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  Chapter One


   



  “Derek?”


  “Hmm.” Derek opened his eyes to see his mother standing next to his bed. “You okay, mom?” he asked, his voice thick with sleep.


  “No.” She looked down at him, her dark eyes wide. “I’m really not.”


  “What’s wrong?” Now that Derek had become fully awake, he realized what his mother was wearing. A slinky black camisole top that made it obvious she had no bra on underneath and short enough to show off her stomach.


  That however, seemed modest in comparison to the skimpy black lace panties that completed her outfit. Derek’s eyes darted back and forth between the patch of black lace between her soft lush thighs and her breasts which were prominent enough to left the shirt higher up her stomach.


  It wasn’t her ample breasts that caught his gaze as much as her hard nipples poking into the silky material. His mother’s nipples weren’t the only thing hard and poking, as his cock was already at full attention beneath the sheet and pitching a tent as he lay on his back.


  This is your damn mother, he thought, but it didn’t matter. After the events of the last couple of nights it had been impossible for Derek not to see his mother in a new and totally improper way; as a smoking hot Milf who judging by her dreams was as horny and frustrated as she’d made him feel of late.


  “Honey?” Mom leaned over the bed and Derek knew he should look away, but instead stared down his mother’s top which revealed the smooth creamy globes of her breasts.


  “What is it, Mom?” He tried to sound casual, but he could hear the tremble in his voice as he continued to stare at her breasts while wondering what it would be like to fondle and suck on them.


  “Baby, I’m horny,” Mom whispered, and leaning over even further, placed her mouth to his ear. “Really horny.”


  Her breasts were now resting on his bare chest and he was acutely aware of her nipples pressing into him. Mom’s long black hair had fallen across his shoulders, and he could smell both her raspberry shampoo and her perfume.


  The sheet was draw up past his waist and beneath it he was so hard his cock was twitching in excitement and his balls so tight they ached.


  “What did you say?” He knew damn well what she’d said, but was trying to figure out what the hell to do.


  “You heard me, baby boy, mama’s horny.” She spoke in a sultry purr that caused his heart to race and forced him to part his lips and breathe between through his mouth because his breath was getting a lot heavier all of a sudden.


  So was his mother’s and her hot breath in his ear wasn’t helping his inappropriate reaction to her.


  “I need it, Derek.” Her lips brushed his ear sending a shiver through him.


  That was nothing compared the electric thrill than ran through him when she put her hand on his stomach. He stared past her head at her long slender fingers with the light blue tips resting on his flat stomach.


  “You heard me dreaming of it, I know you have.” Her hand slid lower down his stomach and he knew he should be reaching for her wrist as well as asking her to get off him, but all he could do was lay there enjoying the weight of her breasts on him and her soft sexy voice in his ear.


  “I woke up last night and felt how hard you were.”


  “You did?” Oh, shit, that’s it, she was screwing with him.


  “I did, you were so hard and I pretended to stay asleep when I was grinding back into it. I wanted it so bad!” She kissed his ear. “And you wanted me too, didn’t you? That’s why you were hard.”


  “No, I um, had a dirty dream too.” He swallowed hard when her hand slid under the sheet and was now inches from his throbbing dick.


  “Did you just have another one?” Mom grabbed his cock under the sheet.


  “Mom!” he exclaimed, but didn’t make any attempt to grab her hand and push it away.


  Instead he lay there moaning as his mother pumped his hard cock in her soft hand.


  “Oh, honey, this cock is so big and hard!” She leaned up so he could see her face and licked her lips. “This is just what I need!”


  “Mom, we can’t! I’m your son!” he protested.


  Derek thought his words had gotten through to her when she released his cock, but realized how wrong he was when she grabbed the bottom of her shirt and peeled it off.


  “Damn,” he whispered at the sight of his mother’s bare breasts and hard rosy red nipples.


  With no hesitation, his mother pushed her panties down her legs and his eyes were immediately drawn to the small patch of black hair between her thighs and even better, the pink slit beneath it.


  “Damn is right.” Mom grabbed his cock and pumped it faster than she had before. “As in damn this is a big beautiful cock and it’s all for me, isn’t it?”


  “We…we can’t.” The words came out in a barely audible whisper that turned into a gasp when mom grabbed his wrist and shoved his hand between her legs.


  Her pussy was so soft and…wet! Mom moved his wrist, sliding his fingers through her moist flesh before letting him go. His fingers kept moving, working through the folds of her pink slit while looking back and forth between the surreal sight of his dick in his mother’s hand and the equally hard to believe view of his fingers in his mother’s pussy.


  “God, it feels so and looks so good and that means it’s going to taste even better!”


  Mom bent over the bed and lowering her head took his cock into her mouth. Derek moaned and lost all inhibitions about what they were doing. He pushed his fingers up inside of his mother’s tight hot pussy and when his probing thumb found her clit, she moaned around his cock.


  His free hand was on her head, running through her long hair and pushing it to the side so he could watch her full soft lips sliding along his shaft. Mom cupped his balls and he groaned whole he lay there fingering his mother and watching her devour his cock.


  Mom released his cock with a smack of her lips and turned to the side. His fingers slid from her pussy, and he reached for her, but stopped when she put her hand on his chest and swung her leg up onto the bed.


  “I’ll suck my baby’s big cock later, and I’ll take my time, maybe even suck you off,” she promised as she pushed herself up onto the bed and this time swung her leg over his hips.


  “But right now what your horny mother needs is her son’s big dick in her hot wet cunt.”


  Derek stared, his cock twitching in anticipation as his mother grabbed his cock, holding it still as she slowly lowered herself down on him. He moaned when she teased him, sliding the head of his cock along her slick wet flesh, and running it along her hard clit.


  “This is just what I’ve been dreaming about, Derek.” Mom eased just the tip of his cock inside her and Derek had to fight not to thrust his hips, but to wait for her to completely engulf him.


  “You’ve been dreaming about sex?” he asked, his voice trembling as she eased him a couple of inches deeper into her forbidden heat.


  “Not just sex, baby.” Mom smiled down at him. “Sex with my son.”


  Derek’s eyes flew open and he lay there breathing hard, his heart pounding in his chest. His heart wasn’t the only thing pounding. Just like in his dream his cock wasn’t just hard, but so hard it bordered on uncomfortable.


  He sat up and rubbed at his eyes, doing the best he could to ignore his raging hard on. Had he really just had a nasty dream about his mother? What the fuck was up with that?


  What was up with that had been the last two nights which he’d spent listening to his mother moan, whimper, and talk like a phone sex operator in her sleep. He knew that was the cause of it and it’s not like anyone could control what they dreamed about.


  His mother certainly couldn’t, that was for sure. Then again, Derek supposed he couldn’t blame his mother for dreaming about sex. His cheating dog in heat father had been caught red handed by his mom, screwing an intern a year ago.


  She’d immediately tossed him out of the house and filed for divorce. Caught in the act his father didn’t even try to fight mom keeping the house and paying some money towards Derek’s tuition so the divorce was over quickly.


  Mom had suspected it for awhile, and frankly so had he, and had even followed his father a couple times, but never caught him. Course that was because he’d never thought his father would actually be doing it in his damn office during working hours.


  Derek had figured his mother would move on quickly. She was only forty three and a young looking forty three at that. Mom was pretty; with her big brown doe eyes, a seemingly ever present smile, and as he’d noted a little too much lately, a pretty damn fine body.


  Mom made good money as bank manager and Derek would think would be an all around ‘good catch’ for any man. Yet she’d barely gone on a half dozen dates since the divorce, and only saw one guy more than once.


  Derek had wondered if maybe she weren’t dating, but just having a little fun and not telling him about it. His best friend, Greg who he made the mistake of bringing it up to because he thought he might be able to have a real conversation with him, had smirked said maybe she was a cougar on the prowl.


  He’d been sure to add he thought Derek’s mother was a damn fine milf he’d be more than happy to help her out. The one thing the jack ass had said that Derek could sort of see the logic of was seeing his father was banging young girls Derek’s age, maybe mom was looking for a young guy as a sort of get even, even if his father never knew about it.


  But his mother was always at work, or home doing pretty much nothing but housework and binge watching Netflix. When she did go out it was with friends and she always came home and at a reasonable hour.


  The final clue pointing towards the fact his mother hadn’t gotten laid since dad, was the fact she was pretty much having porno sex in her dreams and he’d heard every damn word of it the last two nights.


  No, she’d done more than moan in her sleep last night and Derek had no doubt what he’d witnessed while pretending to be asleep had led to his dream. Before his mind could form the memory of last night’s event which seemed straight out of some weird incest story or video, he shifted his attention to the clock.


  It was only nine thirty. Derek usually stayed up until after eleven, but after a full day of classes and a six hour shift at Five Guys he’d decided to call it an early night. Who was he kidding? He could have stayed up and played some World of Warcraft or found something on Netflix.


  The real reason he went to bed early was he was to try and avoid his mother.


  Mom had been complaining she hadn’t been sleeping well, saying she’d been having some ‘strange’ dreams as she put it. Derek had suggested sleeping pills, but she said she didn’t like how they made her feel groggy the next day.


  Two nights ago, she’d asked him if he would sleep in her bed. At first he’d thought she was kidding, but when he saw she was serious he’d thought it was kind of odd, but figured what the hell?


  Mom had been through a lot with the divorce and dealing with the fact his father had cheated on her. Although she made good money, keeping the house and him in school was making things tight and she’d been stressing money for the first time in a long time.


  So Derek figured that could be part of her not sleeping and having nightmares and agreed to sleep in her bed to see if having someone near her would help. That first night was when he’d realized mom wasn’t having bad dreams.


  She was having wet dreams.


  The second night, when she asked him to do it again, he’d reluctantly agreed. His reluctance hadn’t been just because he’d been bothered by hearing his mother moaning like a porn star in her sleep as well as talking like one, but because his reaction to it had bothered him even more.


  But last night she’d done a lot more than talk and his reaction had been even more shameful, so tonight he’d decided to avoid her. It seemed to have worked as he couldn’t hear the TV out in the living room and there was no light shining under the door.


  Mom always left the hallway light on until she went past his room down to her bedroom at the end of the hall and then shut it off from there. Hopefully she was sleeping. He thought about getting up and peeking down the hall to see if her bedroom light were on, but didn’t want to chance it.


  Mom could be sitting in the living room with just the lamp on, reading, and if she saw him…He felt like a fool ducking his mother, but he wasn’t sure he could handle another night like the last two.


  He lay back down and closed his eyes to drift back off, but was well aware of his still hard cock. He crossed his hands over his chest deliberately keeping them away from his crotch. He wouldn’t do what he did last night. He wouldn’t do what no son should do.


  He wouldn’t jerk off again to his mother.


  With a sigh, he tried to let it go and clear his mind, but he couldn’t stop thinking not only about the last two nights, but how in just that short of a period of time it had completely changed how he saw his mother.


  Chapter Two


  Two nights ago


   



  Derek entered his mother’s room to see her sitting on the edge of the bed.


  “Thank you for doing this for me, honey.” She gave him a nervous smile. “I know it sounds silly and I feel like a stupid little kid.”


  “Hey, you never said I was stupid when I had bad dreams.” Derek paused and frowned. “Or did you and dad say it behind my back?”


  “Of course not!”


  “Just kidding,” Derek told her. “But that’s my point. I remember you lying down with me when I had nightmares when I was young until I fell back to sleep.”


  “But I’m the parent.” She sighed. “I’m glad you said, okay, but wow, I feel pathetic.”


  “You’re not pathetic.”


  “Then I feel like a silly little girl.” Mom pointed to him. “You’ll at least give me that one.”


  “Okay, fine, you’re a silly girl.” Derek laughed. “You do kind of look like a little girl at the moment.”


  Mom looked down at her pink night shirt which featured a picture of a sleeping cat on it and the words Purrfect Dreams. Her long black hair was pulled back in a pony tail and with no makeup on; and looking up at him with her big brown eyes through her long lashes, she did resemble a young girl ready for bed.


  The only thing ruining the image was young girls didn’t have a pair of breasts the size of his mothers. Derek frowned at the fact he’d noticed them, but the only reason he did was right of the words on the shirt his mother’s nipples were visible poking into the shirt.


  The air conditioner was on and it was cool in the room, which would be the only reason he’d imagine they were erect, but it still didn’t change the fact he could see them.


  “You like my shirt?” Mom asked.


  “Huh?” Derek realized he must have been staring and was glad his mother didn’t know exactly what he’d been looking at. Why would she? What kid stared at his mother’s nipples?


  “You keep looking at my shirt.” Mom tugged on it, just over her breasts. “I know it’s kind of lame, a friend gave it to me a few years ago.”


  “Just doesn’t look like something you’d sleep in.”


  “I usually only sleep in my underwear.” Mom shrugged. “But can’t really do that with you in the bed now can I?”


  “Whoa, there’s things I don’t need to know, mom.” Derek put his hands over his ears.


  “Actually. I shouldn’t say underwear because I don’t wear a bra?” Mom continued. “So just panties.”


  “Okay, mom.” Derek had a brief unwanted vision of his mother lying on the black sheets in just a pair of panties. “I don’t need to hear anymore.”


  “Oh, like you sleep like that?” Mom pointed. “Sweat pants and a sweatshirt?” Her eyes, which were about level with his crotch, focused on it. “And underwear?”


  “Mom!” Derek wasn’t feigning his surprise as he reflexively glanced down below his waist.


  “Hey, what can I say, I’m observant.” Mom laughed. “Not like you’re a little boy anymore. My point is that’s not what you sleep in. I’ve come out in the hall a couple times and seen you leaving the bathroom in just your boxers.”


  “Jeez.” Derek felt his face flushing. “Thanks, mom.”


  “Don’t be so lazy and put some pants on then,” she told him. “But it’s not like you have anything to be ashamed of.”


  “What’s that supposed to mean?” This conversation was getting stranger than the fact mom had asked him to spend the night in his bed.


  “Means you’re a grown man and even though I’m your mother, I’m still a woman and I think any woman would be pretty impressed seeing you in your underwear.”


  “You really haven’t had much sleep lately, have you?” He shook his head. “This is starting to sound like a twilight zone episode.”


  “Twilight zone?” Mom waved her hand at him. “Nah that was sci fi. This would be more like a bad porn script.”


  “Mom!”


  “Kidding!” She giggled. “Look at you blushing! You’re so damn cute.”


  “So what kind of nightmares are you having?” Derek changed the subject.


  “I never said nightmares.” Mom added to the young-girl look by stretching out her long legs and staring down at her red tipped toes wiggled them. “They’re just strange and…let’s say kind of wrong.”


  “Wrong how?” Derek’s eyes lingered on mom’s legs which due to her being tall for a woman, only a couple inches shorter than his five ten, were pretty damn long.


  “Wrong enough I wouldn’t even think about discussing them with you.” She crossed her left leg over her right and he couldn’t help notice how much of her thigh was showing.


  His mother wasn’t heavy, but was on the curvier side and her legs weren’t slender, but were well shaped. Thick as he would use if it weren’t his own mother.


  “At least not now anyway. Maybe I’ll change my mind down the line.”


  “You know I’m here for you.” Derek leaned over and kissed the top of her head. “Anything you need, mom.”


  “You’re sweet.” Mom stood up and hugged him. “You’re a good kid, Derek.”


  “Got a good mom.” He returned the hug, then jumped when her arms slid down his back and tugged his shirt up. “What are you doing?”


  “Take this off, you haven’t slept with a shirt on since you were ten.”


  “Yeah, but I’m going to be in your bed.”


  “Oh, no! My son won’t have a shirt on!” Mom stepped back and put her hands to her cheeks. “That means…absolutely nothing. Be comfortable, honey, it’s fine.”


  “Okay.” He rolled his eyes and stripped the shirt off. “Better?”


  “I feel better knowing you’re comfortable.” Mom nodded, then turning her back to hm climbed onto the bed and quickly crawled across it. “You get that side. This is mine.”


  “Uh, right,” Derek said as he turned his head due to when his mother was on her hands and knees, he’d gotten a flash of more than her thighs, but look at her ass cheeks.


  Not just her ass cheeks, but the pink panties she had on. Panties that had ridden up between her thighs, flashing quite a bit of the left side of her ass. Mom was busty and in addition to her ample chest, her ass had more than a little curve to it and it jiggled as she bounced on the bed.


  Derek had only looked for a split second, but for some reason the unexpected image was staying with him. In front of him, mom had shoved the comforter down, and in another little kid type move, bent her legs at the knees, before shoving them under it.


  He caught another flash of both flesh and her pink underwear before lifting his side of the comforter and sliding under it. He reached for the small reading lamp on his side of the bed and tapped the small button to put it out.


  “Hit it again,” Mom said in the dark next to him. “The first setting is dim, I like to leave it on.”


  “Okay.” Derek did as she asked. The lamp cast just enough light that he could see her next to him when he turned his head. “Night, mom.”


  “Night honey, sweet dreams.”


  “You too.”


  “We’ll see,” she sighed, closing her eyes. “It would be nice for a change.”


   



  *****


   



  “Huh?” Derek opened his eyes and wondered what had woke him up. He was surprised to see it was only eleven. It had been ten thirty when he said good night to his mother so he must have fallen right to sleep.


  He jumped when something hit his arm, and then rolled his eyes when he realized it was only his mother. In his half asleep state he’d forgotten she was next to him. At the moment right next to him as she moved again.


  Derek had his arms folded across his chest and mom’s back was no pressing against his shoulder. Her hair had somehow come out of the ponytail and was lying across his arm and chest. Mom mumbled something in her sleep and moved again, but this time it was just her ass that moved, pushing into the side of his thigh.


  “Hmm, that feels so nice, baby.” Derek’s eyes had closed, but flew open at not only her words, but the sexy purr they’d come out in.


  “Oh, fuck yeah.” Mom released a soft whimper.


  Mom’s ass moved up and down his thigh and he realized she was grinding her hips into his leg.


  “Faster,” she groaned. “That’s it, just like that.”


  “Mom,” he said softly while moving his arm and gently nudging her back with his elbow.


  “Yes!” Mom gasped. “Suck that pussy!” She released a long shuddering high pitched moan that could have put a phone sex operator to shame and stunned Derek to the point that rather than wake her up he lay there stunned at what he was hearing.


  “Fuck!” Mom cried out loud enough that he figured she would wake herself up. “Right there! Lick that clit, baby, lick it harder!”


  Those words, along with the sexualized noises that went along with them, snapped him out of his shocked state and this time he put a little more force into nudging her back and spoke louder.


  “Mom!”


  “Shove another finger inside me!” Mom demanded in her sleep, her ass rubbing up and down faster on his leg. “Feel how tight that cunt is baby? Wait until your big cock is in there!”


  “Jesus,” Derek whispered to himself as he lay there with his mother squirming into him and moaning like a damn porn star. Not to mention talking like one, cunt was a word he’d never thought he’d hear from his mother.


  “Oh, God!” Mom whimpered. “I’m going to come! Keep licking! I’m going to come all over your face!”


  This time Derek slid away from her and turning on his side, grabbed her shoulder and gave her a shake.


  Mom rolled over onto her stomach, but continued to moan into the pillow. Derek was grateful for that because the next sound that came from her, had it not been muffled would have been loud as hell.


  Apparently mom’s dream lover had done the trick because she was yelping into the pillow and her hips were thrusting into the bed. Mom’s face turned towards him on the pillow and although her eyes were shut, her lips were parted and she was now breathing heavily.


  Her face was flushed and her long hair had fallen across her face giving her the appearance of a woman who really was in the throes of some serious sex. Derek was amazed at that look. He’d never saw his mother as anything but a mom.


  Why would he? But between the noises, the pelvic thrusting and that passionate look on her face, he was seeing her a woman for the first time. Right now that woman was moaning softly, but in between those quiet sounds of pleasure she was still talking dirty.


  “I needed that…hmm, look how hard you are! How about you slide up here and let me suck that big fat cock? Get it even harder for when you shove it in my sloppy wet…”


  “Mom, wake up!”


  Hearing his mother talk about sucking cock was the last straw and this time he yelled at her.


  “What?” Mom lifted her head from the pillow, her eyes flying open. “Something wrong?”


  “You sounded like you were having a…” Derek hesitated. Would she remember what she had been dreaming? He sure as hell couldn’t tell her she was having a wet dream.


  “I had a what?” Mom sounded groggy and her eyes had partially closed as her head returned to the pillow.


  “A bad dream.” He took a chance.


  “Oh.” Mom nodded into the pillow. “It was a bad. It was so bad.” She closed her eyes and sighed. “So wrong.”


  She didn’t say anything else and within seconds her breathing was deep and relaxed as she feel right back to sleep.


  Derek remained on his side, propped up on his elbow watching her. He couldn’t believe what he’d just heard. The dirty talk as much as the sex noises were something he would never imagine his mother capable of.


  He knew she was a woman of course and had sex and like anyone else had fantasies and obviously dirty dreams, but that had been pretty damn explicit. He was pretty sure his mother hadn’t had sex in a long time and this was an obvious reaction to that pent up frustration.


  A reaction he wasn’t pleased with was his own. He’d tried to ignore the twitching and swelling between his legs as he listened to his mother having dream sex. Even now he tried to tell himself his cock was semi hard because he’d been asleep and he was often like that when he woke up due to being relaxed and maybe some dirty dreams of his own he never remembered.


  But he’d been well aware of his cock slowly growing along his thigh where it was trapped in his boxers. He wasn’t fully hard, but he shouldn’t be in any state of arousal from hearing his mother talking like that.


  Derek prepared to roll back over when he noticed his mother had managed to kick her covers off. The AC was cranking and he reached down to grab the comforter to pull it back up over her. When he did he saw her night shirt had ridden up to her waist, leaving her ass uncovered.


  Instead of pulling the covers up like he should, Derek found himself looking at her. The cheeks of her ass were well rounded and if this were a woman other than his mother he’d add the thought that it was the type of ass that wouldn’t just be fun to grab, but to spank and watch it jiggle.


  He frowned in the dim light when that meant he’d just had the thought. Mom’s legs were open and his eyes switched from the curve of her ass to her inner thigh. He thought of her moaning about someone going down on her and imagined her soft, think thighs wrapping around someone.


  He shook that image off. Bad enough to think of his mother doing these things, but to try and insert some guy in the image was way worse. As his gaze roamed over his mother’s ass, he told himself this really wasn’t any different than seeing her in a bikini.


  Except he’d never stared at her in a bikini and couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen her in one, at least one that would show that much of her ass. Her panties had bunched up and were wedged between the cheeks of her ass, showing a lot more of the left cheek than the right.


  Derek recalled waking up to see his ex girlfriend Cindy in a similar position and when her panties were slid to one side like that he’d was able to see her pussy, or at least half of it. In his current position he wouldn’t be able to, but if he were to sit up, or slide down the bed he’d have a better view.


  When he caught himself starting to sit up, he quickly pulled the comforter up over her waist and rolled over onto his back. He lay there with his eyes closed asking himself what the fuck he’d just been thinking and why had he been perving on his sleeping mother.


  Just a weird reaction to a weird situation was the answer. He’d never heard his mother talk dirty, hell, the woman barely swore. Not to mention the noises that although he shouldn’t think so , he couldn’t deny were pretty hot.


  Just a fluky thing, he nodded into the pillow, agreeing with his justifications. He released a deep breath and relaxed, hoping to drift back into sleep.


  “Wow, you’re hard,” Mom whispered.


  Derek turned his head to see her eyes were closed and quickly turned back and closed his eyes. Go to sleep, he told himself.


  “I can’t wait to have that big fat dick in my mouth.” She sighed.


  Derek thought about slipping out of the bed and sneaking back into his room.


  “Hmm.” Mom smacked her lips in her sleep. “God, I love giving head.”


  “Leave,” he whispered.


  But he didn’t. Instead he grabbed one of the pillows from beneath his head and put it over his face so he wouldn’t have to hear her. It worked as although he could faintly hear his mother’s voice he couldn’t make out any words and was able to ignore her.


  But he couldn’t ignore the fact he was as hard as the cock his mother had just moaned she how bad she wanted to suck.


  Chapter Three


  Last Night


   



  “Thank you for doing this again for me, hon,” Mom told him as he entered her room. “I slept so much better last night!”


  “Glad to hear it.” Derek forced a smile.


  “You look tired.” Mom put her hand on his cheek. “Long day going to class then working.”


  “Right,” Derek agreed with a nod.


  Actually he’d only had three classes today and his shift at work had only been four hours, so not a full day compared to others during the week. The reason he looked tired is unlike his mother, he hadn’t slept all that well last night.


  The pillow over his head had stopped him from hearing anything else, but he’d already heard enough that it kept his mind spinning. More than heard, but what he’d seen as well. He didn’t know what kept him awake more, that he’d been looking at his mother’s ass or the fact he’d liked what he’d seen.


  As his exhausted mind continued to spin what had happened he found his thoughts were getting more inappropriate. He imagined his mother’s ass in the air a pair of strong hands squeezing those soft cheeks and giving her a few playful smacks, sending a ripple through them.


  Not just spanking, but mom had the kind of ass that would ripple while she was getting fucked hard like some of the porn stars he liked that had some curve to them. Those thoughts upset him, but not as much as the fact his cock continued to stir any time he focused on what she’d moaned in her sleep.


  His boxers had gotten wet and sticky from precum and as much as he was ashamed of himself he still couldn’t stop wondering things like was there a guy in particular mom was thinking of? Worse was her last comment about loving to give head.


  Mom had nice full lips and if on another woman he could see them being referred to as blow job lips. Case in point he was doing it while he lay there. Women who enjoyed sucking cock tended to be damn good at it and the idea his mother could give a hell of a blow job was another thing he shouldn’t be dwelling on.


  He’d eventually fallen asleep, but hadn’t gotten much and he’d dragged ass all day. At least as the day went on he’d thought less and less of last night as far as getting excited over it. No longer lying next to her in the dark, but going about his day had convinced him last night’s excuse of being surprised was a valid one.


  But when his mother had popped her head into his room a little while ago and asked if he would mind spending another night in her bed, his stomach tightened. He wanted to say no because he didn’t want a repeat performance of last night, but what excuse did he have not to?


  “Sorry, mom, but you talk like a sex crazed porn star in your sleep and it got me all hot and bothered,” was not an acceptable answer, so he told her it wouldn’t be a problem. Besides, end of the day his mother had always done everything she could for him, so he’d be a first class asshole to tell her no.


  By the time he went down the hall to her room, he’d convinced himself tonight would be fine. Mom had a dirty dream. That didn’t mean she had them all the time so odd were he was worried for nothing.


  And if she did do it again? He would simply put the pillow over his head again, but this time right away. Or, if it came down to it, this time he’d leave the room and make up some excuse the next morning.


  Like last night, mom had on a nightshirt, this one a black silky one. He noticed it was shorter than the one last night and the material, as well as the fact it was sleeveless made him think it might have been part of a set.


  Not quite lingerie, but something silky and slinky enough to be sexy. Okay, you’re off to a bad start here, he chastised himself. His mother was a woman who’d been married for twenty years, of course she had different types of things to wear to bed, some of them a bit sexier than little girl looking night shirts.


  Her hair was down this time, and he wondered if she didn’t bother pulling it back because it had somehow ended up loose anyway. Like last night, but this time it bothered him more, he immediately became aware of the size and prominence of his mother’s breasts.


  Like last night her nipples were visible, but do to the nightgown being tighter her breasts pushed it out further and added to making it shorter.


  “Well, let’s get some sleep.” Mom kissed his cheek and turning away from him got on the bed as she had last night and crawled over to her side.


  Oh, fuck! Derek turned his head as quickly as he could, but not before he saw enough of his mother’s ass to convince him she was either wearing a thong so skimpy the string was buried in her ass or nothing at all!


  He kept his head turned until she asked. “What are you looking at?”


  “Huh? Oh, nothing just…” He shrugged. “Just really tired, guess I fogged out for a minute.”


  “Then come to bed.” Mom patted the pillow next to her. “Come on in, the water’s fine as they say.” She giggled and lay on her back, but her head turned towards him, smiling. “It felt so good to sleep last night, I actually looked forward to coming to bed tonight!”


  “Great!” He did the best he could to fake enthusiasm and started to get into the bed.


  “Again, with the shirt?” Mom rolled her eyes. “The AC was acting up, so I shut it off and opened the window. It’s going to be a little warm in here tonight.”


  “What’s wrong with it? I’ll check it out, now.”


  “Needs a filter, I ordered one,” Mom told him. “Just take your shirt off so you don’t sweat.”


  Derek nodded and removed his shirt.


  “And lose those damn pants, it’s July, not December.”


  “But I only have my boxers on under here,” he protested.


  “Honey, you’re making me hot just looking at you,” she told him. “You’re going to warm as hell in those.”


  “Fine, I’ll go put a pair of shorts on.“


  “Oh, for God’s sake, just take them off and get in bed.” Mom turned her head the other way. “See I’m not looking and you’ll have the comforter on.”


  Derek hesitated, but she was right. The room was already on the warm side the pants were heavy as hell. Plus, he’d be under the covers like she said so what was the big deal? Still, he slipped under the covers first, then lifting his legs, pulled the pants down and tossed them on the floor next to him.


  “I never knew you were so shy!” Mom giggled, then turning back to face him, kissed his cheek. “Sweet dreams, Derek.”


  “You too, mom,” he told her as he tapped the lamp to its lowest setting as he had last night.


  Please have sweet dreams.


   



  *****


   



  “Oh, yes!” Mom groaned next to him.


  Oh, no, Derek thought his eyes opening at the sound of his mother’s words and now heavy breathing next to him.


  “You bad boy,” she purred. “You came in my mouth!” She giggled. “And I’m a bad girl, because I took every drop.”


  “Mom.” Derek turned his head and flinched at how close she was too him.


  Her face was only inches from his and as he watched, her pink tongue slid slowly across her lips. “Hmm, I love the feeling of a hot sticky load going down my throat.”


  “Mom please, wake…” Derek’s words trailed off when her leg slipped over his and she pressed tightly against his side.


  “Look at you.” Her face was now so close to his he could feel her warm breath on his cheek. “You’re still hard for me!”


  She pushed her hips forward and Derek gasped at the feeling of his mother’s skin grinding into his leg. Her hot, soft and moist skin.


  Holy shit, his mother was grinding her bare pussy on his leg!


  He tried to slide to the side, but when he did, she turned over further on her side, her leg staying draped over his and her arm now sliding over his chest.


  “Oh my god, not just hard, but sooo hard!” she cooed. “Youth and enthusiasm, I love it!”


  Youth? Christ, his mother was dreaming of fucking a young guy. Whatever, that thought wasn’t anywhere near as disturbing as the fact her hips were grinding into him and she was basically humping her son’s thigh!


  “Here let, me roll over and show you my best side,” Mom moaned in his ear. “I love getting fucked from behind!”


  To his dismay, Derek was in the same position he was in last night. He knew he needed to pull away from her and wake her up. More than that he needed to get out of her bed and into his own, but he couldn’t get himself to move.


  Instead he lay there listening to her talk dirty and letting her rub herself on him, and whisper in his ear like she was a girlfriend talking dirty to him. Worst of all was unlike last night when he was semi hard, his cock was at full attention, throbbing against his leg.


  “Fuck, that’s deep!” Mom cried out loudly in his ear, causing him to jerk his head to the side. She proceeded to go into a series of sharp little yips, the type a girl would make while getting it good and hard.


  “Bet you thought of me like this, haven’t you, you bad boy?” Mom asked her dream lover. “Face down, ass up, taking it like the nasty girl I’ve been dying to be for you!”


  Her arm slid down his chest and she worked her pussy faster into his thigh. He could feel his leg getting sticky from how wet she was. Derek remained still, his breathing becoming heavier and his heart pounding in rhythm to his cock.


  Mom’s hand slid down across his stomach and after a brief pause, moved further down to rest on his hard cock through his boxers. He slipped his hand under the covers to push hers away, but not until she gave his cock a squeeze.


  That finally caused him to do what he should have done right away. Shoving her arm away from him, he pushed himself away from her. He went to grab her arm and shake her like he did last night, but mom woke up on her own.


  Her eyes flew open and she lifted her head from the pillow, looking around. She’d turned her head away from him first and Derek quickly closed his eyes, deciding it would be a lot easier on him at this point to pretend to be asleep rather than talk to her.


  He listened to her breathing hard and felt her sit up next to him, but kept his eyes shut.


  “Derek?”


  She spoke his name softly, as if she were trying to see if he were awake, rather than actually waking him up. A sense of relief flooded through him when after he didn’t answer, she didn’t repeat his name.


  “Wow,” she said in the same soft tone.


  He felt the bed shift, and taking a chance, opened his eyes just enough to see her on her side, reaching across the bed. His eyes opened all the way, when, again like last night, her black nightie was up over her hips, but this time her ass was completely bare.


  She leaned further over, and her ass lifted, pointing towards him, and he forced himself to look away because of he kept staring he’d be able to see something, a son should never see; his mother’s pussy.


  Derek looked up to see his mother had grabbed the bottle of water from her night stand was taking several long swallows of it. When she was done, she pressed the bottle to her head as if trying to cool off.


  Mom put the bottle back and he quickly closed his eyes, once she began to turn back towards him. He felt her settle onto the bed close enough to him that her shoulder was touching his and her leg was along his.


  Her foot was moving back and forth, tapping lightly against his and he could feel her fidgeting next to him as if unable to go back to sleep.


  “Derek?”


  She’d spoken louder than she had before, but he didn’t acknowledge her.


  “You sleeping?” A little louder, but he remained relaxed, eyes shut and faking the long deep breaths of sleep.


  Mom placed her foot along the top of his and wiggled her toes, but he kept still, now wondering what she was up to. If she really wanted to wake him up she’d yell or push him. It was as if she really didn’t want him to be awake.


  Mom’s foot lifted from his and he came close to giving himself away when she draped her leg gently over his. Her bare foot now pressed against his left calf as her leg was now between his. He felt her left arm moving next to him, and her leg tightened over his, her toes pushing into his leg.


  He heard her release a low moan and the bed shook as if she were fidgeting, but he couldn’t imagine what she was doing. Her breath caught and he was aware of her leg now trembling where it lay across his.


  Derek’s head was turned towards her, and taking a chance, he opened his eyes enough to peek at her. Mom’s head was on the pillow, her eyes closed and her lips parted. Her breathing was coming in short sharp little gasps each one ending in a faint little high pitched whimper.


  She sucked on her lips and emitted a low groan that was an odd mix of pleasure mixed with some frustration. Her foot pushed against his leg and she gasped, her shoulder moving harder against his arm.


  Derek’s eyes trailed from her face down the bed and flew open in shock. Mom had kicked the covers off and her nightgown was hiked well over her hips. Her left hand was between her legs, rubbing in short hard circles and her right hand was on her breast.


  His eyes flashed back and forth between watching her hand between her thighs and her fingers rubbing her nipple through the thin black material of the nightgown.


  His mother was masturbating. Not just masturbating, but doing it while she was in contact with him, her leg trembling harder over his. Mom moaned and his already wide eyes threatened to bug out of his head when she pulled the top of the nightgown down, to expose her breast.


  He only had a brief glimpse of her swollen wine colored nipple before she cupped her breast, and took her nipple between her red tipped fingers. She moaned louder as she twisted and tugged on his swollen flesh, while fondling her tit.


  Derek’s cock was now so hard it was painful and he knew he needed to close his eyes in case she opened hers and caught him. It struck him he should be closing his eyes for reasons other than getting caught, but because a son shouldn’t be watching his mother play with herself.


  But not only was he, but he swore he was getting harder by the minute. His mother’s little noises were getting louder and her hand now working in circles rather than up and down.


  Her toes curled hard into his leg and her body stiffened next to his. She pulled harder on her nipples; stretching it so far it looked painful. Mom’s breath caught and her back arched off the bed, pushing her breasts in the air.


  Mom’s body remained taut, her expression frozen in anticipation and he realized he was not only holding his breast, but his cock. He’d been so caught up in watching his mother he had no idea when his hand had slid into his boxers and wrapped around his cock.


  “Ohhh!”


  Mom’s long groan was followed by her throwing her head back on the pillow. She bit down on her lip as a high pitched muffled squeal fought to escape. Her foot pushed hard into his leg as she straightened her leg.


  Mom’s hips were bucking, grinding in tight circles as she continued to play with her nipples while struggling to contain her cries of pleasure. Derek watched transfixed by the sight of his mother having an orgasm right next to her son who she thought was sleeping.


  Mom released her breast and clapped her hand over her mouth as she proceeded to release her suppressed yelps and squeals into it. Derek could only imagine how loud those sounds would be if she was able to fully voice them and he found himself thinking about how much he’d love to hear them.


  His hand was now sliding slowly along his shaft as he stared at her. Mom’s face was not only flushed, but she was now sweating and strands of her dark hair were sticking to her cheeks. Derek realized that with her hand over her mouth it meant, her breast would be completely and his eyes quickly left her face.


  He was taking a chance in case she opened her eyes, but damn, it was worth the risk. Mom’s breast was bigger than he’d imagined, and his already throbbing cock was responding to the sight of her large creamy globe tipped with that beautiful rosy nipple by twitching in his hand.


  Mom’s breast was jiggling as her body bucked from the power of her self induced orgasm and Derek was eagerly taking in every delicious ripple of his mother’s perfectly rounded breast. His hand was moving faster and more firmly on his cock and at this point he felt as flushed and sweaty as his mother.


  Mom’s body went limp, slumping into the bed and as she released a breathy sigh she reached down to pull the nightgown over her breast as her leg gently slid from his. Derek’s heart skipped a beat as he quickly closed his eyes.


  Had she looked over? Had she seen him lying there gawking at her tit? His hand eased from his boxers, careful not to move the covers as if he thought she could see where it was in the first place. He remained still, trying to keep his breathing sounding relaxed and steady in spite of his nerves.


  Next to him, he heard his mother sigh and felt the bed move. He risked a peek and saw she had rolled onto her side facing away from him. With a sigh of relief, he closed his eyes and tried to fall asleep.


  But his mind wouldn’t stop replaying what he’d just seen, his mother playing with herself and coming with him right next to her. He kept seeing her well rounded ass in his mind’s eye when she’d rolled over.


  That image was replaced by her hand busy between her soft thighs and her large magnificent breast rising and falling next to him with her nipple as hard as his cock had been. No, not had been, still was.


  His cock was still hard and his balls so tight they were aching. He’d hoped with the show over, he’d calm down, but there was no way he could clear his mind of what he’d just witnessed. Derek opened his eyes and stared at his mother’s back.


  Her shoulder moved with her slow steady breathing and he had no doubt after an orgasm like that she’d have gone out like a light. He knew that’s what happened with him every time he jacked off after a long day, but for some reason couldn’t sleep.


  He couldn’t sleep now.


  Derek’s hand slid down over his cock through his boxers and just that contact caused his hips to move. God, he was fucking worked up and considering why, he should be ashamed of himself. Even as he thought that his eyes wandered down mom’s back and noticed the comforter was barely over her waist.


  He moved his right hand between them. Mom was so close his arm rubbed her back, but she didn’t move or make a sound other than her deep breathing. Derek could feel the silky nightgown along his forearm as he slid it lower.


  Derek stopped when instead of material; he felt his mother’s soft smooth skin. He turned his arm so his palm was now touching her and moving his hand down a little more he realized he was cupping the cheek of his mother’s ass.


  Unable to help it, he gave her a lights squeeze and his cock jerked at the feeling of how soft, yet firm her ass was. The word pervert was sounding deep in his mind, but damned if he could help himself.


  His eyes on the back of his mother’s head, he released her ass and lifted the comforter. In the dim light he could make out her curvy ass and lifting his hips, he pushed his boxers down enough for his cock to spring free.


  Mom’s right leg was bent, giving him a look at not only her ass, but the inner thigh of her left leg. He eased the comforter down past their waists and carefully placed his hand on his mother’s warm smooth thigh.


  Derek could feel his fingers trembling on her skin, and knew it wasn’t just from being nervous she could catch him, but an excitement he had no right feeling. He resumed stroking his cock, but this time faster.


  His eyes on his mother’s ass and his hand on her thigh he stroked his cock while hearing her moaning and dirty talk in his mind. Her comment about her ‘best side’ was what he was most focused on seeing he was staring at that side of her.


  He could imagine that ass up in the air, a pair of strong hands on her soft hips while she knelt face down, squealing into a pillow. Those strong hands of a phantom lover became his hands as his lust addled mind could no longer deny the image of him being the man behind her.


  Derek struggled not to breathe too hard or moan as he pumped his cock while thinking of dealing her soft ass a few playful spanks and her yelping and squealing from her son fucking her. He pictured his cock, glistening from the wet pussy he’d felt on his thigh last night, sliding in and out of his mother’s hot, tight…cunt as she’d said in her sleep.


  Derek had been excited since she’d started talking and in less than a minute, his balls tightened and he had to stifle a groan of relief as much as pleasure when his cock exploded. He pumped it several more times, each sending another stream of cum squirting from his tip, to splash back down on his hand lower stomach.


  Mom’s leg moved under his hand and she grumbled something in her sleep. Derek realized in his excitement he’d squeezed her thigh and trying to move as quickly as he could without waking her, he yanked the comforter back over her waist.


  He eased his boxers over his still oozing cock, pulling them higher to try and wipe the cum that had splattered onto him so nothing with stain the comforter. Derek lay there watching his mother, but she didn’t move again and seemed to still be sleeping.


  He turned his head to stare at the ceiling before closing his eyes. His heart and breathing were slowing down and he could feel his cock softening into the sticky puddle in his boxers. He finally closed his eyes, and this time with the intention of sleeping.


  It wasn’t easy as despite the edge being taken off from getting that much needed release, his mind was still working. He’d not only watched his mother get off, but then got off to her. Derek tried to tell himself it wasn’t as wrong as it sounded. She’d done it right next to him, he’d simply followed suit.


  That made them both equally wrong, but the skewed logic did little to ease his feeling of shame. He took solace in the fact it would never happen again. If his mother wanted him to sleep with her again he’d say no.


  What excuse he would use, he had no idea, maybe he’d pretend to be sick and not want her to catch it. One way or another he’d turn her down. He nodded into the pillow. Yup, just say no, next time and eventually he would forget about this.


  But for now he lay there waiting for sleep while one thought kept swirling through his mind. He wondered who his mother had been dreaming of, and who she’d gotten off too.


   



  Chapter Four


   



  “Derek?”


  Derek’s jerked his eyes open and he pushed himself up on his elbows looking to his left, before turning his head and seeing his mother standing by the bed. For a second he thought he was having the same dream he’d woken up from, but her next words assured him he was awake.


  “I’m sorry!” She put her hands up. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”


  “It’s okay.” He rubbed at his eyes, and then saw it was ten thirty.


  He must have fallen asleep while he’d been lying there thinking of the last two nights and his mother’s wet dreams that had led to his own wet dream that had awoken him earlier.


  “You went to sleep early,” Mom noted. “I knocked a little while ago, but you didn’t answer.”


  “Everything okay?” Derek asked nervously.


  His nerves weren’t caused by his prior dream so much as what his mother had on. In the dim light caused by the street light outside his room coming in through his partially open window, he made saw the nightgown was similar to the black one last night, but this one was light blue and he swore even shorter than last nights.


  More unnerving than the amount of her legs that it showed was the plunging neckline that showed off the tops of her breasts. There was a patch of lace over each breast that revealed more of her cream skin, but fortunately the lower half was sold blue.


  Not that Derek hadn’t seen her entire breast last night, but she didn’t know he was looking then. You’re not supposed to be looking now either he reminded himself. Doing his best to ignore how much of her tits were showing and how little of the nightgown there was past her hips, he asked,


  “Everything okay?” Please don’t say you’re horny, he thought the dream now firmly lodged in his mind.


  Mom shrugged, making her breasts jiggle and causing a stirring in his boxers. Not again, he moaned inwardly.


  “I tried to sleep, but I just keep having those strange dreams,” she told him.


  Mom moved closer to the bed and turning to her right turned the small lamp on next to his bed. Derek blinked at the sudden light, but his eyes quickly adjusted to focus on his mother’s side as she bent the shade of the lamp down at an angle to cut down on how bright it was.


  Even from the side view he saw not just most of her upper thigh, but hint of the cheek of her ass cheek as she leaned over to fuss over the lamp. His cock was already fully erect and he recalled his promise to himself last night; he couldn’t spend another night in her bed.


  “What are your dreams about?” He tried to sound casual. “You remember them?”


  “Kind of…” Mom’s dark eyes met his briefly, then darted away.


  “So what do you remember?”


  “That they’re…wrong.” Mom nodded firmly as if agreeing with herself. “But I keep having them.”


  Wrong as in wrong to fuck younger guys? He wondered if she did remember everything. But if she did why would sleeping with him help with that?


  “So, um, was there something you needed?” He knew where this was going, but stalling was just giving him more time to look at his mother in what could be best described as her baby doll nightie.


  “Seeing I slept pretty well the last couple of nights, but couldn’t just now I figure only one thing was missing.” Mom gave him a shy smile that was out of place with her not so shy look. “Thought maybe my son could keep me company?”


  “I don’t know mom. I mean what did you used to tell me? If we keep doing this then how will you sleep otherwise?”


  “Oh, reverse parenting.” Mom laughed. “That’s pretty good. How about just one more night?”


  “What difference would one more night make?” Mom’s smile caused him to actually focus on her face, and he noticed that her hair was down and not in the pony tail she usually wore.


  “I have a feeling that one more night will get me over this whole dream thing.”


  “Yeah, but what if it doesn’t?”


  “Then I won’t ask again, I promise.” Mom put her hand up. “Want me to pinky swear?”


  “No.” Derek noted mom had painted her nails in the same color as the nightgown. He glanced down and noticed her toes were also the same color. “But thing is I’m not feeling all that great. That’s why I went to bed early.”


  “I’m sorry, hon, you want anything?” Mom put her hand on his forehead. “Not warm.”


  “No, just to go back to sleep I guess…what are you doing?”


  Derek hoped he didn’t sound as nervous as he felt when his mother leaned over and pressed her lips to his forehead. Her soft lips were a sharp contrast to his hard cock which wasn’t getting any relief as her breasts were now directly in his face.


  His nose filled with the scent of his mother’s French vanilla body lotion and the sight of the full round swelling of her breasts had him thinking about watching her play with her nipple last night.


  “Nope, not warm.” Mom straightened and he casually pushed his sheet down a little so it would bunch around his waist and cover up the tent he was pitching.


  “But I might be coming down with something, so maybe it’s not a good idea I sleep in your bed.”


  “I’ll be fine.” She waved her hand dismissively.


  “No, really mom, if I’m sick and I’m in your bed…”


  “Then I’ll sleep in yours.” Mom grabbed the sheet and lifted it. “Slide over.”


  “Mom, my bed’s kind of small,” he protested while pressing on the sheet to keep it over his crotch.


  “So? I’ll sleep on my side and take up less room.”


  “Mom…”


  “Please?” She pushed her lips into a pout, complete with a trembling lower lip. “Please, Derek? I know it’s stupid, but I really think all I need is one more night with some company.”


  She put her hand on his bare chest. “Please?”


  How the hell was he supposed to keep saying no? Sorry, mom I don’t want to jack off next to you again?


  “Okay, I guess.” Derek forced a smile. “But if you wake up sick tomorrow I don’t want to hear it.”


  “Oh, I think we’ll both wake up just fine.” She gave him a wink and the kind of sly smile that made him think there was some kind of a joke he wasn’t getting.


  Mom lifted the sheet higher and conscious of his still aroused state, Derek rolled over on his side, putting his back to her.


  “Gee, thanks.” Mom sighed as she slid into the bed next to him. “Didn’t think I was that bad to look at.”


  “I don’t want to breathe on you just in case.” he lied. “Sweet dreams, mom.” Please sweet dreams, or no dreams. Anything but the dreams of the last couple of nights.


  Derek closed his eyes hoping he wouldn’t have another dirty dream himself. His mother hearing him talk dirty or moan in his sleep with be an embarrassing irony. His eyes opened when he felt his mother move next to him and her arm went around his waist.


  He could feel her breasts pressing into his back and her breath on his neck as she slid up close behind him as if she were a girlfriend.


  “Mom, what are you doing?” he asked while putting his arm over hers so she couldn’t slide her hand down his stomach and closer to his erection.


  “You’re right the bed’s kind of small, and what’s wrong with being close to you? It’s kind of like when you were little.”


  When he was little he didn’t notice his mother’s tits or was lying there with a hard on.


  “It’s hot, mom,” he said. “Sorry, but I need a little room.”


  “Okay, be that way.” Mom kissed the back of his neck, an odd move and one that sent a not unpleasant shiver through him. “I’ll get out of your space.”


  The bed shifted as she rolled back over and he breathed a sigh of relief when she was no longer touching him. That changed a few seconds later when her legs moved and she pressed the bottoms of her feet against his calves.


  Her feet were warm and soft and her toes wiggled a couple of times, but otherwise she remained still. He laid there, his body tense and unable to sleep as he wondering if she were asleep. A few minutes later, her breathing louder and deeper and her feet eased down his leg as her body went limp.


  Derek still couldn’t relax as now he wondered when the moaning and dirty talk would begin. He lost track of how long he lay there anticipating the worst, but at some point his eyes grew heavy and he lost the battle to stay awake and slipped into what he hoped would be an uninterrupted sleep.


   



  *****


   



  Derek woke to the sensation of movement next to him. He was surprised to see it was after midnight. Not only had he fallen asleep, but his mother must have been quiet. Until now anyway as he heard her moaning softly and once again felt the bed shift, next to him.


  Here we go, but this time he’d shove his head under a damn pillow, or better yet, he’d actually wake her up the second she really got going.


  “Hmm, where’s that hard cock you had for me last night?” she whispered next to him. “God, it was so hard and all for me, wasn’t it?”


  Roll over, wake her up! He yelled at himself.


  “You bad boy, but I’m a bad girl because I made you that hard.” She moved next to him and her hand brushed his leg. “I want it, baby. Give me that cock.”


  Her hand slid along his leg, mimicking the dream she was having where apparently she was reaching for her mystery man’s dick.


  “Mom!” Derek yelled the word loudly and felt her jump next to him.


  “Huh?” The bed moved and he sensed her sitting up next to him. “Derek? You say something?”


  He pretended to be asleep, keeping his eyes closed even when he felt her move and the bed shifted. He cracked his eyelids enough to see her shadow on the wall in front of him where she was standing next to the bed.


  Her shadow moved and grew bigger and he realized she was coming around to his side of the bed. He shut his eyes and could feel her staring down at him. What was she doing? Was she walking in her sleep now? The sheet lifted from him and to his surprise his mother slipped under it.


  His eyes popped open when she lipped her hand under his right arm and lifted it. She was already turning her back to him and didn’t see him looking so he remained limp, curious about what she was going to do.


  Mom slid herself under his arm and pressed herself against him, her long hair and back pressing into his chest and her long legs along his. She draped his arm around her waist so he was holding her the way she had tried to hold him earlier.


  Knowing she had her back to him, he opened his eyes staring at the top of her head on the pillow next to him. Again his nose was filled with her scent and he became painfully aware of her ass pushing against his crotch.


  He tried to ease back, but her hand was on his arm and grumbling something, she held onto him.


  “Mom?” he whispered in her ear and received no response.


  Unfortunately his cock was responding to what was pressed against it. Derek’s other arm was pinned beneath him, but moving slowly so as not to wake her, he managed to ease his hand between them to try and push his cock to the side so it wouldn’t be resting along her ass in case she woke up and felt her perverts son’s hard on.


  His hand froze when it dawned on his all he could feel against the back of his hand was his mother’s bare ass. He turned his hand around and eased it up higher until he could feel the bottom of her nightgown.


  It was up over her hips meaning her entire ass was bare and pushing against him. His fingers slid along the hem, but he didn’t grab it and pull it down like he should. His cock was reminding him of its presence by oozing pre cum and twitching in the confines of his underwear.


  Roll over. That was the right thing to do. He moved his hand down from between them to rest awkwardly on the bed, and once again tried to slide his arm from his mother’s grasp.


  “There’s that hard cock,” Mom purred into the quiet dimly lit room.


  Her words were punctuated by her ass moving along his crotch and Derek stifled a groan as her flesh pressed into him through the thin boxers.


  “Like that, baby?” Mom’s ass was now working up and down and instead of rolling over like any normal son would, he found himself not only remaining still, but his hips were rocking.


  They were only moving slightly, but it was enough to press harder into her.


  “So warm,” Mom breathed in that damn phone sex voice. “Got me so hot, baby.”


  Her hand left her arm, giving him a chance to move it, but like the rest of him it seemed frozen in place. No, his hips were still moving, and they were the one part of him that shouldn’t be, but it was as if he couldn’t help himself.


  Mom pushed the sheet down past their waists and Derek immediately looked down to watch his mother’s bare ass hump his cock. His breathing became heavier as he watched his mother’s soft round ass cheeks separate around his more rapidly thrusting cock.


  He knew he should be worried about her waking up, but he couldn’t stop watching, and helping her, basically dry fuck him.


  “So hard!” Mom gasped. “You’re teasing me with that bog cock!” she whimpered. “I want to feel it, baby!”


  He wanted to feel it too, and without the damn underwear. As it was he was so hard, the swollen purple head of his cock was peeking out from his waist band and his mother’s movements and his thrusts has pushed it out a little more.


  Derek eased himself down the bed a few inches, and then could barely contain a moan as at the end of each movement of her hips, his mother’s cheeks were rubbing his bare head. Staring down between them, he angled his hips enough that his head was now between her ass cheeks.


  He thrust his hips faster and felt her skin growing slicker from his pre-cum. The small part of his mind that was still rational panicked, wondering how the hell he was going to be able to get the sticky mess off her ass, but the part of him driven by his improper lust would worry about that later.


  Just like he’d worry about what he would do with the load of cum that if he kept this up was going to explode from his cock and all over his mother’s round glorious ass.


  “You’re such a bad boy,” Mom groaned, her hips now pressed hard into him and barely moving, keeping his the oozing, aching head of his cock trapped between her cheeks. “So hard for me.”


  She pushed higher up on the bed, sliding his cock down through the cheeks of her ass. Derek’s breath caught when the already sticky head of his cock encountered something softer than his mother’s fleshy ass.


  That something was not only softer, but much warmer and far wetter. The spongy head of his cock was now pressing into his mother’s pussy. Mom’s leg moved forward, bending at the knee and he shuddered as she moved her hips, sliding his tip through her moist lips.


  “That’s it isn’t it?” Mom whispered. “That’s where that big fat cock needs to be isn’t it?”


  Derek heard a soft whimper after her words and was surprised that it had come from him. He was no longer moving his hips, afraid he could inadvertently plunge into his sleeping mother. What he’d already done, sliding his cock along her ass was sleazy enough, but…


  “Right inside that hot wet cunt.” Mom moaned and pushed her hips, not only pushing his tip through her slit, but his boxers were sliding further down, allowing more of his shaft to come into contact with her.


  “Right inside your mama’s hot wet cunt.”


  Derek’s stomach felt as if he’d been kicked in it, and in a panic he lifted his arm from around her waist and went to pull away from her. Mom grabbed his arm. Squeezing it hard enough for him to hesitate and said softly.


  “I’ve been awake since I came over to your side, Derek.” She remained where she was, not turning around to look at him and more surprisingly, she resumed moving her ass slightly up and down, keeping his head sliding along her pussy.


  “I, uh…” What the hell could he say? His mother had caught him red handed, humping her ass and…


  “I love how hard you are for me.” Mom was speaking in the same sexy purr as she had in her dreams the other night and…when she’d been awake just now.


  “As hard as you were last night when I gave you that little squeeze,” she continued her hand still on his arm. “Hard from watching me play with my clit and make myself come.”


  “Mom!”


  “Don’t mom me, not when your cock is about two inches from being inside me.”


  He tried to move, but she held his arm, and this pushed herself up on her elbow and looked over her shoulder at him.


  “And that’s exactly where I want it to be.”


  “You…what?” After the wild events of the last couple of nights and just now, he didn’t think anything would surprise him, but…had she just said he thought she had?


  “You heard me, but I don’t blame you for not believing me.” Mom released his arm and reaching behind her back, made him gasp in surprise when she shoved his boxers down and boldly grabbed his cock.


  “So how about I just show you what I want?”


  Still caught off guard by her grabbing him, Derek didn’t react as she pushed his cock through her slick flesh and shoved him inside her.


  “Oh, fuck!” Derek cried out as his mother pushed her ass back into him and buried his cock deep inside her pussy.


  “Fuck is right!” Mom’s eyes widened and she looked as stunned as he felt. “God that cock feels good!”


  She worked her ass in circles, grinding into him and Derek moaned as his cock remained engulfed in his mother’s hot wet flesh.


  “Yes!” Mom cried out. “That’s what your mother needs, Derek, a big hard dick in my needy cunt.”


  “Oh my god, mom!” He moaned as she leaned back into him, and lifting her leg, placed her foot on this leg, spreading her legs open and driving him deeper inside her.


  “Fuck me!” Mom demanded, her dark eyes wide and bright with lust. “Don’t worry about it being wrong, don’t think about anything about you fucking your horny mother, like you wanted to last night!”


  Derek hesitated and reaching down between her legs, mom grabbed his balls and rubbed them, making him groan.


  “Honey, these balls are so swollen! There’s a nice big load in there and I want it!” She grabbed the base of his shaft and he gasped when she wiggled his cock insider her tight twat. “I said fuck me!”


  Her hand slid back to his balls, gently rubbing them and losing control, Derek thrust his hips, pumping his throbbing cock into her forbidden heat.


  “That’s it! Fuck me just like you thought of doing when you lay there jerking off to me last night!”


  Mom leaned into his chest, and turned enough so she could look up at him. “It took everything I had not to take you last night!”


  “Take…” His next words turned into a moan as squeezed his balls and began moving her hips in time with his thrusts.


  “I want to just roll over and take this big beautiful dick in my mouth then hop on and ride you until you filled my cunt with that big load you wasted all over yourself.”


  Mom grabbed the bottom of the night gown and with one hand, pulled it over her head, allowing her breasts to spring free. Wrapping her arm around his neck she shoved his face down into her breast.


  “Suck that tit!” she groaned. “Suck it like I hope you’ve thought about.”


  Derek’s eagerly opened wide and sucked her rosy nipple into his mouth as he worked his hips, plunging his cock into his mother. He reached around to try and grab her other breast, but she caught his wrist.


  “There’s a better place for that hand.”


  She shoved it between her legs, pressing his fingers to her clit. Derek didn’t need to be told what to do from there, and rubbed her swollen button as he continued to fuck her.


  “Fuck yeah!”Mom yelled in his ear. “Oh god, you feel good! This is just what I needed, baby. What I’ve been dreaming about!”


  “You’ve dreamed about me?” Derek asked around her nipple.


  Mom wrapped her fingers in his hair and gently tugged, lifting his face up to hers.


  “Yes.” She moaned softly and surprised him by kissing him. Her soft lips pressed hard into his and he gasped when her tongue slipped from her mouth and pushed its way between his lips.


  Derek groaned as her tongue invaded his mouth and his cock repeatedly drove into the hottest, pussy he’d ever felt. Mom was now cupping his balls as he fucked her, squeezing them lightly in between his thrusts and grinding her hips in a circular motion, working his plunging cock around inside her sopping slit.


  Derek groaned into her kiss and the added excitement of his mother’s tongue dancing across his as he fucked her sent his hips into a frenzy, pounding her even harder. Mom yelped in his mouth, then drew her head back and whispered,


  “I’ve been afraid to have sex, baby. Don’t want to get hurt again or just be someone’s fuck buddy. Been watching a lot of porn and started watching women my age with younger guys.”


  Mom paused to kiss him once more, this time softer, her tongue briefly teasing his before she resumed speaking in a breathy whisper in between her soft yips from her son’s cock enthusiastically pounding her.


  “I ended up on a mother son porn. I went to turn it off, but something about it.” She stared him in the eye and slowed the movement of her hips, in turn slowing him down as she continued. “Derek it was so fucking hot! The way that boy wanted to make his mother happy and the way she could trust him and know he loved her and only wanted to please her.”


  “It seemed so wrong, but I watched it, then another, then it was all I was watching and I started having dreams about coming to you and seducing you.”


  “Oh, shit mom,” Derek whimpered as even going slower, he could feel his balls tightening.


  “Not yet!” Mom pressed her hand against his, pushing his fingers harder into her clit. “I want to come with you inside me! Just stay still.” She gave him a sexy smile. “I’ll make it worth it for you, trust me.”


  Her tongue slid across her lips and she wagged it provocatively at him. Was she telling him she’d suck his cock? His mother would blow him? Well, what the fuck, she was fucking him so why wouldn’t she?


  Derek stopped moving his hips, but was still breathing heavy and moaning as just being inside her quivering pussy felt incredible. He moved his fingers faster on her clit and mom lifted her side off the bed. “Put your arm under me.”


  He did as she asked and when she let her weight go he now had his arm under her and immediately cupped her breast and played with her nipple as he continued rubbing her clit.


  “Good boy!” Mom moaned. “Just like the movies, you want to make mama happy, don’t you?”


  “Yes,” he breathed and this time he made the move, kissing her hard and plunging his tongue in her mouth.


  Mom whimpered and catching his tongue gently between her teeth, sucked on it. That caused his cock to jerk within her and she whimpered again, as she released his tongue.


  “You feel so good! It’s so taboo, so wrong, but god this is fucking hot!” Mom smiled. “Derek then things I’ve thought of doing to you if you’ll let me.”


  “I…I mean a son should listen to his mom, right?” He managed a smile as he tried to not think about how he was struggling not to come even with just remaining still.


  “I’ll reward my good boy in very naughty ways,” she promised, then gasped. “Like that! Oh, honey just like that!”


  Mom turned her head and gasped once more, this time her pussy tightening around his cock. “Oh, Derek, look at us!”


  He took his eyes from her and stared across the room. He had a mirror over the bureau that used to be hers because his father had asked for his. In it he saw the two of them. Mom on her side, her leg up on top of his in a position he associated with porn movies.


  His left hand on her large breast toying with her nipples while fondling her soft flesh, the other hand busy between her thighs. His cock was shoved balls deep inside her with her hand over them, her blue nails lightly ticking them.


  Mom was staring at him in the mirror, her face flushed as it had been last night and her lips parted, her long hair down over her shoulders and chest. He saw himself behind her, his face over her shoulder, equally flushed and sweating, but damn did they look hot together.


  “Oh!” Mom yelped and her pussy squeezed him again. “Faster! Oh, honey you’re going to make me come! I’m going to come on my son’s dick I…Oh yes!”


  Mom released a long loud wail that sent his hips back into motion, slamming into her now convulsing pussy. Mom yelped and squealed her leg lowering to trap his hand between her thighs.


  He kept his fingers moving over her swollen clit and squeezed her nipple harder between her fingers. Mom’s hips bucked wildly, driving into his cock. She grabbed her other tit and twisted that nipple, squealing again and again as her came on her son’s cock.


  “Oh shit!” Derek’s breath caught as his balls tightened and his cock was twitching with each thrust. “Oh, mom I…I’m going to cum!”


  “I want to see it!” Mom lifted her leg once more and eased up, causing his cock to spring free. Grabbing it, she she pumped it rapidly in her fist and with a loud cry, Derek came.


  His cock erupted, sending a long spurt of cum across his mother’s stomach to splash between her heaving breasts. She kept stoking and he kept coming sending several smaller squirts onto her flat stomach.


  Mom massaged his balls as she stroked and whispered. “That’s it, baby, empty those balls, give mama every drop.”


  Her words and the tone they were uttered him had him moving his hips, thrusting his cock into her hand and whimpering softly.


  “Good boy,” she purred and kissed his cheek. “That’s my good boy.”


  When she squeezed his tip and only a couple of drops oozed out, she released him and this time kissed his lips. Derek sighed into her kiss, and then fell over onto his back, breathing hard one thought racing through his mind.


  He’d just fucked his mother.


  Mom rolled onto her back next to him also breathing hard and the look in her eyes told him she was thinking the same thing and her words confirmed it.


  “Oh my god, I can’t believe I actually did it.” Mom looked down at the puddles of cum on her stomach and sliding her fingers through it scooped some up and shoved her fingers in her mouth.


  “Hmm.” Her eyes rolled back as his widened. “Love it. But it would taste better from the source I bet.”


  “Mom…I…wow.” He shook his head. “So you…were faking?”


  “Both nights.” She gave him a nervous smile. “I saw a movie where the mom did it just like that. Lay with her son making noises and taking dirty and it got him so hot and bothered and then she made her move.” She giggled. “Maybe there’s more to those movies than people think.”


  “And I felt so bad thinking of you like that,” he admitted. “And it is kind of wrong.”


  Mom sat up and grabbing her nightgown wiped the cum from her stomach. “It’s supposed to be. But honey, that was just what I needed.” She smiled down at him. “And I felt so good with you. There’s no games, no bullshit and you’d never hurt me like your father did.”


  “Never,” he said adamantly. “I’d never break your heart mom.”


  “Then that means no more little girlfriends.”


  “Huh?”


  “Honey, if I’m going to fuck you, then I’m going to be the only woman fucking you.” She rolled over on top of him, legs straddling his thigh and her wet pussy pressing into him. “And I’m going to make it so I’m the only woman you want.”


  She leaned over, swinging her bare breasts in his face and with a sigh, Derek opened wide and sucked on first her right nipple, then her left, while fondling them. He was amazed at how heavy her breasts were and how soft yet firm they were.


  “Your tits, baby, all yours, but only if this?” She reached down between them and grabbed his still semi hard cock. “Is all mine.”


  “I…I think that can be arranged,” he moaned around her nipple.


  “You sure? I was hoping to persuade you.”


  Mom winked and sliding down the bed, lay on her stomach between his legs. With no hesitation she took his cock into her mouth and within seconds he was moaning and his cock was as hard as it had been when he’d fucked her not five minutes ago.


  “Hmm!” Mom’s eyes rolled back and she bobbed her head in a slow steady rhythm.


  Derek slid his hands down and into her long hair, keeping it out of her face so he could watch the surreal sight of his mother’s mouth sliding along his shaft. Her big brown eyes locked onto his and keeping her hands on his thighs, she opened wider and took his cock all the way down until her lips were around the base of his shaft.


  “Oh, fuck,” he groaned as her tongue slid out and licked his balls.


  Mom shook her head back and forth, working his sensitive head around in her mouth before resuming bobbing her head. This time however, she was doing it much faster and opening her mouth even wider made sloppy wet gagging sounds while letting trails of sticky spit slide down his shaft before slurping it back up.


  “Oh, god, mom,” he moaned even as part of him thought no son should ever say mom in that tone.


  Then again how many sons had ever lay there while his mother sucked his dick like a porn star? Mom released his cock with a smack of her lips and a long trail of spit dangling from her chin to the head of his cock.


  “Bad boy.” She licked her lips. “You taste like your mother’s pussy.” She ducked her head and he groaned when she swirled her tongue around his balls, before sucking them into her mouth.


  Mom had them both in there and he squirmed on the bed, his hands tightening in her hair as her tongue teased his balls while she sucked on them. She grabbed his cock, stroking it while she worked his balls in her mouth and Derek couldn’t believe this was his mother.


  No girl had ever sucked on his balls, never mind deep throated him like that. Mom slid his balls from her mouth and running her tongue up his shaft once again took him into her mouth. She caressed his balls while stoking and sucking, but this time slowly, her eyes on his.


  She released him once more and smiled. “Wow, I do taste good on you.” She then rolled back over next to him and opened her legs. “Would you like to taste me?”


  Derek rolled over so quickly, his mother laughed, but it was cut off and turned into a moan when he opened wide and sucked hard on her right nipple. She ran her fingers through his hair, her nails scratching his scalp as he switched to sucking her other nipple.


  His hand slid between them and working his fingers over her once again swollen clit, he plunged two of them inside her. Mom cried out and pumped her hips, pushing them deeper inside her. Derek looked up at her while making a show of teasing his tongue around her nipple.


  “Looks good, baby, but we know where it would look even better.” Mom pushed on his shoulders. “How about you eat your mother’s pussy, then fuck me again?” She flicked her tongue at him. “Make me cum again and fuck me hard and I’ll show you why your mother’s the best girl you’ll ever have.”


  Derek crawled backwards down the bed until he was on his stomach between his mother’s soft thighs. He kissed each one and felt his mother trembling beneath his lips. He was trembling as well as he found his face inches from his mother’s pink slit.


  He would have liked to have teased and tried to show off as she’d done between his legs. Instead he all but attacked his mother’s pussy. She cried out as he buried his face between her legs and sucked her clit so hard is lips smacked.


  He eased his fingers from inside her and spreading her lips wide with both hands he plunged his tongue deep inside her pussy. Mom cried out his name and her hips jerked, shoving her sticky hot flesh into his face.


  Derek swirled his tongue inside her, sucking hard and moaning at the taste and scent of his mother’s pussy. He worked his tongue from inside her and replacing them with his fingers pumped them rapidly as his tongue encircled her clit.


  Mom groaned and raised her legs, placing her feet on his back and lifting her hips, pushing her clit harder into his tongue. Derek licked her clit like a man on a mission, licking up and down, then side to side and alternately sucking on her swollen clit.


  Mom sighed and cooed in pleasure, sliding her feet playfully along his back and gently rocking her hips into her son’s flickering tongue and probing fingers.


  “Look at me,” she whispered. “Let me see that pretty face exactly where I dreamed of it being.”


  Derek lifted his eyes to hers and was rewarded with the sight of her playing with her nipples, tugging on them and rolling them between her fingers. Mom’s lips were parted as she stared down at him, her face flushed from passion and soft sounds of pleasure coming from her as he licked her quivering pussy.


  “Oh, honey,” she groaned. “That’s so good! Put another finger inside me.”


  Derek eased a third finger inside her and mom groaned and moved her hips faster. “Suck it!” she gasped, her hips jerking and her back arching off the bed. “Suck my clit! Make your naughty mother cum in her son’s face!”


  Derek sucked her clit with lip smacking gusto and thrust his fingers harder and faster. Mom’s thighs trembled against him and her toes curled into his back as he licked and fingered her. His cock was as hard as ever and poking into the bed, his hips already rocking in anticipation of being back inside his mother’s hot little box.


  “Oh, Derek!” Mom cried out, then threw her head back into the pillow and came like a wild cat, howling louder than a porn star while she clamped her thighs around his head and her hips bucked wildly.


  She squirmed and writhed on the bed as Derek kept sucking hr clit and fingering her convulsing pussy. He slid up to his knees while his mother’s orgasm tore through her, waiting for the moment when he could plunge his cock back into her.


  Mom must have noticed as she cried out, “Come on, baby, fuck me!”


  Derek immediately, lifted his head from between her thighs and grabbing her legs behind her knees, pushed them back as he lunged forward and buried himself balls deep in her still convulsing cunt.


  “Fuck yeah!” Mom howled as he tore into her, slamming her much harder than he’d been able to in the limiting position of their first time. “That’s it baby, that’s just how your mother needs it! Hard and fast!”


  Derek leaned over her, bending her legs back and driving his cock straight down into her sloppy wet snatch. Mom cupped her tits as the bounced wildly from the power of his thrusts. Her mouth was wide open and her eyes just as wide as her son pounded her like some slutty coed he’d picked up at a party.


  Mom reached between their legs and wrapped her fingers loosely around his cock, stroking him as he fucked her. He stared down between then, loving the way her slender blue tipped fingers looked around his shaft which was glistening from her pussy juices.


  Mom pushed her legs out, placing her feet on his chest and bracing herself on her elbows she thrust her hips hard into him, causing him to fuck her even harder.


  “Look at you fucking your mother!” she groaned. “Look at me loving it! Oh, honey you are going to help me make up for a lot of lost time! This pussy’s been neglected for a year and it’s not going to be anymore is it?”


  “Anytime!” he moaned in between his thrusts. “Anything you want. Mom, anything!”


  “I like that, Derek.” She pushed her feet harder into his chest to stop him.”What I want is to roll over and show you my best side and let you fuck me with that ass you like so much in the air for you!”


  Derek slid from within her and leaned back, watching as his mother rolled onto her hands and knees and putting her head down into the pillow, pushed her ass in the air and wiggled it for him.


  “Come get it, baby.” Mom laughed then yelped in surprise when he couldn’t resist slapping each side of her ass in rapid succession.


  “Oh, I like that!” Mom moaned. “Do it again!”


  Derek gave each cheek a couple of quick slaps, watching her cheeks jiggle before grabbing her full hips and slamming into her. Mom yelped into the pillow, but pushed back into him. Derek took a deep breath and cut loose, hammering away at her.


  Mom yelped and squealed, but worked her hips in time with his driving her ass back into his thrusting cock. Derek was breathing hard and squeezing her hips tightly while enjoying the way her ass rippled from the impact of his thrusts.


  His cock was slapping hard against her pussy and she was so wet he could feel it on his own thighs. His eyes moved back and forth between the incredible sight of his wet cock pounding in and out of her and then taking in her long dark hair fanned across her smooth back.


  Mom’s head was in the pillow, but turned to the side so he could see her mouth open in a wide O as she yelped continuously under the relentless assault of her son’s cock. Her face was sweaty and beet red, her eyes closed and she looked sexy as fuck.


  Too sexy it seemed as his balls tightened once more and his thighs trembled. His cock was jerking within her and he fought to hold back and enjoy every second of his mother’s succulent pussy.


  His breathing was loud and heavy and each breath ended in a moan as he drew closer to his release.


  “Stop!” Mom called out. “I promised you something!”


  Derek would have been content to come this way, shoot a nice load all over his mothers ass, but she pulled forward, easing his dripping cock from within her.


  Mom turned around on her knees and opening wide took him deep in her mouth. Derek cried out as his mother cupped his balls and sucked hard and fast, her head bobbing rapidly as she slurped and sucked his dripping cock like it was the best thing she’d ever tasted.


  “Oh, mom,” he groaned. “Oh, fuck…I…I’m going to come!”


  “Hmm-mm!” Mom encouraged him and taking him all the way to the base of his shaft squeezed his balls.


  With a loud cry, Derek erupted in his mother’s mouth, his cock sending several long spurts down her throat. Mom released a loud gurgling squeal, but continued to bob her head, sucking so hard her cheeks hollowed out as she greedily sucked down every drop of cum her son shot into her amazing mouth.


  Derek sat back on his knees, moaning and whimpering as she sucked for every drop, caressing his balls and stroking his cock, working to completely drain her son’s balls into her mouth.


  “Stop,” he groaned when he had nothing left and his cock felt like a raw nerve. “Please.”


  Mom eased his cock from her mouth and sitting up in front of him opened wide to show him the puddle of cum on her tongue. She closed her mouth and with wink, swallowed, then showed him her now empty mouth.


  “Goddamn,” he whispered and turning around fell back onto the bed. “Jesus, mom that was incredible.”


  “Told you I’d make it so you’d never want another girl.” She lay down on her side next to him and draping her leg over his, put her arm around his waist. “Think your mom can keep you happy?”


  “I think my mother is going to wear me out.” He sighed, and turning his head kissed her softly. “I have to admit, I never saw this coming.”


  “I have to admit, I’ve wanted this to happen for a few weeks.” Mom giggled. “Glad I watched that movie.” She kissed his neck and rested her head on his shoulder. “Maybe we can watch it together some time.”


  “Sure and…hey if you see any others that give you ideas I’d be willing to try them out.” He smiled at her. “You know because I want to be a dutiful son and keep my mom happy.”


  “Your mom is a damn happy and satisfied woman.” She reached down and squeezed his now limp cock. “For now, anyway. You better get your rest, baby boy, because those little girls you fooled around with before never needed it the way I do.”


  “I am pretty damn tired,” he sighed.


  “Me too, and did I say satisfied?” Mom rolled over to turn the lamp off and Derek admired her beautiful tits and her long lush body. Goddamn, she was amazing and…his!


  Mom curled back up to him. “Night, baby.”


  “Night, mom.” He put his arm around her shoulders and pulled her closer to him. “Sweet dreams.”


  “Why?” Mom giggled in his ear. “Wet ones are so much more fun.”
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