAK!"

      As my son were lost in the throes of our incestuous sin, the shocks under my vehicle were straining under the assault my pussy was enduring.

      "Unh! Unh! Unh! Par.. Parker! Oh..Oh God.. yes.. oh ba.. baby..Yes!" As my eyes rolled behind my head, the animalistic nature of the fucking I was weathering, I vainly tried gripped my sons legs.

      Not successful, my hands soon balled into fists, thumping the flooring of the vehicle I was lying on. "Yes!!Oh..Parker....." As the dreariness in my demeanor plateaued, my laborious breathing was front and center. "Yes!..Yes!..Yes!," I yelped, feeling every plunge into my womb. Soon, the hoarseness of my voice was coming back.

      Switching the position of my legs, I soon found them piinting upwards as my son leaned forward on top of me. On instinct, my hands clenched on to his shoulders, temporarily satisfying my need for an anchor.

      "Fuuucckkk, mom.. god yes!" Parker shouted, through gritted teeth.

      "Cum.. cum in me, Par.. Parker," I mewled, now running my wedding ring laden fingers through his hair. "Fill me," I encouraged.

      Slamming forward, one.. two.. three more hard thrusts, Parker sealed our lower regions together.

      "Mooooommmmmmm!" He shouted, as wave after incestuous wave exploded in me, painting my battered cervix.

      "Oh baby......." I quietly said, panting heavily during the climax. Now, running my hand over his sweaty chest, he stared down at me, a mix of relief and joy plastered on his face.

      
        
      

      With a few more thrusts, ridding himself of the last vestiges of semen, his movements ceased.

      Resting above me, both hands flat on floor surface of the SUV, my son desperately fought to regain his breath.

      "Ho..holy shit, mom," He'd cordially pant, pleased with his latest conquest. As he gently removed my legs, now resting on his lower back, Parker began to pull out.

      "Slowly," I softly said. "You fucked my brains out honey."

      Slowly removing his rod, it left my tunnel, still semi-hard. Bouncing around, the combined juices from our latest rendezvous, glistened off his deglating penis. Reaching my hand out to him, he helped me to stand on the pavement behind the vehicle. On weary legs, I steadied myself enough to pull my nylons taut over my waist, then smoothing my dress back down. Helping me back into the vehicle, we proceeded home. The final 25 minutes of our ride, was in pleasing silence.

      ************

      Pulling into our driveway, I saw John's car. Out in the street, parked on the side, Stephanie's Honda Accord sat. Reaching gor my phone, I texted John to have him come help with the bags. Seeing the text I had sent him earlier when we landed at the airport, I noticed it hadn't been read yet. Sending another text, Parker and I started retrieving our bags from the back. Expecting someone to come outside and help us, I became impatient.

      "He must be dealing with something from work, Parker," I sarcastically said. "I don't know why he hasn't answered my texts."

      Quickly sending Steph a text, "Hey can you come help us with our bags. Your father isn't answering my texts."

      As we walked up the porch, the blue skies were turning to dusk. As we got closer, Parker and I stopped. Frozen. we heard what could only be described as soft moans and grunting. Curious, I reached into my purse to fetch my keys. Just as I was about to insert the key into the slot, we heard, breathlessly, "Omg, Daddy! Pullout! We lost track of time! Mom and Parker just got home!"

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 9

      Standing on the porch as the sunlight from the day was disappearing, the frantic rustling just on the other side of the door was illuminating. Putting my key in the door, I opened it. There, in a frantic haste, my daughter Stephanie was fighting the clasp on her bra. My husband, John, stark naked, stoically stood near Steph in a melancholic state, with the realization of being caught.

      As the picture before us came into clear view, the shock had followed. A condom wrapper lay on the coffee table, Stephanie's purse and cell phone on the side table, and my husband's penis sheathed in latex.

      "What the..." I stated, horrified.

      "Mom...it's....not what it looks like," Stephanie faintly blurted out, now pulling her sweats back over her body. Eyes darting back and forth between Stephanie and John, the anger building up in me was more out of surprise.

      "Maddie...," John had tried to interject.

      Raising a hand in faux disgust, I looked over at Parker. "Don't," I said, resigned. "All I want to know is, how long?"

      Seeing the humiliation, shame and downright embarrassment on their faces, brought to the forefront, my own hypocrisies.

      "A few months," John quietly said. Seeing a man, almost 300 lbs. lower his head in shame, like the bird that ate the canary, I stood there, reeling.

      Looking at Stephanie, who I was upset with, only saying "Mom, I'm so sorry. It..it just.. happened."

      Dropping my purse on the floor, I walked over to the couch and sat down. Rubbing my temples, I was genuinely, shocked. I mean sure, I could only assume what their reactions would have been if they learned of the affair I was having with Parker. But at the moment, my mind was a whirlwind. Going back into my mind, the weekend replayed. The flashbacks of every thrust into me, played in my memory. Every moan, every grunt, every time the headboard hit the wall, I just sat there. Then Parker's own words, "I'm in love with you, mom. I want to put a baby in you," played, like a neon sign flashing its' location.

      "I.. I.. need to be alone," I said, feeling the room. As I looked at Parker, I winked at him, out of the sight of the others. Getting my drift, my son chimed in, right on cue.

      "Let me take these suitcases to your room, mom. C'mon," Parker solemnly said, not meeting his father's or his sister's eye.

      As we entered my bedroom, Parkers' next words echoed what my mind was screaming. "Oh.. my... God, mom," He'd say, putting a bag on my bed. "What the hell just happened?"

      Relieved in a way, from the jumble in my mind due to the weekends admissions from Parker, the thoughts I'd been fighting suddenly showed clarity. Walking to Parker, I stood on my tiptoes, while simultaneously pulling his shirt down so my mouth was near his ear. "So... did you mean what you said, about wanting to put a baby inside me?"

      After saying that, I could see the instantaneous click in his psyche. "Yes, I meant every word, mom. I want to fuck several into you."

      A calculated smile appeared before my face as I continued speaking. "Well, it looks like we have..... quite the development before us," I whispered, running my hand through his hair. "What I'm about to propose to you, I need you fully onboard, or this cannot come to fruition, ok?" As his mind tried to register what I'd just said, I could also see confusion.

      "Parker, I'd told you I love your father and wouldn't know how to explain a pregnancy due to his vasectomy, right?"

      Nodding his head, I then spent the next 15 minutes explaining where my mindset just went to.

      **************

      As we walked back into the living room, Stephanie and John were still there. Sitting apart from each other, shame still written on their faces, I spoke. "Well this is quite the development," I'd begun, my words soft. Looking at Parker, I patted the spot beside me, signaling him to sit. As he sat, I took his hand in mine. "I think Parker and I need to have space, as this," pointing between the two of them, "Is something we need to digest."

      
        
      

      Surprised at how my tone wasn't filled with anger or disgust, John and Stephanie still behaved in a stoic fashion. Seeing my daughters exhaustion wrought on her face, I could tell this wasn't their first rodeo.

      "Do you two have anything to say for yourselves," I muttered, trying to sound hurt.

      My husband cautiously chimed in. "Maddie, there is no excuse. Stephanie's been here the whole weekend," he'd admit, surprising even myself.

      "But, your trip," I started, immediately stopping myself.

      Vehemently shaking his head, John continued. "There was no trip. Steph had her airfare the day you two left. She arrived at 2 pm."

      Looking at my daughter, and with Parker still silent, I saw Stephanie shift awkwardly in her chair. See how uncomfortable she was, I asked, "Do you have anything to add?" I stated.

      "Mom, we didn't intend to hurt you or Parker," she flatly said, not meeting my eyes.

      "You didn't intend to get caught," I corrected, now standing. Smoothing out my dress, I began walking to my bedroom. "Parker, honey, please pack enough clothing for a few days," I pointedly stated portraying the calm, yet hurt spouse.

      Without saying a word, Parker went straight to his bedroom.

      "Please give me time to gather a few things," I continued, "Do not follow me into the bedroom. We'll be staying at the cabin to... think." Even those last few words hadn't sounded genuine to myself.

      Walking into my bedroom, I emptied my suitcase of their current contents. After doing 2 loads of mine and Parkers clothes from our most recent trip, I methodically packed.

      The next morning, Parker and I left.

      
        *************

      That evening, 45 miles outside the city limits, the rain pitter-pattered off the bedroom window. As the fire inside the cabin's fireplace crackled, the sounds of intimacy echoed throughout. Loud creaking of bedsprings and the incessant thumping of a headboard spelled out that afternoons activity.

      "Unh! Unh! Unh! Unh! Unh! Unh!" In the solitude of the four walls, my son and I were in the throes of ecstasy.

      "Yes baby..oh, yes," I softly mewled, as my nylon-clad legs pointed, intimately, to the ceiling. Not wasting anytime once we arrived, Parker has been ploughing insides ever since. Looking up at him, solely focused on the task at hand, his hips were overtly active. Every lewd pump in and out of my pussy brought out more incest-filled yelps. "Harder Parker," I encouraged.

      As the rain fell harder, the fire crackled moreso. "God mom!" He'd shout, in the solitude of the cabin, "This.. pussy."

      Feeling his length and girth bottom out in me with precise ease, my hold on him didn't waver.

      "Claim.. your.. pu..pussy..then," I stammered, encouragingly.

      With no one around for miles, deep in the woods, we enjoyed our coupling. As the sun was setting behind the clouds and the sky was turning dark, Parker ramped up his activity

      "Par..Parker.. oh yes!" I moaned."Give..it.. to..me.." Now at a frantic pace, the creaking of the springs grew more prominent. "Oh Par..ker..Fu..fuck.. me!" I screamed, now, detached.

      Hearing the headboard banging relentlessly against the wall, the air was tense. Seeing the sweat culminate on Parker's naked chest, face and forehead, the droplets fell freely onto my tits, now open to my incestuous lover. My own perspiration, not withstanding, the odoriferous emanation about was apparent.

      As his shoulders began pushing my legs back, I knew the finale was near. Parkers' sign he's about to explode first starts with his hands regripping my ankles. After, he matriculates his body more prominent into our, already, missionary position. With this action, my hands go from resting on his shoulders, to now holding him tightly as he lay on top of my upturned thighs.

      
        
      

      "Ahh! Ahh! Ahh! he scowls, every violent thrust claiming ownership.

      "Cum.. in.. your.. moth..mother.. honey," I, once again, encourage, feeling ever rap against my cervix.

      After 5 minutes in this position, I feel my son tense. "Mooommmmm!" he'd scream. "Takeittttt!"

      "As pulse, after pulse, after pulse painted my passageway, my son uncontrollably spasmed above me, while trying to simultaneously keep our lower regions locked as he emptied his bloated balls.

      Now, running my left hand through his hair, I gave him an echausted smile. "Empty..it..all..in me," I laboriously panted. "Cum in me."

      Once satiated, Parkers' body ceased. Still in place, the heavy breathing was the only thing louder than the rain outside.

      "Ho..holy shit..mom," he finally exclaimed, our sweaty bodies still together.

      Patting his butt, I told him gently, "I need you to pull out. You really pounded me." The tiredness in my voice said it all, as we worked to regain our breath. As he tried to back out, I could still feel my vaginal muscles tighten around his semi rigid pole. Steadily, he made progress until his penis fell out of me.

      The sight of the aftermath was of no shock. the white foam that had been etched onto his rod, also highlighted my pussy juice that helped to coat his monster. Glistening in the darker room, only illuminated by the fireplace, I felt his load flow out of me. Luckily, a towel was under my body as it stained that, and not our bed.

      Gingerly moving my body, now on all 4's, I moved toward my son, lying flat on his back.

      "Let momma take care of this," I seductively said, taking his semi-hard cock in my mouth. Taking his full length down my throat, I lovingly sucked any remnants of our love making down my throat. "Mmmmmmmmm," I moaned, as his dick began to rise again. After another 5 minutes, he popped once more, depositing yet, another load, into my stomach. Releasing him from my mouth, I slinked up his body. Eventually, we fell asleep.

      
        ***********

      An hour later, as I was preparing us a late dinner, our conversation flowed freely.

      "So, I have decided to stop using birth control,"I stated, matter-of-fact. "And you," I continued, reaching into the pouch of my apron, "won't be needing these anymore." Pulling out the box of condoms, I tossed them into the trash.

      "Mom?" Parker said, confused.

      "You said you wanted to pump several babies into my womb if I remember correctly," As I didn't look up from the stove. "You're not re-thinking that. Are you?" The timidity in my voice.

      "Well, yeah. I do but..." he began.

      Seeing the antipathy in his face, I cut in. "Don't worry about your father, young man. Remember, we caught them. They don't know about us." Reaching for bowls, she began ladling the soup into each. "If everything how I expect things to go when we go back home, we can... accelerate the process."

      After we ate dinner, we ended our evening with my son blowing 2 more loads deep into my, soon-to-be, unprotected wound.

      *************

      "Yes! Oh I feel it, baby!" The next morning, I am on all fours, my head drooping down as Parker was balls deep in my ass. "Claim it! Claim my ass!" I yelped, feeling my bowels expand from the sluicing action within me.

      With one hand on my hip and the other, playing with my sagging tits beneath me, my son had woken me with a new found confidence. Every propulsion into my anal passage was followed by repeated yelps. The run that had formed in her pantyhose from my inner thighs had displayed the nastiness of the moment.

      "Oh sweetie," I panted, seductively.

      
        Looking behind me, the exhaustion clearly painted on our faces, there was no rush. Noticing sunlight trying to make its' way over the horizon, the grunts that echoed over my

      moans were grunts of ownership.

      "I'm going to pump your cunt and ass daily mom," The lust in his voice. "I own your.. whole..body..don't.. I," he claimed, accentuating it with each powerful thrust.

      "You.. own.. it.. God.. yesssss," I cried, as I held our sheets in a balled-up fist.

      For 15 minutes, Parker went from powerful thrusts to teasing my entrance before slamming back into me. In the mirror above the dresser in the bedroom, the site of us in the pangs of ecstasy couldn't be understated. Seeing this early 40's woman, the silver hairs invading what was once youthful, and behind me, my robust, overly eager son dutifully fucking his mother, the air was tense.

      "Par..Parker..Yes! Yes!" The more we did it, the more excitement that I felt. "It's.. all.. yours," I cried. Sure enough, the signs of relief began their ascent feom Parker.

      "I'm gonna.. I'm gonna," Slamming in my butt as hard as he could, my body would lerch forward. "Mommmmmmmm!!" With one last thrust forward, he wrapped his one arm around my waist, while still fondling my tits.

      "Yes Parker!" I screamed as the torrent of his teenage splooge blasted in to my anal cavity. The pulsating feeling, ever present and ongoing, carried on for a good minute. Still lodged up against me, I'd now mostly collapsed onto the bed, smooshing my aching tits on the mattress.

      After releasing him hold on me, my son pull out of me. "Puhloppp!" As soon as his overworked bat left my swollen cavity, a cascade of his jizz maybe its' way out of me. Feeling it run out of my, I felt the ooey-gooeyness soiling my hosiery, as they were still fit over my waistline. The gusset area, which was ripped open, allowed the flow to matte my pussy hair and vulva. Cupping down below, I'd managed to stand, albeit, on tired, wobbly legs. On 4" heels, I made my way to the bathroom. As I sat on the toilet, the shame I'd usually feel hit afterward was not present. Realizing what the immediate future would hold, I made my decision.

      For the remaining 3 days of our stay at the cabin, Parker fucked me senseless. Leaving bruising on my inner thighs and swelling on my vulva, I concluded, Parker now could stake claim on me.

      
        ************

      On our final day at the cabin, It was 11am. In the middle of another torrid session, our bed was slamming into the wall. As Parker was naked, nestled between my upturned legs, and myself, in just a pair of tan pantyhose at my hips, white 4" pumps, and my lace bra pushed over my tits, the aura in our bedroom was frantic.

      "Oh yes!! Oh Yes!! Oh Baby, yes!! yes!!" As Parker plunged my insides, we could hear crackling from our open window, outside. The sounds of a vehicle obviously pulling up didn't bring horror, rather it brought a weary smile to my exhausted face. With that revelation, my voice came out soft. "Keep, keep.. fu.. fucking me.. oh God yes! Don.. Don't stop.."

      As Parker re-positioned my legs, allowing me to wrap my legs around him as best I could, he placed his weight fully on me. Pumping as hard as he could, now in full missionary, my hands and fingers were laced over his shoulders as I stared up at the ceiling. With a view of the open door of the bedroom, I had turned my head in that direction.

      "Yes! Oh Par..Parker, pound momma's pussy," I'd wistfully pant, sweat now accumulating.

      Hearing the front door open, Our bedsprings were creaking, uncontrollably. Every thump of the wall was unmistakable. Suddenly, just outside the entrance to the bedroom, what was initially footsteps entering, was now silence.

      "What the?" I heard, as my son was focused on fucking me. Hearing the footsteps approach, I waited until the view Parker and I had spoken about came into view.

      As soon as I saw them, I said it. "Pump.. that.. ba..baby.. in..into me," the seductive lust flowing. Staring at the my husband and my daughter, mouths now agape, I nibbled Parkers' ear. "Cum in me honey."

      With that Parker slammed forward and his body froze. "Ahhhhhfuckyesmom!" Feeling jet after jet plaster my cervix, Parker turned his head, looking the same direction I had my eyes. As my son was emptying into me, the sight of my legs, one pointing upward, and the other, lazily on his back, I spoke.

      "John, Steph.. Stephanie," I softly wheezed. "You finally arrived." When Parker tried to back out me, I mouthed, "No," into his ear.

      
        
      

      Lying there and slowly catching my breath, the picture before us, now at a loss for words, was priceless. "Hey dad. Hey Sis," Parker would say, as his baby makers were settling in my womb.

      "I see you received my text," I exclaimed, patting Parkers' butt. Lifting himself off me, his snake was exiting itself from my body. As it left, our aftermath found its' exit. Running out of my bruised lips, our combined juices found its' way onto the linens and in my pantyhose. As the tan color of my hosiery began to absorb its' share of ick, I just lie there, boobs now drooping off my chest.

      Reaching my hand out to Parker, now standing, he helped me to a seated position.

      As I say, I hadn't bothered to cover my reddened tits, nor did I make an effort to pull my nylons over my waist. As my husband and daughter slowly looked around the room, the condoms we'd used the first night were now visible. The wrappers they were housed in, on the floor. Several used pair of pantyhose were strewn on the wood flooring with one pair draped over the wooden frame at the foot of our bed.

      "Now that the truth is out," I said, taking the tissue Parker had given to me. Wiping my coo, the complete shock on their faces was still present. "You both can quit acting like this is foreign." Making my way to the bathroom, Parker followed me. "We'll be out in a few minutes. Have a seat in the living area."

      10 minutes later, we came out. Me, in a new pair of hosiery, but barefoot and a pink, floral sundress. Parker was wearing a pair of sweats and his Vikings jersey. Sitting across from each other, I let the silence fill the room.

      A minute later, "How long?" was spoken from my husband.

      "Since after my birthday," Parker quickly answered.

      Seeing John's face go through fifferent stages, I chuckled. "Now, now," I stated. "No need for feigning disgust, dear. You and our daughter...," my voice trailed off.

      "Mom, I..." Waving my hand dismissively at my daughter, Parker put his hand on my inner thigh.

      "So, what now?" John implied.

      
        
      

      Without hesitation, I exclaimed. "Parker and I spoke and we've decided to have a baby." Seeing their mouths hit the floor, I added. "You two have my blessing to continue whatever it is....." Running her fingernails atop Parker's hand she added, "What Parker and I now enjoy, won't be ending."

      Seeing their eyes dart back and forth between them, the realization set in. After a back and forth amongst the four of us, the clear lines had been drawn. "Effective immediately, Parker will be moving into my bedroom. John, unless Parker allows me to be your wife once in a while, this (lifting her dress exposing the swollen vulva under the new nylons on her legs) is not yours anymore."

      As he shifted uncomfortably his seat, John finally spoke. "I understand Maddie." Looking at Stephanie, I couid still see shame on her face mixed with a form of unsurity. "What about Stephanie and myself?"

      Now taking my sons hand in my and resting them on my lap, I again exclaimed. "Stephanie, Parker only wants me. I am still married to your father, so unless Parker allows, I am off-limits, John." Eventually we split up and went our separate ways.

      ***********

      Over the course of the next month, the changes in our home went smoothly. Parker was permanently in my bedroom. John and Stephanie had an arrangement that he'd come out to her apartment off campus every werkend and when out of school, John and Stephanie would be in her bedroom. Sure, there were times that the night air in our home would consist of headboards denting walls and moans of ecstasy from both rooms, but the air, once thick, evaporated. Sure, when Steph was home, dinners weren't awkward. Parker and I would excuse overselves and he'd fuck his mother into a coma night after night.

      3 weeks after my class reunion, I developed morning sickness. So one Friday evening, lying under Parker with my legs pointing upward, runs down my inner thigh of my nylons, my wedding gown pushed over my waist, my veil, cockeyed on my head, and my white heels dangling off my feet from the latest pounding I just received, we were coming down from a raucous session.

      Running my left hand, now wearing only the ring he had gotten for me that I'd wear in lieu of my actual wedding band, (Which now, sits on the table in a little jewelry dish) I whispered, "Lean forward a monent." Releasing my legs, they dropped to the beds edge. Leaning forward, I pulled his head down to my to wear I could speak into his ear. "Look on the nightstand," I told him, suggestively. Looking where directed sat a pregnant test with two + signs.

      Looking confused, his eyes locked onto mine, questioningly. "What?" He asked, naively.

      
        
      

      "You said you wanted to pump a baby into me, right?" I said, a satisfied look on my face. When he finally realized the meaning, a look of shock, then fear appeared on his face.

      "You're..." Before he could finish, I nodded my head enthusiastically.

      "We.....," I corrected him, as I looked to the mirror aside our bed. "We are having a baby."

      With joy on his face, he proveeded to pump me full, for the rest of the night. Down the hall, we could hear John and Stephanie enjoying there relationship.

      John and i ended up divorcing. Not out of disgust for each other. Not due to our affairs. Not due to anything other than we had different partners. Parker made clear John could never have me again, and that he didn't want his sister in that fashion.

      We ended up selling our home and purchased smaller homes for each of us. Learning we were having twins, I thought Parker would faint. We learned of our twins the day of my 44th birthday. Stephanie became pregnant 2 months after me. Each, respective, pregnancy were successes. Parker and I had 2 girls while John and Stephanie welcomed a girl of their own.

      ***********

      Sitting in our nursery 3 years later, now almost 47, I have birthed 3 kids for Parker. 2 girls, Katie and Ashley and a boy PJ almost 11 months old. 6 months pregnant, yet again, I rub my wedding ring laden hand over the baby growing in my belly.

      Yes, we knew that by law we cannot legally marry as we are mother and son, but we each wear rings, that Parker bought us, and live like a couple. John and Stephanie ended up moving 4 hours away where she is now pregnant with their second child. All in all, everything has turned out well.

      Occasionally the topic of Class reunion will come up. With an exhausted smile, from our routine of at least 2 loads a night in me anally or vaginally, I remind Parker how through it all, the humiliation, being caught in our incestuous affair, and worrying if our luves were negatively altered forever, I'd do it all again if it meant him, admitting how in love with me he had fallen that night. His own mother.

      
        THE END
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