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A hot preview…

She nuzzled my neck, her breath tickling me. "John, I want to ask you something."

"What is it, Mom?"

"Will you fuck me? Really fuck me? Like in your fantasies?" Her voice was quiet, but I could tell that she meant it.

"Yes," I replied, pulling her close. "I'll make them all come true, baby. Any taboo thing you've ever wanted to try, let's do it together. We can be freaks or not - as long as it's with you, I don't care."

"Good," she whispered, leaning forward to kiss me. "Let's get to it then. Fuck Mommy like the horny little freak she is."

Mother’s Desires 1

My name is John. I'm a regular, average guy with a boring job, a mortgage, and a wife. But I have a secret that I can't seem to let go of. I have always been attracted to older women, and my stepmother Margaret was no exception.

The first time I saw her after many years away, when my wife and I went to her house for Thanksgiving, I was in awe of her beauty. She had aged gracefully over the years, with a regal, confident air that made her even more attractive to me. I was instantly captivated by her dark eyes and the smell of her expensive perfume, and I found myself imagining what it would be like to be with her.

I was the oldest of three children, and Margaret became my stepmom after my father remarried. She was always there, a constant presence in my life, even after my parents divorced. My siblings and I lived with her after our parents moved out, and we all grew up under her strict, conservative guidance.

However, my feelings for her were something I tried to keep hidden. My parents' divorce had been very difficult for me, and I was dealing with my own struggles.. I felt that being with Margaret was wrong, and I tried to ignore the feelings I had for her.

But when I saw her again, all of that buried emotion came rushing back. She had always been beautiful, but she had also been a kind woman, someone who had comforted us when we were hurting. Her presence made me feel safe and secure, and I realized that I had always had a crush on her.

"John," she said, smiling warmly and embracing me, her huge boobs crushing into my chest. "How have you been, sweetie? It's been ages since I've seen you."

"I've been good, thank you for asking." I couldn't believe how good it felt to be in her arms again, her soft body pressed against mine. She was always the perfect hostess, and we fell into a comfortable conversation.

She welcomed me and Bridget, my wife, into her gorgeous home. I could smell the Thanksgiving feast cooking in the kitchen, and my stomach growled loudly.

"Oh my, someone's hungry," she said, laughing and giving my arm a squeeze. "Let's get you in the kitchen and get some food in you!"

She led us into the kitchen and started making up a plate of food for me. She was so motherly, and it was like old times. She had always been like a mother to me.

As I ate, I couldn't help but notice her cleavage, and I found myself staring at her huge tits. She was wearing a low-cut blouse that showed off her amazing tits, and I tried not to gawk as she prepared the food.

I couldn't believe how sexy she was, how hot my attraction to her had become. My mind was racing, and I found myself wanting to fuck her right there on the kitchen counter.

"Would you like more food?" she asked, noticing my eyes wandering.

"Uh, no, I'm full, thank you," I stammered, blushing furiously. She smiled and nodded, and I couldn't help but wonder what she would do if I kissed her.

"You're always hungry, dear," she said teasingly. "It's a good thing I have plenty of food to feed that big appetite."

"Thank you," I replied, smiling at her and trying to keep my cool. She was always so confident and sexy, and it was difficult not to get turned on around her.

We went into the living room and sat down on the couch together, talking about family and life in the small town. She was just so open and caring, and I couldn't help but feel myself falling in love with her all over again.

Later, when we were alone, I couldn't stop thinking about her. I had always had a crush on her, and being around her only made me want her more.

"I'm sorry for staring at you like that," I said, trying to make small talk. "I just couldn't help it. You're so beautiful."

She laughed lightly, and I noticed the pinkness of her cheeks. "It's okay, John. You've always been a gentleman, and I appreciate your compliments."

She sat down next to me, and I could feel my cock starting to get hard in my pants. She was so close to me, and the smell of her perfume was making my head spin.

We sat together for a while, just talking and catching up. I felt comfortable with her, and it was easy to talk to her about anything and everything. She was so understanding and supportive, and she always had great advice.

I knew that I was flirting with her, trying to make small moves to see if she was interested in me. I wanted her so badly, and I couldn't stop thinking about her huge, voluptuous breasts.

"So," I finally said, trying to make small talk. "Do you have any hobbies, Margaret?"

"Hobbies? Oh yes, I love to garden in my greenhouse," she said, smiling at me. "It's a great way to relax and get some fresh air."

"Oh, that sounds nice," I replied. "What else do you enjoy doing?"

She thought for a moment, thinking over her answer. "I'm also a big fan of the outdoors, and I enjoy taking walks in the forest. It's beautiful, and the fresh air makes me feel alive."

"That sounds like a nice hobby," I replied. "What about reading? Do you enjoy reading?"

"Yes, I do enjoy reading," she said, nodding and looking into my eyes. "My favorite genre is romance."

"Really? That sounds interesting. What books are your favorites?"

She paused, looking at me for a moment. "I have some... unusual tastes," she said, glancing away. I saw her cheeks turn just a tiny bit redder.

"Like what?" I asked curiously.

She shook her head. "No, no, that's fine," she said, clearly not wanting to talk about it. I was intrigued, but I decided to let it go.

"Alright, well, what else?" I asked.

"Hmmm," she said, thinking for a moment. "I also enjoy knitting, I'm actually quite good at it."

"Oh, that's interesting," I replied. "I never knew you were into that."

She laughed lightly. "Yes, my grandmother taught me when I was young. She always said that it was good to have something to do with your hands."

"That's true," I replied, thinking about what her hands could do with other things besides a sewing kit.

We continued chatting for a while longer, and I couldn't believe how easy it was to be around her. She was so easy to talk to, and I loved the way she was so open and honest.

But as we talked, I couldn't help but notice the way her blouse was clinging to her body. She had large breasts, and her nipples were poking through her shirt.

I knew that I was staring, but I couldn't help it. She was so sexy, and I wanted her so badly. She was so different from my wife, so mature and confident, and I was dying to taste her lips.

As we talked, I kept getting closer and closer to her, and she didn't seem to mind. I could tell that she was enjoying the attention, and she didn't seem bothered by the fact that I was practically sitting on her lap.

"So," I finally asked, not sure how to approach the topic. "Have you ever had any hobbies outside of the usual?"

She thought for a moment. "Well, I have a few, but I'm not sure if they're appropriate to discuss with you."

"You don't have to worry about me," I replied, trying to sound cool. "I'm a grown man, and I can handle whatever you have to say."

She blushed again, and I couldn't help but smile. She was so cute when she was embarrassed.

"Well," she said, looking at me. "I have a hobby that I don't really talk about. It's... a little strange."

"What is it?" I asked, curious.

"It's, uh, well..." She looked away, and I could see her cheeks turning red.

"It's okay, Mom," I said softly. "You can tell me."

"Alright," she said, taking a deep breath. "It's... well, it's a little bit embarrassing."

"Don't worry," I replied, smiling at her. "I won't judge."

"Okay," she said, taking another deep breath. "My hobby is, well, it's sex. I'm into a lot of kinky stuff, and I like to experiment with new things."

My cock started to get hard in my pants, and I felt my cheeks burning. I couldn't believe she had just told me this, and I was excited to hear more.

"That sounds... interesting," I replied. "Are you into, uh, bimbo play? You know, where women dress up in slutty clothes and act all dumb?"

She nodded, smiling at me. "I am into bimbo play. It's something I've always enjoyed, and it's fun to dress up and look sexy."

I couldn't believe how open and honest she was being, and I felt a rush of excitement run through me. I had never met anyone like her before, and I was fascinated by her.

"I would love to see you dressed up," I said, my voice husky. "Would you mind if I came over some time and watched?"

She bit her lip, flushing deeper, then shrugged slightly. "Well, why not? I guess as long as you're just looking, there's no harm, right?" she smiled.

"Absolutely," I said, smiling back at her. "I'll make sure to be a good boy."

"Alright," she said, still smiling. "Just let me know when you want to come over, and I'll make sure to have everything ready."

"Sounds like a plan," I said, feeling my cock straining against my pants.

We finished our conversation and headed back to the kitchen, where my wife was washing dishes. I couldn't believe what had just happened, and I couldn't wait to see her again.

***

Two nights later, I went over to Margaret's to watch her do some bimbo play.

"Hi, John," she said, greeting me warmly as she opened the door. She was wearing a skimpy pink bikini and had her hair tied up in pigtails. She was a sight to behold, and I couldn't help but feel a twinge of excitement in my groin.

"Hi, Margaret," I said, smiling at her. "Wow, you look great."

She giggled, blushing slightly. "Thank you, John. Would you like something to drink?"

"No, that's okay. Thank you, though."

She led me into the living room, and I couldn't help but check out her ass as she walked. She was so curvy and sexy, and I was dying to touch her.

She turned to me, smiling. "So, do you want me to just start?"

"Yes, please," I replied, already feeling my cock getting hard in my pants.

She nodded, then turned to me. "Before we start, there's something I need to tell you. My bimbo play involves hypnotism. I know it's weird, but it helps me relax and feel more confident in my body. Is that okay?"

"That's fine," I replied, smiling. "Whatever makes you feel good, Margaret."

She nodded, then went over to her desk and pulled out a small, circular device. She pressed a button on the side, and the device started glowing red.

"What is that?" I asked, curious.

"It's a hypno-device," she explained. "It helps me get into the right mindset for my bimbo play."

"That's interesting," I replied.

"Now, watch," she said, grinning. She turned the device on, and the room was filled with a low hum.

She stood in the center of the room, her eyes glazed over and her body relaxed. She was breathing heavily, and I could see her chest rising and falling as she inhaled and exhaled.

I was captivated by her, and I couldn't take my eyes off her. She was so sexy, and I could feel myself getting hard just watching her.

She began to dance, her body moving fluidly to the rhythm of the hypno-device. She was graceful and sensual, and I could see her nipples poking through her bikini top.

I was amazed by her, and I couldn't believe how hypnotic her movements were. She was truly a master at her craft, and I couldn't help but feel drawn to her.

She danced for a few minutes, her body swaying and her hips moving to the rhythm. I was completely enthralled, and I couldn't tear my eyes away from her.

Finally, she stopped, and the room was silent. She turned off the device and looked at me, her eyes still glazed over.

"What did you think, John?" she asked, her voice soft and breathy.

"You were amazing," I replied, smiling at her. "How do you feel?"

"I feel amazing," she said, her voice low and seductive. "And you were a very good audience."

I smiled, and she leaned in, her huge breasts brushing against my chest. Her lips grazed my ear very lightly. "Since you're here, why don't you tell me about some of your fantasies, honey?" she whispered.

"My fantasies?" I asked, confused.

"Yes, sweetie. Don't be shy. I told you mine - I'm showing you one right now. It's your turn."

I nodded, swallowing hard. "Okay," I said, taking a deep breath. "Let me tell you what I think about."

"I'm all ears, baby," she said, grinning. "Tell me everything."

I took a deep breath, then started talking. "Well, first, I would like to see you do more bimbo play. I'd love to see you dressed up and acting all dumb and slutty."

"Hmm, yes, I can do that for you. Anything else?"

"Yes," I said, feeling my cock twitch. "I would love to see you naked. I've always been attracted to you, and I think you're beautiful. If you wouldn't mind showing me your body, that would be great."

She giggled, and I could see her cheeks turning pink. "Alright, baby. Anything else?"

"Yeah, I would love to fuck you," I said, my voice shaking. "I know it's wrong, but I can't help myself. You're so sexy, and I've wanted to do it for years."

She smiled, biting her lip. "Mmm, that sounds delicious. What would you do if I let you have your way with me, John?"

"I would love to taste your pussy and fuck you senseless. I would love to see you on your back, moaning and screaming my name as I made you cum over and over again. And then, when I was ready, I would fill you with my cum and watch it drip out of you."

She gasped, and I could see her nipples getting hard. "Oh my, that sounds delicious. Do you have any more fantasies, John? Tell me more."

"I also would love to get you pregnant. Your huge, round belly and full, heavy tits would be a dream come true. Your huge tits swollen with milk. It's a fantasy that I've always had, and I think you would be an amazing mother."

"Wow, that's a very erotic fantasy, John. Would you like me to help you fulfill that one?"

I looked at her, shocked. "Are you serious?"

She nodded, smiling. "I would love to have a child with you, John. And I think we would make beautiful babies together. Would you like me to have your baby, sweetheart?" Her hand was on my hard cock now, rubbing me through my pants.

I nodded, my breathing heavy. "Yes, yes. That would be amazing."

She giggled, and then leaned in and kissed me, her lips soft and warm against mine. "Good, because I would love to be the mother of your child, John. Let's make it happen."

Her lips met mine again, and I could feel her tongue darting in and out of my mouth. Her hand was still rubbing me through my pants, and I was starting to feel dizzy with pleasure. I couldn't believe what she was saying - that this was happening. My own stepmother... dressed up like a bimbo... self-hypnotized... begging to have my baby? This was beyond my wildest dreams.

"Let's go upstairs," she whispered, her voice low and husky. "I have a special room for us, just for you."

She led me upstairs and into a large, comfortable bedroom. There was a bed in the center of the room, and the walls were painted a deep red. The room was dimly lit, and there were candles everywhere.

"This is my secret room," she whispered, leaning in to kiss me again. "I have toys and tools in here that you wouldn't believe."

She sat down on the bed, her legs spread wide. She reached down and slowly began to pull off her bikini bottom, revealing her smooth, wet pussy.

"Come and taste me, John. Fill me with your tongue, and make me cum."

I moved forward, kneeling in front of her. She was already wet, and I could smell her arousal. I leaned forward and started licking her, my tongue dancing across her folds. She moaned softly, her hand running through my hair.

She was wet, and her juices tasted sweet and musky. I couldn't get enough of her, and I kept licking and sucking until she was crying out in pleasure.

"John, fuck me," she begged, her voice low and desperate. "Please, I need you."

I nodded, and then stood up. I quickly took off my clothes, and she stared at me hungrily.

"My God, you're huge," she whispered, reaching forward to stroke my hard cock. "That's what I want inside of me."

{ She began to suck my cock. Her lips wrapped around my shaft, and her tongue darted up and down. She sucked me hard, and I could feel her throat muscles contracting around me. }

"Oh, fuck, Mom," I moaned, feeling my balls tighten. "You're so good."

{ She kept sucking. }

"Oh my God," I cried out, unable to stop myself. "I'm going to cum."

She looked up at me, her eyes wide. She nodded, and then continued sucking.

I came, shooting my load down her throat. She swallowed every drop, and then leaned back, smiling.

"Now, fuck me, John. Fuck me hard and fast."

I climbed onto the bed and knelt in front of her. I grabbed her legs and pushed them back, spreading her wide.

"Are you ready, baby?" I asked, my cock throbbing.

"Yes, I'm ready. Fuck me."

I pushed forward, and my cock slid into her tight pussy. She was wet, and her pussy was hot and slippery. I started fucking her, slowly at first, then faster and faster.

"Oh, God, John," she moaned, her voice low and breathy. "You're so good."

I kept fucking her, and she started to cry out. Her tits bounced, and her whole body shook with each thrust.

"Yes, yes, yes," she moaned, her hands grabbing at my arms. "Fuck me, John. Fuck me."

I fucked her harder, my cock slamming into her wet pussy. She was so tight, and I could feel her juices dripping down my legs.

"I'm going to cum," I grunted, my balls tightening. "I'm going to fill you up."

She nodded, her eyes wide. "Do it, John. Cum in me." I pumped into her, and I felt my cock twitch. Then, with a grunt, I came, shooting my load deep inside her.

She cried out, her nails digging into my back. She shook violently, her orgasm washing over her. We lay there for a moment, both of us gasping for air. She looked up at me, her eyes glassy.

"That was incredible," she whispered. "I've never been fucked like that before."

I smiled, kissing her softly. "Neither have I, Mom. But I can't wait to do it again."

"Me neither, sweetie," she said, giggling. "I want to keep fucking you until I'm pregnant."

"Sounds like a plan," I said, still panting.

She pulled me close and kissed me again, her tongue slipping into my mouth. I couldn't believe this was happening. My own stepmother, dressed up as a bimbo, self-hypnotized... begging for sex, wanting to get pregnant. It was like a dream, and I never wanted it to end.

"So, when can we fuck again?" she asked, grinning at me.

"Anytime you want, Mom," I replied, smiling back at her. "As long as we keep this our little secret."

"Of course, sweetheart. Our little secret."

***

{ The next day, I felt amazing. I'd emptied my balls deep inside Margaret, and I couldn't wait to do it again. She had given me a phone number and told me to call her whenever I wanted. I couldn't believe my luck. }

That night, I called her.

"Hello, John," she said, her voice husky and sensual. "What can I do for you tonight?"

"I want to fuck you again," I replied, already feeling my cock getting hard. "My wife's away on a business trip. Will you come over?"

"Of course, baby. I'll be right over."

She arrived thirty minutes later, wearing a short, tight dress and sky-high heels. She looked amazing.

"Come here," I growled, grabbing her and kissing her roughly. She kissed me back, and I could feel her hard nipples pressing against my chest.

We moved into the bedroom, and I pushed her down on the bed. I pulled off her panties and slid my fingers into her pussy, which was already wet and dripping.

"Mmm, you're such a slut, Margaret," I said, grinning at her.

"Yes, John. I'm your slut. Please, fuck me."

I nodded, and then took off my pants. My cock was hard and throbbing, and I knew that she needed it.

"I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before, Mom," I said, grinning at her.

"Yes, please, baby," she moaned, her tits heaving.

I pushed into her, my cock filling her tight pussy. She cried out, and I could feel her muscles contracting around me.

"Oh, God," she moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head. "You're so big."

"Yes, Mom," I said, smiling at her. "I'm going to make you feel so good."

I started to fuck her, slowly at first, and then faster and faster. She was so tight, and I could barely handle it. She was moaning and screaming, and her nails were digging into my arms.

"Fuck me, John. Fuck me, please!" she screamed, her voice echoing off the walls.

I fucked her harder, and I could feel my balls tightening. I was going to cum.

"Yes, baby, yes," she moaned, her body shaking. "Fill me up."

I grunted and came, shooting my load deep inside her wet pussy. She shook, and I could feel her muscles contracting around me.

After a moment, I pulled out and lay down beside her, both of us panting.

"That was incredible, Mom," I said, turning to her.

"It was, honey," she replied, smiling at me. "I can't wait to do it again. We should have some fun tonight."

I grinned, nodding. "We should."

She stood up, walking towards the door. "I'll be back in a bit, sweetheart. Just going to grab a few toys from the car."

I nodded, feeling my cock getting hard again. I couldn't wait to see what she had in store for me.

After a few minutes, she returned, carrying a bag. "I brought some new toys, honey. I hope you like them."

She opened the bag, and I gasped. Inside was a huge dildo, a vibrator, and a bunch of other fun things.

"Wow, what is all this?" I said.

"Just a few things. Bondage stuff, some vibrators, dildos, you know." She giggled like a dumb horny bimbo, which she apparently now was whenever she was around me. "How would you like to fuck your mother first?" she asked.

"Well, I was thinking about fucking you while you had the huge dildo inside you. Then maybe you could suck me off and swallow my cum."

"Ooh, that sounds delicious," she said, giggling.

She bent over and started sucking on the dildo, making it nice and wet. Then, she lay down on the bed and slowly started inserting the dildo inside her wet pussy.

She gasped, and I could see her face turning red. She started to fuck herself, and I could hear the dildo moving wetly in and out of her pussy. It made lewd sloshing sounds.

I couldn't resist anymore. I knelt in front of her and started licking her clit. She moaned, and I could feel her body shaking with pleasure.

She cried out, and I could feel her whole body tense up. She was coming, and I couldn't wait to taste her juices.

I kept licking, and she kept coming. Her juices were everywhere, dripping down my chin and onto the bed.

Finally, she stopped, panting heavily. "Wow, that was incredible," she said, looking up at me. "You're really good at that, John."

I smiled, wiping her cum off my chin. "Thanks, Mom. So, what do you want to do next?"

She reached over and grabbed the vibrator. "This," she said, turning it on. "I want to ride you while you use this on me."

She straddled me, and I could feel the vibrations on my cock. It felt amazing.

She started to bounce up and down, the vibrator rubbing against her clit. She was moaning and crying out, and I could feel her body shaking.

"Oh, God," she cried, her voice ragged. "I'm coming!"

She came again, and I could feel her pussy clenching around me. She was dripping wet, and her juices were everywhere.

"Keep going, Mom," I whispered. "Fuck me."

She kept bouncing, her tits heaving and her ass jiggling. I could feel the vibrations in my balls, and I knew I was close.

I started thrusting up, and she was crying out, her nails digging into my shoulders.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," she screamed, her voice rising in pitch. "I'm coming again!"

I came, shooting my load deep inside her. She moaned, and I could feel her pussy contract around me.

We lay there for a few minutes, both of us panting.

"That was incredible," she whispered, nuzzling my neck. "You're amazing."

"Mom, you know how you asked about my fantasies?"

"Mmmmhm?"

"I was thinking you could show me how you deepthroat me."

"Oh, yes, darling. Let's play."

She knelt in front of me, her huge tits jiggling. She started to lick and suck my cock, and I could feel her throat contracting around me.

"Holy fuck," I gasped, gripping the bed sheets. "That's amazing."

She kept going, her lips sliding up and down my shaft. She was really good, and I couldn't believe that this was my stepmom.

She smiled and gently pushed on my hips, urging me to lie back. She began to bob her head up and down, sucking my cock like a pro. I groaned, gripping her hair and gently guiding her motions. I tried to hold back, but I was lost in the ecstasy. She gagged, and I saw tears streaming down her cheeks. But she didn't stop. She kept going, sucking and licking my cock like her life depended on it.

"Oh, fuck," I gasped, trying not to cum. "I'm gonna-"

She nodded, and I came, shooting my load deep down her throat. She swallowed every drop, and then leaned back, gasping for air.

"That was amazing, Mom," I said, pulling her close. "Now... let me use these huge fucking titties."

She smiled and reached around to untie her bikini top. Her pussy was glistening, and I could tell that she was excited about this. She laid back on the bed and held her tits up for me, looking up at me with pure, inviting submission. "Please, baby, fuck Mommy's titties hard. Use them for your pleasure."

I positioned myself over her and pushed forward, my cock sliding between her massive tits. They were soft and warm, and I could feel her nipples against my chest.

I started to move, fucking her breasts. She moaned, and her head rolled back. She was enjoying it.

I kept going, and she kept moaning. Her hands were squeezing her breasts, pushing them together and making my cock slide in and out.

"Oh, fuck," I grunted, thrusting harder. "I'm gonna come."

She nodded, and then started to suck the tip of my cock. I was still fucking her tits, and I could feel the combination of her hot mouth and her soft breasts.

"Oh, shit," I moaned, gripping her tits hard. "I'm gonna come, Mom. Get ready -"

She gasped as huge, hot jets of creamy semen splattered all over her huge tits, her neck, and even her face. She swallowed some, but there was too much. It was everywhere.

"Ooooh yes," she squealed happily. "Cum all over Mommy's face and tits, honey! Give me ALL that huge load!"

When I finally finished, I leaned back, panting heavily. I was covered in sweat, and my legs were trembling.

"That was intense, Mom," I whispered, reaching out to stroke her cheek.

"I love you, John," she said, leaning forward to kiss me.

"I love you, too, Mom."

As we lay there, basking in the afterglow, I couldn't believe how lucky I was. My stepmother was an absolute goddess, and I was going to enjoy fucking her every chance I got.

***

Later that night, I lay awake in bed, replaying the events of the evening in my head. I couldn't believe how much had happened. My stepmother, my gorgeous, mature, married stepmother, was a bimbo who wanted nothing more than for me to use her body any way I wanted, as much as I wanted, and to knock her up.

The thought of impregnating Margaret filled me with an almost primal lust. She was a gorgeous, fertile woman, and I couldn't wait to see her belly swollen with my child.

But before we could take that step, I knew that we had to keep our affair a secret. Margaret and my wife were friends, and if anyone found out, it would be disastrous.

So, as the days passed, Margaret and I kept up the charade of a normal, platonic relationship. In the evenings, however, we would sneak off to her house and indulge our darkest desires.

One night, we were sitting in her bedroom, sipping champagne and listening to music. Margaret was dressed in a skimpy black dress, her tits almost spilling out.

"John, I want to ask you something," she said, her voice soft.

"What is it, Mom?"

"I want to become your free use bimbo. You can use me any way you want, anytime you want, and I won't complain. I want to be yours to fuck any way you desire, any time you need. If your balls are big and heavy after work, and you just need a quick blowjob, my mouth should be yours. Or, if you feel like fucking my huge tits just because you're in the mood for it, you should be able to." She knelt down between my thighs and began to rub them, gazing up into my eyes submissively. "Am I making sense, honey?"

"Oh, fuck," I groaned, feeling my cock get hard.

"What do you say, John? Can we have an arrangement?"

I nodded, unable to speak. My mind was dizzy with lust, trying to make sense of everything she was proposing.

{ I imagined what it would be like, having her as my permanent free use bimbo. }

I could imagine walking up to her in the middle of the day, pushing her up against a wall, and fucking her right then and there. Or coming home late at night and finding her naked and waiting for me, ready to please.

I thought about how much I would enjoy using her mouth, tits, and pussy whenever I wanted. Any time of day, I didn't need a reason, other than I was horny and needed her body.

And, the idea of knocking her up was even more exciting. The thought of watching her belly grow and knowing that the baby was mine filled me with a primal, animalistic urge.

"Yes," I whispered, reaching out to stroke her cheek. "Let's have an arrangement."

She smiled, her eyes sparkling. "Perfect. We can start right now, if you'd like."

I nodded, and then stood up, pulling down my pants. My cock was already hard, and I was ready to fuck her.

She grinned, and then bent down, wrapping her lips around my cock. "Does my big boy need some relief?" she whispered, kissing my cock with slow, soft kisses as she gazed into my eyes. "These huge, heavy balls need to be drained, don't they, sweetheart?" her voice was all breathy and slutty like a whore who wanted cum for dinner.

I nodded, unable to speak.

"Don't worry, baby," she purred, smiling up at me. "Mommy's here."

She started sucking my cock, and I groaned, pushing her head down. She was so good, and I could feel her tongue swirling around my shaft. She was such a slut, and I was starting to wonder if that was why she had a huge bimbo fetish.

As she sucked, I felt my orgasm building in my balls. She knew what I wanted, and she kept her pace steady, keeping her tongue moving and her head bobbing.

She was such a slut, and I couldn't believe how good she was. She was sucking and licking me like a pro, her lips sliding up and down my shaft. She was using her hands, too, stroking my base and squeezing my balls. Her fingers were slick with her own spit, and I could feel them rubbing and pressing against my skin.

She was so good, and I was about to explode. "I'm gonna come, Mom," I gasped, gripping her hair hard.

"Come in my mouth, baby," she whispered, her voice muffled by my cock. "Give me all of it."

I came, shooting my load deep down her throat. She swallowed every drop, and then pulled back, gasping for air.

"Oh, fuck," I moaned, leaning against the wall. "That was amazing."

She grinned, wiping her mouth. "It was, honey. I love sucking your cock. It's so big and hard, and I can't get enough of it."

"I love fucking you, Mom," I replied, reaching out to stroke her cheek. "You're so sexy, and you know exactly what I like."

She leaned forward, kissing me softly. "I'm yours, John. You can use me any way you want, and I won't complain. I'll be your free use bimbo, and you can fuck me any time you want."

I smiled, nodding. "Let's make it official with a nice hot creampie."

She giggled, getting up on the bed and spreading her legs for me. "Does that mean you want to put that big, hard cock deep inside Mommy's slutty pussy?" she asked.

I nodded, my cock throbbing in anticipation of being buried inside her horny little snatch.

She lay back, her huge tits jiggling. "Fuck me, John. Fuck me hard and deep, and then fill me up with your huge load. I want to be yours."

I knelt between her legs, pushing my cock deep inside her. She moaned, and I could feel her body shaking. She was wet and ready, and I could feel her juices dripping down my thighs.

I started to move, fucking her hard and fast. She was so tight, and I could feel my cock hitting her G-spot with each thrust. She was moaning, and I could see her eyes rolling back in her head. She was loving it.

"Yes," she gasped, gripping the sheets. "Fuck me harder, baby. Fuck me like you own me. Use me, fuck me, fill me with your cum."

I kept going, fucking her as hard as I could. She was crying out, and I could feel her pussy contracting around me. She was coming, and it was the hottest thing I had ever seen.

"Fuck," I groaned, feeling my own orgasm building. "I'm gonna come, Mom."

"Yes," she whispered, reaching up to stroke my cheek. "Fill me up, baby. Knock me up."

My balls tightened, and I felt a surge of hot cum rushing up my shaft. It shot out, spurting deep inside her.

Margaret cried out, and I could feel her whole body shaking. She was having an orgasm at the same time, screaming my name, her nails clawing down my back.

I kept going, my cock pumping load after load deep inside her. My cum was everywhere, dripping down her thighs and onto the bed. She was soaked, and I could feel my cock throbbing inside her.

After a few minutes, I finally finished. I pulled out, my cock slick with her juices and my cum. She was panting, and I could see her pussy quivering. She was satisfied.

"That was incredible, John," she whispered, reaching up to stroke my cheek. "You're amazing."

"I love you, Mom," I replied, kissing her softly.

We lay there for a while, both of us basking in the afterglow. We were sweaty, and I could feel her breasts against my chest. Her skin was soft, and I loved the feeling of being close to her.

She nuzzled my neck, her breath tickling me. "John, I want to ask you something."

"What is it, Mom?"

"Will you fuck me? Really fuck me? Like in your fantasies?" Her voice was quiet, but I could tell that she meant it.

"Yes," I replied, pulling her close. "I'll make them all come true, baby. Any taboo thing you've ever wanted to try, let's do it together. We can be freaks or not - as long as it's with you, I don't care."

"Good," she whispered, leaning forward to kiss me. "Let's get to it then. Fuck Mommy like the horny little freak she is."

And with that, she got up on top of me, slowly lowering herself onto my cock until I was balls-deep inside her. She moaned, and I could feel her pussy contracting around me as she bounced up and down my thick, hard shaft.

It was intense, and I felt like I was in heaven. With every thrust, she took me deeper and faster. Soon, our hips were slamming against each other, and we were moaning and grunting louder than we had ever dared before.

As we fucked, I grabbed her huge, bouncing tits and squeezed hard, sucking on them. She moaned loudly in response. A mixture of lust and love filled me, and I started fucking her harder and faster, desperate for release.

"Ooh yes!" she cried, gripping the headboard tight. "Cum in me, baby! Fill my pussy up with your huge load, pump your sperm into my womb with your dick buried in my sweet tight cunt!!!!! CUM!!!!!"

That did it for me. I came so hard, it was like a fire hose. My cock pulsed and throbbed, shooting jet after hot jet of my sticky seed deep inside her.

She screamed, and I could feel her body shaking. She was having an orgasm at the same time, and it was the most erotic moment of my life.

After a few minutes, I finally finished. I pulled out, gasping for air. She was still trembling, and I could see her pussy quivering. She was satisfied.

She leaned over, kissing me softly. "I love you, John," she whispered, stroking my cheek. "Thank you for giving me what I needed."

I smiled, holding her close. "You're welcome, Margaret. You're amazing, and I'm lucky to have you in my life."

We lay there in silence, both of us basking in the afterglow. She was naked, and I could feel her breasts pressed against my chest. Her skin was soft, and I loved the feeling of being close to her.

As I lay there, I thought about all that had happened. My affair with Margaret had been passionate and intense, but now that she had become my free use bimbo, we had reached a new level. I could fuck her any time I wanted, and she wouldn't complain.

The thought of impregnating her filled me with a primal lust. I wanted to watch her belly grow with my child, and I knew that once she was pregnant, we would be even closer.

As I lay there, I realized that this arrangement wasn't just about sex. It was also about love. Margaret and I loved each other, and we wanted to share our lives together.

This was only the beginning, though. Things were about to get crazier, and hotter.

***

The next day, I woke up to find Margaret lying beside me, naked and grinning.

"Morning, honey," she whispered, leaning forward to kiss me.

"Morning, Mom."

She reached out, running her fingers across my bare chest. "How are you?"

"Better now," I replied, smiling at her.

"Good. Do you want to try something else today? Something a bit different?"

"What do you have in mind, Mom?"

She grinned, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "How about I go down on you while you play with my ass? Would you like that, baby?"

I nodded, reaching out to stroke her cheek. "I'd love that."

She slid down under the sheets, disappearing between my legs. She started licking my cock, and I groaned, pushing her head down. She was so good, and I could feel her tongue swirling around my shaft.

She kept going, working me harder and faster. I gripped her hair, forcing her down until my cock was hitting the back of her throat. She didn't complain, though, and she kept going, swallowing me whole.

As she sucked, she reached back, spreading her cheeks wide. She was giving me access to her asshole, and I grinned, rubbing it gently with my fingers. She was wet, and I could feel her juices dripping down my thighs. She was getting off on sucking me off, and that turned me on even more.

I kept rubbing her hole, slowly slipping a finger inside. She moaned, and I could feel her body trembling. She was loving it, and I wanted to take her deeper.

"Oh, fuck," she gasped, pulling back from my cock. "Do it, baby. Put your thick, hard dick inside my tight little ass."

I nodded, and then got on top of her, positioning myself between her cheeks. She spread them wide for me, and I pushed my cock deep inside her hole. She cried out, and I could feel her quivering beneath me.

She was so tight, and I started thrusting, fucking her hard and fast. She was moaning, and I could feel her pussy contracting around my fingers as I fucked her ass. She was so sexy, and I loved how much she was enjoying it.

I kept going, pounding her ass with my cock. She was screaming, and I could feel her juices dripping down my thighs. She was cumming!

I kept going, fucking her ass with everything I had. She was still coming, and I could feel my balls tightening. I was close, and I knew that I needed to come too.

I started moving faster, slamming into her ass. She was crying out, and I could feel her hole contracting around me. I was about to explode, and I knew that I couldn't hold back any longer.

With one last thrust, I came, shooting my load deep inside her. She screamed, and I could feel her body shaking. We were both cumming, and it was the most intense orgasm of my life.

After a few minutes, I finally finished. I pulled out, gasping for air. She was still trembling, and I could see her asshole gaping open. She was satisfied.

"That was incredible, honey," she whispered, leaning forward to kiss me. "You're so good in bed."

"Same goes for you."

"So, what should we do next? Any ideas?"

"Hmm..."

"How about we try using some toys? Would you like to watch me use a dildo while you fuck my ass?"

"That sounds hot."

"Good. Let's go shopping later today and get something nice."

And with that, we got dressed and headed out to the store, eager for our next adventure.

As I walked through the store, I spotted a huge double-ended dildo that I knew would be perfect. Margaret grinned, and we picked it up, along with a big butt plug and a bottle of lube.

We hurried home, and I wasted no time bending her over and pushing my cock into her ass. She was already wet, and I knew it wouldn't take long.

She started fucking herself with the dildo, and I could hear her moaning as she worked it in and out of her pussy. She was so hot, and I was getting harder by the second.

I started fucking her ass, matching her rhythm. It felt good, and I could tell that she was enjoying it too.

After a few minutes, I started fucking her ass harder, pushing deeper and faster. She was screaming, and I knew that I wasn't going to last much longer.

She came first, screaming and shaking. Her juices dripped down my thighs, and I could feel her hole clenching around my cock.

That did it for me. I exploded, shooting my load deep inside her ass. She cried out, and I could feel her whole body shaking. It was incredible.

After a few minutes, I pulled out, gasping for air. She was panting, and I could see her hole gaping open. She was satisfied.

"Oh wow, baby," she gasped. "You came so much in Mommy's ass."

"I know. That was hot."

That was only the beginning of our anal adventures. Soon, things were about to heat up a lot more. 
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