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Chapter 1


Dr. Sharon Wilson enjoyed her work. Sitting in an air-conditioned office and listening to the problems of others while counseling them through difficult times. She couldn't imagine anything being as rewarding. Since the death of her husband a half dozen years before, she had poured herself into both work and family. A step-mother of two, Kati her oldest at twenty was away for her sophomore year of college and Brent her son was eighteen and in his senior year of high school.

Kati had been a handful while Brent was a quiet and diligent kid. Kati had a lot of unresolved anger after her mom disappeared and was resentful of the new woman in the house. She had consumed the majority of Sharon and her husband’s attention. 

Then just six months into their marriage, tragedy struck. The drunk driver had walked away from the accident, her husband had not. Herself, still in her psych residency and now with two young teenagers at home. With the help of family and after school programs they were able to make it work. 

Sharon would never admit it outside of her own therapy sessions, but Kati had not made things easy. The girl was angry and resentful and had sought to rebel at every opportunity. Sharon had been like water, letting the girl scream or curse all she wanted. What were words? 

Getting her graduated and off to college had been exhausting and stressful for Sharon. Brent was her angel though, he was a good and quiet young man, an excellent student enrolled in all honors and AP classes and he had always been there helping with anything the family needed. Be it mowing the lawn or cooking dinner. On weekends, he could be found buried in his room doing homework or playing video games on his computer. It had been hard in the early years figuring out what motherhood was in relation to their family dynamic, but with Brent things had come easiest. After the death of her husband he was the closest person in her life.

Dr. Wilson sat behind her slim elegant desk waiting for her next patient, reviewing the notes from their last session. She was reminded of the strange behavior her patient had exhibited. Rebecca and her husband Jake had come together for couples counseling. 

Her husband was distant, obsessed with his work, their sex life had been nonexistent for several years and Rebecca had begun to worry the man was cheating on her. She would never admit to it, but Dr. Wilson was more than convinced he was cheating as well, but because of his strict Catholicism he refused to accept the idea of a divorce and never grew comfortable with the idea of counseling, refusing to return after the second session. 

Rebecca however gained some measure of comfort from her time with Dr. Wilson and continued to come back week after week. Resigning herself to the fact that separate bedrooms and lives would have to be the most she could expect out of the marriage. Mostly for the sake of her son she decided to stay. Dr. Wilson was working with Rebecca alone now trying to help the woman find some measure of happiness. For the past couple weeks Rebecca had been markedly happier though she displayed unusual reticence when talking about her home life. Last week she had been on the verge of opening fully near the end of their session but what Sharon could only call shame or embarrassment held her back and she hoped to get to the bottom of it today.

Her hour-long session began as usual with Rebecca. They talked about work and her frustrations with coworkers at the grocery store, how her husband was on another long business trip. When she got to her son and how he was doing in junior college she began to show the tell-tale signs of dissemination and embarrassment. Dr. Wilson's annoyance was piqued by this, normally she was very compassionate and understanding with her patients, allowing them to get to a topic in their own time but after many weeks of seeing reactions like this from Rebecca she finally had enough. So, she held up her hand cutting Rebecca off.

"Rebecca I am going to have to stop you there." Adjusting her glasses, she regarded Rebecca with a firm gaze, "You pay a lot for these sessions. You pay a lot to be able to come and talk in an open and judgement free environment and yet I sense you’re holding something back from me. I can't help you Rebecca unless I know what’s bothering you so much. If you don't feel comfortable with me anymore then perhaps you should find another doctor, one you can open up with."

"Oh no! Dr. Wilson no! You have been such a help to me over the last few months. Talking with you has helped me to learn so many new things about myself and grow in so many ways. I don't know what I would do if I didn't have this safe place to come and vent every week."

"Then what is keeping you from fully opening up with me Becca?" Sharon's professional training told her that she shouldn't be confronting a patient about an obviously delicate matter, but her instincts screamed that she really wanted to talk about it. She just needed a little push. So, she said, "You can tell me anything Rebecca and I will understand. This is a judgment free environment."

Rebecca sat in silence for some time gathering herself before she spoke. "I have wanted to tell you ever since it first happened... but I have been afraid of what you would think." She looked down at her feet, her cheeks coloring with obvious embarrassment.

Sharon couldn't help but chuckle, "I have been a psychologist for a few years, and you wouldn’t imagine the things I heard when I was in my residency."

"I doubt you've heard this one," Rebecca whispered almost to herself. Then looking up she met Sharon's eyes saying, "I’m sleeping with my step-son." Then she squeezed her eyes shut not wanting to see the horror or revulsion in her friend and doctor’s eyes. Not trusting herself to get it all out she continued in a rush, "We have been having sex for the past nine weeks almost every day. Often multiple times a day and even though I know it’s wrong, that I’m his step-mom and it’s a crime against god and man I can't bring myself to stop!" Rebecca was breathing heavy now, Sharon couldn't decide if it was from nerves at her admission or from excitement.

There was a pregnant pause while Rebecca built up the courage to look her friend in the eye. While Dr. Wilson searched her own feelings about this revelation. She knew Rebecca's step-son was nineteen and an adult so at least she wouldn't be calling the authorities.

In her first year of practice a woman had come to her confessing a three-year long affair with her son, who was in his late twenties. This woman and her son became heavily involved in BDSM. Frightening both with how far they were taking it. The woman became skittish after just three sessions and the treatment ended there. Dr. Wilson had always tried not to think about that last patient, blocking her from memory. When she was younger it had deeply disturbed her. Mostly because of her own forbidden fantasies. Fantasies buried deep in her own mind of submission and something so wrong and kinky. 

Quickly pivoting from her own thoughts Dr. Wilson figured the break in the conversation had gone on long enough. She didn't want to let Rebecca dwell on her own thoughts too long. So, making sure her face showed nothing of the inner turmoil inside her mind she said, "Please Rebecca, continue."

With a grateful look, Rebecca leaned back on the couch looking up at the ceiling and draping an arm across her forehead and began somewhat hesitantly.

"It was when we went on that cruise to the Caribbean. Jake and I had been planning the get away for a year, we had never been on a cruise and he had finally been able to get time off work. I guess I could sense he wasn't that excited to go. He loves the sea, so I knew it must be spending a week with me, trapped in a small stateroom, that was bothering him. Anyway, as I told you before he had a "business trip" come up at the last minute." Rebecca's voice practically dripped with venom as she made the air quotes. "So, I took Colton with me instead. It was last minute, but he took his father’s plane ticket and got some time off school. We flew to Florida and had a wonderful day in Miami before we got on the ship. Have you ever been on a cruise before?" Rebecca asked.

"No, I haven't, but I hear they are wonderful. Though everyone complains they get fat at the buffets."

"Ha! I'm sure that is the case for most people. I was too busy in my room to graze at the buffet." Rebecca's eyes glazed over as she looked back through her memories. Yes, thought Sharon, she is breathing heavier and there is perspiration on her brow. She took notes while Rebecca talked trying to stay focused on her patient and not let herself get lost in the story. "They take your luggage from you when you first come aboard, letting you explore the ship. So, Colt and I wandered around for several hours enjoying the sight of the harbor slipping by as we headed out to sea. It was a beautiful ship. There were three pools, two on the top deck and one indoors, a nice steak house restaurant and a theater. There was even a disco! Everywhere we went there seemed to be a bar serving fruity drinks of all kinds and when you first get on, they give you these on-board credit cards you use to pay for everything. It’s very easy to get carried away and spend too much money. Once we got out to sea proper and the waves started to get a bit choppy, I felt I needed to lay down, so I headed down to our stateroom. 

"The porters had kindly left both our luggage in the room, but I noticed for the first time that there was only one bed. I'd forgotten to get the queen changed into two twins when I changed the ticket from my husband’s name to my sons. I planned to have it changed after a nap. So, I lay down and went to sleep. 

"When I awoke and after having eaten, I went looking for Colt. Eventually I found him sitting in the lounge of the disco. With three women in their forties feeding him margaritas! He didn't notice me, so I sat at the bar and ordered a white wine. I sat watching these older women flirt with my handsome young step-son. We were in international waters so I wouldn't make a fuss about Colt drinking. I'm not naive I know he has been drunk before but this was the first time I had seen him so, the first time I had seen him flirting too. 

"It was an eye-opening experience for me. Colt is a handsome young man," Rebecca's cheeks grew noticeably redder when she started talking about her son, "with broad shoulders and those beautiful green eyes. His smile is so boyish and inviting and his laugh is infectious. I couldn't fault those women for being enamored with him. It was all just a bit of harmless flirtation so why would I care? I drank a few glasses of white wine as I watched these women ply Colt with drink after drink. Eventually the music turned from lounge to disco beats and a pair of the women dragged him out to the dance floor. The disco was starting to fill up by this point, but the crowd was very old. In fact, the whole ship was so filled with elderly people I felt like I was on a retirement cruise. It was when those two bitches started pressing themselves up against my son that I started to grow jealous." Rebecca paused there and thought to herself for a few seconds before saying, 

"I don't know where it came from. Perhaps it was my loneliness, perhaps it was the sight of my only son spending time with other women my age, perhaps it was the four glasses of wine in me. Whatever it was I'm not sure, but I got up off my seat in the shadows and walked out to the dance floor and straight up to my son. When he saw me, I could see he was instantly embarrassed by the two women practically hanging off him and he went to say something, but I just lifted a finger and laid it over his lips, then started dancing with him... very close.

"Well the women dancing with him didn't like competition I guess, that or they saw an opportunity because they began upping the ante from song to song. Pressing their breasts into his back and their asses into his crotch." Dr. Wilson took note of the anger and fierce love creeping into Rebecca's voice, "I couldn't allow these women to take that boy from me not when I was so alone already. Plus, I have never been one to lose a fight," she said laughing to herself.

"Needless to say, things progressed quickly from gyrating dance moves and bodies pressed firmly to one another to outright groping on the parts of the other women. I lost myself in the music and the feel of a firm male body next to me. Before I knew it, I saw one of the women grab Colt's head and pull it down kissing him soundly. That drove me over the edge and I too began kissing him and placing his hands on my hips. I was totally lost in the moment." Rebecca's breathing was deep and heavy now, her nipples standing out from her blouse in evident excitement. "I barely paid attention to the other women but in truth they were no competition with me. Older sad housewives who stopped taking care of their figures long ago." She waved a hand down her figure with a look at Sharon. Sharon had to agree Rebecca had done a good job of maintaining an already hourglass figure. Her breasts were smaller than Dr. Wilson's own, but they were still a full C cup with a flat stomach and long slim legs.

"I can't say what took us over that first night, but I remember walking out with my arm in Colt's. I could feel the dagger sharp glances at my back from the other women. It seemed to me that all of them came on this cruise just to cheat on their husbands. Colt and I laughed about the whole affair as we walked back to our stateroom. We were both still drunk as we pulled off clothes and climbed into bed. I was exhausted and not thinking completely straight. I had no plan. All I was thinking of was sleep."


Chapter 2


Dr. Wilson noted the embarrassed flush to Rebecca's cheeks. "I could deal with the repercussions of our crazy dance fest in the morning. Most likely we would just never speak of it again and I would've been happy." Rebecca closed her eyes and placed one hand on her upper thigh her lips wet and full. Her obvious arousal talking about this was making Dr. Wilson somewhat uncomfortable. Though this was mostly at her own shameful reaction to the story which she was trying hard not to think about.

"We were in the single bed. Drunk and worked up. I'm still not exactly sure how it all happened that first time. I blame it partly on the alcohol, partly on the small bed. Mostly though on my own horniness. It had been so long since I had felt a man get hard for me. Years. I'd felt Colt get hard on the dance floor though I hadn't dared to feel him completely, it had brushed up against me countless times. I guess it was partly curiosity and partly like my hand had a mind of its own. 

When I grasped him and my hand barely fit around it, sliding down his amazing length I was stunned. The muscles and broad shoulders pressing against me, the weight and strength of him surprising me, who was this MAN?! He filled my hand all hot and hard and reason fled me. He was on me before I knew it and I was pulling him inside me.

"I can't describe that first night Rebecca. It was so intense and powerful that I was brought to tears several times. The shame and mad desire both worked in me. I wanted to stop but I couldn't. I told you I have never had an orgasm through intercourse only through oral sex, but I came the second he was inside me! With my own son! I was disgusted with myself but seeing the joy and love on his face... feeling closer to him than I ever have before... I felt fulfilled. This beautiful young man who had been there all along, taking care of me and providing support and comfort, now had me laid down and was making deep and passionate love with me.” She looked over at Sharon with a pleading look in her eyes, "Does that make any sense?"

In fact, Jen, her other patient who had admitted to a relationship with her son, had said almost the exact same thing. That it fulfilled her in a way no other act as a mother ever had. Jen had also felt intense pleasure when she was pleasing her son.

"It does Rebecca. You have been desperately in need of being loved and you were able to find it in a person you knew would never hurt you. I can't say I agree with what you did but I understand. You are not the first patient to admit this to me."

Rebecca's eyes widened in wonder, "Really? So, I am not the only one?"

"No, I suspect it happens more than people are willing to admit."

"That is a relief to hear."

"Was there fall out the next day?" Sharon asked with genuine interest. It was rare that a patient’s story drew her in so much. It was professional interest she told herself and had nothing to do with the moisture between her legs.

"We had sex twice that night. They were fast and furtive sessions. Neither of us sure of the others thinking but both desperate to feel that connection and pleasure again. I came both times and more than anything else I think, even the horror of committing such an indecent act, I was surprised by the feeling of an orgasm during sex.

"I woke the next morning in shock at what we had done. All I could think about was what a horrible mother I was and how I had ruined my son. Eventually I woke him with my sobbing. He looked up at me with the biggest smile on his face and said, 'That was the best night of my life, and I love you mom, no matter what.' The sincerity in his eyes shook me out of my shock and I reached down to stroke his hair. He caught my hand and kissed my arm. It sent shivers up my back making the hairs stand on end. I was frozen and helpless as he kissed up my arm and then up my neck.

"He stopped when we were face to face. 'Just say "no" and I will stop. We will never do anything like last night ever again. We never have to talk about it if you want. It can just be a dream we both had, never to be spoken of aloud.' I didn't know what to do. I said nothing and he made the decision for me, kissing me on the lips as a man kisses a woman. I threw my shame away and we made love again between the sheets with the morning light streaming in. It was even better than the night before, I orgasmed twice while he was on top of me. Somehow my shame and horror disappeared in the immediacy of our actions. It didn't come back after we lay together panting and sweaty after either.

"We agreed it would only be on the cruise that we would carry on like this, but while we were there in that stateroom, we would have no boundaries. I found out that Colt had only been with one girl in high school and he was still inexperienced. I spent that week teaching him everything I knew. Sharon, I can't explain the joy and reward I felt as he improved as a lover. We did everything that week, everything that could be done, and it only served to bring us closer together. Making our love for each other that much stronger.

"Listen to me go on like this! I'm sure you don't want to hear any of these details! Please forgive me."

Dr. Wilson was sitting on the edge of her seat and said, "No need to stop, please go on."

She had such a strange look on her face, then a suspicion began to dawn in Rebecca's mind. "OK then. I haven't been able to tell anyone about this, it’s so freeing." Rebecca wondered how far she could push it.

"What happened when you got home from the cruise? Did things end there like you agreed? Or are things still... progressing?" Dr. Wilson was unaware of her firm nipples poking through her own blouse, but Rebecca took note.

"We talked about stopping. We said that the cruise was a once in a lifetime experience and I made Colt swear that he would date girls his own age when we got back home. That lasted about half a day." Rebecca soon lost herself once more in the memories, "We got home and unpacked but Jake was still gone on his business trip. Things were somewhat normal that afternoon and evening at dinner but when we sat down on the couch to watch TV, I couldn't help myself. It’s not just the closeness with Colton that I didn't want to give up. The sex was so amazing! I couldn't get it off my mind. I just had to have him one more time. So, I reached over and slid my hand down his shorts taking hold of him, I looked over and caught his eye and we both knew it was on. We made love right there on the living room floor and on the couch. Then he carried me into the shower and took me standing up. Since then we have been all over each other every chance we get." Rebecca stole a glance at Dr. Wilson, and she could tell the doctor didn't want her to stop. “I wake him in the morning sometimes with a blowjob and every night my husband is out of town we sleep in the same bed. Though sleeping rarely takes place. We are like teenagers who can't keep our hands off each other and every time he enters me, I feel closer and closer to him. It’s like he is finally home and I’m finally complete."

Sharon gave herself a shake coming out of her reverie. Trying to ignore her excitement. "Well I am very glad you finally opened up to me Rebecca. I hope you feel better for having done so."

"Oh, I do! It’s such a relief to talk about this with someone. I wanted to weeks ago, but I worried what you would think of me..."

Sharon gave her a brief smile, "I am your doctor first Becca and I think you are a woman having a passionate affair, with a young man who you care deeply about. You are both consenting adults. I would like to meet with Colton though at some point. Just to make sure he is dealing with everything alright."

That thought was slightly disturbing to Rebecca but she too wanted to make sure Colt was perfectly OK with the situation so she agreed they could meet for a session sometime in the next couple weeks if it was alright with Colton.

"Looks like our time is up. Make sure you have a good week Rebecca." Sharon said, trying her best to hide the mischievous twinkle in her eye.

Rebecca said her goodbyes and headed out to her car feeling much better about herself and her relationship with her son. She couldn't wait to get home and climb on top of him.

Sharon stood by her office window watching as a contented patient walks to her car and drive away much more confident than she had come in. She had an hour to get ready for her next patient but instead of taking out her notes she found herself thinking about her own son Brent. Probably sitting in his room right then hunched over his desk studying. Or could he be sitting in front of his computer? What would he be doing on his computer? Playing games like she always assumed? Or maybe he was looking at dirty pictures... Sharon had never thought about her step-son masturbating before but surely, he must. It was only natural.

While Sharon sat there thinking about her son and masturbation, a hand strayed down between her legs, two fingers rubbing the outside of her slacks where they covered her pussy. Thinking about her son with his hand stroking it to pictures of naked women, got her hotter than she could ever remember being. 

Still somewhat unaware of what she was doing Sharon began massaging one of her large heavy breasts through the blouse and bra that confined it. After just a few seconds of massaging and light stroking she was having a powerful, full bodied orgasm. Sharon came down from the heights of ecstasy to find herself hunched over with one hand in her crotch and a mess spreading down the crack of her butt. She took a few deep breaths to calm herself and the remaining time contemplating the reason why she had just had the most powerful orgasm of her life, thinking of her eighteen-year-old step son masturbating. Oedipal thoughts were only natural she knew but even after her last session she wasn't sure if the reverse was just as natural and she decided to bring it up to her therapist.

She finished her last session without any more incidents and headed home. Finding that Brent had prepared dinner for himself and even left a plate for her to warm in the oven. He was such a considerate boy. Though he tended to cook too much red meat in her opinion she couldn't complain when there was a warm meal waiting at home after a long day. She ate alone in the kitchen trying not to think about her sessions earlier. She always tried to leave her work at the office, but it was proving more difficult today. 

After cleaning up she headed back to her room to change into relaxing clothes. When she passed her sons door, she decided to thank him for leaving her dinner. Usually Sharon knocked before entering his room but tonight she just reached out, opening the door. What she saw stunned her.


Chapter 3


The door swung inward creaking alarmingly, startling the young man. He sat up straight covering his crotch and turning his chair away from the door, computer screen flashing with bright colors and moving naked flesh. Sharon froze in her tracks as the realization of what her son had been doing came crashing down not knowing what to do or say. 

"I wanted to thank you for fixing dinner." Sharon managed to say in a breathless voice before turning and fleeing.

She ran down the hall into her bedroom and shut the door firmly. Cursing herself for what she’d just done. Sharon could have guessed what Brent had been doing in there. 

What was I thinking barging in there like that? She thought to herself. Sharon felt anger and disgust building inside her. Not at her son no, what he was doing was completely natural. The disgust was at herself for acting so irrationally. For letting her forbidden fantasy from earlier in the day influence her actions. What if she had emotionally scarred Brent? She had certainly embarrassed him and that was inexcusable.

It had been too long since Sharon had had sex. That was the problem, her lack of release and physical intimacy was wreaking havoc with her moral compass. Convincing herself that that's all the problem was Sharon undressed and started a cold shower. Vowing not to think of what she had seen, or imagined she had seen, for that brief second before Brent had covered up and turned away from her.

After her shower, Sharon dressed in sweatpants and a loose t-shirt, heading out to clean the kitchen up. When she passed Brent's room, she noticed the door open, then heard the television on in the living room and knew where he was. He was watching one of his favorite shows. Some survivalist shows where a British guy eats bugs or something. 

Sharon went into the kitchen and started the dishes. She got about halfway done with them, her hands beginning to get wrinkly from the water, when Brent came in to pour himself a glass of milk. Sharon felt the tension the moment he came into the kitchen and her heart went out to the sweet introverted young man, whom she had put in this awkward position. 

She turned off the water and dried her hands before turning to Brent who was just getting down a glass from the cupboard.

"Brent, I think we should talk about what happened this evening..." She began somewhat hesitantly.

"There's nothing to talk about mom." Brent wouldn't meet her eyes and the red flush was proof of his evident embarrassment.

"No, we should talk about it." Sharon started again but then paused, 

Now that I've got the conversation started what do I say? Momentarily panicked; memories of afternoon specials on TV when she was a kid, Brady Bunch episodes and lectures during her graduate classes came back to her. Then Dr. Wilson took over and she began to speak as she would in her clinic, falling back on the comfortable, to help get past the embarrassment of the moment. 

"It was my fault for barging in like that. I should knock, so I apologize."

Brent mumbled some reply that had "It's OK," somewhere in the middle of it. He had his head in the fridge pulling out the milk.

"I interrupted you masturbating, didn't I?" Sharon said still using the soft tone reserved for patients. His back tensed up the instant she asked this question and she could sense how uncomfortable it made him. 

It's all my fault, she thought to herself, without his father to have "The Talk" with him, the job fell to me and I ignored it. I guess I assumed MTV would do the work for me. Now look how uncomfortable he is even talking about something as banal as masturbation. The doctor in Sharon knew how to handle the situation but a part of her balked at the thought. Growing moist at the thought of this handsome young man stroking his hard young cock. It would make this necessary act of a mother... somehow dirty. 

Shame warred with maternal instinct and a doctors understanding of what her son needed. The latter won out. Brent still had his back to her as he poured a glass of milk, answering her question with only silence.

"I just wanted to tell you that it’s perfectly OK that you masturbate Brent. Everyone does it." Sharon said in reassuring tones.

"God mom!" Brent exclaimed in a voice that said he was more embarrassed about her than anything else.

"I just thought you should know that it’s perfectly natural. In fact, I caught your father several times in the act of masturbation. You have nothing to be ashamed of or embarrassed."

"I'm not ashamed mom." Brent replied with evident difficulty. "It's just not something I want to talk to my mom about."

"Is there someone else you might feel more comfortable talking about it with? I think it’s important that you find someone you can confide in. I can recommend a colleague." Sharon was disappointed that her son couldn't talk to her about these things, but she understood. He was young, and embarrassment came easier than honesty in them.

"Jeez mom," Brent said as he put the milk away, "I don't think I'm that messed up. I can talk to you about it it’s just that it’s a little... embarrassing is all. Talking about that stuff with my mom... You know?"

"I know honey. But just because you want or need to talk to a therapist or psychologist doesn't mean you’re messed up. It just means you are invested in your own mental health. There is nothing to be ashamed of about that."

"I know." Brent replied in a tone that said he had been hearing this same thing for years. He took his glass of milk and started to walk out of the kitchen, still not able to meet his step mother’s eyes.

"One last thing Brent, those movies you were watching on your computer." Brent froze in his tracks when she said this, stopping so suddenly that a bit of milk sloshed over his hand onto the floor. Sharon got up, getting a rag. 

"I just want to make sure you know that's not what real sex is like. I watched a few or those types of movies with you father once. They are nothing like real life. All that moaning and hollering," the disgust was evident in Sharon's voice, "I just don't want you to get the wrong impression. Those movies objectify women. I just want you to know their dangers."

"I know mom." Brent said as he stood there, "They are just nice sometimes... to look at. That's all."

"OK honey, so long as everything is in moderation." Karen decided he’d had enough of this embarrassment, "You have a good night, I'll see you in the morning."

Brent almost bolted from the kitchen throwing a, "You too mom!" Over his shoulder as he went. Only because her eyes were treacherous did Sharon notice the large bulge flopping about the front of his flannel pants as he turned the corner. The sight sent a thrill through to her core. A terrible guilt riddled thrill, Sharon did her best to ignore and repress. 

She finished off the dishes and went to her room to watch a little mindless TV before heading off to sleep. Sharon felt good about the conversation with her son and she didn't think there was anything she'd left out. Sometime soon though she would have to sit him down and talk to him protection, STD's and all the other pitfalls of a modern sex life. She wasn't too sure how much help she would be there though. The only man she had ever been with was her husband and while they had had a great sex life for the first few years of their marriage, he had grown incapable when the sicknesses started. Since his death, Sharon had been celibate. Thinking of her conversation with Brent she nodded off to sleep, feeling good about herself. 

When she woke the next morning, it was in the middle of an unsettling but very arousing dream. She had been sleeping in the same bed as Brent and for some reason the two of them were naked. She had just been about to apologize for her nakedness when his penis came into view. The sight of his knob bobbing there above his stomach had driven all thought from her mind and she leaned over and kissed the head. 

Right then was when she woke, lying flat on her stomach with one hand buried between her legs furiously rubbing herself. The image of her son’s cock entering her mouth was so vivid that Sharon started up, feeling intense shame. Not trusting herself to lay there any longer, she got out of bed immediately. Even though on Saturday she would normally doze for an hour or two. Sharon decided another shower was in order. 

While the water was heating up in the shower, Sharon spent some time in front of the mirror inspecting herself. At thirty-four she still retained her hourglass figure and her hair was still thick, dark and lustrous. It had always been her favorite feature about herself. She was on the shorter side at 5'6'' and no longer had the tiny waist she had when she was twenty, but she was still slim. Her hips swooping into a nice narrow waist before the large swell of her breasts. 

Cupping and lifting them she frowned at the slight sag to them now and they had softened over time. They were very large and heavy capped in large pale nipples. She had been self-conscious of them when she was younger and more hurt by the resentful stares of women then any attention she got from men.

She hopped into the shower and spent a long time under the hot water trying to control her thoughts. But the taboo of her dream and the thought of her wonderful son playing with himself in front of his computer drove her to distraction. Before Sharon knew it, she had the shower masseur off its hook with one hand while the other squeezed a large boob pulling and pinched at its nipple. 

The orgasm came within seconds of the water striking her pussy. Its power shook, driving all thought from her mind and weakening her knees. Sharon collapsed on the floor of the shower, wondering if her shame wasn't nearly as strong as it had been the day before. Sharon decided to put it out of her mind as best she could. This proved to be much easier said than done. Usually Sharon could get by for a week or two after masturbating. She couldn't remember having done it so many times in so short a period. 

Sharon went about her typical Saturday morning chores. Putting on a pot of coffee and getting cleaning supplies ready. Brent was out of the house, she remembered him saying something earlier in the week about going over to his friend Kyle's to swim. So, she had the house to herself for the morning and afternoon, which was just as well. This would give things a bit of time to calm down and the uncomfortableness between them a chance to pass, hopefully.

Soon Sharon was blaring her favorite Earth, Wind and Fire album and puttering around the house dusting. After cleaning the front of the three-bedroom house she came to her son's room. Once again Sharon felt spikes of excitement. 

It’s been weeks since I dusted Brent's room. I'm sure it could use it. She thought to herself then went about her work dusting his room, but when she got to his computer desk she paused. Then she was acting before she could stop herself. Walking over to her son's door and closing it firmly, turning the lock in the knob and coming back to the computer desk and sitting down. 

I'm sure he has a password and I won’t be able to get on it, she thought, secretly wishing something would stop her, so she didn't have to try and stop herself. Sharon moved the mouse and the screen clicked on with a faint whir of electronics. Fear and excitement spiked in her belly and she couldn't suppress the giggle of glee that pushed past her pressed lips. 

What am I doing?!; Sharon thought to herself, God I don't think I have ever been this excited or turned on. And I haven't even done anything yet! That "yet" probably should have been Sharon's greater worry but it's amazing what the human mind can ignore in the pursuit of pleasure and what it truly wants.

There was a little pop-up window that said, "Download Complete" in the bottom right of the screen. Sharon clicked on it and a program opened with a list of items in various stages of download. At the top were several completed files. There were two that had been started the night before and one of them had just completed. Sharon's heart began to beat very fast and her pussy got moist when she saw the title of the completed file, "Taboo". The one word that encapsulated what she had been thinking about for the past 24 hours. Sharon opened the file already guessing what she would find. Just as she’d thought it was a movie and an older one too. It had the grainy film quality of a 70's porn, something Sharon had seen a time or two in the early years of her marriage. Picking up the headphones sitting on the desk and putting them on she settled down in the chair.


Chapter 4


Sharon was spellbound by the movie. It was no, Citizen Kane, that's for sure. The acting was poor, and the dialogue was simple, but the story grabbed Sharon right from the beginning. She settled even lower in the chair spreading her legs and unbuttoning her jeans sliding them down her thighs to bunch just below her knees. Sharon began playing with herself once she saw the tall muscular son in the film show up. She had her first orgasm during the first sex scene. Then the scene came where the mother in the story, so horny she couldn't think straight, walked by her son's open door one night and went in staring adoringly at his cock. Sharon had such a powerful orgasm when this scene started, she shuddered uncontrollably and hyperventilated slightly. 

When she came to the mother in the film having sex with her son Sharon couldn't help herself, she started rubbing herself again timing her climax this time to that of the son. Her orgasm was so powerful she passed out for a few seconds, losing all contact with reality. Sharon watched the rest of the movie, losing track of how many orgasm's she had. Once the movie was over, she went back and watched all the scenes of the mother and son together. Indulging her budding addiction to the taboo and titillating feeling of this forbidden fantasy.

Compounding the feeling for Sharon was being in her son's room. It was one thing she knew to have a fantasy about such taboo acts, that was removed from one's own family. But she was thinking about her actual son this way. It had always been there in the back of her mind. The knowledge that traditional sex and partners didn't do much to hold her interest. When she was a girl, she had fantasized many times about her uncle who was a construction worker and closer to her age than her father, but she had gotten over that when she went off to college and was free to meet boys her own age. Something about her appointment the day before had unloose a beast within her thoughts and it couldn't be satisfied by just the one movie.

Sharon opened her son's browser and found herself searching through his history, digging for anything like the movie he had downloaded. He had posted on several message boards, so she went to them looking for his posts. Eventually she found them in topic threads dealing with being alone and trying to meet women. Sharon felt her heart drop when she read what her Brent had to say about being alone and women not being interested in him at all. 

There was even a thread about whether or not to purchase a prostitute and Brent had commented that he was thinking of doing this. Her Brent! Sharon was disgusted by the thought of her baby having to go to some disease riddled whore. 

Probably hideous too, she thought. Perhaps it was the endorphins messing with her brain or the hidden fantasy she had unlocked but an idea began to form in Sharon's subconscious.

Sharon saw that Brent had visited a site the night before just before going to bed. The site had an innocuous name and she decided to check it out. It was a sex story site. Sharon had never read anything like this before. There were all sorts of categories but the link that had last been clicked was labeled Incest/Taboo. Sharon clicked it and found lists of stories with brief descriptions next to them. Stories of all kinds of taboo from father/daughter to brother/sister and even mother/son. Several of the stories had been clicked. Two that had to do with an older sister/younger brother and four that dealt with mother and son... Sharon opened one and began reading. The writing was terrible, but the story soon took her away. It was about a son who was a great student, but his grades had begun to slip. His mother found out his grades were dropping because he was spending too much time obsessing about sex and looking at porn, so she decided to relieve her son's stress. The story ended with the mother giving her son a blow job and telling him that he would get one every day if his grades improved. If he managed to get straight A’s, then she would give her whole body to him for a night to do with as he pleased. 

Susan had a tough time getting past the terrible writing, but the story had her cumming on her fingers quickly enough. At the end of the story was written a disclaimer that it was based off a real Japanese mother with a link to a news article. Sharon was just about to click the article when she heard the front door bang closed. Brent was home!

Sharon went into panic mode, pulling up and buttoning her pants. She wiped down Brent's computer chair which was covered in her juices and turned off his monitor. A sock did a pretty good job of cleaning it up, but she couldn't do much besides open a window to clear out the musky scent of her sex that filled the room. Sharon gathered up the cleaning supplies and headed out of Brent's room, dropping the supplies off in their closet and heading back to her room to shower again and change. Her legs were weak, her fingers and pussy were sore, but Sharon had never felt so elated in her life.

It wasn't until she was in the shower and soaping her legs that Sharon remembered the computer. She hadn't closed the browser or movie player! Brent was sure to know what she had been doing. 'Maybe he hadn't been to his room yet, maybe I still have time to close them!' Panic was edging in to her thoughts. She finished her shower and dressed quickly, making her way down the hall. But when she got to her son's room the door was firmly shut and she could hear him moving around inside. Sharon fled back to her room. Wondering how she could ever face her son again. 

Sharon lay down to think but the warm covers of her bed, exhaustion from worry and countless orgasms, soon sent her off to sleep. She woke to her son calling her name. Groggy from her nap she made her way out to the kitchen trying to gather her thoughts. Brent had made dinner of fried taco shells, ground beef, beans, rice and all the fixings. Taco's had always been one of her favorite family meals and so she felt a warm rush of emotion for Brent. 

"Oh, Brent it looks great." Sharon said as she walked up and gave her son a hug. Her foggy brain cleared as memories of what she had done earlier came back in a flood. They brought a flood of juices to her pussy as well despite her horror. Brent's arms weren't helping any. They circled her firmly holding her tight against him, one hand sliding down to her lower back. The hug lasted a few seconds longer than normal and as Sharon pulled away, she could feel a very hard bulge pressing against her stomach. Looking down she could see what appeared to be a VERY large bulge at the front of Brent's shorts. Trying hard to ignore it Sharon went and filled a plate with a few taco's, rice and beans.

"How was swimming today?" She asked, trying to hide her face by looking down at her food. Her cheeks felt like they were on fire.

"Oh, we didn't end up swimming." Brent said as he sat down to his own plate of food. "Kyle's mom had some sort of aerobics class going on in their pool. They were in there forever, so Kyle and I went to his room and played Nintendo." Brent got a strange tone in his voice as he asked, "What did you do today mom?"

"I just... I just cleaned a bit and took a nap." She managed to get out in a shaky voice. When she looked up Brent was watching her with a small smile on his lips. He knows! Oh, my god! The thought of her son knowing what she had done in his room should have been terrifying to her. She wanted it to be. But all is seemed to do was excite her even more. Looking down to her plate she noticed her large nipples poking out of her shirt. She ate a couple bites of food and composed herself. "What plans do you have for tomorrow?" She was surprised how normal her voice sounded.

"Nothing really," Brent replied. "Kyle has to go to church and bible study so I'll just hang out and do some homework. Wasn't Kati supposed to come home this weekend?" He asked around a mouth full of rice and beans.

Sharon who was thinking about homework and the last story she had read earlier, almost didn't catch what Brent had asked. "Don't talk with your mouth full and no Kati's coming home next week. She couldn't get time off from the coffee shop to make it back this weekend." 

Thinking about her oldest off at college always made Sharon miss her fiercely. "I can't wait till the summer break though when she can be here all the time. I don't know what I'm going to do when you go off to college too. This house will be so empty."

"Oh mom." Brent sighed. He had heard this complaint from her many times before. "Maybe I’ll live here if I go to state, it’s only an hour drive away," he said by way of consoling her. "If I get in that is."

"Psh, you'll get in. You have excellent grades." Sharon said brushing away his worries.

"It takes more than good grades to get into college nowadays." Brent said, "But you're right it’s just State, I'm sure I'll get in." he smiled in mock cockiness.

They finished up eating and Sharon started doing the dishes while Brent went to the living room and started watching TV. Once Sharon was done, she poured herself a large glass of wine and went to join him on the couch. He wasn't watching anything, just flipping through the channels.

"Want to watch a movie?" Brent asked. Sharon felt that spike of fear again. She had managed to forget her fears and worries. 

"Sure..." She managed to squeak out.

"Be right back." Brent said. He got up and headed down the hall to his room. 'Oh, my god!' She thought furiously to herself, 

Is he going to get that "Taboo" movie? Would he really make me watch that with him? Would my beautiful boy want to watch a porn with his old mother? 

The thought turned Sharon on terribly. She didn't know what she would do if he put the movie on. Should she scream at him how inappropriate it was? Talk to him calmly about oedipal feelings being natural but that they could never acted upon them? Could she do that? Could she tell her wonderful son that she would never do anything sexual with him? Just the thought of it now had her so horny she was squirming in her seat. It had been so long since she had had real sex, she was thinking irrationally. Sharon was desperately trying to rationalize her own taboo desires in her mind.

Brent came back with a DVD and he put it in to the player, sitting down with the remote. He didn't say anything to her when he started the movie, but the tension was so thick in the room that you could cut it with a knife. Sharon sat petrified, not knowing what she would do, when the movie started up and it turned out to be a thriller Brent had mentioned wanting to watch. She couldn't help the small groan of disappointment that escaped her lips.

"Not what you wanted to watch mom?" Brent asked in a rough voice. Sharon looked over at him, but he couldn't seem to meet her eyes, staring instead straight forward at the TV. "Should I put on... something else?" The hesitation and shyness that came over Brent struck Sharon. 

He is so inexperienced... I would just be helping him. That last thought stunned her. So quickly had she rationalized what she now sensed as inevitable.

"No this is fine honey." Sharon replied, distracted by her own thoughts. 

As the movie played, she barely watched it. Instead thinking to herself about how much she wanted this to happen. How much she NEEDED it. More importantly though Brent needed it. As far as she knew he was still a virgin and might remain so for a long time. Especially with his shyness. It would change their relationship forever, but would it drive them apart or bring them closer together? Sharon thought the latter, but she worried it might be the former. She was still working it over in her mind when she noticed her wine glass was empty. Getting up to refill it she noticed that Brent had one hand on his crotch holding down a large bulge. 

How big is he?? Sharon thought as she made her way into the kitchen. 

Two glasses of wine later and no closer to figuring out her mind, the movie ended. The two of them sat watching the credits. There was a charged air to the room that had been building throughout the movie. Finally, the credits were over and there wasn't any excuse to sit any longer but the two of them remained in their seats. Both feeling the sexual tension keenly but neither able to believe it. Sharon wondered what Brent could be thinking and Brent was wondering if his greatest dreams could really be coming true. 

His step-mom had been the subject of his fantasies since he’d first started masturbating. Her lovely face and big smile were just the tip of the iceberg when it came to her beauty. Her breasts were larger than any woman's he knew. Bigger than most porn stars and she didn't seem to know the effect she had on men. She broke necks when she walked down the street. He was forced to see her every day, falling in love with her beauty and kindness. 

Sharon dressed conservatively even when she was relaxing around the house. Often just wearing a t-shirt and flannel pj's or jeans. But he couldn't count the times he had jerked off in the bathroom watching her sunbathe in the backyard. Brent had always thought it was just his fantasy and that's where it ended. Then he came home today and found his seat wet in her cum (he knew her scent from using her panties to masturbate with) and taboo porn open on his computer. 

Was she sending him a signal? Was she waiting for him to make a move? This had been a secret hope for a long time, so it was hard to trust that it was really coming true. To make things harder he had never made a move on a woman before. He didn't know the signals, or else he might have just gone into her room once he found that stuff on his computer and jumped her then. Instead he had frozen, not daring to make any kind of move. What if he was wrong? He cursed himself for his weakness.

Having to go to the bathroom badly from all the wine, Karen got up saying a quick goodnight to her son and heading down the hall. She went into the bathroom and took care of her business. She left the door ajar though as she sometimes did when she was in a hurry. Sharon could hear Brent turning off the TV and the light in the living room. She cleaned up and flushed closed the toilet lid and sat back down on it not knowing exactly what she was doing. Her mind was a fog of confused drunk horny thoughts. 

Acting from some deeper level of need Sharon let one hand slid down into the waistband of her jeans and into her panties finding a wet and ready pussy aching to be touched. The other hand slid up her t-shirt and unhooked the front clasp of her bra, freeing one breast so she could massage it and pinch her sensitive nipple. She sat there playing with herself watching the hallway.

Her mind was afire with the reality of the situation. Her young man walked down the hall and she was about to reveal herself as a sexual being to him. She was putting herself on display, in a way that showed him she was a woman with needs.

At the approach of steps, she had a moment of panic quickly washed away by the pure joy she felt at the thought of him watching her. Brent came into view and stopped, the expression on his face nearly sending her over the top.


Chapter 5


Brent froze in shock. His beautiful mother was sitting back, smooth stomach on display one arm pushing her shirt up, the hand underneath pulling and squeezing at one large breast. Her other hand was down the front of her pants, slight movements at her crotch giving evidence to what was going on. Brent’s eyes traveled up her body and he looked right into her eyes. He couldn't make out many of the emotions playing across his step-mother’s face, but he did recognize her look of need and love. 

Sharon feared her son's rejection, but she was far past worrying about the consequences, an insatiable need had driven her to this desperate act. 

Her son's reaction wasn’t one of rejection, on the contrary, when they broke eye contact his roamed her body hungrily, getting a wild look in them. One hand unconsciously reaching down to grasp his dick through his shorts. 

She felt herself getting close and wanted to give her wonderful son a good show, she was just about to pull her shirt over her head and let him see her breasts when she noticed that he was pulling his dick out through the waistband of his shorts. It came into view in the dim light of the hallway. It was massive! Easily the largest penis Sharon had seen in real life! He clutched it with one hand watching her play with herself. On his first stroke of that massive cock she felt herself swept away in a powerful orgasm. Moaning out loud and shuddering as waves of pure joy washed over her. 

For his part, Brent couldn't believe what he was seeing. His mother was having an orgasm! And she had it while watching him stroke his dick. He couldn't help himself, his greatest fantasy sitting in front of him shuddering in orgasm. 

In a daze, Brent walked forward still stroking his cock as his beautiful step mother came down from her orgasmic high. One hand still played with herself moving slowly inside her jeans. Her breathing was ragged and rough, her lips wet, and eyes slightly glazed over. When the door creaked open at Brent's touch her eyes sprang open; fear and shame showing in them. This frightened Brent and he backed away slightly. 

Of course, this is too good to be true, he thought. The look on his face of suffering and intense longing struck at Sharon's heart and she knew she couldn't stop here. Stopping here after giving him just a glimpse, or teasing him for her own selfish attention, was not her way.

She had just cum, and he so obviously needed to. He needed this release, her wonderful boy deserved to be taken care of by a loving and giving woman. Sharon could be that woman. She wanted to be that woman. Wanted it badly. It had been so long since she had seen a cock, let alone one as beautiful as her son's and never one so big!

She took him in standing, tall and thin with a mop of dark curly hair. His piercing blue eyes turned down in shyness now, as they usually were, could be so piercing and alive at times when he was happy and engaged. He was so different in that way from his father, there was a lightness to this young man, but at the same time and iron core of strength and work ethic that she thought any woman couldn’t help but fall for him. Then her eyes traveled for the briefest of glimpses the thick flesh hanging out the top of his pants.

She reached out, putting a hand on his arm. Brent jumped at the warm contact. 

“Wait,” She breathed while leaning toward him. Sharon pulled the hand out of her pants and began reaching out with it to her son's hard cock. Her eyes were glued to the massive thing, seemingly out of proportion with the rest of his body. 

“Mommy will take care of you,” Brent moved back as far as he could pressing himself against the bathroom sink. 

"Mom..." he croaked out, barely recognizing his own voice. He wasn't sure what had come over him. Now that he was faced with his biggest desire, he seemed to be afraid of it. Everything was happening so quickly.

Sharon tore her eyes away from her son's erection and looked up at him. He seemed nervous, scared even. Another wave of intense emotion well up from her center. A mixture of love, affection, a mother’s desire to please and a woman's desire to satisfy. But it had to be alright with him. She thought this was what he wanted too, but she needed him to voice it. So, she said, 

"Brent, honey I want to help you. I want to teach and comfort you. It may be wrong... but it just feels so right to me. If you want this too, then tell me... If you don’t, I'll leave you alone and give you your privacy." Sharon waited there. Praying her son would agree to her sinful request.

The look on Brent's face was one of puzzlement that slowly changed to understanding and then a fierce hope. He looked down at her hand and his slightly deflated cock standing out between them. The memory of his sexy mother cumming just minutes before while looking at him came back to his mind. His eyes traveled up and down her curvy body, hidden by her slightly rumpled clothes and finally to her beautiful face, perfect lips and thick wavy hair. When Brent met her eyes, Sharon could see his answer there, but he didn't seem able to speak now.

"We can't tell anyone. Ever. Nothing that we do together can be found out. I could lose my license or something worse could happen to me." Sharon said while holding her sons gaze. He nodded his head a small shy smile coming to his lips.

Once more the tingling feeling verging on orgasm radiated from Sharon's middle as she reached out, her hand glistened with her own drying cum and slid one light fingertip along the thick rigidity of his shaft.

They both jumped at the contact. It felt to Sharon like a spark of electricity jumped from his dick to her hand and some of the tension in the room left. Her nerves settling after touching it after so much suspense. 

This is it. No turning back now. Will you really allow yourself to fuck your own son' A derisive voice asked in Sharon's mind, Take him into your bed as woman and man? To let him treat you like a wife in your bed. And offer him every pleasure you gave your husband? 

Sharon knew the answers to her own questions. The images of her beautiful Brent and her in the throes of passion were clouding her mind. He only needed a little confidence, a little encouragement, and he could become a truly significant man.

Her sons dick was so thick that her fingertips just met with her thumb as she wrapped her hand around the middle of it. Sliding her hand up and down the shaft she watched in fascination as his circumcised foreskin pulled up around the head and back down.

Brent for his part was thinking something along the lines of, OMG OMG OMFG!!!!!! OMG OMG SHIT OMFG!!!!!!! 

He looked down taking in the sight of her and then lost himself in the feel of his stepmother's cool and soft hand drawn heavenly pleasure into his body though his cock. It was nothing like his own felt, it was the most intimate and pleasurable thing Brent had felt in all his young life.

Sharon lightly stroked his cock a few times, then thinking to herself she let it go. Brent whimpered a little bit when she did this, but she just smiled up and him and slid her hand down into her pants again causing Brent's dick to twitch in excitement. Her hand came out glistening in her juices which she used to coat his dick making her hand feel even more incredible. 

Her hand sliding up and down his shaft her gaze alternated between his beautiful penis and up to observe his face twisted in joy. Sharon had never imagined it would feel this fulfilling to give her son pleasure, but it really did. A mother found joy please her son any way she could, and pleasing him like this, touching in such an intimate way, she felt more bonded to him than to any normal lover. Sharon had always enjoyed pleasing her husband, but now as she gazed at Brent and saw the look of pure bliss on his face, she knew whatever the consequences this felt right.

She reached up and took one of his hands kissing his fingertips and pulled it down to feel one of her breasts through the t-shirt.

Brent who has closed his eyes, trying to stave off a rapidly building orgasm and extend this fantasy, looked down in surprise as his hand close around one of his mother’s big heavy breasts.

This was too much for Brent and he felt the orgasm like tingling fire race over his body. Too quick for a warning. Sharon, who hadn't seen a man cum in real life for many years was surprised when the massive cock in her hands began to spasm and shoot cum out at her, her son moaned loudly in pleasure.

She flinched back but was unable to avoid a splash of cum that hit her in the cheek and across the chin. Several more ropes of the white stuff landed on her t-shirt, but she hardly noticed this. For while her son was groaning in ecstasy Sharon began her own orgasm. Cumming from just the touch of his hand on her breast and the thought that she had just made her own step-son cum. The powerful orgasm hit her hard, elevating her to new heights of forbidden pleasure.

When she came down and was catching her breath along with Brent, who was leaning back against the sink, she thought to herself, God this is going to get addictive

Looking up and meeting Brent's gaze she ran the tip of her tongue along her thick lips, tasting his surprisingly sweet cum. Sharon had never liked the taste of cum, resisting her late husband's attempts to get her to swallow, but Brent's cum tasted like ambrosia to her. 

"Jesus, mom,” he paused looking down at her cum covered top half and continued sheepishly, “I'm so sorry I got it on your shirt." He was trying hard not to make things awkward. Something he was sure would happen.

Sharon just laughed as she looked down at herself, "No honey, that was my fault. I should have been ready for it." She pulled her shirt up and wiped at her face, standing up to look in the mirror of the bathroom. "Next time I will catch it in my mouth." She said turning and smiling up at him her eyes dancing with mischief.

"You mean there will be a next time?" He asked hopefully. His dick twitched up between his legs, beginning to swell slowly at the thought.

"This is only the beginning big boy. There is a lot to cover." Sharon said once she wiped her face clean. 

His heart filled with joy at her words and desire filled him for the woman before him. Reaching out he pulled her close. Sharon leaned into her son's chest held him close breathing in his familiar manly but clean scent. The familiarity of the embrace and the added thrill of feeling his rapidly thickening cock press against her midriff caused Sharon to pull his face to hers. Kissing him deeply. 

Brent's lips were uncertain at first, but soon he began to relax into the embrace and his lips, encircling his arms around her waist and pressing her firmly against him. They kissed like young lovers for several minutes before Sharon pulled back. Brent didn't want to let her go but she pulled his arms from her sides and met his questioning look with a big smile.


Chapter 6


Butterflies danced in her stomach, but she was no longer hesitating as she grabbed the bottom of her shirt, pulling it over her head along with her unclasped bra. Feeling vulnerable and open before him for the first time in their relationship. Watching his eyes take her in and happy with what she saw there, she made a little show of pushing down her pants and white panties and stepping out of them. 

Brent could only stare at the awesome sight of his mother’s large e-cup breasts swaying back and forth in front of him and the neatly trimmed V of hair between her legs. He didn't know where to look, there was just so much he wanted to stare at. 

As he stood there his eyes feasting, Sharon walked up and began pulling his shirt up over head in hurried movements and pushing down his pants. She backed him up to the toilet and pushed him down into the seat she had recently occupied. Then she reached down and took firm hold of his rock-hard cock. 

"God I am going to love the recuperative powers of your lovely dick," These words coming from his conservative mother’s mouth almost made Brent cum right there on the spot. "This should probably wait till we are in a nice bed, but I can't. I need to feel you inside me Brent." She leaned him back against the tank of the toilet and straddled his hips, supporting herself with her hands on his shoulders.

Reaching out with Brent slid a hand up his step mothers thigh and across her stomach feeling the slight swell of her belly, amazed that he was touching her bare soft skin. Sharon reached down and took ahold of his cock, dragging the tip along her wet pussy lips. She moaned at the pleasure of his fat head brushing her clit. Then she was pushing him in place and pressing herself down in the big cock.

He could feel waves of warmth coming off her pussy as it began to envelop him. His mother had her eyes squeezed tightly shut and was groaning as she lowered herself onto him. 

"So big baby! So big!" Sharon said as he began to enter her, stretching out her pussy walls. Her massive tits were swinging right in front of his face, so he reached up to grasp them. His mother let out a hiss of breath when he did, so he released them instantly.

"No baby," Sharon said as she looked down, "Play with them. I want you to play with my breasts." She leaned forward and kissed him deeply, easing another inch of his large cock into her. "I want you to use my body however and whenever you want baby. It’s my pleasure to please you. My nipples are sensitive though." She said with a smile as his eager eyes lit on one nipple and he pulled it into his mouth. "So ohhh! Mmmm my good gentle boy..." 

Sharon continued to lower herself on his dick, feeling the rush of another powerful orgasm coming as he filled her up. It hit her like a truck, flooding her pussy with juices and allowing her to slip all the way down to settle on her son's lap. The convulsion of her pussy walls almost made Brent cum right there. If it weren't for the orgasm, he had a few minutes before he would have.

Sharon raised herself up on her son's dick. Small orgasm's, like aftershocks, rocking her body. It had been so long since she’d last had sex and her son was so large that it took a few moments for her to adjust to him inside her. Brent took the opportunity to kiss and suck her breasts and ran his hands down her back to her large firm ass, gripping it tightly, sending another thrill through Sharon.

"Oh god mom... It feels so amazing. You feel so amazing!" He said into her neck, almost sobbing as he held onto her.

"My lovely boy," Sharon said as she held his head and kissed him. Her long tresses falling around his head. Sharon rocked her hips forward and back letting him ease in and out of her. "I want you to cum in me. Fill me up baby, don't hold back. I already came on this huge dick of yours once and I'll cum again when you fill me up." 

Hearing this dirty talk come from his mother’s mouth, and feeling her ass rise up and down on his dick was quickly driving Brent to the edge. Sharon rode her son, the smalls orgasms still rolling through her with the sounds of their slapping sweaty flesh filling the bathroom. Her thighs burning with the effort, but she continued to ride him with abandon, leaning back so he could watch her big boobs sway. She loved that he loved looking at her. The validation she got from his eyes was more than enough to drown out any guilt at what she was doing.

Sharon began raising up higher on his long dick, riding him with wild abandon now as she threw her long wavy hair back over her shoulders and leaning back into him. She felt him begin to tense up beneath her.

"Mom... I'm gonna... God I’m... cuuummmiiinnngggg!!" Brent moaned out into his mother’s neck. Feeling as though his entire body was flowing out through his dick and filling his mother’s pussy up. Wave after wave of cum shot out, quickly filling his mother up and spilling out around the sides of his dick and pooling between them. It took him a few seconds to realize that his mother too was having her own powerful orgasm. Her much louder moans drowned out by the blood rushing in his ears. Sharon was in the throes of the most powerful orgasm of her life. It was only by a strong will that she managed to stay conscious, not wanting to alarm Brent with his mother passing out on him.

Finally, though she came down, feeling his dick shrinking inside her. When she moved her hips back a bit, so she wasn't crushing him she felt his dick began to twitch back into hardness. She said, "Brent you're going to be an insatiable animal. I can tell." Leaning down Sharon kissed him deeply before standing up and moving to grab a towel. "It feels like you came a bucket load inside me."

"That was amazing mom!" Brent managed to pant. The sight of his busty step mother standing naked before him was making his dick hard again and he stood up to pull her close to him. 

"Can we do that again? You said I could have you whenever I wanted." Brent still wasn't sure he believed what was happening to him, but he wanted to lock this promise down if he could!

Sharon laughed at her son's overeager attitude. 

"I know what I said dear, and I meant it. But your mother's just a bit sore down there right now. I need some time, that big boy of yours is a lot for any woman to handle." She said playfully as she swatted her son's hardening boner.

Brent didn't know if he should believe his mother, though he liked the thought of stretching her out a bit, so he wasn't going to complain. But hearing those dirty words come out of her mouth sent him off again Sharon could tell.

"Let’s climb in my shower and then I'll do a proper job of it and show you what a blowjob feels like." Sharon said.

"Thank god we don't have anything to do tomorrow," Brent said while taking his mother’s curvy playmate like naked body in, "because this is all I want to do."

Smiling back at him, Sharon took a hold of his hard dick and pulled him down the hall to her room.


Chapter 7


Sharon led her son through the bedroom and into the master bath. She turned on the water in the shower getting it nice and hot. The sight of his naked mother bent over as she tested the water, her pussy just peeking out beneath her large white cheeks and her heavy tits swaying beneath her, was beyond all his fantasies. He had just fucked her! And she had promised it wouldn’t be the last time.

Sharon stepped under the steaming water and let it cascade over her hair and down her body, turning so that her son could see her curves in profile. Then she turned and smiled at the look of lust and disbelief on his face. 

“Well?” She said placing one hand on her hip and motioning into the shower with the other, “what are you waiting for?”

Brent grinned as he stood there, taking his mom in from her small feet and slim ankles to her well-muscled legs, flat stomach and massive E-cup breasts. After a few slow seconds of his eyes roving her curves he stepped into the steaming shower, closing the glass door behind himself.

Sharon pulled her step-son close, the hot water splashing down between them as she pulled his head down kissing him deeply. They stood there, hands exploring each other’s bodies as they made out with increasing passion. Soon Brent was pressing her against the cold tiles of the wall his massive erection an iron hard bar that pressed into her stomach. His hips were humping against her and his hands cupped her ample backside, pulling her close.

Sharon pulled her head back from his with great effort, breaking their kiss. “I could kiss these lips all night.” She sighed.

“I’m alright with that.” Brent said while giving her ass a firm squeeze.

“Me too, but I seem to remember promising you something.” Sharon said with a mischievous grin. Brent’s eyes lit up at the comment and he pulled back from his mom.

Sharon reached out taking hold of her son’s hips and positioning him in the middle of the shower, with the water hitting his back. It had been a very long time since she had given a blowjob, but she remembered a time or two in the shower with her husband and she knew to avoid a face full of water.

Looking up into her son’s handsome face and hopeful eyes she couldn’t help but feel a sense of complete contentment and love. She brushed her lips across his then trailed small kisses down his neck and chest. Trailing a line with her lips as she knelt before him. Then taking his thick dick in hand she pressed it to the side of her face, inhaling the scent of him. She kissed his thigh and then moved her head up, a sense of Deja-vu hitting her as she kissed the tip of his penis. 

This is just like my dream! She couldn’t help but thinking. The dream had caused her great shame but as Sharon looked up into her step-son’s eyes, seeing more joy and love in them than she ever remembered seeing, she knew what she was doing was right. Maybe not by society’s standards, but for Sharon nothing had ever brought her more joy than the thought of giving her baby boy all the pleasure he could dream of.

These contented thoughts flowed through Sharon’s mind as her lips parted and slid over the head of her son’s dick. Her jaws creaked as she sucked hard, pulling him as deep as she could. Brent let out a groan of ecstasy as he watched his cock disappear into his mom’s mouth. Her beautiful face flushed with pleasure and her nipples hard caps of flesh on her swaying breasts.

Though she tried Sharon couldn’t fit more than a few inches of the monster into her mouth her hand that gripped the base stroked him softly as she sucked. Pulling back with a pop of suctioning lips her tongue darted out and slid around his head and down the underside.

“Oh god mom!” Brent groaned out, “That feels amazing!”

“I can barely fit you in my mouth.” Sharon said her voice breathless before returning the rock-hard member to her warm mouth, continuing her gentle but insistent ministrations. 

She got occasional tastes of him as small beads of pre-cum slipped from his dickhead. Once more Sharon marveled at the flavor of her son’s cum. It was sweet and tangy, nothing like the salty mouth curdling flavor of her late husband and she sucked him hard and fast desperate for a real taste. Old techniques returned as she sucked and licked her sons dick, but her jaw muscles were growing sore.

Brent reached down and placed a hand at the side of his mom’s face feeling his orgasm approaching. Sharon looked up into his eyes at the touch and could see how close her son was to cumming.

“Mom,” Brent began, “I’m going to-”

“It’s ok baby,” Sharon said, pulling her lips off his dick to speak while her hand kept stroking him. “You don’t need to warn me when you cum. This is your first lesson,” She said with an almost feral grin, “You cum wherever and whenever you want. You’re the man, you’re in control.” With that her warm wet mouth took his dick as far as it could. Several thick inches disappearing before she bobbed her head, lips tight and hand stroking his dick faster and faster.

Sharon knew it would be a hard lesson for Brent to learn, him being so shy and unassuming, but one of the decisions she had made while leading him into her room, was that if she was going to teach him to be a lover; then she would teach him to be the commanding, confident man she had always dreamed of. These plans were unformed in her mind but if she was now free to revel in one hidden fantasy then why not another?

Brent could hardly register his mother’s words though because as her lips clamped down on his dick again, he felt the waves of his orgasm pass through his body and l spurt after spurt of cum shooting out of him. One hand reached out and steadied himself against the shower wall and the other reached down unconsciously, gripping a handful of his mom’s wet hair and holding her firmly in place as he shot the last of his load.

Sharon was on cloud nine as the first of Brent’s tasty cum hit her tongue. The taste was better than she had hoped for and she sucked hard trying to draw it all out, swallowing as fast as she could. How can he cum so much so soon?! She thought. 

This perfect act of selfless love filled her with warm joy but then she felt Brent’s knees weakening and she thought she should pull back even though cum still shot from his dick. Then his hand grabbed her, and he shoved himself deeper than she thought possible, her throat choking on the fat head and cum bubbling out of her lips. The jolt of orgasmic pleasure as he forced himself on her had her cumming even before her hand got to her aching pussy and started rubbing her clit furiously.

Brent leaned back against the wall, black spots before his eyes, as he watched his mother shudder and moan in orgasm, her eyes open but unseeing his white cum tracing a line from her bottom lip down her chin.

After several panting breaths they both recovered, and Brent helped Sharon to her feet on wobbly legs. He held her close and she rested her head on his chest. Her tongue sliding around her lips, drawing in the last of his creamy goodness.

“Well that was something, wasn’t it?” Sharon asked more to break the silence than anything else.

“That was... perfect.” Brent said, still trying to process the last few hours. “I’m sorry for what I did there at the end. I didn’t mean to.”

“Sorry for what?” Sharon asked in confusion.

“For grabbing your head like that.” Brent said, looking down at the top of his mom’s head. “I’ve heard it’s wrong to grab a woman’s head when she is... you know... doing that.”

“When she is sucking a massive boner like yours?” Sharon couldn’t help but laugh at the red in her son’s cheeks. She felt such love for her sweet shy son then. Even after what they had done, he still grew embarrassed at her words.

“And don’t apologize. You did nothing wrong.” Sharon patted his chest then lathered up a rag and began washing his body. “In fact,” she said a note of hesitation in her voice, “I liked it.”

“You did?” Brent asked.

“Yes, I did.” Sharon admitted. “Sometimes a woman wants to be taken, to be shown who’s boss and that she is desired.”

“What do you mean?” Brent asked with a curious look on his face and a small smile playing across his lips.

“I just mean that you didn’t do anything wrong is all.” Sharon said quickly. She may have just engaged in some kinky things, but she wasn’t comfortable admitting every one of her deepest fantasies. Not yet at least. 

Stepping back, she held out the rag to her son, “Well? It’s polite to return the favor after someone washes you, you know.”

Brent forgot about his question as he took in his mother’s fabulous body. He spent the next ten minutes exploring her every curve with his hands, as he washed her. they made out for many minutes under the hot water, their bodies slipping against one another and Brent’s dick grew hard once more with the heavy petting.

“You really are going to wear me out!” Sharon said. She placed a finger over Brent’s lips when he went to apologize. “You have to stop saying you’re sorry for things there is no reason to be sorry for.” Then she turned off the water and grabbed a couple towels. “Dry yourself off we have covers to crawl under.”

Brent couldn’t get dry fast enough and the two of them couldn’t keep their hands off each other as they fell upon her bed, drawing the covers over them and kissing passionately. Sharon’s hand snaked down to grip her son’s hard dick, marveling yet again at his size, and Brent’s hand slipped between her parted thighs, exploring her pussy with gentle fingers.

It had been so long since Sharon had laid in bed with a man and the man who was finally touching her most intimate places, who she wanted is such a primal yet maternal way, was her son. The thought resurfaced in her mind from time to time and she would shake herself, remember her mad actions in the bathroom just a few hours before. What madness that had been!

But she did not feel guilt. There was a little shame at the lack of guilt, but she was creating a special little world with her son and it felt perfectly right. The hard penis resting beneath her lightly stroking fingers held an almost awesome lure for her. She knew that in the coming months and years it would demand so much from her and give her so much more. The enormity of looking that far into the future pressed upon her mind.

“Brent honey,” Sharon began pulling back slightly and stopping her gentle strokes. “Brent, we need to set some rules.”

“It’s OK mom.” Brent said, his smile easy and confident as he leaned forward and kissed her lightly. “I already know.”

“But we need to-mmfh!” Sharon began again before being cut off as her son slipped his middle finger deep into her, his thumb pressing hard against her clit.

“I told you I already know.” Brent said. “To the rest of the world and in all other things you’re my mom and I’m your son.” He withdrew his hand from between her legs and pulling her hand off his dick he lifted himself up above her and slid his hips between her thighs.

“But behind closed doors when none can see us...” Brent dragged the tip of his dick down his mom’s stomach until the head traveled through her bush and down to slide over her wet lips.

“Sssssss yesss!” Sharon hissed at the contact her thighs lifting of their own and her legs curled in pulling Brent’s dick into herself. He had to slide his hips lower, but she was wide open and ready for him as he found her opening. “Where none can see us... slow baby, slow you’re so big uuunnnggghh!!! Where none can see us, I’m yours!” Her arms went around his neck and pulled his lips to hers.

Brent humped his hips forward inch by inch as he drove deeper into his mom’s incredibly tight pussy. His strokes grew longer and longer, the feeling surpassing anything he could have imagined. He had been too stunned to fully enjoy the experience in the bathroom earlier but now he drew it out as best he could, savoring every moment as fucked the woman of his dreams.

Then he was fully inside her, something firm and tight just pressing against the tip of his dick.

“Oh my god!” His mother got out in a small intense voice. “Wait there... hold... mmmm god!!” her arms wrapped around his back like bands of iron as wave after wave of body shaking orgasm swept through her. 

Brent meanwhile held on for dear life while his mother’s tight pussy gripped his dick like a vice. Her beautiful face twisted in ecstasy. The thought that he had just made his mother have an orgasm nearly had Brent cumming right then and there. And as she came down from cloud nine Sharon opened her eyes and saw the grin of pride on her son’s face.

Reaching up she took his face between her hands and shared his smile of pride. Brent drew his hips back and slid forward slowly fucking in and out of her. His eyes traveled down her body, watching her breasts roll with every thrust. The nipples he had glimpsed through thinner shirts or on a cold day poking out just within reach. Sharon looked down as well, watching the large shaft of her beautiful son’s dick as it slid in and out of her inch after wonderful inch.  

Brent buried his face in her neck kissing and sucking at the tender flesh. Sharon groaned and slipped a hand through his hair, the other dropping to his ass and urging him on. Brent responded instantly picking up the pace and strength of his thrusts. It only took a few powerful strokes before Sharon was cumming again.

Brent rode out his mom’s orgasm and kept fucking her hard. Her screams of pleasure muffled as she drove her mouth onto his shoulder, her teeth leaving marks upon his flesh. Her convulsing pussy walls were too much for Brent and he felt his own orgasm hit him hard, driving out all thought. Sharon felt a massive wash of pleasure and contentment as she felt her son cumming inside her. 

Brent and his mom collapsed in each other’s arms in exhaustion. She curled up with him and pulled the covers in tight. “I love you mom,” Brent mumbled, his face buried in her cleavage.

“I love you too baby,” She said kissing him on the forehead one last time before they both fell asleep.


Chapter 8


Brent’s eyes fluttered open and he woke from the most amazing dream. In it he had watched his mother jerk him off onto her t-shirt covered before popping his cherry by riding his dick right there in the bathroom. Then she drew him into a shower and wrapped her perfect lips, lips he had dreamed of before many times, tight around his dick.

“Uhhhggnnn-” Groaning in frustration at the lost dream he cut off at the warm wet feeling wrapping his dick and then lifted his head at a wet smacking sound. 

There she was. Those lips he’d just seen in his dream wrapped tight around his dick. She looked up as he lifted his head, meeting his eyes and letting her lips drag tightly up to the tip of his dick as she sat up between his legs.

“Good morning.” Sharon sat up straight letting her breasts stand out and proud, her legs tucked up beneath her and to the side, showing off her curves to the best of her ability.

“Jesus mom!” Brent said as he lifted himself up on his elbows taking in the sight of her. “What an amazing way to wake up!”

Sharon had always been a conservative woman, dressing in professional clothes and remaining reserved in manner. Even so it was impossible to hide her prodigious curves and their image had haunted his fantasies and here she sat, naked and on display for his feasting gaze. 

Sharon had woken up early and gone to the bathroom. There she sat for an hour replaying the events of the night before and noting every instance that her professional side said was wrong. While at the same time her memories, the pleasure and emotion of feeling her handsome son receive ultimate satisfaction and joy from her body was perhaps the most fulfilled and complete she had ever felt.

She wrestled with these thoughts and the guilt and came to a decision. Rising she entered the bedroom once more and crawled up the bed pulling the covers from her sleeping son. Looking down at his naked form, her eyes trailed down the flat stomach to the half-engorged object of her own lusts and whispered aloud the truth she had realized in the bathroom.

“My body exists to satisfy my sons sexual desires and my greatest joy is being used for his pleasure.” One of her hands had found her wet and ready pussy, sliding a few fingers along her lips she circled her clit and spoke on. “And it won’t stop with me.” Her voice came out fierce, surprising herself. This had been the hardest realization and the one that put everything into perspective for her. “I’ll fulfill every fantasy of his as he fulfills mine.”

Sharon leaned over her sons sleeping form whispering in his ear, “I will bring another woman into this bed with us. I will bring a dozen if it pleases you.” She kissed his cheek and slid down to gaze as his cock. 

“If I’m going to break this ultimate taboo, then I might as well indulge in every one of our most sordid fantasies. The damage is done but let’s see if we can take up the pieces and make something beautiful.”

Then her tongue reached out, trailing the length of him and along the head. His dick twitched and Sharon caught it in her lips, sucking him into her mouth. Her fingers dig deeper into her pussy, fitting three fingers in and preparing herself. As her son’s dick grew in her mouth Sharon couldn’t help but be in awe once more of how large he was. It was like a baby’s arm reaching from a small mane of hair. The thought made her giggle, scraping her teeth against Brent dick and waking him.

“I’m glad you liked it.” Sharon said before breaking her pose and crawling up her son’s body, lowering her head back to her son’s dick. He could only groan in pleasure as her mouth took him back in, her tongue swirling around his head and her mouth muscles working even better than they had the night before.

Sharon reached out with one hand and took his, moving it to the back of her head. 

“Yes...” Brent hissed in passion. Blood rushed to the surface of his skin in desire and Sharon felt his cock swell impossibly in her mouth as Brent made a fist in her hair, gripping it tightly.

Sharon expected him to shove her head down on him, she was ready for that, but she was surprised when he pulled her up until the tip hovered just beneath her lips. Her tongue snaked out and ran licked at the head as she stared with longing into his eyes.

Brent reveled in his control. He lowered and raised her head until her reaching lips just barely brushed his dick then he would withdraw it, teasing her. Sharon stared down at his dick, begging in whimpers as she pulled against his firm grasp. But she didn’t pull too hard, for Sharon had been craving this kind of domination her whole life. Her late husband had enjoyed gentle quiet lovemaking, it had been wonderful, but had also been repetitive and bland. to the world she showed her strong, confident and controlling side. But she had always wanted to be mastered in the bedroom. Now in her sweet son she had a lover that she could trust completely. 

“Here you go mom,” Brent said as he pressed her head down, shoving his dick into her mouth in one smooth motion. He watched as her eyes opened wide, her jaw far wider, as he pressed her further and further till the firm muscles of her throat gripped the head of his dick. “Oh god that feels so amazing!”

“Ugghmph!!!” She choked and coughed as he relaxed his grip, letting her recover. Sharon drove forward though, shoving him back into her gagging swallowing throat, saliva streaming out of her mouth and down his dick.

“Fuck!” Brent said, “I never dreamed... ungh! That you’d suck my dick!” Brent reached down and took ahold of her head with both hands gripping her tight as she began to fuck her mouth. 

“Oh mom!” He moaned when he took in the sight of her laid out between his legs, his dick pistoning in and out of her throat. Sharon moaned at his words. “Do you like that?” Brent asked. He pulled her head up off his dick and drew her into a kiss, pulling her body up his. “Do you like being called mom, when you’re doing that?”

Sharon was wild with lust now, as she grabbed her son’s dick and placed at the entrance of her pussy. She went to sit down on it, but Brent grabbed her hips, holding her in place with a surprisingly strong grip.

“I asked a question... mom.” He said while looking deep into her eyes.

“Yes... It’s so wrong but I love it!” And Sharon screamed out in pleasure as Brent slammed his dick up into her. His hands slid up her body as she rode his pistoning cock, grabbing her tits and pulling them down to his lips. He sucked on each nipple and his mom came within seconds on his dick. 

When Sharon could think clearly again, she pressed her son down into the mattress with two hands and leaned back on him. Then began to rock back and forth on the steel rod impaling her, her breasts swaying hypnotically before her son’s burning gaze, rubbing her clit in delicious ways.

The feeling of her tight pussy pulling on his dick and the sight of those tits, better than any porn star he could think of, soon had Brent cumming in his mom’s pussy. Sharon sat down hard on his dick, letting him shoot as deep as he could. If felt like her womb was being filled with a gallon of warm perfect fluid and then Sharon’s own orgasm rolled through her.

After they had caught their breath she climbed out of a tangle of limbs and headed to her closet pulling a robe over her shoulders. She could feel her son’s eyes taking her nakedness in and felt a thrill that he found her so attractive. Giving him a smile, she slipped out of the bedroom and into the kitchen to start a pot of coffee and pull some eggs out of the fridge.

Brent went over to his mother’s closet and pulled some dresses aside, digging in the back until he found what he was looking for. Then he walked down to the kitchen. It was late morning and he could see bright sunshine on the sidewalk outside the kitchen window. He stopped in the doorway just as his mom cracked an egg into a bowl. He held up his prize on one finger as she turned to look at him. Her lips curled into a small smile as she recognized the small garment.

“Is that for me?” She asked in a coy voice.

“Put it on.” Brent said, his breath catching at his own audacity.

Sharon walked over to her son and lifted the small apron free and pulled it over her head, smiling at him she shrugged out of the robe, hanging it on a coat hook nearby and trying the apron behind her back. 

“Well,” Sharon asked, turning to let her son get an eyeful, “how does it look?”

Brent’s mouth got dry at the sight before him. The small apron hung down just covering her pussy, her large breasts spreading out to the sides and her nipples poking small tents in its surface. Emblazoned on the front read “World’s Best Mom”. A birthday gift from Kati years ago.

“You’re never wearing that old robe again.” Brent said breathlessly.

“Then it looks like you’re going to have to dress me more often.” Sharon said before turning back to her breakfast preparations. 

Brent walked over and set the table, getting them both cups of fresh coffee. He sat and watched as his step mother finished fixing breakfast. Something he had watched a thousand times before but this time it was so different. Her naked ass jiggled as she moved, and her hips swayed as she danced from foot to foot teasing her son. Her breasts though held his gaze as their heavy weight swayed back and forth, pressed beneath the tight apron. 

When Sharon turned with a fry pan full of scrambled eggs, she saw Brent stroking his massive erection and her own mouth got dry at the sight.

“None of that now,” She managed to get out, much too breathlessly. “you need to eat up.” Then marveling at the wantonness and brazenness of herself she reached down with one hand and gave his member a firm squeeze, a promise for later, before spooning eggs on his plate.

She sat down and drank deep from her coffee before digging into her own food.

“When does Kati get home again?” Brent asked. The question springing from his lips though he hadn’t meant to ask it.

“She should be here next Friday night.” Sharon said, the thought quelling the fire in her loins as if someone had doused them in cold water.

“What will we do when she’s here?” Brent asked around a mouthful of eggs.

“We will just have to behave ourselves for a few days.” A part of her wondered if that would be possible. She knew the hunger that had awoken in her last night and this morning and she wasn’t sure she could just shut it off.

“OK.” said Brent, his voice distant. 

They finished their meal in silence each with their own thoughts. 

Sharon stood and cleared the table, while Brent refilled their coffee cups. She was standing in front of the sink when she looked out and saw Ms. Miller walking out of her house next door to get her paper.


Chapter 9


Sharon was aware of a presence at her back. The sight of his mother’s plump ass bent over the sink drew Brent forward like a lodestone. He pressed his hard dick against her as he set the cups down on the counter. His hands sliding under the apron to cup her large breasts. 

“Not here!” Sharon said, pushing back against her son. “Ms. Miller could see us!”

“Yes here.” Brent said, grabbing his dick and sliding it down between her butt cheeks.

Sharon felt horror well up in her as Ms. Miller turned with paper in hand and just noticed her through the kitchen window, though reflections hid much else. The large matronly woman raised a hand and waved with a smile on her face. 

“You should wave back mom.” Brent whispered in her ear, just as his dick slid into her, stretching her wide. “You wouldn’t want her to grow concerned and come over, would you?”

Horror and excitement warred within her breast as Sharon raised her hand and smiled a tremulous smile back. 

“Good morning Sharon!” Ms. Wilson said.

“Morning Elly!” Sharon said, her voice rising unnaturally high.

She swatted at Brent's hand as he gripped her hips, but he stayed behind her and began to move, deep slow thrusts into her sore and hungry pussy. It betrayed her, flooding with wetness. With the woman's eyes on her, being watched while secretly being fucked, sent a thrill through Sharon that she had never expected.

“We should have dinner again and catch up.” Elenore Miller said pausing just before her porch. 

Would the woman never leave?! Sharon thought. 

Then her eyes took in the woman before her. Those were an incredible pair of breasts hidden by that loose sweater. More than a decade Sharon’s senior Elenore was a widow who lived a quiet life in her small home. A nurse by trade and a gardener by hobby, she had been so helpful throughout the years looking after the kids. The ways Elenore's eyes lingered on young Brent and her constant compliments about the boy caused Sharon's dirty little mind to churn.

Her son’s dick thrust into her insistently making her breath come ragged.

“Why don’t... ummph... why don’t you come by tonight?” Sharon summoned her will to stave off the cry of pleasure threatening to escape between her words. “Around six? It will just be Brent and I.”

“Oh? Is Brent home today?” asked Elenore glancing quickly at the boys car parked in the street as she touched up her hair unconsciously.

“At a... friends.” Sharon closed her eyes as Brent pounded into her harder and harder, his breath coming ragged behind her. She could feel the tension in his fingers as he gripped her hips and the steel hardness of his cock as it slides in and out of her slick walls. The situation was turning him on just as much as it was herself.

“Good for him, getting out and enjoying himself.” Elenore said with a slight frown before smiling and continuing, “Great then I’ll see you at six. Should I bring anything?”

“NOOO!” Sharon cried out startling the other woman, “Sorry this uhm... water... was surprisingly... hot.” She closed her eyes and her face scrunched up in what she hoped looked like pain but was really uncontained pleasure.

“Are you ok?” She started to move forward, and Sharon instantly realized her mistake, Elenore was a registered nurse and would instantly come to the aid of someone with an injury.

“I’m fine!” Sharon said, her face sweaty and cheeky red. The thick cock sliding in and out of her pussy lit every nerve ending on fire, scrambling her thoughts. “Just in a hurry is all. Looking forward to tonight, see you later Elly!”

“Alright then,” Elenore said. She couldn’t make out much of Sharon’s face through the windows reflection, but she could hear the rush in the other woman's voice. Poor dear, her own practice, widowed and raising those kids. Elenore thought. “See you later Sharon.” 

Sharon couldn’t bring herself to look up, but she heard the front door close and let a low moan escape her lips, finally able to let the orgasm flow through her body. She bent low over the sink, letting the cold tiles hold her up because her legs were too weak to support her.

“Oh god that was hot!” Brent said as he kept fucking his mom’s tight pussy. “I could feel your pussy trembling every time she spoke, like you were getting off on being watched.”

“Mmmm you are so bad!” Sharon caned her head around and looked up at her son. His eyes shone with lust and confidence as he thrust into her. 

“Yes...” Sharon admitted feeling another orgasm building as she spoke more nasty truths. “I loved her watching while you fucked me.” Her orgasm built within and the words flowed out, “I want her to watch for real... unnn god! So fucking big baby! You’re going to make mommy cum again on that big dick!”

These nasty words springing from the lips of his strait-laced mother drove the thought of Ms. Miller watching them fuck out of his mind. Instead he focused on his mother’s powerful orgasm and the cum about to boil out of his balls.

“I never knew it could be like this!” Sharon said through the haze of pleasure. Then there was an emptiness inside her as Brent pulled his dick free. She lifted her head in confusion, but he was already pulling her back and down.

“Open your mouth.” Brent commanded in a powerful, desperate voice that sent a thrill through Sharon. He pressed her to her knees and then her mouth opened just in time to receive the first jet of cum arcing out of him. The next went her across the mouth and cheeks, the second splattered against her neck and then he was shoving it past her lips and she wrapped them tightly around the head of his cock sucking and swallowing the rest of his load like it was the greatest things she’d ever tasted.

Staggered back with a looking down on he was a power and sexy young man. He collapsed upon a chair watched her as she scooped up the last of his cum and licked it from her hands. Then she crawled forward on hands and knees up to his lap, her wonderful mouth cleaning his cock and balls with gentle licks and sucks. 

To Sharon’s delight her son’s dick twitched and grew to life under her ministrations. Then she pulled him to his feet and led him back down the hall to her room. But Brent had other ideas.

He stopped them halfway down the hall and opened the door to his sister’s room. It still looked like a teenage girl’s with pictures and magazine cuttings littering the walls and a bean bag chair thrown in the corner.

Sharon felt another pulse of forbidden lust course through her as her son led her by the wrist into her brat of a step daughter’s room. Without a word, he took her over to the computer desk and sat down in the chair. He grabbed took her hips and positioned her away from him then pulled her ass down into his lap and letting his stiff dick rest against her pussy.

Then he spun the chair slightly, so it faced a full-length mirror standing against the wall. The edges were decorated in pictures of his sister and her friends posing in their bathing suits at the beach or at graduation parties during that summer before college. 

Sharon took in the sight of herself reflected in the mirror. It had been a long time since she had felt beautiful but looking into the mirror, she saw a gorgeous woman. Her dark hair tousled into thick curling sexy locks; no stylist could have achieved. The aching sadness behind her eyes was gone, replaced with a beautiful and exciting young woman's face. She almost didn't recognize herself, so wanton and nude, a powerful young man beneath her. A mother naked and covered in her son’s cum, sitting with aching pussy spread before pictures of her half naked daughter. 

“You know I used to come in here and jack off while staring at that picture.” Brent said.

Which picture did he mean? Sharon thought. There was a dozen where her daughters thin willowy body and that of her cute girl friends were displayed. Looking at his reflection in the mirror she followed his gaze to a picture she hadn’t noticed at first. 

In the top left corner of the mirror was a picture of her and her daughter beside their pool waving to the camera. They lay out tanning in their bikinis. Sharon had never noticed that Kati hung it up. It brought a lump to her throat when she thought of her step daughter. The girl had always been a handful, but her life had been a difficult one and she seemed to be maturing nicely away from home. The thought disappeared as Brent rolled his hips, sliding that massive tool of his in her juices.

“I’ve cum in this chair so many times imagining what it would be like to fuck you. To see your naked body.” Brent said and Sharon smiled in pleasure as she reached down and lifted herself up onto his massive hardon, watching the show in the mirror as it disappeared into her snatch.

“Is this what you dreamed of Brent?” Sharon said as her eyes met her son’s. “While you stroked that beautiful thing in your sisters room?”

“Oh god.... oh yes!” Brent’s eyes left hers and traveled down her body and she could swear he grew larger as his eyes took in her swaying breasts and wide spread legs. Sharon leaned forward and reached between her legs rubbing her clit, knowing she wouldn’t be able to last in this position long. 

“You are so hot mom; I could stare at your body forever.”

Sharon barely heard the compliments though as an orgasm overtook her, making her rest a hand on Brent’s tight to keep her position as she shuddered in ecstasy. Brent’s hands which had been resting on her back slid down to her ass, kneading the flesh and pulling her cheeks apart.

“Are you really mine mom?” Brent asked his voice a mixture of curiosity, hope and lust.

“Wha... What honey?” Sharon asked, gathering herself together and stopping her rocking hips.

Then her mind came awake like an electric shock ran through it as she felt the ball of her son’s thumb graze across her tiny little backdoor and down to the juices around his dick. Brent felt her body jolt at the contact, and he flexed his dick where it rested deep inside her.

“Oh Brent, what are you doing?” Sharon whispered looking into the mirror and meeting her son’s eyes. Then in answer she felt his now slick thumb press firmly against her hole before pushing its way in. Their eyes stayed locked together and a whole conversation passed between them in that moment.


Chapter 10


Sharon was afraid, she had never let anything in her butt before, not even her husband though he had tried several times. But the hope and desire in Brent’s eyes, plus his sheer audacity, moved her and she nodded her head in resignation, returning his big grin with her own much more tremulous one.

Brent stood his mom up almost bouncing with excitement as he led her over to his sister’s bed. Sharon went to get on her hands and knees, but Brent lay her down on her side, spooning her from behind. She clasped her hands together beneath her face and clenched her jaw, ready for the pain. But Brent didn’t push into her immediately as she thought he would. 

He stroked her sides and kissed the back of her neck and shoulders stroking her and playing with her breasts as his other hand teased her anus, sliding the tips of his fingers in and out and around the puckered ring in small circles.

“I’ve never done this before, please be careful.” Sharon whispered into her hand.

She began to relax into her son despite herself. Even reaching a hand behind to stroke her son’s massive erection. She tensed once more at the thought of that monster in her smallest of holes, but Brent took his time with her. Easing first one, then two and three fingers slowly into her backside. He continued to touch and kiss her body as she lay on her side. The combination of his slow approach and caressing hands had her feeling far more relaxed and excited for what was to come than she imagined. 

Brent removed his fingers and then pressed the head of his cock against her small butt. She tensed at what was to come, but Brent remained still holding his greased-up cock tight against her ass. Her breath came deep and ragged and then began to slow. He waited patiently the sight of his gorgeous stepmom laid out before him and the feel of her tight butt as she pressed herself lightly against him was more than enough stimulation to keep his erection. The only thing that kept him from losing his control and just fucking her in desperate need, pushing the edges of what she would allow, was the knowledge that he might get to do this again, if he managed to keep his control. 

Eventually she felt herself relax again and Brent surprised her with his restraint, not pressing forward, letting her determine the pace. He kept the head pressing against her and letting her tight hole relax around its insistent presence. Sharon released her deep breath and tried to relax.

“Now you’re mine mom.” Sharon’s breath caught at the words. Her son’s arms coming up and pulling her close against his chest. 

“By letting me have this piece of you, I know you meant those words before and I love you so much for it.” Tears of joy sprang in Sharon’s eyes as her son continued. “There is nothing I wouldn’t do for you and I know there’s nothing you wouldn’t do for me.” Then he pulled back, his dick moving away from her ass. “But I don’t want to do anything you’re not comfortable with though you’ll never know how grateful I am that you offered it.”

“Oh, my Brent.” Sharon cried as she turned and held her son, kissing his mouth between salty tears. “I can’t tell you what last night meant to me, but I can show you.” 

Sharon turned back around and grabbed her son’s dick in a firm hand pulling him against her tight little hole. She was ready now; it would hurt, anything that big going into a hole that small would, but for this wonderful young man Sharon would endure anything and she knew how much he wanted this.

Brent lay there stunned as his mom pushed back against his dick with a low grunt as the head popped past her sphincter. Then he laid there feeling the small contractions as her tiny little hole relaxed around his girth. his coated his cock lubricating her innards as it slid forward in tiny measures.

“Oh god it’s in!” His mom screamed into the mattress.

“Want me to pull it out?” Brent asked worried.

“No baby... huh huh huh no. Just rest there for a minute. Mommy can take you but if you go too fast, you’ll hurt me.” 

Sharon took deep breaths, her step-son’s dick stretching her small butt to its painful limit. The pain was almost unbearable at first but as she lay there her son placed his arms around her, softly stroking her back and breasts, running the tips of his fingers along her skin and making it tingle. 

Soon her body relaxed, and she felt a strange fullness as more of his girth slid into her. Brent meanwhile needed most of his concentration to keep from thrusting his dick forward into the tight hole. He filled one hand with firm pale tit flesh and gave it a squeeze listening to his mother’s deep breaths. 

Sharon felt like her ass was being split in half and she bit her lip to hold back the grunt of pain as another inch of her son’s big dick slid inside her. Then suddenly the whole image seemed so ridiculous. Here she was, a doctor and respected member of the professional community, a woman who had always bound her sexuality up so tightly, laying naked, covered in her sons cum as he pushed that big dick of his into her tight hole. It was such an unbelievable and wicked image that a smile came to Sharon’s lips and she felt her body relaxing, tension melting from her shoulders.

Her relaxed muscles caused Brent’s dick to slide in her faster than expected and she grunted in surprise as its probing tip touched places in her that nothing ever had before. Brent pulled back at her grunt, backing his dick up as well, till just the tip was inside her.

“Oh...” Sharon moaned, her hand gripping her sons forearm tight. “Now back in baby, but slowly... gently.” She felt him push into her, that strange sensation of being filled and the almost but not quite pleasurable pressure on her insides was so foreign to her. 

Brent stroked into her slowly and gently, looking down as he did and couldn’t help the moan of pleasure that left his lips at the feeling and sight of her incredibly tight ass as it accepted his dick. He began pushing it in deeper and deeper with each thrust. The feeling of her was just too much and he felt himself losing control and not caring, his hips moving of their own free will faster and faster.

Sharon was in pain at first and then the pain faded to discomfort and a warm feeling of pleasure growing within her. Then Brent was pressing her down into the mattress as he rolled her onto her stomach, his thrusts growing in ferocity. For the first time in her life she felt completely at the mercy of someone else and helpless as her son’s lust took over him. Then his hands were on her. 

A hand grabbed hold of one large breast as the other snaked down her stomach, pressed close by the mattress as he sought her pussy. Sharon moaned aloud as she parted her legs slightly, her sons massive girth continuing to piston in and out of her ass, stretching and filling her. Then his fingers slid across her clit and with surprise she felt an orgasm begin to build deep in the pit of her being.

“Oh baby... Don’t stop... Mmmm FUCK!” He fucked her down into the mattress and his finger slid back and forth across her engorged clit. The orgasm rolled through her body in waves as she fought her body’s reaction to clench her muscles. 

“Mommy is cumming on that cock baby!”

“Oohhh me too!” Brent said.

“Cum for me baby, I want to feel it shoot in my ass!” Sharon couldn’t believe the nasty words coming from her lips but soon the thought disappeared as she felt her son’s smooth powerful strokes grow more erratic and wilder.

Brent clutched his mom tightly to him, one hand still holding her pussy and the other across her chest. He could smell her hair and the scents of their bodies, their skin slick with sweat and the wet smacking sounds of their sex filled his sisters room. His orgasm rolled out of him in a massive wave and he buried his dick as deep as he could before depositing the largest load of his life deep in his mom’s bowels.

They lay there for several long minutes catching their breaths as Brent’s cock slipped from Sharon’s ass. Then he collapsed beside her and pulling her close he looked into his mom’s beautiful eyes.

“Jesus mom, that was so amazing.” His words trailed off, Brent knew nothing he could say would adequately express the love and gratitude he was feeling right then. 

“I’m so glad I could do that with you my Brent.” His mom said with in a loving voice. She kissed her son’s forehead, nose and lips. “I had no idea anal sex could feel so... fulfilling. But I think it will be a few days before I can do it again.”

“Are you OK mom?” Brent asked with concern in his voice. “Did I hurt you?”

“No honey, just a bit sore is all.” Sharon extricated herself from the bed and stood, stretching languorously as she looked down at the handsome form of her son. “I am going to go take a shower. Why don’t you get started on that history homework you have, and I’ll make us some lunch when I’m done bathing.”

“OK mom,” Brent said with a big yawn. “Though I might just take a nap.”

“You do that baby. The homework can wait till tomorrow. Besides,” Sharon said with a mischievous light in her eyes, “I have an exhausting evening planned for us and you’ll need your strength.”

Watching his mom sway out of the room Brent once again thanked whatever fate had made his deepest dreams come true. Feeling more content and happier than at any other point in his life, Brent nodded off in his sister’s bed, his dreams a hazy white blur.
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