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Mom Strikes Back!

 


How do I get myself into these situations? It
wasn’t the first time I was hiding under my bed with a naked woman
lying next to me. That in itself was disconcerting, since Dad was
explicit that he did not want me having sex under his roof and
threatened to cut me out of his will if he caught me.

But what was even more disconcerting was the
fact that the naked woman lying next to me was my mother!

I had reached new heights of depravity. On
some level it really didn’t make sense for me to do such things.
There has never been a shortage of girls who were willing to go out
with me, either in high school or now at college. My looks alone
have always been sufficient, but having a wealthy and well-known
father makes it that much easier.

However, as any nineteen year old male will
attest, it doesn’t matter if you are black or white, wealthy or
poor, gay or straight, American or Chinese—a nineteen year old male
can never have enough sex.

There was also the “mother” factor. She is in
her late forties but takes very good care of herself. Her bleached
blonde hair is managed by a chic salon in Beverly Hills, as are her
fingernails and toenails. Her skin is silky white and blemish-free,
while her face is always tastefully made up with just the right
amount of eye shadow, blush, and lipstick on her full set of
lips.

Her body is even more impressive. I’m sure
her shapely legs, full bosom, and round rear end played a key role
in attracting Dad’s attention, since he never seemed to warm up to
her abrasive personality.

I guess some guys will never learn. He should
take a lesson from me once in a while and just take some of these
women out on an expensive date rather than marrying them all the
time. He’d be a whole lot happier and a whole lot wealthier.

I’m the product of his second marriage.
During his first marriage back in the seventies, he had two
daughters and one son. He met Diane in high school, dated her for
three years, and remained married to her for ten years.

Then he established his own high-priced law
firm and began making a lot of money. When Diane found out he was
having an affair with his secretary, she filed for divorce and was
awarded a lump sum three million dollar payment. He then married
his secretary, cheated on her, and got divorced a year later.

Dad began dating Angela (my mother) when he
was running for a seat in the State Senate, having already served
two terms in the Assembly. Perhaps he needed some eye candy for the
campaign trail, or maybe he just wanted access to a booty call
without having to resort to clandestine operations to bring in
prostitutes. Whatever the reason, they got engaged just three weeks
after their first date. Afraid of having yet another set of
children by a third woman, after they had me he got a vasectomy to
prevent any further pregnancies.

Very likely if he wasn’t a judge on the State
Supreme Court, he would have dumped Mom as well, but she was well
liked by the other judge’s wives. He already took a lot of flack
from his opponents during the Assembly and Senate races and during
his nomination as a judge, having to explain his two failed
marriages and how they relate to his platform of “high morals and
family values.” To add another public breakup to his record would
be a major black eye to him and great fodder for his political
enemies, of which he has many.

Maybe it’s just my own personal experience,
but it seems like the people who brag about being moral and
criticize others for the sin of immorality are themselves the ones
with the most secrets. Priests, televangelists, preachers,
ministers, and yes, judges all have skeletons in their closets.

It’s especially irksome to me because I’m
forced to live under Dad’s strict rules despite the fact that he’s
broken every last one. He’s cheated on two wives, lied about his
past, rarely keeps his promises, doesn’t come home when he says,
and disappears for days at a time without letting anyone know where
he’s going.

Dad’s rule about having girls over has always
been the most frustrating one. While it’s possible to satisfy most
of my sexual urges at other girls’ houses, the fact that I can’t
invite any girls over is beyond hypocritical. Why does he care if I
have a girl in my own room? Does he really think that if the press
sees a girl come by the house, it will erupt into a scandal?

With such a silly rule in place, I’ve had to
bring girls into the house in every way imaginable, from sneaking
them in the front door after midnight, to using an outside ladder
that reaches my bedroom window, to taking advantage of his many
trips abroad and holding large get-togethers and parties while he’s
gone. I’ve only been caught a couple of times, although there have
been many close calls.

There have been rumors in the local papers
and online of his supposed infidelities in the last few years.
These rumors come and go, but during this past spring they became
more persistent and definite. One in particular alleged that he was
secretly dating a British newspaper reporter who is stationed in
San Francisco. Another claimed that he was seen at an upscale hotel
with an unidentified tall, thin brunette, a description that
doesn’t come close to Mom.

I’m usually around when she questions him
about these rumors, and it’s always the same conversation.

“Who is this girl they’re talking about?” Mom
would ask.

“Damned if I know. My enemies are always
stirring up trouble. Those liberal hippies will stop at nothing to
destroy me, you know that.”

Things came to a head on Easter Sunday when
one of the tabloids published a picture of Dad and a glamorous
blonde sitting in a restaurant. They were photographed in mid-laugh
and leaning towards each other rather intimately.

Mom slapped the paper down in front of him
that morning and gave him a dirty look.

“Who the hell is this?” she asked,
pointing.

“Oh, calm down,” Dad said, moving the paper
away. “That’s Eileen Hench. She was interviewing me about the
Anderson murder case.”

“Okay, so where was the interview
published?”

Dad raised his eyebrows as if it was an
unexpected question. “I don’t think she’s published it yet.”

“Is that right? Well can I see a copy when it
comes out?”

“I don’t like your tone,” he said, sipping
his coffee and giving her a warning look. “There’s nothing going
on, so just drop it.”

“It’s funny how there are six other judges on
the Supreme Court, and yet none of them are ever accused of having
affairs. Only you.”

“Like I said, I’ve made a lot of enemies to
get where I am. I’m the most conservative judge, so they always go
after me.”

“Uh, huh,” Mom said dubiously, nodding her
head. Knowing she wasn’t going to get anything more out of him, she
turned on her heel and left the room.

“What are you looking at?” he asked me
sharply.

“What? Nothing.” He was in a bad mood, so I
decided to take my bowl of cereal to the living room. “I don’t give
a crap what you do, so there’s no need to get pissy,” I said over
my shoulder.

“Hey, watch your mouth. You were staring at
me with a disapproving look on your face.”

“Huh, I didn’t realize.”

Mom was sitting on the couch watching
television and absentmindedly flipping through the channels.

“He’s cheating on me, Sean, I can feel it,”
she said quietly.

“Maybe he really was getting interviewed,” I
said, trying to be diplomatic.

She glanced at me. “You saw that photo. Did
that look like a professional kind of interview? Or did it look
like a man having dinner with his girlfriend?”

It was a rhetorical question, so I just
shrugged my shoulders and put my bowl on the coffee table.

“If I find out he’s really cheating, there’ll
be hell to pay,” she vowed.

Unfortunately, Mom soon realized just how
powerless she was to take any action against my powerful father.
Later that day she received an email from an anonymous person that
had a photograph attached which showed Dad and the same blonde
woman getting in a car together. Her hand was on his shoulder as he
held the car door open.

“Come on over here and see this,” she said
from the computer desk. “Is this part of the interview, do you
think?”

I went over and studied the photo. “Yeah, I
see what you mean. They’re wearing different clothes than the one
in the tabloid, so it must be a different day.”

“You know, I didn’t even think of that, but
you’re right. Son of a bitch.” She reached out and grabbed the desk
phone. “I’m calling my lawyer.”

I didn’t stick around to hear what was said,
but there was no need to. An hour later she wandered into my room
and sat on the bed glumly.

“You don’t look happy,” I observed.

“That’s an understatement.” She sighed and
leaned back on her arms. “The lawyer said I’m basically screwed. I
haven’t read the prenuptial agreement in years and forgot about the
clause that states if we separate for any reason whatsoever, I get
nothing.”

“California is a pretty liberal state when it
comes to that. You must be eligible to get something for all these
years of being together.”

“I don’t know much about law, but I’m sure
your father does. He’s a Supreme Court judge, for God’s sakes. No,
I won’t get much of anything. And since I’ve been with him, there
was no need to work. So now I have absolutely nothing in my own
name. I’d be homeless inside a month.”

“I doubt he’d let that happen. Can you
imagine the headlines?”

“He’s a judge now, so what does he care?
There’s nine more years left on his term and then he’s retiring.
Yes, he sometimes worries about public opinion, but he isn’t
beholden to anyone.”

“Yeah, I guess that’s true. That really
sucks.”

“I can’t even have my own affair to make me
feel better. If he finds out, it will be the same scenario. Out on
the street for me.” She shook her head at the hopelessness of her
situation. “Well, if you can think of anything I can do, let me
know,” she said, sliding off the bed to leave. “He must have a
weakness somewhere.”

“Maybe,” I said, not too convinced.

The following week Dad announced that he was
going on a fact-finding mission to Nevada for a week. Apparently
there was information there that had some bearing on a case the
court was hearing. He was vague as to why he had to go in person,
but no one pressed him on the details.

Sure enough, a few days after he returned
home, Mom got another email from the same address with two pictures
attached. One showed Dad and the blonde woman walking through an
unidentified hotel lobby, and the other showed them getting on an
elevator together. Both shots were fuzzy, as if taken with a
telephoto lens.

“He’s not even careful about it,” Mom fumed
as she stared at the pictures on the screen. “Your damn father
thinks he’s untouchable!”

She became increasingly depressed and angry
in the days that followed. It was tough to see a normally proud,
almost conceited, woman appear so utterly defeated, as if she had
lost control and had no way of getting it back.

Anyone would’ve felt the same way, I’m sure.
Dad has us all on a short leash. Mom gets an allowance just like me
and has no access to the checkbook or her own credit card. He
forbids her from joining a gym or any type of club for fear that
someone will attempt to embroil her in scandal that would affect
his career. So she is basically forced to stay at home and pass the
time watching television or reading glamour magazines.

One thing Dad is good about is having a
well-stocked liquor cabinet, which led directly to the mess we’re
in right now. Just after coming back from his “fact finding”
mission to Nevada, he headed off to a week of golfing in Northern
California with three of his old friends.

The very first night after he left, Mom
raided the liquor cabinet and began drinking a bottle of flavored
brandy by the glass. It wasn’t long before she was intoxicated to
the point of slurring her speech.

“Come have some brandy with me, Sean,” she
said when I came downstairs to get a soda.

“Uh, I’m not really a brandy person. I
wouldn’t mind a snort of bourbon, though.”

“Help yourself! Open up that Johnnie Walker
red label, there. That’ll show him.”

At fifty dollars a bottle, Dad was going to
have a fit when he saw that it was opened, but far be it from me to
turn down an offer to sip a few glasses.

I poured myself a double and sat down on the
couch, hoping that Mom would open up and tell me stories about Dad
like she normally does after getting a buzz. As I suspected, she
needed no prompting.

“I don’t know who is sending me those
pictures,” she said as if I asked about them.

“You mean the ones of Dad and that
reporter?”

“Yup. Who would send them to me? Why not send
them to the tabloids and make some money? It’s very strange.”

“It is, now that you mention it.”

Mom drained her glass, winced at the strong
taste, and reached out for the bottle. As she bent backwards and
forwards to reach for the glass, her short, black cocktail dress
rode up her thighs to expose her shapely legs, which were sheathed
in sheer pantyhose.

“Regardless of who’s sending them, I’m going
to find a way to get even with that smug son of a bitch,” she went
on, filling her glass to the brim. “He thinks he has me under his
thumb, but I’m not completely powerless.”

“What are you going to do?”

“I don’t know yet, but I’ll think of
something, believe me. Probably have an affair to start with, even
if he doesn’t know about it. Just to make me feel like I have some
control over my own life.”

“It’s none of my business, but that’s risky,”
I said. “What if the guy recognizes your face and tries to
blackmail you or something? Then you’d really be in trouble.”

“That’s true. Plus the men out there have all
kinds of diseases that they don’t tell anyone about. Imagine if I
had to explain to your father why I all of a sudden have syphilis
or some Godforsaken thing.”

“Exactly.”

We sat in silence for a few moments, sipping
from our glasses and getting increasingly inebriated. Then she
looked over towards me and crossed her legs seductively.

“Of course, you would never tell on me, would
you?” she said with a slight smile. “By the way, do you have any
STD’s?”

The sudden change in tone and provocative
question caught me completely off guard. Was she just talking dirty
because of the alcohol, or was she actually coming on to me? Her
words were clear, but after all these years of being strictly a
mother figure, it was a difficult transition.

“Um, uh, no. I’ve never had any STD’s,” I
stuttered. “Why do you ask?”

“Well, if we had sex, that’s something I
would need to know,” Mom said, taking another long drink.

I sat there stunned, unable to move or utter
a response. It was so unlike her to act in a sexual manner that it
seemed like a dream. I literally pinched myself on the leg to make
sure.

She glanced at me and smiled. “You have a
stunned look on your face. I’m sorry if I offended you just now.
Let’s say it was the alcohol talking.”

After taking a long swig of Johnnie Walker, I
was able to get my voice back.

“No, you didn’t offend me. It was just a
surprise, that’s all. I was definitely not expecting you to say
that.”

“I wouldn’t think so,” she said. “I’m just so
frustrated with your father right now that I almost need to do
something wildly out of character and inappropriate to get my sense
of self worth back. Then I can begin to figure out what else to do
with my life.”

There were many times when I fantasized about
Mom in the past, as most guys do at some point in their lives. She
has an attractive body that is easy to fantasize over. However,
those thoughts were always abstract and fuzzy. It never seemed
remotely possible that they would ever come true.

Suddenly the prospect of having sex with her
was real. My cock responded almost immediately to the images
popping up in my mind of Mom sprawled out naked in front of me.
Certainly the alcohol had lowered both of our inhibitions, but the
underlying attraction that I always had exploded inside me and
instigated a craving that I never knew existed.

“If you think it’ll help, I’m willing to go
along with what you have in mind,” I said, setting my glass on the
coffee table.

“Really?” she said with a surprised look. “I
thought it would take me a lot longer to convince you.”

“What can I say? You’re hot and I’m
horny.”

Mom laughed out loud. “Oh, that was a good
one. I’ll have to remember it.” She drained her glass and set it
down. “So, you want to go upstairs and see what happens?”

“Okay. It can’t hurt to try.”

“I don’t know about that, but in my state of
mind, I’m not even thinking about the consequences. I’m literally
not thinking about the fact that I just came on to my own son.” She
shivered slightly, as if just realizing how crazy the whole
situation was becoming, but then shrugged her shoulders.

We stumbled up the stairs, her from being so
drunk and me from staring up her skirt as I followed behind. When
we got to her bedroom, she immediately went to the bed and sat
down, patting the comforter.

“Have a seat,” she said.

Had I been completely sober, it would have
been the most awkward thing in the world to sit down next to Mom on
her own bed with the intention of having sex, but because I was
sufficiently buzzed and she was almost completely out of her
senses, there were few inhibitions. As soon as I took a seat, she
turned and cupped my face in her hands. Without another word, she
drew me towards her, meeting my lips with mouth open and tongue
extended.

To say that making out with my mother was an
unusual feeling is an understatement. Normally I keep my eyes
closed out of respect for the person I’m kissing, but I couldn’t
help but open my eyes every few seconds to verify that it was
actually Mom who was aggressively licking the inside of my
mouth.

She was clearly not holding back or beating
around the bush. As we kissed deeply and passionately, her hand
went to my groin and grabbed onto my erect cock through my pants,
squeezing it and slowly rubbing it with her fingers.

Instead of thinking about how strange it was
to have Mom rubbing my penis, my only thought was to free it from
its denim prison as quickly as possible. Without pulling my head
back, I reached down, unzipped my pants, and pushed them down. She
immediately inserted her hand into my jockeys and fondled my cock
directly, rubbing it up and down and cupping my balls.

Meanwhile, my hand went to her chest and
squeezed one of her breasts. She had no bra on, so after a few
minutes I slipped my hand in through the top of her dress and
cupped her bare skin, flicking the erect nipple.

Mom moaned and kissed me even harder, which
gave me the confidence to reach around back and unzip her dress.
Once the zipper was down, she pulled back from me and slipped off
the spaghetti straps, letting the top of the dress fall to her
waist.

I stared at her naked breasts in awe, amazed
at how large, smooth, and perfectly formed they were. How could Dad
leave these behind for some flat-chested blonde reporter? It made
no sense.

She didn’t let me stare for long, putting her
lips to mine once more and kissing me while emitting a series of
soft moans through her nose. Her hand had a firm grasp on my penis
and rubbed it continuously while my left hand massaged her breasts
and stomach.

Suddenly she drew back from me and looked at
my cock for a moment as she stroked it up and down.

“Are you sure you want to go through with
this?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said, unable to expand on my
thoughts. What I wanted to say was, “Hell, yes, I want to fuck your
brains out!” but that would have been a little too forward.

Mom nodded and smiled before bending down to
take my manhood in her mouth. It felt warm and wet, and when her
tongue began to move over the tip and around the shaft, it sent
severe shivers up my spine.

It turned out that she was an expert at
giving blowjobs. Her head bobbed up and down while efficiently
sucking the tip at just the right pressure. The incredible
sensations of her mouth coupled with the sight of the back of her
head moving up and down on my groin made me ejaculate within
moments, much to my chagrin.

I give her credit for not lifting her head,
as most other girls do. Instead, she met the sudden explosion of
semen in her mouth with a calmness that ranks her as one of the
best “cock suckers” I’ve ever met. Stream after stream shot out,
but she swallowed them all with great self-control. Not a drop of
cum escaped her mouth when she finally rose up and looked at me
with a smile.

“You really were horny, weren’t you?” she
said.

“Yeah, sorry about that.”

“Not to worry. We can do more tomorrow.”

“Actually, I can give you an encore tonight
if you want.”

“Are you sure?”

“Oh, yeah. I can feel my dick tingling
already.”

“Oh, my!” she said in mock surprise.

After kissing my cheek, she stood up and
arched her back in a sexy stretch, pointing her ponderous breasts
right at my face. Then she bent over and slipped off her dress. To
my surprise she wasn’t wearing any underwear, while her stockings
came up to the tops of her legs and ended at her thighs.

I gazed at her snatch and felt my arousal
triple in a matter of moments. It was hairy but neatly trimmed, and
because it was framed between such a lovely pair of stockinged
legs, it was about the nicest pussy I ever laid eyes on. My mouth
watered to get a taste of it.

“Well?” Mom asked with her hands on her hips.
“What about you?”

“Oh, sure.”

I stood and pulled my pants down. For some
reason I left my shirt and socks on because it somehow didn’t seem
right to be completely naked in front of her, even though all she
had on was a pair of nylons.

Mom swayed a little before lying down on the
bed with her groin near the edge. She lifted her legs high in the
air and spread them wide, holding one thigh in each hand to steady
them.

I never beheld a sexier sight than that one,
but there was no time to take it all in. Afraid she was going to
pass out at any moment, I knelt down and bent my head to suck at
her open snatch. Her legs were spread so far apart that I could
already see the pink flesh within, so I merely stuck out my tongue
and inserted it inside while caressing the backs of her legs.

Mom’s smooth skin and sweet aroma were
intoxicating. She always smelled good, from her perfume to her
breath to her hair, but to make her genitals smell good was some
kind of talent, since almost all other girls have a fishy odor that
often made me nauseous. She smelled so good that I attacked her
pussy with enthusiasm, quickly finding her erect clit and licking
it furiously. Since her legs were bent so far back, I could see her
toes curl and her feet arch above my head while her face contorted
in a look of pure pleasure.

“Oh, Sean, that feels so good,” she breathed
quietly. “Your father never goes down on me. I can’t believe what
I’ve been missing.”

It would have been great to eat her out for
hours, but seeing her beautiful naked body spread-eagled in front
of me brought my erection back in record time, at least for me.
Rarely am I able to get two erections in one sexual encounter, but
the taboo nature of what we were doing was more arousing than I
ever thought possible.

Mom’s eyes remained closed and her legs
positioned in a sexy “V” as I stood and moved my penis towards her
open pussy. Wiping vaginal fluids off my chin with one hand and
grabbing my throbbing cock with the other, I pushed into her with a
satisfied grunt.

She squealed and opened her eyes in surprise,
as if my penetration was unexpected. However, once I began
thrusting my hips, she smiled and closed her eyes again.

After a few moments her legs came together
and rested on my chest. I grabbed hold of her ankles and used them
as leverage to pump her even faster. Chills again went up and down
my spine as she began to moan quietly and shake her head back and
forth.

Soon all of my attention was focused on her
chest. As my body slammed against her sexy, exposed buttocks, her
breasts heaved and shook in a sexy dance that took my breath
away.

It didn’t take long for me to begin panting
like a dog from my exertions. After having ejaculated once, I was
able to thrust into her for ten or fifteen straight minutes without
pause, giving me a workout that I only rarely got with other girls.
Even Mom was panting by the time my cock started tingling
again.

Since Dad had a vasectomy years ago, I had no
idea if she was on any type of birth control. It seemed like an
awkward question to ask as our bodies shook from my furious
onslaught. Rather than take a chance, I withdrew and let her legs
fall to the side of the bed. Taking careful aim, I unleashed by cum
load on her stomach and the undersides of her breasts. After
watching a half dozen streams squirt out of me, I wiped the excess
on her pubic mound and sat on the bed with a deep sigh.

“Whew, that was intense,” I said.

“Goodness, that’s an understatement,” Mom
said, opening her eyes. “I’m in kind of a state of shock over
committing incest with my son, but it felt good.”

“Yeah, it does seem like a dream.”

“I don’t think I’ve ever been reamed out like
that before.”

“It’s all because of your body. I’ve been
with a lot of girls, but for some reason your body is more
attractive to me than any I’ve seen. You’ve got the whole package,
Mom, that’s for sure.”

I looked over at her, but she had fallen
asleep. After putting my pants back on, I lifted her legs and swung
them onto the bed. Luckily I had my phone with me so I took a few
pictures of her body, especially where my semen was coating it, but
made sure not to get her face in the photos in case they were ever
to become public.

That night I lay in bed thinking about what
we did for hours, becoming so aroused that I had to masturbate at
the thought of Mom’s naked body shuddering from my cock thrusts.
Here I always thought I was just a horny guy who lusted after women
more than average but otherwise had normal fantasies and urges. The
realization that screwing my mother was the most arousing thing I
ever did was almost disturbing.

Then I started getting paranoid. What if she
was setting me up? Why did she so suddenly come onto me out of the
blue like that? What if Dad had hidden cameras in the house? Even
the outside cameras might have gotten a glimpse of us through the
windows as we drank his good booze and went upstairs together.

The next morning’s light of day calmed my
paranoia and put me in a good mood. Even if I got in trouble for
having sex with Mom, it was all worth it. No one could ever erase
those memories. Every hour or so I took out my phone and stared at
the pictures of her with a smile.

Mom was downstairs in the kitchen making
pancakes when I walked in at ten o’clock. I had a World Studies
class at that time, but there was no way I could attend it after a
night of hard drinking and having animal sex. To concentrate on
African culture while visions of her dancing breasts flashed in my
mind was all but impossible.

“Hey, honey,” she said when she saw me. “How
did you sleep last night?”

“Not bad,” I said. At that point I didn’t
know if she even remembered what we did.

“I slept very soundly, thanks to you. I woke
up with a bit of a hangover, but that’s to be expected.”

“So you remember everything that happened
last night?”

“Oh, yes,” she said with a smile. “Truth be
told, I wasn’t quite as drunk as I looked. The very end of the
night is a little fuzzy in my mind, though, because I must have
fallen asleep.”

“Yeah, you did, right after we finished.”

“Well, I’m glad I lasted until then. I’ve
been so exhausted from being angry and hurt for the past few weeks.
This morning I feel like a new person.”

She put four big pancakes on a plate and
handed it to me.

“Hope you’re hungry,” she said.

“Famished. Sex like that builds up an
appetite.”

Mom giggled and blushed for the first time
since I’d known her. It was so out of character that I blushed
myself, somewhat regretting my bold statement. She took it in
stride, though.

“Yes, I suppose it does.” She handed me the
syrup and turned to pour more batter into the pan. “So, are you
going to any classes today?”

“I don’t think so. I’ve already missed my
morning class, and this afternoon is Calculus. My heart isn’t into
math for some reason.”

“Do you think you’ll be in the mood for an
encore of last night?” she asked, taking me by surprise. I half
believed our encounter was a one-time thing that we would never
discuss again.

“Seriously? Yeah, I’d be okay with that,
definitely.”

“Are you sure? Because what we did last night
really did wonders for me. Sure, it felt good physically, but
emotionally it was more effective than going to a therapist. Even
though your father doesn’t know about it, I’ve gotten some measure
of revenge, as stupid as that sounds.”

“It doesn’t sound stupid to me.”

“That’s not to say my revenge for what he did
is complete,” she said with a determined look on her face. “But
it’s a start.”

I nodded.

“That’s not to say I’m not having some
misgivings. Having sex with my son was probably a mistake that I’ll
regret someday. But it’s done now, so I’m trying not to worry about
it.”

Dad wasn’t due home until later in the
afternoon, so after breakfast Mom took my hand and led me to the
couch. We were making out before our butts hit the cushion, just as
passionately as the night before when we were half drunk. She
crawled on top of me and pushed her hand down my pants to grasp my
erection while I frantically unbuttoned her shirt.

Once her breasts were freed from the sexy
black bra she was wearing, I took one in each hand and squeezed
them tight. Mom sat up and fed one into my mouth. I sucked it in
and chewed hungrily on the nipple while she stroked my cock with
one hand and my hair with the other.

We were too aroused to disengage from each
other completely, so over the course of ten minutes we managed to
take our clothes off until we were stark naked. Our hands explored
the other’s bodies from head to foot, although mine were
preoccupied with her breasts and ass more than anything else.

“I want to screw in your father’s chair,” she
moaned in my ear as I licked her nipples.

“Okay.”

I picked her up honeymoon style and bore her
across the room while continuing to lick her chest. When we reached
his chair, I sat down and let her fall onto my lap.

“Perfect,” she said. “Do you mind if I’m on
top?”

“Not at all Mom. I’d prefer it.”

She smiled and straddled my legs, facing
towards me. Then she reached back and grabbed my cock, holding it
still while she sat down on it. The head pushed inside her with
ease. Mom wiggled her hips and sighed.

“Ah, that feels nice,” she said.

It did feel nice, but I was too busy staring
at her breasts as they jiggled a few inches in front of my face to
notice for a few minutes. When she began bouncing up and down on my
lap, the jiggle became more pronounced until they were heaving
crazily in all directions. I stuck my tongue out to catch a nipple
every once in a while, but her breasts were basically a blur of
motion.

“How are you doing down there, sweetie?” she
asked.

“Alright. The view is a little too
stimulating, though. I won’t be able to hang on much longer.”

“Don’t worry about it. There’s always
tomorrow and the next day and the next,” she said with a laugh.

“Is it okay to come in you?”

“Oh.” She paused as if it was something she
hadn’t considered. “Probably not. I don’t take birth control. Did
you come in me last night?”

“No. I figured it was better to play it
safe.”

“Yeah,” she said, still bouncing on me. “It’s
not likely I’ll get pregnant, but you never know.”

When I got close to an orgasm, I leaned
forward and grasped Mom’s buttocks with both hands. She threw her
arms around my neck and wrapped her legs around my waist as I stood
up. She bounced up and down a few more times while clinging to me,
but my orgasm wasn’t going to wait. I turned around and dropped her
onto the chair, where she landed with a grunt.

Putting one foot on the seat, I grabbed my
cock and took aim, sending several powerful streams of semen
squirting into her face. Some hit the bangs of her hair, but most
splashed against her nose, lips, and chin. The excess began
dripping onto her breasts, stomach, thighs, and finally onto the
chair itself.

“Oh, crap. Want me to get a paper towel?” I
asked.

“Nope. Let’s leave your cum stains on his
chair. I hope he sees them and wonders where they came from.”

We actually had a close call that day,
because just minutes after we went upstairs to wash up, Dad came
home from his trip and immediately went into the living room. He
collapsed in his chair with a loud sigh.

“Man, I’m not cut out for this kind of travel
anymore,” he said.

Mom and I just looked at each other with
concern, hoping that he didn’t feel the wet semen and vaginal
fluids underneath him or smell the faint musky odor of sex in the
air. Fortunately he was too tired to notice such things.

The following Monday we weren’t so lucky.
When I got home from my afternoon class, she asked me to strip
naked and meet her at the top of the stairs. I came out of my room
first and sat down on the top step while she appeared from her room
a minute later, also completely naked.

I stood up and we embraced as lovers. We then
made out next to the railing for a few minutes while fondling each
other lustily. I spent most of the time squeezing one of her butt
cheeks with one hand and a breast with the other while she stroked
my penis until it was throbbing.

Soon we were both panting with desire, so she
turned around and bent over the railing to offer her buttocks to
me. I entered from behind and began pumping my hips vigorously. I
would have paid a lot of money to see the view from the bottom of
the stairs of her face and breasts hanging over the railing.

Just as I was about to withdraw and ejaculate
on her back, the front door opened. Dad rarely comes home before
five o’clock, so his sudden entrance put us in a state of
shock.

“Angela! Where are you?” Dad’s voice boomed.
“I need to ask you something.”

In a panic we sprinted into my room and shut
the door.

“No, don’t lock it!” Mom whispered. “He’ll
know we’re in here for sure if it’s locked!”

“So what do we do?”

“Hide!”

Without thinking, we dove under my bed and
curled up into fetal positions to make sure our naked limbs weren’t
sticking out. We could hear Dad calling Mom’s name as he came up
the stairs.

“Damn it, where the hell are you?” he
shouted. “Your damn car’s in the driveway, so you must be
somewhere!”

He walked around the second floor from room
to room. Suddenly my door swung open.

“God damn it,” he muttered. “Something
strange is going on here.”

We both breathed a sigh of relief when we
heard his heavy footsteps go back down the stairs.

“Now what do we do?” I whispered.

“I don’t know. We can’t just get dressed and
walk downstairs. He’ll know we were hiding.”

“Wait a minute! I think there’s a ladder
outside my window. I had to sneak in a couple weeks ago.”

I crawled out from under the bed and put my
shorts on before going to the window. Luckily the ladder was still
there. Dad would have had a fit if he saw it, but he rarely goes
out into the backyard.

“Come on!” I hissed.

“Wait! I need to get my clothes!” Mom
said.

She scurried into her room and came back
carrying a running suit.

“We can say we went out for a walk,” she
said, quickly getting dressed.

“Hey, that’s good thinking.”

It took her a while to get up the nerve to
get on the ladder, but there was no choice. We both got to the
ground without incident, though. Mom collapsed against the wall of
the house with relief.

“I feel like a teenager hiding from my
father,” she said with a laugh. “This is crazy.”

“Now you know how I feel.”

Her shirt was unzipped enough so that I could
see part of her cleavage. All of a sudden I started getting horny
again.

“Do you mind if we finish up real quick?” I
asked. “I was just about to come when we got interrupted.”

Mom looked around. “Okay, but hurry. He might
decide to come out here looking for us.”

She stood and pulled down her pants while I
did the same. Then she turned and leaned against the wall, sticking
out her ass so I could enter her easily.

With a sigh of relief, I began thrusting into
her again while running one hand up her shirt. We were in a hurry,
so I let loose and plowed into her pussy like a jackhammer. She
started moaning so loud that I was afraid Dad might hear her if he
happened to be in the study right then.

Again my cock started tingling and I got
ready to withdraw and spew my seed, and again I was rudely
interrupted.

“Angela!” Dad’s voice boomed.

He was calling from the front door and
couldn’t see us, but it was still quite startling.

“Jesus Christ!” Mom swore, pushing back
against me in alarm.

At that very moment it happened that I was
pulling out of her to ejaculate. The combination of being surprised
by Dad’s voice and Mom’s sudden movement backwards caused me to
squirt my load inside her. She pulled forward in surprise, but it
was too late. A little bit of semen shot against her butt cheeks
and ran down one leg, but most of it remained behind in her
vagina.

“Shit!” she said, pulling up her pants. “What
a disaster!”

We adjusted ourselves as best we could and
jogged to the front of the house where Dad was still yelling.

“What the hell are you screaming about?” Mom
said sternly. “Can’t we take a walk once in a while?”

“Damn it all!” Dad yelled, motioning us to
come inside. “You could have left a note on the table. I thought
you two were kidnapped or something!”

“You’re never home at this time,” she said.
“So just calm down.”

“Fine, fine. I need to ask you something
important. Sean, can you go upstairs? I need to talk to Mom
alone.”

“Sure.”

I jogged up the stairs and lay down on the
carpet at the top to listen in on the conversation.

“So what’s this important question you had to
rush home for?” Mom asked.

Dad talked in a low voice, but it was still
loud enough to hear. “Has anyone been sending you emails about me?
With pictures?”

“Well, now that you mention it, yes.”

“Why didn’t you say something to me? How many
have you gotten?”

“Three or four. I just ignore them. They
showed you and that reporter during your interview. What’s this
about?”

“Never mind, never mind. Just ignore them,
like you’ve been doing.” I could hear Dad heading for the stairs,
so I got up and scurried into my room.

“You won’t be getting any more of them,” he
said over his shoulder.

“How do you know?”

“I just do.” By then he was at the top of the
staircase and going towards their bedroom, so she knew any further
questioning was fruitless. I could practically hear her fuming at
the bottom of the stairs.

Mom was in fact extremely pissed off at my
father’s lies and vagueness, because the next day she asked me to
skip my morning class and stay home. In her mind, having sex with
me in places that Dad normally sat or slept was the most effective
“revenge” within her power, so we spent most of the morning
fornicating in various parts of the house.

We stripped naked in our respective rooms in
case there was an unexpected visitor and we had to rush back to the
second floor. Then we met downstairs, beginning with the dining
room table. She lay down where Dad eats his dinner and spread her
legs wide. I thrust into her while grasping an ankle in each hand,
watching her body writhe around on the tabletop.

Just as I was about to ejaculate, Mom sat up
and asked me to carry her into the kitchen. I placed her on the
counter next to the sink as she passionately kissed me with a
probing tongue. Then she leaned back against the cabinets and put
her legs on my shoulders. A moment later she was moaning loudly as
I thrust into her as fast as my hips would go. This time I
ejaculated without being interrupted, but I was so caught up in the
moment that I forgot to withdraw first. My semen shot deep into her
vagina as she looked on with some concern.

“Oh, I’m sure it’s fine,” she said. “I’m too
old to get pregnant.”

While we waited for my erection to come back,
I carried Mom to Dad’s study and laid her on the desk. I sat down
in his chair and leaned over to eat her out, searching for and
finding her clit almost immediately. I sucked on it for a long
time, hoping to give her an orgasm. Her feet arched this way and
that above my head and every once in a while a long moan escaped
her lips, so I knew that my tongue-lashing was having the desired
affect.

After fifteen minutes of sucking and licking
every inch of her pussy, my penis started to tingle again. But just
then, the doorbell rang.

“Who in the hell could that be?” Mom asked in
exasperation. “Of all days!”

She jumped off the desk and threw on a robe
from the hallway closet. Then she waited in the foyer until I was
hidden behind the couch.

“Probably a salesman,” she said. “I’ll get
rid of them.”

She wrenched open the front door and got a
nasty surprise. Standing in the doorway was Eileen Hench, the
reporter featured in all the photographs that appeared in the
tabloids and the emails that Mom received.

When the door was all the way open, she held
up her hands as if to stop Mom from yelling. “Please just give me
one minute. That’s all I ask.”

Mom stood silently for a moment, no doubt
wavering between either slamming the door in her face or screaming
at her. But finally she stepped aside and motioned for her to come
in.

“It must be pretty important if you had the
nerve to show your face at my house,” Mom said.

“It is. I’m here to make a confession.” Hench
looked around as if worried that Dad might be lurking nearby.

“Walter is at work, in case you were
wondering.”

“Okay, good. I want to confess that I had an
affair with him. It went on for almost three months.”

From my vantage point behind the couch, I
could see Mom shake with rage.

“So, you came here to tell me something I
already know? Maybe you better leave before I get violent.”

“Please, Mrs. Hempstead, just hear me out,”
Eileen Hench begged. “Your husband said that he was in love with me
and in the process of getting a divorce. I believed him, but when
he showed no signs of leaving you, I decided to send you some
anonymous emails with pictures attached. I paid a friend of mine to
take them of Walter and me, hoping that you would get angry and
leave him.”

She sighed and looked down. “It was stupid, I
know. But anyway, Walter saw one of those pictures on my computer
screen and looked at my sent emails while I was in the bathroom. As
soon as he figured out that I sent them to you, he called me all
kinds of names and said we could never see each other again. Now I
realize that he was lying the whole time and just using me for
sex.”

“Yeah, join the club,” Mom said without
sympathy.

Hench nodded. “I’m sure you know exactly how
I feel. I’m truly sorry for what I did. Is there anything I can do
to make it up to you? As a reporter, maybe there’s something I can
do that you can’t?”

Mom thought for a few moments, nodding
slowly. “I guess we can talk for a while,” she finally said. “Have
a seat in here.”

She forgot that I was cowering naked behind
the couch and indicated for Hench to go into the living room
instead of the kitchen. As soon as the two walked into the room,
Hench noticed my protruding foot immediately.

“Oh my God!” she said. “Someone’s behind the
couch!”

“Damn,” Mom said, shaking her head. “I
completely forgot about Sean with all these revelations going on.
This is my son,” she said to Hench.

“I’d shake your hand,” I said, peeking my
head up, “but I’m kind of exposed here.”

Hench looked at me and then at Mom in her
bathrobe.

“Wait a minute,” she said. “Were you guys
having sex just now?”

Mom looked sheepish. “Is that on the
record?”

“Oh, wow,” Hench said, rolling her eyes and
slapping the top of her head. “This whole situation keeps getting
stranger and stranger.”

“You can say that again,” Mom said. “But
anyway, as long as we’re all telling secrets, Sean and I began
having an affair once I found out that Walter was cheating on me. I
can’t explain why, really, except that it’s empowering to show him
the same disrespect that he’s shown me, even if he doesn’t know
about it.”

Hench nodded. “Yeah, I can see that. A lot of
betrayed wives have responded with affairs of their own. Maybe not
with their sons, but still. It makes them feel like they’ve gotten
some control back.”

“Exactly.”

I looked at Hench, with her short skirt and
casual blouse, and got the feeling that she’d been around the block
a few times. Even though she didn’t have much of a chest, the
photos we had seen didn’t do her legs or rear end justice. There
were also two visible tattoos near her ankles, suggesting that she
could be adventurous when the mood strikes. I decided to take a
chance.

“I wonder if Miss Hench would be open to
joining us for a little fun,” I said to Mom, hoping neither one
would begin screaming at me.

To my relief, Mom just smiled and turned
towards Hench. “Oh, I don’t think she wants to get mixed up in our
dirty little secret. She barely knows us, for one thing.”

Hench sat on the couch and put her pocketbook
down.

“You know what? It would be incredibly ironic
for the great Supreme Court judge’s wife, son, and mistress to all
have sex together right in his own house,” she said with a devious
look on her face. “I might be open to it. You can call me Eileen,
by the way.”

“You would really be open to it?” Mom asked,
surprised. She sat down and fiddled with the string of the robe.
“I’ve never, you know, been with a woman before.”

“Oh, I have,” Eileen said. “It’s sexy, even
if you aren’t a lesbian.”

Mom shrugged. “I’ll try anything once. You’re
right, the irony would be amusing.”

“I have a couple hours before my next
appointment,” Eileen said, looking at her watch.

Mom glanced at me. “What do you think?”

“I’m game if you guys are. I’ve never done
anything like this before.”

“Me, neither,” said Mom, “I feel like I’m
going to Hell for what I’m doing, but I’m a little curious. Let’s
go upstairs and see how it goes.”

It was an awkward walk for me because I was
still naked while the two women were dressed. Eileen giggled at my
red face, but when we got to Mom’s bedroom, both women quickly
stripped down.

“You have a very nice body,” Mom said to
Eileen.

It was true. Her breasts were a little bigger
than they appeared with a shirt on, while her legs, buttocks, and
shaved snatch were among the best I’ve seen.

“Thank you. You aren’t so bad yourself. How
do you want to start?”

“Whatever you think,” Mom said.

“Why don’t you lay on your back and I’ll go
down on you for a while. If you don’t like it, we’ll stop.”

“Okay,” Mom said, climbing on the bed and
spreading her legs.

“Sean, you can take me from behind if you
want, or just watch. Up to you.”

“Thanks,” I said gratefully, anxious to push
my cock into that round, firm ass.

She smiled as she lay between Mom’s legs and
bent to lick her. She accommodated me by keeping her rear end in
the air, leaning over Mom on her knees so I could enter her vagina
with ease.

Her pussy was perfect—tight, warm, and wet. I
wanted to give her the business, but since we just met a few
minutes earlier, I figured it was better to pump her slowly at
first and build up speed gradually.

Meanwhile, Mom was spread-eagled on the bed
and greatly enjoying the sensation of Eileen eating her out. Her
face was contorted with pleasure as Eileen reached up and squeezed
her soft breasts with both hands. Mom lifted her legs into the air,
so I grabbed them by the ankles as I continued to thrust and drew
her feet towards my face, sucking her toes and licking all
around.

After a few minutes, I was actually starting
to feel an orgasm approaching despite just ejaculating into Mom a
short time earlier. Eileen’s pussy was very tight, and the scene
playing out in front of me was as arousing as it could get. How
many guys have sex with a woman who is eating out his Mom at the
same time? I bet not many men in the world can brag about that.

I didn’t want to ejaculate yet, so I withdrew
my cock and watched the action with great interest. Eileen noticed
and looked back at me.

“Is everything okay?” she asked.

“Oh, yeah. I didn’t want to come right now,
so I’m taking a little break.”

“That’s cool,” she said. “Maybe we can change
positions?”

Mom seemed reluctant to give up Eileen’s
talented tongue, but she sat up and let Eileen lay in her
place.

“You can sit on my face if you want, Angela,”
Eileen said.

“Really? Facing which way?”

“Either way, I don’t mind.”

Mom smiled and straddled Eileen’s head,
facing towards her feet. When I positioned myself behind Eileen’s
raised legs to fornicate with her again, Mom and I were facing each
other.

“This is nice,” Mom said as Eileen lifted her
chin and began licking her vagina and anus. “Very nice.”

I couldn’t agree more. While I was thrusting
into Eileen once again, holding her calves for leverage, I could
watch Mom’s face as her pussy got tongue-lashed. She got so caught
up in the moment that she pulled my head forward and began making
out with me as we double-teamed Eileen.

When we were done kissing, I felt another
orgasm coming and decided to eat Eileen out for a few minutes. I
withdrew and lay down between her legs to suck on her. She must
have gotten a bikini wax recently, because the folds of skin both
in and around her pussy were as smooth as silk. It was a pleasure
to thoroughly explore her nether regions from the top of her
vaginal mound down to her anus. Everything tasted clean and
fresh.

“Can I get a taste of that?” Mom asked
me.

“Sure!” I said. “Just give me a couple more
minutes. It tastes really good.”

Finally I sat up and let Mom take my place
while I sat next to Eileen’s head and stuck my throbbing cock into
her face. She grabbed onto it and began to stroke me while drawing
it towards her open mouth. It turned out she was an expert at
giving blowjobs as well. No wonder Dad risked his career to have
sex with this woman!

Next it was my turn to lie down on the bed
while the two women positioned themselves on either end of me. Mom
sat down on my face and began making out with Eileen, who was
sitting on my cock. Thankfully she was mindful of how close to an
orgasm I was and only moved every so often. She still felt good,
though.

Even though Mom’s ass was a little bigger
than Eileen’s, the view was still a wonder. I spread her butt
cheeks apart with both hands and licked her anus and vagina, which
were both dripping wet with Eileen’s saliva.

Then they traded places and resumed their
make-out session while Mom bounced on my penis and Eileen bounced
on my face. Her buttocks were even sexier up close. They were so
round and firm that they didn’t jiggle at all as she moved around.
I was also surprised at how nice she smelled. My nose kept getting
shoved into her anus every time she sat down on me, and even then
it was fresh and clean.

Almost two delightful hours had passed by the
time Eileen mounted me for the last time. Mom stood up on the bed
and straddled my stomach so that Eileen could eat her out while
bouncing on my cock. That was perhaps the sexiest position of the
day, since I was able to enjoy Eileen’s tight pussy on my shaft
while watching Mom’s vagina get licked from an angle not normally
seen by guys.

In fact, it was a little too sexy. I was so
mesmerized by the sight of Mom’s ass shaking from Eileen’s frantic
tongue aerobics that I suddenly began ejaculating into Eileen as
she bounced on me.

“Oh, damn,” Eileen said. “I’m not on birth
control right now. Sorry, that was my fault. I should have said
something.”

That pretty much ended our ménage for the
day, but as we all got dressed I looked at the two women with a
sense of pride. At the tender age of nineteen I could boast of
having sex with two women at the same time, one of whom was my
mother, and ejaculate into both. I also had the juices from both
their pussies on my lips. It was a banner day.

Eileen hugged us before she left and promised
to get in touch with Mom about following up with some sort of
“revenge.”

The revenge part worked itself out, though,
without any further intervention from us. Mom went to the doctor’s
office the following week to get a prescription for the birth
control pill because I kept ejaculating into her by mistake. She
came home later in the afternoon shaking her head.

“I guess I don’t need birth control pills,”
she said, sitting down on the couch with a sigh.

“Oh, yeah? Why not?”

“Because I’m pregnant,” she said
ruefully.

“Holy shit!” I yelled. “Are you serious? With
my child?”

“Yes. I don’t know how I’m going to break it
to your father.”

“Can’t you just end it?” I asked.

“I could, but I believe in fate. This child
was meant to be born, so I’m not going to tamper with it.”

“Wow. I’m okay with it, but it’ll be shocking
if Dad doesn’t kick us both out of the house.”

Before Mom got a chance to tell him about the
upcoming addition to our family, she got a surprise call from
Eileen.

“God, Sean,” she said after disconnecting.
“You must have some fertile sperm. Eileen is pregnant, too.”

Words escaped me. I collapsed backward on the
recliner and sat there motionless, too stunned to move. How could I
have had sex with dozens of women without an incident and then get
two women pregnant within hours of each other?

Eileen came by the house the next day just a
few minutes after Dad left for work. Mom was a nervous wreck and I
was feeling a little queasy myself. Our lives were about to change
dramatically.

Fortunately Eileen was a no nonsense kind of
woman who had everything under control.

“If we work together, we might come out of
this okay,” she said when the three of us were gathered in the
living room.

“How in the world are we going to be okay?” I
asked. “Dad is going to disown all of us, especially me.”

“Think about it. How is it going to look to
the public that a Supreme Court judge’s wife and mistress are both
pregnant by his son? Tabloids around the world will herald it as
the greatest story of the century. It will make headline news for
months. He’ll have to resign from the court if this all comes out,
no doubt in my mind. And his legacy? Forget about it. That’s what
will concern him the most. He wants to be remembered as one of the
great Supreme Court judges, not by a scandal that ended his
career.”

“So you think we should just tell him the
truth?” Mom asked. “All together?”

“Yes. Then let him decide how he wants to
handle it. Maybe he’ll kick you two out of the house, but he’ll be
forced to give you guys a good-sized settlement in order to keep
you from going to the press.”

“I don’t know,” Mom said. “He can get ornery
when his back is against the wall.”

“Well, you know him better than I do, but I
don’t think he wants his legacy to include a scandal like this. He
wants to be known as the only person who held office as an
Assemblyman, Senator, and Supreme Court judge. This news will
eradicate that whole legacy.”

“I guess there’s only one way to find out,”
Mom said. “Can you come back here tonight? I’ll call you when he
gets home.”

“Might as well get it over with.”

That evening was the most uncomfortable one
of my life. Before Dad came home, I packed up all my stuff and put
everything in the car in case he went ballistic and threw me out
the door right then and there.

He knew something was up when Eileen showed
up at the door and Mom welcomed her with a hug.

“What the hell is going on?” he asked
sternly. “What are you doing here?”

“We have something to tell you,” Eileen said.
“And it isn’t good.”

When she broke the news that they were
pregnant with my children, his knees shook so bad that he nearly
fell to the floor. He probably would have exploded and said some
nasty things, but Eileen wouldn’t let him.

“Now, Walter,” she said, holding up her
hands. “You started this whole thing by having an affair with me
when you clearly had no intention of leaving your wife. These two
felt betrayed on many levels and fell into each other’s arms, so to
speak. The same thing happened with me.”

“So you had sex with my son?” Dad shouted,
shaking with rage.

“Yes, I did. Is that any worse than you
cheating on her?”

Dad leaned against the wall and buried his
face in his hands. “What a disaster. An unmitigated disaster.”

“It doesn’t have to be,” Mom said. “No one
knows except the four of us. It all depends on how you want to
handle this.”

“First of all, I want Sean out of here. I
can’t look at him right now. Secondly, you need to sleep in Sean’s
room tonight while I think about what to do.”

“Tell you what,” Eileen said. “You two come
stay with me for a few nights while Walter sorts things out. Why
don’t you pack a few things, Angela?”

“Already packed,” Mom said. “I’ll go get my
suitcases.”

“Let me help,” I said.

We could hear Eileen as we went to the
laundry room to get Mom’s bags.

“Listen, Walter. I know you’re upset, but you
made this bed and now you have to lie in it. We don’t want to tell
the world our story, but if you treat us like crap, we will.”

When we left, Dad was sitting at the kitchen
table slowly shaking his head in a daze. I almost felt bad for the
guy.

It’s now been four months since I saw my
father. Mom and I followed Eileen to her house and settled in as
best we could, given that it only has two bedrooms. We had so much
fun having sex with each other that we didn’t want to stop, so we
have continued living together.

I’ll admit that having sex with two women who
are carrying my children stretches the limits of my moral codes,
but it’s been the most mind-blowing experience of my life.
Sometimes I have sex with one or the other and sometimes with both
at the same time. We’ve covered every position imaginable and
fornicated on every surface of the house. I’ve ejaculated on each
of them so many times that they both have a permanent musty
smell.

Dad is still livid about our “betrayal” but
sees the writing on the wall. His solution was to pay each of us
one hundred thousand dollars for every year that the family secret
remains a secret. If the truth about either woman’s pregnancy gets
out, our funds will be cut off. He sent the hundred thousand a
couple weeks after we moved out to give us the incentive to keep
our mouths shut. That is why I had to change the names of the
people involved to release this publication. None of the three of
us wants to risk giving up that kind of stipend each and every year
for the remainder of our lives. He even left the bulk of his estate
to us in a trust that stipulates the attorneys will continue our
payments after he passes away as long as the secret stays
hidden.

So I get to stay home (now that I’ve
graduated from college) and have sex every day of the week with
either one or both of the beautiful women that live with me. The
icing on the cake is I don’t even have to deal with any of the
nonsense of being in a monogamous relationship. Not a bad life,
indeed!

 


End

 


***

Excerpt from “A Sordid State of Affairs”




“Randy! My whole body is tingling! Oh! Oh!
Oh!”

Her body continued convulsing for what seemed
like five minutes or more. When my seed was spent, I tenderly
kissed her cheek and waited until her orgasm was done as well.

“Oh, Randy,” she said. “That was the most
intense thing I’ve ever felt.”

“I’m a little shocked myself,” I said,
reluctant to get off her. “It was amazing. You’re amazing.”

“No, you are. This was nothing like my affair
with Ted. It felt so wrong with him. I needed some kind of
affection, but it wasn’t pleasurable. This was completely
different. It’s wrong for us to be doing this, but it feels right
on many levels. It’s hard to explain.”

“You don’t have to,” I said. “I know exactly
what you’re talking about. Dad would kill us, but we need each
other.”

“If only I met you in college and we were the
same age,” she sighed. “But I guess we’ll have to make do with the
circumstances that we’re dealt.”

I nodded. In the meantime, my cock began
getting hard again.

“Oh, my goodness! Is that what I think it
is?” she asked.

“Yes. Are you up for another round?”

She smiled. “Yes.”

“Sweet.”

Mom gripped my arms and pushed her head back
into my pillow as I began drilling her again. I compulsively licked
her chin like a puppy dog and dipped my tongue into her open mouth.
We fornicated for another fifteen minutes until I ejaculated into
her with a loud grunt.

“Wow,” I said. “That’s never happened to me
before. You’re just so beautiful I didn’t even have to try.”

“No one has ever come in me twice in one day
before,” she said with a smile. “But I better get downstairs and
start dinner.”

“Okay,” I said, rolling off her. “Same time
tomorrow?”

“Are you sure?”

“Never been more sure of anything in my
life.”

“Okay. It will give me something to look
forward to,” she said, bending to retrieve her clothes off the
floor.

My affair with Mom should have caused me to
feel guilty in some way, but it didn’t. All I could think about was
her smooth skin and warm, wet pussy every waking minute. There was
simply not enough room in my brain to have guilty thoughts or
contemplate the ramifications of Dad finding out what we were
doing.

We had sex almost every day of the week,
meeting in my bedroom after school and humping like it was the end
of the world. Our sexual appetites were perfectly aligned—I’m a
horny eighteen year old with raging hormones, while she’s a
middle-aged, neglected woman in desperate need of affection and
confirmation that she’s still desirable. It was a combination that
resulted in a daily session of sex that never seemed to get stale
or lose its initial excitement.

It was actually rare for me to just ejaculate
just once. Almost without exception I had an orgasm within minutes
of entering her body and then getting another erection while my
cock was still lodged firmly inside her. The second time was always
better and ended with me reaming Mom so hard that the pictures on
the wall shook on their hangings.

Despite going into a state of lustful
delirium when she took off her clothes, I always had the presence
of mind to take it easy on her breasts, neck, legs, and even feet.
It wouldn’t do to put a hickey or some other mark on her body for
Dad to notice and begin to suspect. There were no such qualms about
her pussy, however. Mom normally had to hold onto the covers for
dear life as I plowed into her with all my strength, grunting and
moaning with exertion as the sweat dripped down my face. I
considered it a victory when her own face and breasts glistened
with perspiration and her mouth hung open in an effort to catch her
breath.

A new aspect of my degradation was introduced
one day about a month after Mom and I began our affair. For some
reason I felt the need to check on Leslie, who had been holed up in
her room for almost a week straight.

It was surprising to see her door open and no
one inside. I was just about to turn around when an open document
on her computer caught my eye. Looking around carefully for any
movement, I crept in and heard the faint sounds of her shower
running in the adjoining bathroom.

As I got closer to the screen, I could just
make out the words “Dear Dad” on the top of the document. Just then
the water in her shower went silent. Thinking fast, I ran over to
the computer and clicked the Print button, sending the document to
the network printer in the study. Then I ran downstairs and grabbed
the piece of paper off the printer before anyone else walked in.
After reaching the safety of my room and shutting the door, I read
the following shocking words:

 


Excerpt from “Healing My Mother”

 


That evening was long and painful for both of
us. It was tough to see her in such discomfort as she lay on the
couch moving her head back and forth. She was in so much pain that
for eight straight hours she only got up once to go to the
bathroom, being unable to eat lunch or dinner. By ten o’clock it
looked as though she was going to pass out.

Finally she asked me to help her walk
upstairs and into bed, hoping that sleep would come quickly.
Normally I don’t go to bed until about midnight, but I was
exhausted from worrying about her all day. In fact, I was asleep
within a few minutes of my head hitting the pillow.

Mom wasn’t so lucky. A couple hours after
wishing her good-night, I was awaked by someone shaking my
shoulders.

“Jake, please wake up!” she cried. “I can’t
take this anymore! Please!”

It took me a couple of minutes to emerge from
my deep sleep. “Okay, okay, I’m up. You want me to take you to the
hospital?”

“It won’t do any good. I’ve gone to the
hospital dozens of times and they were never able to make me feel
better. There’s only one thing that can be done.”

“Well, what is it?”

She sat on my bed and held her head with both
hands. “It’s terrible, but I’m about to pass out from the pain.” An
audible sigh escaped her lips. “The only thing that makes me feel
any better is to have sex.”

In my semi-conscious state, I thought that
either I was dreaming or misheard what she said. “Excuse me?”

“I know, I know. Believe me, if there was any
other alternative, I’d take it. But I can’t go the entire night
like this. I just can’t.”

“So, you want me to…” I couldn’t finish the
sentence.

“Yes. Please. If you can.”

“Uh, listen, Mom. You know I’d do anything
for you, but good God! Are you sure there isn’t some other
way?”

“I’m sure.”

“What if you, um, you know, do things by
yourself, um…”

“No, masturbating doesn’t work. Believe me,
I’ve tried.” She collapsed on my bed and rubbed her temples. “It
doesn’t help at all.”

“Wow, that’s crazy.” I looked at her body,
which was silhouetted well by a thin tank top and cotton pajama
bottoms, and briefly imagined what it would be like to have sex
with her. Could I even do such a thing?

“I know it’s crazy, but the only other option
is to lay in my room and suffer this horrible pain for God knows
how long. It could go on until tomorrow evening before I pass out
from exhaustion.”

As I stared at her chest, the thought of
having sex became more and more appealing despite the obvious moral
and societal objections to such an act. Part of me thought of it as
a dream come true that many sons around the country fantasize
about. The fact that I’d be helping Mom to relieve her pain was a
great way to justify it to my conscience.

“I guess we could try. I know you wouldn’t
have come in here asking if there wasn’t some other way.”

“There isn’t,” she assured me. “It’s this or
nothing. Oh, God, my head!”

“Alright, alright. What do you want to do? Go
to your room?”

“No, I can’t do it in my bed. Your father
would die if he found out I had sex with his son in his own bed.
Let’s just do it here.”

“Okay. Are you going to take off your
clothes?”

She sighed with anxiety. “Yeah, I guess. My
bottoms, anyway.”

Keeping her eyes closed, she pulled down her
pajamas and placed them on the bed next to her. Next she slipped
off her underwear and spread her legs out in front of me.

As soon as I caught sight of the hair on her
pubic mound, I got an immediate erection. However, being a guy with
typical urges and fantasies, I told her a fib that in some ways I
now regret.

“This is going to be difficult. I might not
be able to get aroused for a long time, if at all.”

“Just do what you have to do,” she said.
“Your father has the same problem a lot of times, but he always
manages to get an erection.”

“Well, you’re his companion. It’s different
for me.”

“Can’t you rub yourself against me? Please
hurry!” She threw both arms onto her face to block out the light
from the ceiling fixture.

“I don’t know. I could try, but you might
have to take off your shirt.”

Another sigh, then a shrug. “Oh, alright. I’m
in agony so it doesn’t matter. Just please hurry.”

 


***

Please check out my other titles. Thank you
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