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 How I Learned To Stop
Worrying And Love My Family Series

Intro

One doesn’t just start doing this sort of
thing. Or at least I didn’t. It was just something I feel I simply
fell into. In fact, I’m almost certain there was only one way this
whole thing could have ever ended up. And it’s with that
realization that I finally learned how to stop worrying and love my
family. Hopefully this helps. Yours truly, Fisher.


 Mother’s Days
Subseries

Intro

My mom is really cool. A really great woman.
But she’s unlucky. My father passed when I was pretty young. Since
then, my mom’s been mostly single, with a few losers peppered in
here and there. Now, my mom is working nights. Third shift. She
likes it. Especially the pay raise. But she can’t sleep. She’s
always been a light sleeper, but adding the fact that she needs to
sleep during the day isn’t helping her sleep. So, after trying a
million things, pills, reading, eating, anything to sleep, she’s
now looking to me to help her sleep.

 





 Mother’s Days

Day 1

“Fisher?” I heard my mom calling me. I was
just about to leave. I was showing a house to these super
indecisive people. This was like the fourteenth house so far, I’m
not kidding. What exactly were they looking for? Anyway, so, I had
just showered and was ready to go.

“Yeah?” I said, looking in on my mother in
her room. It was pretty bright in there. And my mom was looking
really tired. She was sitting with her legs splayed apart, with one
leg reaching down to the floor and the other leg partially buried
under her covers. As a result, her crotch was exposed, or as much
as could be exposed with her lacy black, and in my opinion, overly
sexy, teddy she had on.

“Can you come lie down with me?”

“Mom, I have to go.”

“Please. I can’t sleep.”

“Well. Okay.” I came in. I undid my tie and,
for fear of wrinkling them, I took off my shirt and slacks, leaving
me in my boxers and black socks, which probably made me look like
some weird old dude.

Mom made some room for me and I scooted in
with her and she quickly covered us back up again. Mom’s perfume
was some weird mix of vanilla and flowers. I don’t know. But it
smelled nice. She was looking kind of pretty, as far as my mom
goes. Even if she was, like I said, super tired-looking, with her
big brown eyes fading, and her long blond hair a bit frazzled.
Still, in spite of everything, she was very pretty for a usually
young-looking woman in her early forties.

“So, why don’t you go to sleep, Mom?”

“I’ll try.”

Mom cuddled up to me, sliding her hand along
my belly and up my chest, and once she was very close to sleep, or
at least I hoped this was the reason, she slid her hand down inside
my boxers.

“Mom?” I said, a little worried, as I felt my
mom’s soft little fingers brush through my pubic hair and wrap
around my now semi-hard cock. “Mom?” I said, a little more
strained now, as my cock, which really wasn’t helping matters,
firmed even more.

“Fisher!” She sat up, sighing in
frustration.

“Mom, just go to sleep.”

“I need you to help me.”

“Okay. Have you tried sleeping pills?
Reading?”

“Yes. Of course.” She lied across my chest,
settling with her hand in the slit of my boxers, again, with her
soft little fingers clinging to my cock, which she managed to free
from my boxers.

“Mom. What are you doing?”

“I told you. I need you to help me.”

“I am trying to help you.”

“No, you’re not.”

“Okay, how can I help you?”

“Well,” she said, starting to squeeze and
jerk my now fully erect cock. “By doing the one thing I haven’t
tried.”

“Mom! I’m gonna come!” I nearly shouted.

My mom immediately unhanded me. “Oh! Don’t
want that.”

“What do you want? What is the one thing you
haven’t tried?”

“Sex.”

I immediately slid out of bed and turned to
face her, glaring down at her, me and my cock, both, as my long and
thick and extremely hard cock hovered there between us.

“Fisher! Please!” My mom pushed the covers
down and turned and lied back, opening her legs, and tugging on the
crotch of her teddy, to reveal her furry wet pussy lips.
“Please!”

“Mom. I have to go,” I said slowly and
sternly, which was sometimes the only way my mom would get things
through her crazy mind, especially when she fixated on
something.

However, before I even reached the doorway, I
heard my mom sniveling.

“Fisher!” she cried out, loudly and
pathetically. “Please! I’m so tired. I’m so so tired.”

“Mom…” I came to a halt and dropped my head.
I couldn’t believe it. I was actually considering it.

Why didn’t she just use something? A
vibrator. Women use that shit all the time. Some women are probably
married to their vibrators. Some women probably have family
portraits done with their vibrators. And man, at that moment, was I
wishing my mom was one of those women. Because my mom, as she
decided to tell me one day, I can’t remember how far back, that she
couldn’t understand vibrators and why anyone uses them because they
never worked for her. Don’t ask me why she told me this. My mom
just said shit like this sometimes. Perhaps, she was just planting
a seed, for years down the road, when she might need to ask me to
do this very thing, and I wouldn’t have to ask her about the whole
self-service thing because I already knew.

“Okay,” I said, turning and heading straight
for my mom’s bed.

My mom smiled ear to ear.

“But you need to stay under the covers.”

“Why?” my mom said, frowning, as she glanced
down at her pussy, giving it a nice mini-massage.

“Mom! Gees. I just don’t wanna see it.
Okay?”

“What?” She smirked. “My pussy?”

“Yes, Mom, your pussy.”

“Why? Is there something wrong with it?” My
mom said, confused, as she glanced down at her pussy again, this
time using her fingertips to manipulate and tug on her pussy lips,
unearthing her shiny clitoris and dark pussy hole.

“Mom!”

“Okay okay,” my mom said, turning and lying
up against her pillow and pulling the covers over herself. Then
lifting them for me.

I climbed in, settling between her legs.

My mom smiled again. “Thank you for doing
this. You really are a good son.”

“I don’t know about that,” I said, loosening
my semi-hard cock and reaching down to feel my mom’s mid-section
and tug on the crotch of her teddy.

“Are you still hard?”

“Um.”

“Do you want me to suck it?”

“No!”

 

“Are you sure?”

“Yes!”

“Although, I’m not even sure if I can, I’ve
never seen one so big, but I’d sure like to try.”

“No!”

“What? I’m only trying to help.”

And yet, just the mere mention of my mom
sucking my cock seemed to do the trick, as I started to firm up,
extra firm, probably harder than before. As I moved in closer to my
mom, guiding my cock to her pussy, and slowly sliding it
inside.

“Ooh, how ‘bout a little warning…” my mom
said, breathing deeply.

“Sorry. I just thought I’d get to it,” I
said, confused. Especially by how unbelievably good my mom’s pussy
felt.

“You’re not kidding,” she said, continuing to
breathe very deeply. “Oh, Fisher, it’s so big.”

“Sorry.”

“Oh no, don’t be. Fisher, honey, definitely
don’t be. I mean, don’t get me wrong, you’re super big, but
it could also be because it’s been so long for me. How long has it
been?”

“How should I know?”

“Not since Harry. You didn’t like Harry, did
you?”

“No.”

“Have you ever liked any of my
boyfriends?”

“No.”

“That’s because you wanted me all to
yourself.”

“Mom!”

My mom giggled, but then, suddenly, pursed
her lips, closing her eyes and tilting her head back, as she let
out a heavy elongated sigh, as her pussy gripped and twisted my
cock like crazy, which only made me push harder inside her to stay
in, which made my mom cry out and grab my leg, as her pussy gripped
and twisted my cock even more, and I suddenly slipped over the
edge, jutting hard, as my coming cock sprayed my mother’s insides,
giving me so much pleasure I eventually melted down into her, while
I lightly fucked the last bits of cum into her.

After, there was an incredibly strange
silence, broken when my mom said, “I guess you came inside me.”

“Yes.” I thought about it. “Why?” I said a
little more concerned.

“Oh. No reason. You don’t have to worry. I’m
on the pill. Even though I never have sex, I take it to have a
regular period.”

I sighed, not even realizing I was still
lightly fucking her.

“Are you finished?” my mom said, rubbing my
back.

“Yes. Sorry.”

“Don’t be. That felt so good. So so good. And
now I’m gonna sleep the whole day. Hopefully.”

“Good,” I said, carefully sliding myself out
of my mother and climbing out of her bed and standing up awkwardly,
a different, changed man. And probably not for the better.

“Sweetheart, do you want me suck all that cum
off you before you go?”

“Um. No.” I smirked, grabbing my clothes to
get dressed.

“Really. It’s not trouble. Believe it or not,
I like the taste of cum.”

I glared, adding that to the many things I
really didn’t want to know about my mother.

“I have to go.”

“Okay. Good luck,” she said, as she lied
back, cozying, before she produced a few cum-covered fingers and
dipped them into her mouth and sucked. “And I hope you sell that
house.”

“So, do I.,” I said, adding in my mind,
then maybe I could use the commission to get the fuck out of
here.

Admittedly, it’s not like I was some old-ass
loser still living with his mom. I was only twenty, so it wasn’t
all that alarming that I still lived at home. Regardless, after
this turn of events, and the prospect of possible reoccurrences,
which totally freaked me out just thinking about, I had a whole
newfound motivation to make my first big sale, because now, more
than ever, I really needed to get a place of my own.

To Be Continued
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 Author's Note:

All characters depicted in this work of
fiction are 18 years of age or older.
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