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Chapter 13

Mom went over to a flowering shrub and poured
the cum from her hands, carefully using the leaves to wipe the rest
from her fingers. She kept looking at me, half stunned.

We got dressed slowly. Left even more slowly.
Outside of that place, it seemed like she wanted to pretend it
hadn’t happened at all. She put on her hat and sunglasses and
started talking about the ingredients in the tanning oil – what
made it so expensive and effective. I didn’t listen. I just watched
her hips sway for what felt like long, long hours until we departed
to the main road and toward the villa.

When we made it back inside, there was a note
on the counter. Off to the bars, don’t wait up

“I guess we’re alone,” said mom, hesitantly.
She looked at me and then quickly looked away.

“For how long?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she murmured. “But he’ll be
gone for a while.” I thought about how he kept coming back in the
morning. Judging by mom’s pursed lips, she was thinking about it
too, wondering why he never got back to the villa before it was
light, as if he were sleeping somewhere else.

I thought of dad talking with that blonde
from yesterday. Maybe it wasn’t a question of sleeping somewhere
else, but with someone else. Mom brought a hand up to her temple
and rubbed at it, her eyes low.

“Maybe we’d better eat something,” I tried to
interrupt her train of thought. “I can turn on the cooking channel
and we can try to make whatever they’re making.” Mom nodded and
gave a worried smile. It immediately dropped.

“Son…” she folded her arms around herself.
“What we did…” I realized that up to this point, neither of us
addressed the way we touched each other. The way I came in her
hand. She looked guilty and unsure.

I wanted to be honest with her. “I thought
you were beautif-”

“Let’s talk about this later,” she
interrupted suddenly, her cheeks changing color. “When we’ve had
some time to think about it.” She left to change. I heard a soft,
“oh my god,” as she went upstairs. It was hard to tell if it was
worry, or shock, or curious arousal.

She came back, minutes later, wearing a pale
pink cotton sun dress. It was short, much like the one she wore in
Chetumal, barely covering her thighs. As it drifted while she
walked downstairs, I saw it flare up. Underneath the sundress,
along her hips, I saw a glance of something white and lacy. She
made eye contact with me, clearly aware of what the breeze allowed
me to see, but she didn’t put her hand down to lower the hem.

We cooked in silence – just a couple light
plates of fruit, a salad with herbs. The cooking show on television
didn’t match what we were making, but it didn’t matter. What
mattered was the stream of relaxed voices coming from the TV,
drowning the awkward tension as we passed close each other, raising
dishes over and behind each other.

She looked angelic, her dark hair up in a
loose, messy bun, her hips cocking from one side to the other as
she shifted while cutting mangos. I wanted to bury myself in those
hips, to lift the hem of her dress and feel her plump behind, to
explore the details of the white lace that covered it.

I thought about what mom and I had already
done.

About how dad was going to be gone, for a
long, long time.

I started to get hard.

I wanted her again.

Did she want it? She wore this just for
you. What was going on in her head? About the waterfall? About
the way she kept looking below my waist? What do you think that
means?

I stepped close to my mother. Put a hand on
the counter next to hers. Brushed against her side. I heard a soft
breath escape from her as she closed her eyes. “Can you get the
water?” She turned her head to look behind her as I drew closer. I
lightly pushed my pelvis against hers, pressed my rod in the indent
between her cheeks. The softness of her ass made me shudder. I
wrapped a hand around her hip. Pushed myself farther between the
cheeks.

I felt her hand move back. It settled on my
upper thigh. She turned around, her breathing heavy.

“I need the water on the table, Brett.” She
pushed at my hip, lightly, and I stepped back. She put her hand on
her chest, looking down, trying to regain her composure. “I’m
almost ready.” Her eyes snapped up to me. She clarified, “I mean,
dinner’s almost ready.” Her hand went to her rear. I noticed that
the way I pushed against her actually tucked the cotton between her
asscheeks, revealing the shape of her bottom under the dress. She
took hold of it with a couple fingers and pulled it out, clearing
her throat at the same time.

“Once you pour the waters, you can sit down,”
she said tensely. “I’ll be there in a second.” I dimmed the living
room lights on my way out of the kitchen.

When she finally arrived at the table and set
everything down, she leaned forward. I saw down her dress, marveled
at the low cut, how her breasts were so close to spilling out of
it. She watched me as I watched her and whispered, “Go ahead.
Eat.”

We ate in silence. Fruit. A fresh salad. She
brought finely cut pieces of ripe mango to her soft lips, sealed
them around the fruit, made a barely audible musical note of
pleasure with each bite. The mango was intensely sweet – riper than
any I had at home. It seemed to literally melt in my mouth. The
tingle and tang followed down my throat with each swallow.

Mom closed her eyes with each bite. Each note
she made with every piece made me ache under the table. A piece of
mango juiced within her lips. The nectar slipped down her mouth,
forming a thick line of sweet dew on her chin.

Like cum.

She dabbed it with a napkin, looking at me,
her face flushing.

She must have seen my jaw clenching, my hands
tightly gripping the table as I watched her. “It seems we have a
lot to talk about,” she said, reluctantly.

I nodded. “You first.”

“Well…” Her voice trailed off. “I think…
we’ll need to be mature about what happened. Honest.” My mother
took a deep breath. “What we did, son… was…” she cleared her
throat, glancing toward my waist, blushing. “It was wrong.” She put
her hands under the table and looked down. “I’m your mom,
for Pete’s sake. We shouldn’t have… I shouldn’t have touched
you like that. You’re so young, too young to understand- “

“I understand perfectly, mom,” I
interrupted.

Mom stood up quickly, the table shifting, the
utensils clattering in the force of her hips driving against it.
“No, Brett, you fucking don’t.” She was shaking. Her voice was
high, as if she were panicking, suddenly realizing the full weight
of what happened. “Brett, you came in your own mother’s fucking
hand. In my hand. Oh my god, Brett, your fingers were
inside me! What kind of a mother am I?” I could see the
suppressed guilt rising with a vengeance to torture her.

I didn’t know what to do. Her guilt was too
much. I started to feel sick inside, the grief erasing the heat I
was experiencing before. I didn’t want her to feel like this. Not
anymore. I wanted to take everything back. “Let’s go for a walk,” I
suggested, trying to formulate something that could, somehow, take
it all back.

“Alright,” she whispered, calming down, her
fingers lightly covering her soft, full lips.

We went outside, toward the ocean. The stars
emerged, forming a wide band over us – orange lamps dotted the sand
to the north and south, and far along the water, we could see all
the lights of Chetumal, multicolored and flickering. We walked
together. The roar of the surf increased. A breeze blew along mom’s
dress, her pale legs flickering in the dark.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“I am too,” she replied, her arms around her
waist. Her hair was undone. It rippled in the wind. “But it’s not
your fault,” she finished.

“It’s not?”

“I think in a way, I’m responsible for this.
I am your mother, after all. I just don’t know what came over me,”
she said, falling deep into thought. “I just… I felt a certain way.
Felt like it wasn’t… that it wasn’t bad, maybe. I just felt so
appreciated by you, and I was having so much fun in the city. I was
so drunk and I felt so…” she swallowed. “I felt young, Brett. You
made me feel very young yesterday. You made me feel very young
today.” She looked at me, her eyes were intense with… something.
“It was exciting.”

I nodded, her obvious physical reaction to
the memory turning me on. I tried to suppress it. She continued,
“And I don’t know if it’s because you were away at college, but
you’re so damn good looking now. You’ve grown, so much… you’re an
actual man now… with a pretty cock.”

That last word surprised even her. She shook
her head, continuing. “I guess I forgot that you used to be – that
you are my son.” She took a deep, nervous breath. “God,
Brett …”

Her eyes flicked between me and the water
ahead of her. “Whenever you looked at me… or touched me,” I saw her
swallow. “I felt…” Her pause went on forever. “I felt like you saw
something in me. That you maybe wanted me. I felt like you thought
I was beautiful.”

“But you are.”

We drifted to a stop at the edge of the
waves, and she turned to face me, the direction of the wind
bringing her hair before her face, pulling the skirt high around
her gorgeous legs. She stared at me, searching my face. To see if I
meant it. And with everything in me, the longer I looked at my
mother’s pale face, the lightly sun-kissed hair, the lovely
smoothness of her chest, the curve and shape of her indented waist
sweeping out to her ample thighs, the more I meant that she was
beautiful.

I ached, and admitted to myself that I wanted
her. To be inside her. To consummate with the most beautiful woman
– to make love to my mother.

She gave a soft laugh, brushing her hair out
of her face. As if she were a girl. It made my heart throb.

The surf rose up and brushed against our
feet. A cool mist sprayed up from the water.

“And I do want you,” I said.

She blinked. One of her hands stayed on her
cheek. “You really think I’m beautiful?” Mom asked.

“I think you’re incredibly beautiful,” I
said. I pushed farther. “I think you’re sexy.”

“You think your mother is sexy,” she
repeated, murmuring. Her hand went down her neck. “Did you… like
it? What happened today?”

“Yeah,” I nodded, savoring the memory of her
look of surprise when my semen shot into her hand. “I loved it.
Even if it was wrong.”

“Even if it was a mistake?” She asked. I
prepared myself. I was sure we were coming to the point that I had
experienced with other girls after ‘mistakes’, points where they
would say it wasn’t going to happen again, points where we should
move on. End it. I felt a growing wave of misery as I tried to
accept the impending end.

“Even if it was a mistake,” I said, trying to
read what mom felt, trying desperately to resolve this, to make it
something that could be forgotten, or at the least, forgiven. “And
it really was a mistake.” I really tried to mean what I said. “It
was wrong for us to do it. We can’t do it again. We’re family. We
can’t.”

“We can’t?” She asked. My heart stopped.


Chapter 14

“I know it’s wrong, but…” Her voice trailed
off. She looked at me, her dark eyes wide, her form breathing with
scared hesitation. “But I want it to happen again.” Even in the
darkness of the sunset, I could tell her face was lit up, flushed.
It was excitement. It was more.

“Even though it’s… wrong?” I croaked in
disbelief.

“If we… as long as we…” she swallowed, “as
long as we don’t go any farther.” Mom nodded. “What we did is far
enough. One hundred percent, that is our limit. We can touch each
other. A little. Then it’s not so bad, right?” I could see her
breathing heavily. “But we can’t go any farther. We’re related, so…
any farther would be too much.” she emphasized.

“What we did today is as far as we can go. I
can… touch you. You can touch me. You can kiss me, you can… put
your fingers…” she trailed off. “But,” she licked her lips, “we
can’t do anything else. I can make you come, with my hands, and you
can touch me down there, and make me feel good too. But that’s it.
Alright?” Her reddening face and the way she touched at her neck
made my cock spring up in my pants.

I nodded.

She wanted it. She offered
it.

Your own mother.

I felt myself coiling in anticipation. I
didn’t want to wait. I wanted to pick her up, to carry her back. I
wanted her again, now.

Her eyes told me she was thinking exactly
what I was thinking. She rubbed at her neck, staring at me. “Do you
want to go back,” she asked, finally. “To the villa?” I felt myself
straining against my pants. Longing to be free. Longing to feel her
small hands wrapped around my cock again.

“Yes,” I said through a clenched jaw.

I offered my arm. She took it, wrapped her
arms around it. We turned, our backs to the ocean, and went up the
beach back to the rental. I felt her shaking, her fingers
trembling. Mom’s hips brushed against mine as we walked, quickly,
building up speed.

I couldn’t even make it inside. We climbed up
the steps to the patio, and just as the lights on the desk
illuminated her face, I could see her anticipation through flushed,
red lips. I grabbed her by the neck, pushed her against the wall,
and we kissed, her soft, sweet mouth tasting of forbidden fruit,
her slick tongue flicking inside my mouth as she moaned. I reached
past her neck, slid my hands down, searching for the soft, pillowy
ass below. Her heavy breathing was in my ears.

“Come on,” she said, fumbling for the sliding
glass door. “I don’t want anyone to see.”

We stumbled in, turning off the lights,
hurrying inside and to the couch, falling into it. Her fingers went
down my chest, her hands undoing my buttons as she kissed my neck
with light, wet sucking sounds. I pulled up her dress – her white
lace panties came into view. They were smaller panties than usual –
barely covering her pussy, the back shrinking into a thin, white
string that only sat between her round, lovely cheeks. A thong.

I pulled up the rest of the dress, and she
brought it over her head, unveiling a similarly lacy bra.

She tore my pants downward, her open mouth
gasping in anxious tension. A hand pulled down at the waistband of
my underwear, and my erection snapped upward. Her other hand went
down as she stared, licking her lips. She wrapped her fingers
around my cock, and then looked at me as she started to move it up
and down.

I shuddered as precum gathered at the tip.
She watched it emerge, the thin drop shining in the darkness of the
living room. Her lips looked so soft, her surprised, open-mouthed
stare directly toward my penis stirred a beast within me. I wanted
to grab her by the back of her head, force her down, make my mother
taste it. I shuddered at the thought, but gripped the couch instead
– mom had laid out the ground rules – we could only touch with our
hands.

I let go of the couch, leaning forward, her
hands leaving my rod and moving up to my neck, kissing me as I
pulled at the elastic along her hips. Her soft flesh gave as my
fingers pressed into it, as I hooked into the string of the thong
and pulled it back, my mother’s white thighs lifting up, her legs
together. I shifted lower on the couch, looked under her and saw
the light, juicy pink between the mounds of her bottom.

My mother’s wet, soft cunny.

It was practically dripping, shining in the
darkness of the living room. Two coral pink lips pressed together,
promising tightness, a light, sweet musk rising. Mommy’s
pussy. I wanted to taste it. I wanted to set my mouth on her
and to drink in the juice between her thighs, even if it was insane
– even if it was wrong.

I remembered the rules she set, and lowered
my hands underneath her instead. I pushed my index finger along the
inside of her thigh, pulling her legs gently open. She tensed, her
fingers searching upward along my face, pressing into my hair.

At the top of her pelvis, where the lips of
her luscious cunt joined at the top, just under the soft triangle
of pubic hair that she had so carefully trimmed for this trip, her
clitoris shone like a little gem. I moved my finger along it, over
it, feeling her shudder under me as I grazed it, dragged my fingers
between her pussy lips, feeling them give with wet, slick juice. I
gathered it with my fingers, wiped it along her clit, before
rubbing against it with the pads of my fingers. Mom shuddered.

My middle finger and ring finger went down
and pushed. The opening between her pussy lips gave way, and my
fingers started to sink into her. Mom gave a high-pitched whine as
it went in, knuckle by knuckle, her hands clutching at my hair.

Her clit looked like a coral pomegranate
seed, like a shining opal. I moved my thumb over it and gave a
gentle push. She twitched, and moaned, “oh honey… my baby…”

My fingers started to move in and out, the
soft firm texture of her tight pussy constricting over my hand.
With each movement, she gave a slight gasp – I angled my fingers
upward, searching for the spot, and when I felt the fleshy ribbing
at the ceiling of her pussy, she arched back, breath catching. I
pushed into her, faster, fingerfucking her the way I had learned in
college, as if she were a lovely stranger I had just met and
convinced to come back with me to the dorms.

Mom’s hips bucked as I pushed in and out,
faster and faster, the slick, sticky sound of my fingers getting
louder and louder, as my knuckles pushed hard between her meaty
lips, as she opened her mouth, eyes closed, core tensing.

“Fuck, oh fuck, Brett!” Mom started gasping,
her hands latched onto my shoulders, her nails scratching me. “Oh
fuck… oh fuck!” She pushed her hips forward, grinding herself on my
fist, rolling her hips, making my fingers twist inside her as she
gave a loud, throaty cry. I felt her shudder, as her insides
quivered, and I felt a rush of juices squirting over my
fingers.

She shuddered, whining, and grabbed my head,
pulling it close to her chest, “slow down now, baby,” she gasped,
burying my face between her soft, milky breasts, the lacey bra
smelling of jasmine. I held my fingers inside her, feeling her
slick pussy clench on me. She breathed heavily. She looked down at
me as if I were just a kid again, as if I were being held on her
lap, but her eyes were sultry, dark, aroused.

“It’s your turn, baby,” she whispered, her
hands spreading out, moving down my chest. “Let me hold that
pretty, pretty cock of yours.”

But I couldn’t stop thinking about the little
pink nub of her clit. About the juices that ran down from between
her legs. About the sweet scent that made me ache to taste her… to
drink her in.

“I want to taste you,” I said. I grabbed
inside her thigh and moved my fingers over her clit. She shuddered
as I shifted down.

She laughed, stroking my hair. “Honey,” she
said, her tone a mix of warning and surprise, “you’re very sweet,
but I’m your mommy.” Her hands pushed me away gently. “Besides, I
think you’re going to like what I’m about to do to you.” She stared
up at me, her dark eyes flirting. “Do you want to cum on mommy’s
tits? Do you want to cum all over your mother’s chest?”

I stood up in a flash, and mom sat up on the
couch, leaning forward, finally unhooking her bra. It fell to her
waist, her overflowing breasts falling loose, her soft, tasty
nipples darkened with the heat and excitement.

She scooted to the edge of the couch. My cock
stood at attention close to her face. She stared at it, licking her
lips. “Oh honey,” she said, her voice throaty and yearning. “You
have such a pretty, pretty cock.” She took it in her hands and
squeezed, breathing in sharply. Her hands started moving, and I
shuddered as her handjob continued where she left it. “It’s not
that I don’t want you to taste me,” she said, her dirty talk
sending spasms through me, “but I just want to see my tall,
handsome son cumming, that’s all.”

My precum surged up, and a sticky drop slid
down my tip. She let go of my cock with one hand while she
continued jerking with the other, and lightly pressed her finger on
the opening, then drew it away, a strand of my cum pulling for
inches until it disconnected. She looked up at me. “Oh, honey… Is
it good? Do you like it when mommy touches you?”

I gasped, each use of the word ‘mommy’
hitting me harder than I thought possible. She looked up at me, her
sexy eyes blinking at me innocently as I thrashed, my prick like an
animal, pushing toward her lovely, sexy face. Her hands gripped my
throbbing cock tight, moving it faster and faster.

I gritted my teeth and tried to hold myself
back, but I felt it starting. I felt the cum rising. “Oh, mom…” I
moaned, “Oh, mom… oh fuck, I’m…” My cock throbbed in her hands, her
fingers unbearably hot. I gave a shudder and staggered backwards as
I felt my balls constricting – I would have slipped out of her
grip, but mom actually lunged forward, her bottom leaving the
couch, and she fell to her knees, now even lower, looking up at me
submissively, her lips pouting while her hands darted up and down
my shaft.

I looked down and saw the pale, lovely flesh
of her tits, right in front of my cock. I was about to come
everywhere – all over the place I used to suckle as a baby – all
over my mother’s lovely breasts. I closed my eyes and groaned
uncontrollably.

Then my mother spoke, gently, in a loving,
pleading tone. “Yes, yes baby,” I rocked, feeling it surging
upward. “Please baby, cum for me.” My vision started to go white.
“Cum for mommy. Cum on mommy’s tits like a good boy.”

With that, my cock exploded – streams of my
white cum came out in ropes, casting over my mother’s pale tits,
streaming down her pink areolas, splashing up her smooth neck, a
pale fleck of semen striking her chin as she gasped. My balls
pumped for long, drawn out seconds, until it felt almost painful,
until I didn’t have any cum left in me, until only tiny drops fell
to the light tile of the villa.

Mom’s hand slowed, and then she drew it away,
pulling lines of sticky whiteness with her. She looked at the cum
on her hand, this time smiling. “That was a lot, Brett.” She stood,
her soft body moving elegantly, and grabbed a napkin, wiping it off
her hands. The amount of cum on her chest was like strings and
strings of shining necklaces. Thick shots of it slowly dragged down
her, curving between and around each teat, glinting, wet, one
strand flowing down her tummy past her belly button. She wore her
son’s cum with such… dignity. She gave a sultry look as I stared at
it dripping down her front. “Get cleaned up, alright honey? I’ll
take care of the stuff on the floor.”

I showered, the time afterward moving in slow
motion. I stumbled around in the afterglow, got dressed in my room,
tried to get steady until I just collapsed on my bed. I heard the
shower turn on for a few minutes. I wanted to get up and to see
what mom looked like in the shower again, but after cumming that
hard, I didn’t really have anything in me.

When I got out, it was even darker. Mom was
wearing her thin, white silk robe, the one she wore on the first
morning of the trip. “Hey,” she called to me from the couch. “Want
to watch this thing? I think it’s called ‘Generations of Passion’
or something.” She was watching a Mexican soap – something from the
early 2000’s. Dark haired men and women in the best of the time’s
fashion threw their hands at each other on screen, yelling, crying,
whispering, their volumes rising and falling dramatically. I didn’t
know what they were saying to each other exactly, but I could get
the sentiment.

I sat down on the couch, and mom reached her
hands out to me. “Come here, baby,” she sighed. “Let’s relax a
bit.” I pulled in close, laying down across the length of the couch
and nestled by face between her breasts, now clean, smelling like
floral body wash and silk. It was like I was a little kid again.
Somehow, my erection came back – even though I came with everything
I had earlier, the scent and feeling of her teats got my blood
flowing.

I moved my fingers along her leg and she
pulled me closer. I felt like flirting. “Hey, sexy,” I said, “you
ready for another round?”

Mom snickered and slapped my cheek gently.
“Don’t talk to me like that. I’m still your mother. Now hush, I’m
trying to watch this thing.”

I kept moving my hand up her leg, pressing it
between her soft thighs. “You don’t want to multitask?” My fingers
reached the soft place between her legs. She wasn’t wearing panties
– under her robes, she was completely naked. My finger trailed
between her lips, the moist, slick feeling of her juices still
readily there for me to explore.

She glared at me, shifting so that my fingers
couldn’t push deeper. “I’m serious, Brett. I’m trying to watch this
show.” She set her hand on my wrist. “You’d better not distract me
from what’s happening next. Or I’ll slap you for real.” I
reluctantly pulled my hand back, sulking, trying to figure out how
I could get a little more out of her tonight.

Five minutes later, I got a hard, stinging
slap to the face and was sent to bed.


Chapter 15

I woke up with a hard on that would have
knocked down a building, which was frustrating, considering I
didn’t know if I would get to use it today. Was mom still upset? I
wasn’t sure if she was mad at me from pushing a little too hard
during her show last night. The sound of the slap still rang in my
ears, even after sleeping.

The sound of something sizzling drifted into
my bedroom, so I walked out in my underwear, hoping to apologize
and to get something to eat.

Mom was wearing a different silk robe this
time. It was just as thin and as short as the other robe, but this
time, it was a shiny and stark black, making her skin look stark
white in comparison. Her thighs looked incredibly delicious. If the
other robe made her look like an angel, this one made her look like
a seductress, ripe for the taking. And I felt seduced. My mother
gave a slight turn as I stepped in, her hips giving a subtle,
curvaceous jiggle. She smirked, watching as I stared at the lovely
shape of her behind under the robe. “Good morning, mister
insatiable. Did you sleep well after I grounded you?”

“Morning,” I responded, all the embarrassment
melting away as I kept staring. I felt my cock rising as her hips
moved back and forth while she tended to the food on the stove. Her
legs pressed together, and she leaned forward to reach for salt,
and I saw the gentle curve of her bottom emerge. Just between her
cheeks, right where her legs met, I saw the hint of pink, her yummy
pussy peeking out at me. My mouth started to salivate as I
remembered her smell and the feeling of her slick juices on my
fingers. I regretted not tasting it after having my fingers in her
over the last couple days.

Then I wondered if I could have a taste
today.

“Your father’s on his way back,” she said,
somewhat regretfully. “And while he’s here, I don’t want you
playing grab hands with me. Can you imagine if your father saw
something?” She gave a shudder, her hair shimmering around her
face. “God. What a fucking disaster that would be if he ever found
out.”

“I don’t know,” I said, contradicting her. “I
think it’d be pretty fun to do it around him. It’s exciting.”

“Yeah. Well. It’s enough that I’ve been
letting my son cum on my chest. I don’t need your father to divorce
me for it.” She looked at me up and down, her gaze lingering on my
erection. “Ready for another one, huh?” She smiled. “Not enough
time, Brett. Sorry. I need to have this ready by the time he gets
back.”

I felt my cock straining. I asked, hoarsely,
“when will he be back, exactly?”

She stopped cooking and turned to face me, a
hand on her wide hips. “I hope you’re not thinking what I think
you’re thinking.” She rolled her eyes. “If you’ve really got to
know, he sent me a text saying he’d be back in 15 minutes.”

“When did he send that?” I stepped up to her,
pushed her against the counter, pressing my erection against the
soft cleft under her robes. She took a sharp breath inward. She
looked up at me with those dark, dark eyes.

“Five minutes ago. But that’s not enough time
for -,” she yelped as my hands dove under her, and I lifted her up.
Mom dropped the spatula, giggling as I carried her to another spot
of the counter, her hands wrapping around my neck. I set her ass on
the tile counterspace, then started to pull at the edges of her
robe. She gasped loudly as I tugged the little ribbon apart, her
breasts spilling from between the thin fabric, “Brett, what are you
doing?” I kept pulling the robe apart, drawing it along her sides,
her lily-white legs now revealed, the soft pinch of her flesh
meeting above her apex.

“We have ten minutes.”

I felt so hungry to taste her – my hands
pushed her legs wide open, and she leaned back on the counter,
trying to keep her balance. “Brett!” She yelled, “what the hell are
you doing?”

I knelt down, kissing along her chest, down
her soft, tight tummy. “Don’t stop me. I need this.” I pushed her
legs wider, but she started to resist, trying to pull her legs
together.

“Brett, this isn’t what we agreed to. It’s
just hands, remember?”

I didn’t care. She could slap me again and it
wouldn’t matter – that wasn’t enough to keep me from devouring my
mother’s lovely cunny. She tried pulling her legs together tighter
for a second, but I only pushed harder – exposing the pink slit
between her legs. My hands massaged inward, and she relaxed,
protesting, “I know you think you’re being funny, but we agreed to
certain rules.” I put my tongue along the inside of her thigh and
moved smoothly in toward her pussy. Mom’s words halted as she
paused, trying to figure out what to say to stop me while my tongue
cruised steadily inward, tasting the clean, soft skin, until it
grew warmer toward the apex. I reached around and grabbed either
side of her ass and pulled her closer to the edge of the
counter.

“Brett…” she said, trying to sound stern,
“Brett, don’t you dare…” My tongue finally reached her hip as I
pulled her open. Her pussy looked so delicious, like a sugar glaze
– tight, inviting. Her breath caught in anticipation or
embarrassment. Her voice was now high. “Brett, your father is going
to be home any—" My tongue reached her, and I immediately pushed
forward to cover as much of her pussy with my mouth as I could,
sealing over her hot, slick slit.

She moaned, all her breath escaping her. The
taste between my mother’s soft lips burst into my mouth – a sweet,
tangy flavor like citrus fruits and copper. I gave a long, deep
lick, and felt my tongue press in, parting the lips despite their
tightness. She sucked a breath in, gasping, “Brett, you shouldn’t…
ohhh…” She melted under me. I licked with the fullness of my
tongue, pressing in, licking as deep as I could, and pulled my
tongue upward and over her pink clit. Every time my tongue went
over the little nub, she shuddered with short, halting breaths.

Mom shifted on the counter, her hands pushing
against the dishes and décor. A bowl filled with fruit crashed to
the ground, scattering limes and oranges into the dining room while
her moans echoed through the house. “Brett,” she whined while my
tongue explored between her juicy, tangy lips, “Oh damn, Brett, I
should slap you again for this.” She bit down on her lower lip as I
pushed harder.

I gave a muffled grunt while sliding my
tongue into her as deep as I could. She shuddered as I tightened my
grip on her bottom, pulling her pussy against my mouth, feverishly
licking as she gave little gasps. Her legs went up, and I carefully
drew my mouth higher, circling my lips around the little jewel at
the top of her pussy. I sucked, and she threw her head back,
wrapping her legs around my face.

“Yesss,” she moaned. Mom pulled, her soft
calves against the back of my head. She fell back to her elbows on
the counter. “Fuck, baby,” she whined as I sucked and licked at her
clit. “Fuck! Lick me like that, baby… ohhhhhhh…” She threw her head
back, giving a continuous, suppressed cry.

I drew back, put my fingers in my mouth to
cover them with spit, and brought a finger to the entrance of her
cunt. She panted, waiting, her eyes wide as she looked down at me
from the counter. I pushed my fingers in, and she mouthed, “fuck,”
closing her eyes, shuddering.

My mouth went back to her clit, and she
stared down, anxious, feverishly anticipating. I pulled my fingers
upward inside her, gently pushing against the top, where her most
sensitive spot was, but stopped. I pulled my mouth back and looked
up. One of her hands reached down and wove through my hair. “Come
on, baby,” she begged. “Don’t stop.”

“You want it?” I asked, teasing. “You want me
to taste you some more?”

“Yes,” she hissed, “fucking eat me out Brett,
come on!”

“I don’t know,” I drew out my words as I
flicked at the pink nub with my tongue, each flick causing her to
twitch and gasp impatiently. I purposefully slowed down as I
continued, “I don’t know if we have enough time—” Her fingers
suddenly tightened into my hair and she yanked my face down,
sealing my mouth onto her clit. I started licking again and she
moaned, “ohhhh… that’s what I want, baby…”

I pushed my fingers farther into her. She
shook under me as my digits explored inside of her, while my tongue
slipped around, my whole mouth soaked with tangy pussy juice and
saliva. I pushed upward, feeling the fleshy ribbed feeling of her G
spot, and concentrated my effort there. I rubbed it gently, while
timing it with my tongue on her clit, and with every movement, her
gasps got louder and louder, her legs clenching as she tightened
herself around me, pulling me harder into her pussy. I could tell
this was the way – if there was a way to bring my mother to orgasm
before dad got home, it was going to happen this way.

She started to tense. “Brett,” she started,
barely whispering. I pressed on, moving my tongue faster, rubbing a
little more firmly, sucking gently. She said my name again, louder
this time, sighing with almost a musical note. “Brett.” She leaned
her head back, her fingers tightly clenching around my hair. It was
going to happen any second now.

I felt her body shift as she slipped off of
her elbow and onto her back, now lying flat on the counter while
her legs pulled tightly around my head and shoulders. I licked
faster, pressed against her sensitive spot more carefully, timing
everything with her breaths, until I heard her cry, “Oh fuck,
Brett!” She gasped, loudly. Then she stopped breathing. I pushed
harder. She started to shake.

Her legs tightened, hard, and I felt a rush
of juice spurt from within her cunt – and a sweet taste hit my
tongue as I bore down, feverishly licking as she started to shudder
and twitch uncontrollably. Her mouth opened and she gave a
soundless, breathless cry, arching back, her heavy breasts swinging
with each tremor, her hips pushing forward, hard, her legs
tightening even more than I thought possible, crushing my face
between her soft white thighs while she fell apart in orgasm.

She held me in her legs, tight, for long,
long seconds, her pussy quivering against my lips while I savored
the sweet juice that dripped from her. She finally took an ecstatic
breath – a long, crying, gasping breath.

Then I heard the front door open.

Mom snapped up in a panic, her hair
completely messed up, her face scarlet red from the strain of her
orgasm. She looked at me with a fascinating mix of panic and
stunned, dumbfounded shock - as if we hadn’t expected dad to arrive
home when he said he would.

Her hands whipped to her sides, and she
yanked together the edges of her black silk robe, shutting away her
breasts, the reddened nipples disappearing from view, her dark
triangle of pubic hair shuttering away, her hands shaking while
tying the belt of the robe. “Put on some pants!” She hissed,
pointing at my hard on poking through my boxers. I completely
forgot – I was practically naked, and dad’s footsteps were already
coming down the hall.

There wasn’t any time – not enough for me to
dive into my room before dad could see us. Mom hopped down off the
counter and repositioned herself at the stove while I just tucked
my erection upward so it wouldn’t be as noticeable. I looked at
mom, panicked.

Her face was still red, her pupils dilated,
her lovely white legs still shaking in post-orgasm shivers, her
robe only barely holding on around her. A single, lovely tit was
half-out on her left side. There was no way we wouldn’t arouse
suspicion unless we had a miracle.

And we had it.

Dad’s eyes were swollen through lack of sleep
and the extraordinary effects of way too much booze. He smelled
like a distillery, staggering into the dining area, barely even
facing our direction while he moved on a downward trajectory toward
the only cushioned surface in the area. “Good morning…” he groaned,
clearly hung over and drunk at the same time. He collapsed onto the
couch where mom let me cum on her tits the night before. His face
pressed into the pillows as he suffered in alcoholic misery.

Mom glared at me, still red, only now
noticing her left breast being so exposed. She pulled the robe over
it and whispered harshly at me, “we’ll talk about this later.” She
pointed at my room and mouthed for me to put some pants on. When
she turned to face my dad I noticed the red imprint of the counter
on the back of her legs, along with the red marks along her ass
where I gripped her cheeks tightly while I licked her out. In any
other situation I was sure it would have raised suspicion, but we
were incredibly lucky this time. Dad was only half-conscious.

I tiptoed away and returned after I had both
pants and a shirt. Mom was salvaging the food on the stove – it had
burned slightly after I distracted her, but she was making it work,
setting fresh, if not slightly overdone quesadillas on three
brightly colored plates.

Mom set a plate in front of dad, who was
starting to snore. The look on her face was intimidating to say the
least. Dad’s continual choice to drink and stay out until morning
probably didn’t feel the most flattering to mom, especially after
all of their arguing. She had her mouth closed tightly, her cheeks
tense with angry thought while she stared down at her husband who
had most likely spent the entirety of last night trying to chat up
girls half his age.

“So.” Her voice was terse. “Where did you
stay last night?”

Dad opened his eyes and rubbed at his face.
“Does it matter?”

“You’ve been out until morning several times
now,” mom replied, icy. “Most women would be suspicious.”

“You don’t need to worry, Nora,” dad groaned.
“I’m a faithfully and happily married man.” His sarcasm dripped
thickly.

“We both know that’s a lie.”

“We both know I wouldn’t do anything that
could cause a divorce.” Dad sat up on the couch, now alert, his own
tone similar to mom’s. “That would be a little costly, wouldn’t
it?”

Mom shifted, uncomfortable with the way the
conversation rapidly turned. “I see.”

Dad shrugged and laid back. “You want me to
give you a play by play about how last night went?” He snickered.
“Oh Nora. You’ve thought I was cheating on you the last few days,
haven’t you?”

Mom bristled with frustration and
embarrassment, suddenly guilty. She started rubbing her arms, her
eyes flicking to me and down my body. I self-consciously wiped at
my mouth.

She replied, “any woman would have her
concerns. You’ve come back boozed up every day. During daylight.
It’s not like you would have slept on the floor of a bar.”

“You’d be surprised what a couple of twenties
will do in the right spot. I got bedside service, can you believe
it? Pillows, blankets, a bench next to the liquor cabinet, the
works.” Dad yawned. “Waking up in a different bar almost every day
is a bit like camping. Plus, you get to drink before 9 AM.” He
rolled over. “In all seriousness, it’s the most fun I’ve had in a
long, long time. Now stop being a nag.”

Mom huffed and went back to the kitchen. Her
face was furious. I stepped back as she moved past me to the sink,
putting her hands to either side of it. She was breathing heavily,
enraged.

Dad’s voice rose from the couch in a taunt.
“Besides. Jealousy doesn’t become you, Nora. And even if I was
talking to other women, what would you do? Would you even divorce
me?” He laughed quietly, trying not to aggravate his hangover.
“You’re way too sweet for that.” He paused. “Don’t tell me Brett’s
not awake yet.”

Mom’s eyebrows raised as she realized dad had
no idea I was in the kitchen. She turned and looked at me. I could
tell she was thinking. Wildly angry thoughts danced across her
face. “He’s… still in his room,” she said slowly, looking directly
at me. “Now, what were you saying dear?” Her words came out like
metallic slivers. She beckoned for me to come closer. Put a finger
over her lips. Put her hand on my shoulder. Pushed me down while
making a barely audible shushing noise.

“I mean,” dad’s words sleepily floated from
behind the couch, “you’re just not that kind of woman to ruin both
of our lives. You’re too nice. Too timid.”

I sank to my knees, looking up at mom. She
looked down at me coldly, setting a hand gently behind my head,
while her other hand slipped down to the lower hem of her silk
robe. I stared up at her, stunned, as she slowly, gently lifted it
up.

Her waist was at my eye level as the black
silk parted to unveil her luscious hips again. Her pubic hair
appeared, and just below it, the bright red of the nub of her clit
shone like a jewel in the midst of the pale, white flesh between
her legs. “Timid?” Mom repeated dad’s words. “Nice?” She gently
pulled my head toward her apex, making a soft kissing shape with
her mouth, hinting that I was supposed to taste her again, even
with dad just ten feet away.

Mom didn’t look like she did before. This was
very, very different from the suppressed lust and caution my mom
shared with me when we touched each other earlier. This was
dirtier. This was more extreme. This was… her way of getting
revenge.

She set her feet apart and leaned back
against the counter. Her slick pussy was open for me again. She
looked over the counter at dad and back down to me, her cheeks
flush, her look intense. I heard dad reply with another taunt.
“Nora, I know you’ve nagged me plenty on this, but realistically,
I’m too close to retirement for you to want to end all that. How
would that benefit either of us? If we divorced, you’d have to go
it alone and work, and it’d be too embarrassing for you anyway. But
I think it’s sweet, really. You forgive me for being distant, don’t
you? It’s what I like about you.”

My mother glared down in response to those
words. Her hand tightened in my hair and she forced my mouth toward
her pussy.

I felt my cock spring up against the inside
of my pants. Mom’s domineering look downward at me was so… extreme,
dominating. It simultaneously scared me and aroused me, giving me
feelings I wasn’t sure I knew how to handle. I opened my mouth
obediently and set my tongue on her slit, and licked upward,
dragging along her clit, guided by her hand. She shivered in
response, her cheeks red. Her legs slightly parted further, and she
pushed her hips out, mashing my mouth on her cunny. I licked at
her, tasting her juices afresh, knowing that after the orgasm
earlier and with her newfound excitement that her flesh was
infinitely more sensitive than it was before. Her legs twitched in
response to each lick.

“You really think I won’t do anything?” Mom’s
words were heavy, strained. I could see how somebody might
interpret them as angry, or upset, but from the look on her face, I
could tell that she was enjoying herself.

“Of course not,” dad’s words were a little
quieter, but self-assured and relaxed.

I licked at her harder, bringing my hands up
and grabbing hold of her ass. I pushed my face in, tasting, taking
in the soft scent of her crotch, enjoying the new wave of wetness
that covered my mouth and chin as I devoured her between her legs.
Mom gave a little gasp as I looped an arm between her legs and
lifted one of them over my shoulder. She wrapped her leg around me,
over my back, and rolled her eyes back as I dove as deeply as I
could with my tongue, fucking her pussy with my mouth as best as I
could.

“Stop crying, Nora,” dad mumbled. “God
damn.”

“Sorry honey,” mom whispered, barely audible,
shuddering. She looked down and pointed at my erection pushing
through my pants. “Take it out,” she mouthed.

I obliged, unzipping my pants silently and
pulling out my cock, excited beyond anything I had ever
experienced, the risk and insanity of eating out my own mother with
my dad in the room lighting up every possible neuron in my mind. My
heart crashed through my chest, coupled with the feeling that I was
my own father’s replacement, that I was claiming his wife’s
sexuality, even with him in the room.

“Touch yourself,” she mouthed. I obeyed,
wrapping a hand around my junk and jerking myself off, already
close simply from the fear and risk, the delightful sights of mom’s
orgasm coupled with the anticipation of what mom was planning. I
had no idea what was going to happen, but I was ready with
everything to find out.

She pushed my face into her pussy while I
jerked off on my knees. My tongue explored deeper. Her excitement
was at a peak too – as she looked down at my cock jerking and my
face deep in her cunt, she tensed up. She gave an imperceptible,
gorgeous moan, shuddering, both of her hands moving onto my head,
tightening in my hair. Her grip grew even tighter as I focused
harder on her clit, pushing with all of my tongue’s strength on the
pink nub, until she suddenly shattered.

She gave another gasp, loudly this time, and
the one leg she stood on shook until she almost fell, her hands
snapping from my head to the counter to prop herself back up. Her
other leg around my neck and back constricted around me, and as she
started her second orgasm, she gave a low moan that I was sure dad
would think was her crying.

“Oh god, Nora, please shut up,” he moaned,
while my tongue pushed deeper into his wife’s cunt.

Mom threw her head back and she gave a sob of
delight and pleasure, her legs twitching, her arms shaking,
weakened by the waves of orgasm that ripped through her lovely,
curved body. Her leg’s grip tightened even further, her face went
to a deep red, and then she let go, struggling to keep herself
quiet while gasping.

I was getting close to cumming too – the
sight of mom shuddering and the extreme dynamic playing between her
and my dad was too much. I felt my balls tightening, the tense
feeling at the base of my cock growing intensely. Mom let go of my
neck with her leg and leaned down, her breasts hanging, pushing
from between the folds of her silk robe.

She whispered directly in my ear, barely
audible, her lovely hair a mess, her eyes sultry, pupils dilated,
her cheeks flush, her lovely lips soft, her eyes impossibly dark.
“Brett, baby, be a good boy. Since your father’s being this way,”
she asked, her voice shaking, mischievous, seductive, hoarse from
her orgasmic strain, her words impossibly slow, “I need you to make
mommy feel better…” Her lids lowered as she made eye contact with
me and finished her command, “by cumming all over mommy’s face and
all over mommy’s mouth.”

I couldn’t even blink a response.

I got lost in the dark swirls of my mother’s
lashes as she gave me a soft kiss on the cheek. She looked at me,
expectantly, leaning forward, a tit falling loose from her silk,
the beautiful ruby of her nipple accentuating her chest.

She looked at me inquisitively, as if asking
me again. I nodded, my mouth dry.

Of course I would do what she asked. Yes, I
would gladly cum on my own mother’s face. My cock throbbed
uncontrollably as I held on to the edge of orgasm, the anticipation
almost too much, as beads of precum emerged from the tip of my
cock.

She put a finger to her lips and gave another
shushing noise as she drifted to her knees. I stood up silently,
peeking over the counter. I felt mom’s finger touch gently at the
tip of my cock and then drift down, dragging the slickness of my
precum with it. Dad’s head was hidden by the armrest of the couch.
Unless he got up, there was no way he’d see what was going on.

I looked back down at mom, while she stared
upward at me, her eyes innocent, her hands reaching up to the edges
of her robe as she pulled them wide, baring her chest, letting her
breasts completely fall free as she submitted herself before me and
offered her face and mouth for my cum. I throbbed, unbearably
close, feeling the excitement pushing everything upward.

Her fingers wrapped around it and squeezed,
and she smiled as I twitched in her hand. She went to work, knowing
I was already so, so close to cumming, and she tightened her grip
and jerked me off as fast as she could, her fist a blur as I
shuddered, my legs buckling over, and over, as I felt it
starting.

My own mother, the lovely woman who gave
birth to me, who took care of me when I was sick, who cooked me
breakfast, threw me birthday parties, scolded me about homework,
grounded me when I talked back, that lovely, beautiful, mature,
pale, hard working woman who ruled my life for eighteen years now
knelt before me submissively, her hands wrapped around my cock as
she worked with everything she could to degrade herself with my
seed as her husband lay on the couch, just within sight. It was a
victory. It was revenge. It was… coming.

I felt it rising, my balls clenching harder
than they’ve ever constricted in my entire life, energy shooting up
through my pelvis like hot steam – I was getting ready to cum more
than I ever had – I didn’t know how much was about to come out, but
all I could tell was that my balls drew every last possible ounce
of cum I had within me, all for the sake of my mother’s sweet, pink
mouth. I couldn’t breathe at all – my abs were crushing against my
ribcage as the pleasure immobilized everything but the mechanical
action in my testicles, straining hard against what felt like iron
gates within my pelvis until I felt something in them suddenly
unlock. Time slowed as my body set itself up before one last gate –
the only one left before I gave everything.

Nora, my lovely mother, my mom - she opened
her mouth wide, and slowly rolled out her tongue.

I could see far, far down her wet, pink
throat, almost as far as I could see into the dark, loving pools of
her eyes. Her small, soft hands tightened even harder on my cock,
jerking me harder, faster than I thought was possible, and I
ascended to a new height of pleasure.

My mother stared at me, watching me
expectantly as my vision darkened and brightened and shifted, far
past the precipice. I heard a whisper. I looked down and saw her
lovely open mouth moving, “please, baby,” she begged, “give mommy
your cum.”

She stuck out her tongue and gave a soft,
barely audible whine.

I came with the force of a cannon.

My semen rocketed out in a pulsating stream,
more of it than I had ever cum before, spattering across my
mother’s surprised and delighted face, a stream shooting into her
mouth and coating thickly all over the lovely wet pink of her
tongue, a soft, happy giggle emerging from her wet throat as my
cock sprayed semen into her beautiful mouth and between her soft
lips. It arced up and over her head, landing in streams through her
hair, and flicked off to the side, painting her flush cheek with
strands of clear and shining glaze. Through every instant of it,
mom held eye contact with me, even as the cum ran down her face,
trickled down her chin, poured down her mouth.

Mom’s breathing quickened, but I felt like I
was passing out – my head was pounding and the earthshattering
pleasure of letting everything in me all over my mom’s face
completely upended my conception of reality. I felt myself drifting
back, but then I felt two hands on my thighs. I steadied myself,
trying to keep from letting loose a moan that actually showed the
intense ecstasy I felt. But I saw mom’s face approaching my cock
even as it finished shooting the last few drops of cum against her
lovely, pale chin.

My mother kissed out, reaching the tip of my
cock and gave a light suck on it as if it were a straw, pulling a
strand of semen into her mouth. Then she opened her mouth wide, and
drew the rest of my length in. I choked, blinded by the pleasure as
she started to suck on my cock for the first time in my life, as my
semen coated her face, and as she moved her head back and forth,
the intense, wet, slick heat of her mouth swirling around my head
combined with all the cum I gave her.

My cock was hypersensitive in the aftermath –
but it was a pleasureful ecstasy that had never been matched by
anything before, and I wasn’t sure if it could be matched again.
With her slippery mouth moving back and forth on my overly
sensitive cock, sucking with each movement, I underwent an
agonizing pleasure that sent my eyes rolling back deep in my head
-- I almost started a suppressed howl that I could only halt by
biting as hard on my lips as I possibly could, but I didn’t want it
to stop, not now, not ever.

My hands shot out and grabbed at her hair,
and I yanked her down, my cock still pulsing, my balls still
constricting, and I drew her mouth down on my cock, her mouth
taking it farther, and farther, and farther, until my mother’s
lovely face completely swallowed up my cock, until I pushed forward
even farther and bumped against the back of her throat.

Mom’s hands clapped against my thighs as she
looked up at me, her eyes watering as she started choking – but I
wasn’t done – I felt a second orgasm rising from within me.

I thrust forward, harder, uncontrollably
twitching as I forced myself deep, and her throat opened up for me.
She struggled and deepthroated my cock as I felt the second,
incredibly powerful orgasmic wave within me surging up. I felt
mom’s throat constricting around the head of my cock as she
struggled to breathe, and she started to push at my legs, but I
wasn’t there yet – my hands seized her hair the way she seized
mine, and I pulled her onto me, hard. “Not yet,” I tried to whisper
silently, “hold on mom, please, fuck, I’m almost there again.”

She would have to fight me to let go before I
came for a second time. I had no intention of letting my cum go
anywhere but directly down her throat. I shook my head and
whispered, “do this for me, mom, come on, please.” She stopped
pushing, and instead brought her hands upward, grabbing on to my
ass and helping me pull myself into her throat as she went the
extra mile for her baby boy.

I heard a little groan come from within her
as she swallowed on my cock head again, and I saw a few tears form,
not from sadness, but from the strain and the difficulty – she
looked up at me, her whole face pink, with cum streaking through
her hair, with semen dripping down her cheek and sliding down her
lovely nose, a smear of it along her lips from moving on me, and
that was all I needed in order to break through into a second
orgasm.

I felt it rise, my balls clenching painfully
for a second time, and I shuddered as it felt like a shotgun went
off from my pelvis – a second series of cumshots pumped upward from
deep within me and I squirted it completely down my mother’s
loving, willing throat, and I felt her throat close over my cock
with each pump, swallowing, over, and over, my milk spilling
straight down into her tummy as she took every last drop,
swallowing again and again.

The instant my cock stopped pumping semen and
it started to lose its hardness, mom pulled me out of her mouth,
and she gasped for air, sucking in oxygen as deeply as she could.
She collapsed back on the tile, looking up at me in awe, her face
beautifully decorated with more cum than I knew I could produce.
She swallowed, wiped at her mouth, and gave me a cute smile,
winking at me.

“You done?” Dad’s groan from the couch
interrupted her happy smile, and she tensed up, looking around the
corner.

Dad stirred. I saw his legs swing off of the
couch.

Mom’s eyes went wide. “Shit,” she mouthed,
looking around, panicking, tying her robes again. I yanked my pants
up and grabbed a towel from the counter and tossed it to her, and
she quickly wiped it over her face, trying to erase any sign of my
seed in and around her. It was sticky, shiny on her cheeks and her
lips and the towel didn’t seem to help that much, removing some but
smearing the rest in a sticky sheen.

Dad got up. Staggered over. Mom stood up at
attention as if dad were an inspector or a drill sergeant, but
instead he just wandered over to the counter and eyed the slightly
burned, but now cold breakfast. “Well,” he mumbled, “I guess I
deserve it.” His joke went over deadpan and mom self-consciously
brushed her hair from her face, looking at me uncomfortably.

I noticed a couple strands of my cum on top
of her hair – it stuck out against the dark locks. I made a quick
motion to her about it and she turned, trying to keep her left side
of her hair hidden from dad’s view. Her eyes were red from crying
after I had just forced her to deepthroat me, her cheeks were
sticky with my cum – though I guess anyone could have almost seen
it as the sheen of tears.

Dad looked up at us both, startled at my
presence. “Oh. Morning Brett.” He shrugged and started to eat,
entirely oblivious as to the nature of the shining liquid on his
wife’s face. “Hope you didn’t hear too much of that.” Mom sniffed
and excused herself to the bathroom to wash her face. She gave a
breathless, excited smile as she passed me.

“Oh, hear what?” I asked, watching the shake
in mom’s trembling hips as she swayed, orgasmic, under her silk
robes. I looked up to her face as she closed the door, blowing me a
kiss. “I just came here.”


Chapter 16

Mom showered and changed while dad gave me a
long, long talk about why, as provider, he had every right to spend
his time the way he wanted to, and why if he felt like going out to
day drink on the vacation he paid for, or to sleep in a random bar,
he was going to, and nobody was going to stop him. I nodded after
every bite of food and checked my pants nervously to make sure
extra cum didn’t soak through.

Unbearable minutes went by while dad went on,
and on, entirely oblivious to the activities that went on right
below his nose in the kitchen just minutes before. The thrill of
beating my dad at a game he had no idea he was playing was…
extraordinary. I felt like I was six inches taller.

I finished breakfast just as mom stepped out
of the bathroom, wearing a sundress with a white bikini underneath
– she looked simply angelic, her face highlighted by her clean,
dark hair. “Brett and I are going to tan,” mom interrupted dad’s
little speech. “Aren’t we, baby? After you shower?” She looked at
me with a stern look that told me I wasn’t going to waste too much
time with my ridiculous father.

“Yeah,” I nodded, “We planned on doing this
since yesterday,” I said, trying to make it sound natural. Mom
sidled up close to me, on the opposite side of the counter from
dad. Her soft hip pressed against mine. I reached over to grab her
ass, and got a harsh slap on the hand instead of a handful.

Dad shrugged, letting his utensils drop as
his hangover and his tiredness caught up with him. “You two do
whatever. But that’s what I’m trying to say here. You do whatever,
I do whatever. Everyone’s happy with that, right?”

“Right,” mom and I said in unison while I
rubbed at the newly formed stinging red mark on my wrist. Mom gave
me a stern look, and mouthed, “we’re going to talk.” That wasn’t
good.

I showered off, but the afterglow and the
aftermath of all the excitement almost put me to sleep in the
shower. I stumbled out and got dressed, hoping I’d at least make it
to the beach so that I could spend the time with mom versus letting
myself collapse in the same building as my cuck dad.

It was really, really strange to think of him
that way – even if I had just come all over his wife’s face. Though
it was stranger to take that train of thought and to run with it –
to realize that if my dad was a cuck, what did that make me? I
wasn’t quite a motherfucker. All I did was cum on his wife’s face
and… I guess, down her throat. I felt myself tingling from the
pleasure and the dominant position that gave me within the
household, but it mixed with the strange new reality that the woman
I was messing with was my mother. My sweet, kind mom.

I wondered when the last time was that mom
let him do anything like that… if ever.

I got out of the shower, somehow erect again.
My body must have awoken to the recent events and prepared itself
for yet another session, but I wasn’t sure if mom was going to be
down for it judging by the way she slapped my hand earlier. I got
my answer as I stepped out of the bathroom door.

Mom was waiting for me, leaning against the
front door like a cutie in high school waiting for her date. Her
sunglasses were low on her face, and she held her sunhat behind her
legs with both hands. Her beautiful, pale legs were crossed, her
gorgeous, ample thighs calling me to bury my face in them
again.

“Good morning, baby,” she said sweetly. “You
ready for another day in the sun?” She pulled up one edge of her
sundress, showing off the pretty white of her bikini bottom. She
lowered it back down once I had gotten a thorough look, raising an
eyebrow to ask for my reply.

“I guess,” I shrugged, as if it wasn’t a big
deal.

Mom frowned. “You’re done spending quality
time already, huh?”

I smiled and wrapped my arm around her
shoulders, opening the door for her as I whispered, “I’m just
joking. Come on. Let’s go, sexy.”

“Don’t call me that. I’m still your mother,”
she hissed, allowing me to lead her out.

I heard dad give a half groan, half goodbye
from inside. “Try to have fun,” he mumbled. “Half the trip is over
already, so make it all count.”

That threw me for a loop. Were we half done
already? But it had only been… four days. So we really were half
done. Mom and I shared worried glances on the way to the beach, the
reality of our quickly passing vacation hitting us square in the
face.

“I didn’t know we had been here for this
long,” said mom worriedly. “I could have sworn it was only a couple
days.” Her hips settled against mine while we walked. She was soft,
her hips grabbable. I just wanted to lift the edge of the dress and
push her against a palm, and stick myself between those lovely,
firm legs and see how fast I could cum for a third time this
morning.

Mom could see that I was clearly fantasizing
again. “Not again, big guy.” She rolled her eyes at me, twining an
arm into mine as we walked. “Not after what we did this morning,
which, by the way, you had me do something very, very
uncomfortable.”

I scratched my head, trying not to look her
in the eye.

“Do you know how hard it is to breathe with a
cock like yours is going down my throat?” Mom scolded me as I
dipped into reverie about the image – of the loads of cum that
splashed across my mother’s face, or of the sensation of her throat
as she swallowed my second load. “And what’s more,” my reverie
vanished with mom’s scolding, “ – we went a lot farther this
morning than we had ever planned to. Our agreement was hands, only.
It wasn’t mouths, and it certainly never, ever included your cum on
my face or in my mouth.”

“You asked for that one,” I reminded her.

“I was only going along with the theme of the
moment,” mom blushed. “You need to take a big step back. Which is
why I’m grounding you. So now, you’re grounded.”

I stopped walking. “…grounded?”

Mom nodded, giving her hips a subtle flick.
“You crossed a line. And regardless of how…” she paused, searching
for the right word. “Regardless of how… fun that line was to cross,
we had it set up for a reason.”

“What reason?” I challenged. “It felt good,
so what’s the issue?”

“Because,” mom returned back, “We’re related.
Very, very related. We shouldn’t have even been touching each other
that way – no matter how good it felt. Keeping everything to hands
was for your protection and mine. For our sanity.” She eyed me, now
genuinely angry. “And don’t talk back to me. We’re going the rest
of the day without touching, and it’s going to get worse if I get
any more attitude from you.”

I closed my mouth and sulked. We made it to
the path that would bring us to the secret beach. “So what does
grounding mean, exactly?”

“It means you have to wait,” mom flicked her
dress upward again, allowing me a full glimpse of her upper thigh,
of the way the bikini stretched around the creamy skin of her ass,
of the fullness of the cheek. “No touching, no kissing, no
feeling.” Her hand grazed my chest and drifted down, before drawing
away as her fingers traced at my groin. “And certainly, no cumming
from you.” I groaned as I realized that she was going to keep up
the teasing for as long as it suited her.

“For how long?”

“Until I say,” said mom, grinning. “Until
then, you’re going to treat me with respect. The respect your
mother, who went through all this effort to raise you, deserves.
You’re my son, remember? You don’t just get to treat me like a
freshman slut in the dorms.” She gave a languid sigh as we crossed
out of the palm forest and onto the delicate sand of the hidden
beach. “I want you to be a gentleman today. Can you do that?”

It’s not like I had much of a choice. Forcing
my cock down mom’s throat that morning was… risky, to say the
least. There were very few girls I personally knew who would have
been alright with that – and I didn’t know if any of them would
even admit to it even if they were.

“I deserve a nice day after letting you enjoy
your mommy’s face and mouth,” mom reiterated with a coy smile,
“don’t I?”

I nodded, giving up. “Yeah. You’re right. You
deserve it.”

“I really do, after a slutty thing like
that,” mom’s hand flicked up my chest, and she tapped my nose with
her finger. I haven’t gotten a thank you, yet, either.”

I rolled my eyes. Mom really was back on the
parental rampage. “Thank you,” I said reluctantly.

“Oh Brett,” mom, laughing, pulled her summer
dress over her head, revealing her luscious skin to the sun, “you
are so, so welcome.” She threw the dress in my face and stepped out
to the sand in small, flirty steps. The bikini was especially low
cut – the bottoms were thin and skimpy. It was the kind of bikini a
girl would wear as a treat to her man, but all I could do was
watch.

Mom laid out her towel and laid down,
bringing out the bottle of oil. “Do my back again, baby?” She
asked. The thought of rubbing it all over her was so enticing.

“Of course,” I replied, but mom shook her
finger at me and poured it into her own hands, leaning back.

“Sorry hun, I was just messing with you.
You’re still grounded.” She giggled and stretched out, and started
to apply the oil to herself, shyly rubbing it all along her arms,
over her chest, her breasts squishing down and around as she rubbed
them with her silky fingers. I watched her, helpless, as she slowly
pulled down one of the blooms of fabric from her breast, carefully
hiding her nipple as she rubbed oil on it with her fingers. “Now go
on. Go for a swim or something.”

I turned and left, no longer happy with her
game. “You’re the worst.”

“I love you, baby,” she called after me,
laughing at my tantrum.

We spent an hour on the beach, soaking in the
sunlight, taking turns swimming in the salt water. Every time I got
close to mom, she made a tisking noise and reiterated that I was
grounded, and that I had to keep a solid arm’s length. “If you even
touch me before I give permission,” she threatened, clearly
enjoying her newfound power, “I’m going to revoke all of this and
you won’t get any fun for the rest of the trip. And you’ll be busy
with college after this, won’t you?” Her lashes bounced at me under
her sunglasses. “So behave.”

Sometime later, I wandered into the forest to
get to the swimming hole. It didn’t take long, and when I passed
through the subtle entrance, the coolness of the oasis was a
welcome retreat. It gave me the promise of quiet, a spot to refresh
my brain, to ruminate on what exactly happened. I slipped into the
watering hole and let the cold pull all the heat from my mind.

Mom came in shortly after, following after
me.

“Are you mad?” She asked, relaxed, clearly
not caring if I was.

“No,” I replied honestly, but still feeling
pent up below the waist. I supposed it was unfair of me to be even
a little cold. I got more out of my mother than most boys ever
could, especially in the last four hours. What reason was there to
be upset?

“Do you want to talk?” Mom stepped elegantly
to the pool and sat down, trailing her lovely, pale legs within
it.

“Do you?”

“With my son? On our only family vacation in
forever? Of course.” Mom smiled at me, “Especially with the clock
counting down. What, you don’t think I’m only a sexy body, do
you?”

“You’re much more than that,” I replied, and
relaxed. Mom wanted to spend time with me – quality time. Real
time, outside of the insanity that was our recent sexual
experiment. Outside of the reality that dad seemed to ruin on the
daily. Outside of the reality that we were destined to return
to.

Mom was herself – just herself, and it was
almost as if I was still in high school on a weekend trying to
avoid my mom’s conversations for the millionth time. Except this
time… she was a delight to be around. She was pretty – she was
sexy, she was reasonable and nice and fun and joke around, and she
was the kind of woman that I’m sure I wanted deep down. My own
mother.

It was better than any girls I went on dates
with. It was better than trying to spend time in a girl’s dorm,
where I’d have to compete with other dudes as well as a girl’s
homework schedule. But mom was right here – she was here for me,
now, and she was more fuckable and lovely than any of the other
girls I ever knew.

“So?” She slid down and into the water. “Tell
me all about college. What’s it like? Any professors you prefer?
How are the parties? I want to know everything,” she said, her
questions innumerable, but I realized I was so happy to answer all
of them.

Hours passed as we talked. My descriptions
were accented by mom’s comparisons to her time in university. I
told her about all the girls I knew, all the reasons why I didn’t
really care for them. Her face pinkened when I explained to her
that I didn’t really like them a whole lot, and I thought she was
prettier. She didn’t quite respond to my explanation on why she was
better company, except by smiling and touching the side of her face
as I went on.

We eventually wandered out and back onto the
beach, still talking. It was like we were just hanging out, kids in
college, spending time on a spring break party and enjoying the
sun. Mom laid down in brightness of the day, allowing the brilliant
light to soak into her skin that was turning the lightest caramel
under the oil. I sat next to her, just outside of the minimum
distance required.

“Can I trust you, Brett?” Mom ended the
subject and laid back, raising her arms above her head, exposing
the lily-white undersides of her arms.

“I think so.” I thought she was talking about
keeping a secret.

“I need to know if I can trust you.” Her head
turned to me, serious. “Can I trust you, or not?”

It was weird. “You can trust me,” I started.
“If this is about dad, I could back you up. I know he’s been really
bad lately and if you want, I can talk to him and see if maybe he
can relax a bit.”

“It’s not about your father,” said mom,
growing thoughtful. She let the ocean carry the silence for a few
seconds while she collected her thoughts. I wondered if she
actually was considering a divorce, if she was just delaying,
pretending that it wasn’t something she wanted. If that was the
case, I’d do whatever it took to support her.

“What do you need?” I asked.

My mother stretched and gave a little sigh.
“I’m just thinking about putting your pretty, pretty cock inside
me.” She lowered her sunglasses as she looked at me. “That’s
all.”


Chapter 17

“We’re going to have sex?” I asked, stunned.
I had no idea that this was something she was even considering.

“I don’t know. But you’re still grounded
right now,” mom said with a grin. “I haven’t made up my mind when,
if ever, to let you loose, but if you’re willing to be a good boy,
I’ll let you have mommy all to yourself. At some point. Maybe.” She
slipped a hand between her legs and moved her palm over her pussy.
“But you have to be a very, very good boy.”

“Of course,” I said, my mouth going dry. “You
got it.”

“Now let’s go back before you get any
ideas.”

It was too late. I was getting those ideas.
But mom stood up and walked back, her hips swinging with each step,
her pale, thick ass calling me home. I groaned, biting my lips,
trying to keep from being too obvious. I followed her, practically
panting as I watched her bottom shifting underneath that skimpy
bikini. It took everything in me to keep from tackling her over,
tearing off her bikini, and savagely fucking her in the sand. The
fantasy built up to epic proportions as we walked, but I held back.
That would have grounded me forever.

We got back and saw dad still passed out on
the couch. Mom gave a sigh of disgust. A sleeping pill bottle sat
open by him, while he snoozed contentedly from the cushions where
mom allowed me to eat her out the other night.

“He’s going to be out all day, and all
night,” she murmured.

“So?” I asked. “What’s the plan?”

“I want to go dancing,” mom said without much
thought. “You’re going to take me.”

“Sure!”

“I’m going to shower first,” she said,
grinning at me.

“Can I join?” I whispered, excited at the
idea, wondering if somehow I could convince her to fuck while we
were washing. Somehow.

“No.” Her hand went up and tapped me lightly
on the cheek. “You’re grounded. So, no touching, no seeing, no
nothing. But you can use your imagination.” My excitement deflated.
She stepped behind the bathroom door and closed it, eyeing me
mischievously. I heard the lock engage with a disappointing
click.

I went to my room and tried desperately to
keep my focus on my phone, or on my music, or on anything but the
sound of the water running off my mother in the adjacent bathroom.
I could see her arms in my mind’s eye, lathering soap, pulling
slippery bubbles up and down her milky sides, moving between her
legs and massaging the sweet pink slit between her legs.

Agonizing minutes passed until the water
turned off and I heard the lock click. I jumped up from my bed,
desperate for a peek.

The door opened.

Mom wore nothing but a towel, but it wasn’t
even on her body.

The soft cotton was wrapped up around her
head, hiding away her hair. The look accentuated her coy, innocent
face and her dark eyes. Her overflowing breasts were jeweled with
pink nipples, but what made her body so achingly beautiful over
before were the tan lines that crisscrossed her body, that kept the
flesh on her tits an achingly pale white, while creating a light
caramel sheen on the rest of her. Between her legs, a white
triangle where her bikini kept her covered decorated her wide hips
with the sharp contrast of her pubic hair, and just below that, I
could see her pussy, glowing pink, the lips of her labia seeming
juicy in the light of the house.

“What happened to not being allowed to see?”
I croaked. I turned back and forth between dad, passed out on the
couch thanks to his pills, and back to my mother’s gloriously
decorated body, now imprinted and painted by the sun.

“You get to see only when I want you to see,”
she whispered, her hands tracing upward, pressing into her slick
skin. “How does mommy look?”

“Amazing,” I groaned.

“You’re going to dance with me tonight?” She
asked. “You’re going to buy me drinks and give your mother a good
time?”

“Yes,” I gasped.

“Good.”

She turned past me and walked up the stairs,
watching my eyes track her lovely white plush cheeks. She ascended
upward, the soft white of her feet drawing upward between her legs,
until she arose out of sight and I mouthed a frustrated, pent up,
“sexy bitch,” just as she disappeared from view. Deep down, I was a
little scared that she would hear or sense that I had said that
with some kind of special motherly sixth sense, but she didn’t come
down to yell at me about it.

We made it to Chetumal by taxi shortly
afterward. Mom was wearing a black mini sun dress that hiked all
the way up her thighs, occasionally revealing the tight slip of her
panties underneath. It barely clung to her shoulders, the tiniest
straps holding the front of her dress up. As we sat in the back,
she kept needing to pull the dress down over her legs, as it
flashed the driver, again and again. The poor guy in the front
couldn’t quite hide his glances in the rear view mirror, and when
we got out, I could see him wiping sweat from his forehead and
talking to himself.

“Be good,” mom admonished me, after she
caught me looking too closely. I wasn’t sure what she expected –
anyone with eyes could see what she had.

Mom chose a cantina closer to the docks – the
ocean was visible from the dance floor, but we settled into a table
in a hidden alcove. Mom signaled for drinks. She was in her element
– sure and confident now, looking at me with bold glances that I
wasn’t used to. I’m sure she felt dominant, powerful, and I wasn’t
about to take it from her, not if it meant I maybe, possibly got to
have her sometime later. But it occurred to me that maybe she was
just letting me think a certain way.

There was no way my own mom would want to
have sex with me. Right? What we were doing was so insane in and of
itself. The fact that she had my cock in her mouth, the fact that I
had cum on her face at her request, that she had… tasted my cum.
All of this was so insane. My own mom. Tasting her son’s cum. My
cum.

Our beers came. Mom signaled again for
tequila. “I want to let loose tonight,” she said, excited. And so
we did. I watched her, trying to guess at what was going on inside
her head. She had a suppressed look – one of concern.

We drowned ourselves in tequila, in beer, the
haze and heat of alcohol rising as the sun set, darkening the bar.
With every drink, mom’s concern seemed to vanish. The alcohol
simmered in our blood, our muscles and our tongues relaxed. The
music began – we got up to dance, and whirled around each other,
mom’s legs revealing themselves over and over, the sweat forming on
her chest and wicking at her hair as she exerted herself, glorying
in the fun and freedom. She pressed against me at one point,
whispering, “you don’t get to touch, but that doesn’t mean I can’t
do what I want.” Her ass pressed against my pelvis, hard, and I
felt the softness of her ass cheeks pressing against my rapidly
growing hard on. She pushed against it, her face growing redder as
my mother toyed with my cock through my pants.

As she danced, the occasional man came up to
her, trying to get her to move with them instead, no doubt cluing
into the fact that my hands couldn’t touch her, but she didn’t
bother with them, drawing closer to me instead. I got dirty looks
by the handful from the disappointed guys who desired her. I felt
like I was six inches taller and six inches bigger, easily.

Hours went by in ecstatic dancing, the music
deafening us, the taste of the alcohol growing sweeter and sweeter
as we downed more of it. My cock almost hurt with the pleasure of
pressing between her ass cheeks through the sheer material of her
dress. She would occasionally turn to face me, allowing my erection
to push against the front of her hips. With each movement she made
eye contact, opening her mouth as the head of my cock twitched
against her.

I reached out a hand to grab her waist, but
she pushed her own hand against it. “Be good,” she said, seemingly
delighted at telling me what to do. “Otherwise, you get nothing
later, remember?” I remembered, frustrated at mom’s insistence on
rules that she got to flaunt in my face. But what could I do? I
wanted her. I wasn’t going to mess up her offer to give herself to
me for anything.

“Come on,” she said to me after a round of
shots. “Let’s go.”

I followed her out, entranced. We stepped
into the cool night air. It must have been midnight – people were
pooled through the streets. Mom led the way, half stumbling in our
drunk walk. Every once in a while she turned around and smiled at
me, her cheeks flushed with the alcohol. People watched us as we
went by, and I could tell what they were thinking – that I was an
incredibly lucky man, and that I was with a woman that wanted me
deep, deep inside her.

The streets cleared as we wandered out of the
commercial quarter. Ships floated in the water ahead, distant rows
of pontoon docks and sheltered mooring posts dotted the ocean. Mom
kept turning, gesturing for me to follow her, her pink cheeks vivid
in the darkening space.

We were alone on the docks. The pontoons
below us rose and fell in the mellow tide. It was dark – only the
light of the moon and a few lone electric lamps made it at all
possible to see. We made it to a sheltered spot on the edge, the
tin roof above us, aluminum rails lining the space, the wood below
bleached by the salt and sun.

“How badly do you want your mother?” Mom
asked. She leaned back against a rail, her hair loose and flowing
around her chest. She slightly raised a leg and crossed it. I
thought I could see a thin glimpse of the edge of her panties. She
raised an eyebrow at me while I tried to come up with an
answer.

“And what do you think you’re going to do
while I’ve still got you grounded?” She asked, snickering.

I gripped the railing. Furious at her
teasing. It looked like she wasn’t about to let me do much of
anything.

“You know,” she said, her fingers trailing up
her waist, “I can let you do other things…”

I snapped up. “Like what?”

“It depends,” she pouted. “Are you going to
be a good boy?”

I couldn’t help but tell she was mocking me.
It made my cock throb in frustration, my chest pulse with anger. I
wanted to grab her by the neck. To bend her over the railing, tear
her dress upward. Mom could tell I was getting heated. That I was
trying to relax. To hold back. She leaned back and gave a soft
laugh.

“How about…” she conceded, “if I won’t let
you actually fuck me… maybe you can fuck between your mother’s
thighs?”

My anger disappeared. What remained was a
drive that jetted me forward. I pinned her to the rail, pressed
against her. My grip was tight behind her. Her heavy breathing
brushed against my mouth. She looked up at me, her pupils dilated,
a faint smile coming through the excitement and fear in her
face.

“Is that a yes?” She gasped.

“Turn around,” I snarled.

“Only between my thighs,” mom whispered,
turning around. “It shouldn’t be too hard. I’m so, so wet right
now.” She turned her head back. “But you’re still grounded. And
right now, that means no hands on me.” She took one of my hands and
placed it on the railing, then picked up my other hand, circled it
around her, and placed it on the rail on her other side. I had my
beautiful mother, who was always quieter and more elegant and
composed finally caged in with my arms, pushing against my cock
with her hips.

It was like my mom was hungry to take cock.
My cock.

“Ready?” She pushed her hips back and rubbed
against me. “You can’t let go of the rails.”

“Alright,” I could barely speak.

My mother brought her hands back, looking
ahead and away from me, blindly moving her fingers up my pants and
to my button. One hand expertly found my zipper and pulled it down
in a smooth motion, the other gripped the button on my waistband
and gave it a little tug. My pants were loose. Her other hand
cruised over my underwear. Her palm felt cool as I felt it through
the thin cotton. I pushed my hips forward, grinding my cock against
her hand, and she tucked her fingers into the waistband, pulling it
down. My cock pulled free from my underwear and into the coolness
of the night.

My mom’s hands wrapped around my length. She
gave a soft hiss as her fingers coiled on the shaft and gave it a
light squeeze. “Ohhh… Brett…” Her voice shook with anticipation.
“You’re going to be a good boy with this thing, aren’t you?”

All of her insistence on the rules drove me
crazy. I groaned and pushed against her, and she tucked it lower,
pushing my head against the cotton of her panties. I felt the humid
wetness between her legs, wicked into the soft cloth, and felt the
fragile heat of her pussy emanating. She pushed the tip of my cock
on it, and we made a noise together, relishing the feeling of our
hot parts pushing against each other, of the slight give between
her pussy lips.

“Hold on,” she gasped, letting my cock go.
She reached under her dress, and pulled downward. I could see the
glimpse of her panties falling as she let them drop to the ground.
She stepped out of one leg and then pushed her hips back,
presenting her ass to me for the first time.

I felt the nakedness of her ass against my
thigh. Between her lovely white cheeks, below the curve of her
bottom, I could almost see the pale pink of her slit – my mother’s
pussy in view as she thrust her rear back for me to behold. It took
everything in me to not let go of the railing, to dip my face down
and to lick all over her and to taste her again. She spread her
legs. I wanted nothing more in life than to grab her by the waist
and thrust into her before she could react.

Instead, I let her play. Mom’s hand went back
again and grabbed my cock, guiding it lower. “You’re too tall,”
said mom quietly, the sound of the water below kneading the docks.
I saw her feet flex, she rose to her tip toes, and then moved
slowly back, guiding the softness between her thighs around my
cock, before I was completely between her legs, my cock aligned
under her cunt. Then she slowly settled down, and I could suddenly
feel the wet heat of her entrance.

She closed her legs, sealing in my cock
between her soft, juicy thighs, and I felt my cock closed in,
almost as if I were balls deep in someone. But instead, I was
between the thighs of my mother – and I couldn’t keep from moving.
I pushed farther, feeling her slickness coating the top of my
cock.

Mom shuddered. I couldn’t help it – my cock
flexed, and it pushed between her pussy lips. It wouldn’t have
taken much at all for my cock to move inside her – but I held back,
entirely for reasons I didn’t want to accept. It was wet between
her legs – her wetness and arousal clear after all the time we
spent flirting and dancing and anticipating – her cunt was ready
even if she didn’t want to use it. Instead, she let her juices drip
all over me, gasping.

She gave a slight move with her hips, sliding
the pocket around my cock. She gave a grunt as she angled her hips
higher, pushing her clit against the head of my cock. I could
almost feel it, but she definitely could. Mom shook as she
carefully swiped herself up and down, letting the head of my rod
push against her nub, as she shuddered in pleasure.

It wasn’t enough for either of us – I could
tell. Mom’s gasping seemed frustrated, urgent, but unsatisfied.

“You want it, don’t you?” I asked. I pushed
my hips into hers and she opened her mouth, eyes closed.

“Want what?” Her voice was high. Tense.

“My cock. Inside.” Her reaction was clear.
She shook, involuntarily pressing her ass onto me as she rubbed her
cunt all over me.

Mom shook her head. “No, baby, not now… not
yet…” Her voice was a whine. It was immeasurably slick between her
legs now. She moved back in a rhythm, allowing her legs to fuck on
my cock, relishing the feeling of her hole rubbing all along my
length. But I knew she wanted more. As I did. It was unbearable. I
needed her. I needed to be deep, deep inside my mother – the
craziness and horniness overtaking me. I felt calculating – I had
to do it. I needed it. Even if it was wrong and insane and if it
really was incest.

“Do you want me to?” I asked, pushing my lips
against her ear. I wanted it. Even if it was insane.

“N…no baby,” mom said, whining.

I pushed upward at an angle. My cock slipped
against her hole, and I felt something giving. Mom gave a heavy
breath, and flinched forward. “Brett…” her voice was a mixture of
warning and wanting. “You’re being bad. I’m your mother – you
can’t.”

“And what are you going to do?” I let go of
the rails, and gripped her arms. Mom gasped. But she didn’t resist.
Instead she looked back at me, her gaze hungry, her mouth open, her
eyes wide.

“Nothing,” her lips moved in slow motion. She
was lost in it too – the lust was too much – it was all too much.
Our reason was giving out and her animalistic desires were too
strong, the booze from tonight shattering any resistance left. She
gave a slight smile and drunkenly pushed her hips even farther
back, saying in a careful, begging whine, “hurry. Before I change
my mind.”

I pulled back, my cock slipping against her
cunt. I angled upward, and carefully moved it towards her pink
entrance – her labia quivered as I moved forward and slowly pushed
it against her lips. She was unbelievably slick – her wetness was
hot, scalding, and her lips parted before my head. I pushed into my
mom for the first time – the flesh giving way, bathing my cock in
the unstoppable pleasure of liquid heat. My mother’s sweet, soft
pussy accepted me – all of me – as I incestuously sank inside of
her.

Mom’s back arched as she took me in, inch by
inch, her breath stopping as I entered into her, deeper and deeper.
I felt myself getting dizzy as I sank up to the hilt, feeling my
balls push against her labia as well. My cock twitched
involuntarily, over and over.

I was inside her.

My own mom.

“Oh, fuck,” mom gasped, rolling her eyes
back.

I was there. I was inside her.

I was balls deep inside my mother, and she
was quivering on my cock as I twitched within her. The sensation
was physically hot, her juices melting on me, as I felt her insides
through my rod. We were united, far more than any mother and son
should be, and we held ourselves together for what felt like long
minutes as our bodies savored the feeling. I kept realizing, over
and over, that this was my mom. That the woman who gave birth to me
was now impaled on my cock - impossibly.

“Fuck, mom…” I groaned as I tightened my grip
on her arms. I started to move.

The slippery feeling, volcanically hot inside
her soaked my cock in unbelievable pleasure – I pulled back,
feeling the suction of her pussy clinging to me, and then pushed
back in, the firm give of her tightness swallowing me up again.
Mom’s mouth opened wide as she tried to breathe, the pleasure
overtaking her.

“Is it good?” I asked.

“Fuck, baby…” Mom gasped, trying to respond.
With each movement in and out, she shivered. “Brett, you feel so
much better than your father…”

“Hold on to the rail,” I ordered her,
shaking. I wanted to keep going. I didn’t want it to stop. Neither
did she.

My mother shuddered and sucked in a breath,
trying to steady herself, her hips trembling in anticipation for
me.

I pulled back, and then slammed forward, a
wet slap echoing over the water, my head pushing against something
soft deep, deep inside her. Mom gave an uncontrollable gasp. I
pulled back, and then slammed into her again. Mom whined, “oh, yes…
please, fuck me, please!” Her words unlocked something in me, the
booze hazed over my thoughts, and I let go.

I drove forward and into her, starting to
fuck, slapping my hips against her plush ass, the loud, sticky
smacking sound of fucking overcoming everything else. Mom shuddered
in my grip, trying to speak, but her words were disappearing in the
moans that escaped her as I drove my cock in and out of her cunt,
feeling the mind-numbing pleasure of my cock plunging deep in and
out of her at the edge of the docks.

I felt her tensing. Her cheeks were red in
the half light, her panting was practically breathless. “Fuck,
baby…” she moaned. “Ohhh… that makes your mother feel so good. Just
keep fucking mommy like that, ohhhh…” I used her arms as grips,
pulling her back, using my mother’s body like a fuck toy, feeling
the clench of her pussy around my cock as I fucked inside of her. I
changed my angle and slammed into her, pushing deeper and deeper
against the walls of her cunt.

I went faster, the slapping sound increasing
in volume and frequency, mom’s gasps getting louder, a mix of pain
and pleasure as I tore into her, savaging her pussy with my cock
until she started to give an uninterrupted whine. “Babyyyy…” Mom’s
lips parted and she leaned her head back. I let go of one of her
arms and wrapped my bicep around her neck. I could feel her
breathing, simultaneously tensing and melting under me.

I tightened my arm, lightly choking her, and
plunged into her faster. “Fuck!” mom gave a strained cry as her
lower back tightened, and as she started to shake in my arms as my
cock stroked inside her. I pushed faster, and I felt both of her
hands go up and clutch at my forearm, her nails digging in as she
started to cum.

“Cum for me,” I whispered, in full control,
my mom’s throes causing her to let go of her sanity.

“Yes, yes, baby, mommy’s going to cum,” mom
whined, her nails digging in deeper, “Mommy’s going to cum all over
her baby’s cock,” and then she did, her mouth opening in a
soundless, ecstatic scream of pleasure, her cunt gushing hot fluid
over me, her entire body shaking and shuddering, her knees growing
weak as she fell over the railing, only my arm around her upper
body keeping her from falling into the sea.

I didn’t stop, feeling a strength and heat
building in my core – mom was cumming for me – and soon, it was my
turn. My mom, my Nora rolled in my arms as she moaned, the waves of
her orgasm causing her to lose conscious awareness, the juices
flooding her pussy bathing over my cock and soaking against my
pants, her ecstasy unstoppable as her baby boy gave her pussy what
it needed, deep inside her.

My balls felt heavy, tingling as they slapped
against her as I kept fucking, her groans and gasps driving them to
contract, to build in anticipatory strength. I started to grunt as
I felt it rising, as my cock throbbed inside her while I drove into
her, her mind breaking with pleasure as a second orgasm suddenly
rocked her, causing her to exclaim loudly, “oh fuck, yes, don’t
stop, yes!”

I felt it building – I felt the cum rising in
me – and so did mom.

Mom’s eyes went wide. “Pull out,” she
suddenly gasped as she realized what was happening.

I tightened my arm around her neck in
response, feeling my balls start to constrict and to push my semen
upward.

“Brett,” her voice rose in panic and
pleasure, “please, Brett.” I wasn’t going to listen - I felt out of
control, my cock thrusting inside her on its own, my physical
instincts overtaking even the thought that I was about to cum
inside the woman who gave birth to me. “Please, use my mouth,” she
begged. “Please, Brett. Don’t cum inside me – not yet.”

My mother was powerless in my arms, still
writhing with pleasure. I could have cum inside her cunny – I could
have busted deep, deep within my mother’s womb and there was
nothing she could have done to stop me if I wanted it. I could have
pumped all of my pent up fluids, deep inside her, forcing her body
to take it, and she wouldn’t have fought me – she would have even
liked it, judging by the way she still creamed over my cock,
pushing herself hard on to it. But the way she pleaded with me and
the way she looked at me stopped the animalistic instinct. Her dark
eyes stared deep into me, pleading. “I’ll be a good girl and
swallow, I promise,” she said, drunk with pleasure.

The animal in me thought that was good
too.

I pulled out, her pussy making an audible,
slick pop as my cock departed her tightness, and mom, true to her
promise, turned around and fell to her knees, opening her mouth
just for me. Her hand went up and she started to jerk me off - her
tongue emerged, and she looked up, grateful, as I moved past the
point of no return.

Semen burst from my tip in ropes – it
showered over her lips as she closed her mouth over me, tasting her
juices, the hot, wetness of her tongue moving under my cock as I
came, and she pushed her head onto me, letting the cum go straight
down her throat. I reached for either side of her face and forced
myself into her, deeper, just like that morning, and I heard her
soft whimpers as she swallowed my cum, as my balls pumped ounces
and ounces of her son’s semen as deep into her as it could.

She gave a last moan as she suctioned on my
cock, pulling back, and popping off of my head, strings of my cum
trailing from her lips. She wiped at her mouth with the back of her
hand, breathless.

I stumbled back, zipping up my pants. It was
the second time I used my mother’s mouth, and all within the same
day. I shuddered with pleasure and testosterone as I felt the sheer
dominance of my privilege. “This means I’m not grounded anymore,” I
said, trying to keep from falling over, “right?”

Mom smiled at me, stunned, sitting back on
the pier, her hands moving up her long, long legs. She stared at me
for what felt like minutes as the reality of what we had just done
settled around us. Her fingers went over her pussy, feeling at
where I had just pounded her, where her son had made her orgasm
using his cock.

“No honey, you’re not grounded anymore.” She
shivered in pleasure, looking at me warily, hands on her pelvis,
watching my fading bulge. “What did you think of being inside your
mother?”

“I think I liked it about as much as you
did,” I replied. Mom sighed and leaned against the rails, her face
a tumultuous mix of bliss and confusion.

“That was so, so bad.” Mom took several deep
breaths. “We should probably get back,” said mom, closing her eyes,
the sleepiness even overtaking the shocking, incestuous reality of
what we had just done. “It means a lot to me, by the way,” she
said, through loose lips. “It must have taken a lot to keep from
cumming inside mommy, huh?”

I felt my cock twitch again. It didn’t have
any juice left, but it knew something sexy when it heard it.

“Well, I just want you to know, it was a very
gallant thing you did, pulling out and letting mommy take it in her
mouth again.” Mom looked up at me with a sultry look.

I stepped over to her and picked her up. She
leaned on me, legs weak, as we walked back out to the streets. I
ordered a taxi on my phone and we made it to the end of the docks
where the streets began, and minutes later, a taxi arrived to bring
us back.

Mom drifted in and out of sleep as we rode in
the back. Our driver this time was a lot more respectful, keeping
his eyes on the road, only glancing once at my mom and then at me,
putting the puzzle pieces together on the kind of relationship we
had just discovered with each other. The streets disappeared as we
made it onto the main road that brought us back toward the villas,
until the sandy path that led up to the two-story bungalow came
into view. Mom woke up and we stumbled out, as if we were just two
kids coming home after an illicit party. The feeling of the breeze
and the sound of the surf in the distance brought us back to
reality.

It felt like going back to a disappointing
second life.

“That was fucking fun. I wish we could have
done that forever,” I said out loud. Mom clung to me, finally
standing a little straighter.

“I know, hun,” she said sadly. Then she
patted at her waist. “Oh, fuck. I left my panties on the dock.” We
laughed quietly as we went up the steps to the front door.

We made it to the front, let ourselves in.
Dad’s shoes were still in the front. It was pretty clear he was
still in the house, so we let go of each other and carefully moved
through the house. “Dad’s probably still on the couch,” mumbled
mom. “Help me up the stairs, will you?” I escorted her up, as much
of a college gentleman as I could muster. We made it to her
door.

Mom gently swayed, elegant even in her drunk,
post-orgasmic state. I took her hand. She looked at me
curiously.

“I had fun tonight,” I said, as if this were
the end of a date.

Mom smiled as if she were a young woman
again. “You’re sweet,” she said. “I had fun too.” She put her ear
close to mine. “Lots.”

I pulled her closer to me. Brought her lips
to mine.

Her soft mouth lightly pressed against me.
Her eyes closed, her body softened against me.

The door opened and dad stood there, red eyed
and stinking of booze again.

Mom pulled away from me like a snapping
rubber band. Just in time.

“Have a good date?” Dad mumbled, his eyes
hardly focused. “You guys have been going out a lot.” He yawned and
stumbled back, looking mom up and down. “Hey, hot stuff,” he said.
Mom’s eyes rolled at his crass comment.

“I’m sleeping on the couch,” she said,
already headed down the stairs. “Get a blanket for me, will you
Brett?”

I shrugged at dad, who grumbled as he closed
the door.

Mom was downstairs, sighing as she settled
into the couch. I tossed her a blanket from one of the downstairs
closets and she caught it, wrapping it tightly around herself.

“Not enough room to snuggle, dear,” she said,
humming as I passed by, melting into the cushions. “You’ll have to…
go to your room…”

“But that means I’m in the same doghouse as
dad,” I teased.

One of mom’s eyes opened. She looked me up
and down, gave a last smile and said, “you sure are. Putting that
big, yummy cock where it doesn’t belong. Oh god,” she said,
suddenly realizing again what we had just done, still not entirely
processing the fact that her own son had been inside her.

Stunned, and unsure if I was grounded again,
I stumbled off to bed, feeling the exhaustion taking hold. I fell
into my sheets and passed out immediately.


Chapter 18

I woke up, thinking that somehow I was back
in the states and that I was still living in my parent’s house. The
smell of bacon and eggs floated into my room, and I felt myself
drawn out, my hangover barely manageable, the bright light coming
from the sea my only clue as to where I was. I collapsed into a
chair, my head throbbing, as I made out my mom in a fresh, heavy
bathrobe, her hair still wet from the shower, her lovely hips
encapsulated in the thick cotton of her robe.

“Morning, sunshine,” she said, pushing a full
plate my way. I chowed down with an insatiable vigor, relishing my
mother’s cooking as if it had been the first time in years I had
appreciated it.

Dad came down shortly after I got started,
partially dressed, almost as hung over as we were. “Wow! Breakfast
is ready, my wife is fresh and sexy, and my son’s out of bed with
the sunrise? Where was all this five years ago?” His joke
completely fell flat. Mom rolled her eyes and pushed a plate his
way.

Dad started on a tangent about how his work
was calling him again, and how the firm was practically begging him
to come back. “I’m strongly considering it,” he said between
mouthfuls.

Mom looked at me as dad went on about how
badly they wanted him to leave the vacation. Her eyes explained to
me that if dad was gone, we’d have the house to ourselves.

“Of course,” dad said, mouth full, “there’s
only a few days left in the vacation. It’s not like I would make
that much of a difference by getting up there early.”

Mom’s look faded into disappointment as dad
settled into that train of thought. “What’s your plan then?” I
noted her use of the phrase, ‘your plan’ versus a phrase that
included the rest of the family. “You can’t day drink every day.
Unless you can.”

“I think I will,” said dad wistfully, licking
his lips. “I’m going to make today about food and booze.
Again.”

“Wonderful,” said mom.

Dad stood up, cruising by her. His hands went
up and around her shoulders. Mom’s eyebrows went up as she subtly
extricated herself from them, while dad went on, entirely unaware.
“And we’ll have to have some quality time when I get back, just you
and me.” he said. “I’ve been getting jealous of all the time you
and Brett have been spending.”

Mom’s eyes met mine and she gave a subtle
grin.

I returned it as dad stepped out. The front
door closed with a bang and mom’s smile dropped as she started
thinking.

“Your father is going to have ideas now,”
mom’s lips pressed together, soft. “I don’t know if I’m looking
forward to it.”

“Just tell him no,” I suggested. “It’s not
like you guys have fucked a single time since we all got here.”

“No, I guess I kept that reserved for my
son.” Mom gave a small laugh. “But regardless, it’s going to be
annoying trying to fend him off. I’ll have to figure something out.
At some point. But until then,” her eyes looked to mine and her
lids dropped. Mom smiled as she sauntered over toward the front
door. She looked through a window as dad stepped into a taxi and
disappeared toward Chetumal. “That’s going to put him out of here
for ages. And do you know what that means, Brett?”

My cock stood at attention in my pants. “Of
course.”

“Take off your pants, baby,” mom said with a
mischievous smile. “I want to taste my baby’s cock for hours.”

I tore off my shirt and my pants and moved
over to mom, who had already made it to the couch. I grabbed at her
robe, and she fought me gently, giggling as I pulled at the edges
and freed her breasts. The robe unfurled, and her ample flesh was
mine to see, her heavy breasts and her wide hips on full display.
She fell across the couch and pulled me close, our lips connecting,
and we started to kiss together as we realized fully that we had
the house to ourselves completely for the day, and there was no way
dad would even want to come back before getting as drunk as
possible.

It occurred to me again that my own mother
was naked for me, all of her on full display. Her teats pressed
against my chest, the same teats I sucked on when I was born. Her
lips that smooched me when I cried were nibbling on my mouth, her
tongue that scolded me was now licking into my mouth and tasting it
– and the taste of my own mother was in my mouth. If any of my
friends knew it would be a disaster of disgust – and jealousy.

Mom spread her legs and took my hair in her
hands. This was the first time I had really seen her spread herself
in any amount of light – her pussy already glistened a light,
cherry shade of pink. She looked delicious and wet already, and I
leaned down, licking down her tummy, settling my shoulder between
her thighs, dipping my tongue between her lips to get a taste of
her nectar, and as I took in the sour penny taste between her lips
she moaned and pulled my head closer into her.

I guided myself onto the couch the opposite
way as her, moving my cock toward her mouth while I wrapped my arms
around her legs and grabbed her ass as leverage. We were
sixty-nineing, and her hot, lovely lips wrapped around my cock. She
started to suck, her tongue swirling around my head as she bobbed
her neck back and forth, tasting me, moaning as my lips and tongue
massaged her clit and between her labia, the action of her voice
vibrating on my cock and sending mellow waves of pleasure through
it.

I heard the television turn on – a soap opera
was starting and mom wanted to watch while she sucked on me, and I
decided if there was a way to spend the day, I couldn’t go wrong
with pleasuring and being pleasured by my own sexy, gorgeous mother
while an engrossing drama played out in a language I didn’t even
understand.

The pleasure was incredible, unending, and
mom and I sucked and licked at each other as the episode
progressed. As a family split and screamed at each other, I tongued
deep within her lips, circling her clit with my fingers. As a
mother tearfully explained something to a stern jury of stylish,
buxom sluts, my mother jerked me off, lapping at the head of my
cock.

The episode ended and another began, and we
didn’t show any signs of slowing. Every once in a while mom got up,
her lovely ass swinging with each movement, and she would drink a
full glass of water and take a few pieces of fruit from the fridge.
She’d sometimes feed me a few pieces, drop a glass of water before
me, and then go back to sucking on me and moving into position for
me to taste her – her cold, slick, freshly watered mouth would be a
cool relief on my cock, her saliva returning as we took each other
into our mouths, the heat returning as we moaned in pleasure for
hours, the show progressing.

By the time we got to what seemed to be a
season finale of some kind, I was impatient. My balls were starting
to ache from the release being put off over and over, but every
time I started to gain any traction, mom pulled me out of her mouth
and licked gently at me while I thrust aimlessly. “Oh baby,” I
heard mom say between my legs. “You have no idea how much fun I’m
having with you.”

My mouth was buried deep in her muff, but I
was sure she could feel my sentiment as I licked at her deeper. My
jaw was sore, my tongue felt like it would fall off, but I wanted
to keep going – her mouth was like heaven on my cock, and I wanted
to cum in her throat again.

But it didn’t seem like she really wanted to
do that. Instead, she teased me some more, poking at my cock,
occasionally wrapping a hand around it and jerking it until I grew
harder, twitching, and then she would pull back.

It was driving me insane.

Eventually, I got up, pulling my cock from
between her soft lips, and mom sat up on the couch to watch as I
furiously stood, trying to reconcile my desire to cum and her
innocent fun.

“Aw, baby,” mom said, putting her legs
together and covering her ample breasts with an arm. “Somebody
looks frustrated.”

“I want to cum.”

“Baby, you don’t get to cum.” She watched my
reaction as I twitched with fury and sexual aggression. Her eyes
lowered to my throbbing manhood as she licked her lips. “Not unless
you can take me.”

I fell onto her, seizing her arms and pinning
them to the couch. Mom fought me, actually resisting, an
open-mouthed smile mixing with laughs and panicked grunts as we
fought. I pulled her arms up and she moved her legs together,
pushing me off the couch. I moved forward again, tackling her legs,
tearing them apart, pushing my hips between hers, my cock pressing
forward while she quivered under me. “Are you going to fuck mommy
again?” She asked, breathless. “Are you going to take mommy and
make her beg you to stop fucking her?”

I couldn’t control my words and bellowed,
“shut the fuck up, bitch,” and gave her a slap on the face, the
sound echoing through the room as she looked up in shock and
delight, a red mark brightening on her. Her legs weakened and I
pressed forward, putting a hand around her throat, forcing myself
between her legs. There was no time to think about what I had just
said. My cock was hungry for her – I was going to fuck her, to make
her take all of me, and I was going to make her scream with it.
“I’m going to make you take my cock, you fucking slut, and you’re
going to fucking love it.”

My mother laughed until my hand closed around
her throat and she rolled her eyes back in anticipation, saying
between gasps, “oh fuck, baby, tell your mother she’s a dirty slut,
oh, please baby…”

My cock pressed at her soft entrance – she
was unbearably slick, the slit burning hot as I forced my way in.
Her legs writhed around me as I sank in in a single thrust, and she
gave a suppressed scream as I started to pound her, the sound of
her hips slapping echoing through the villa. “Fucking take it,
slut!”

“F-f-fuck!” She threw her head back,
shuddering, unable to control the noises she started to make. She
gave a sustained cry, her voice rising and falling with each fast
thrust slamming her hips against the couch. She bit my shoulder,
hard, moaning as my balls slapped against her butt while my cock
thrust in and out of her, her cunt spasming in pleasure as I
battered her insides. I felt her hips rising as she pushed herself
upward on the couch – I felt her starting to shake. She tensed up
first, her mouth opening, a groan rising as she shivered
uncontrollably, and then broke.

“Oh fuck, Brett, you’re making mommy cum!”
She screamed, actually started a scream, a musical note as her
voice carried higher and higher. I pushed down lightly with my hand
over her neck and she struggled against it while I dominated
her.

“Cum all over your son’s cock, whore!” Her
cunt quivered over my cock and creamed, hot and wet juices suddenly
overflowing from inside her, the newfound slipperiness allowing me
to pound her faster, and faster, while her screaming kept rising.
She was loud now, and I had no doubt that the sound carried through
the sliding glass doors and onto the beach.

And I felt myself starting to throb – the
ache in my balls turning into a wiry tension.

“I’m gonna cum, mom!” I hissed at her, still
pushing her down, still thrusting as she rolled her eyes back,
half-listless with pleasure.

“Baby,” she said, trying to put her sentence
together as the pleasure completely overtook her. “Don’t cum inside
me, not yet.” This was the second time she asked me – and my cock
was so pent up that I was honestly glad to release it anywhere, but
the juicy feeling of mom’s pussy as it clenched around my cock was
pure bliss – I didn’t want to pull out. But she looked at me, her
eyes sober, her face red as I held her, pinned to the couch.

“Baby,” she emphasized. “I’m not ready for it
yet.” She put a hand on the hand I used to pin her down. She moved
it, and pulled me close, brought my ear up to her lovely, soft
mouth. “I want you make you cum with my thighs.” I realized that it
would make today almost like a reverse of last night, this time
ending between her thighs.

“Alright,” I said.

“You’re such a good son,” she whispered,
lovingly touching my face as I pulled out from the slick pressure
of her cunny. She got up, her naked body slick with sweat, still
trembling from her orgasm. She turned away from me, put both hands
on the couch, and bent over, presenting her ass to me as she stuck
out her hips, similar to last night. The shape of her body was like
a polished vase, a slick, hairless porcelain. Her cheeks were so
lovely and white, the tan lines only accentuating how pale she was
in her most private parts.

“Do you need any oil, baby?” she asked.
“There’s some on the counter. It’s grapeseed oil,” she hummed, “the
best kind.”

I got a large, heavy bottle from the counter
and popped the cap. Mom was waving her ass back and forth while she
waited for me, straightening up like an obedient kitten. “Hurry up,
baby, I want to feel your cock rubbing on my pussy again.”

I poured the oil into my hand, slicked it
over my cock. My dick was pulsing, the head maroon, it wanted
nothing more than to be buried inside her cunt that waved before
me, the slick, light pink lips shifting as her hips swung up and
down.

My oily hands went between her legs and lubed
up her thighs. My mother sighed as my fingers slipped along her
pussy lips, grazing her clit and pushing upward.

“Now do it, baby,” she begged. “Use your
mother’s thighs to make your big, pretty cock cum.” Obediently, I
set myself up behind her. She stretched onto her tip toes, pulling
her legs together. Her beautiful ass was so soft, so silky. I
wrapped my hands around her hips and gripped her waist as I pulled
myself forward. Her legs were pulled tightly together, but the oil
made it slick – I pushed myself in, feeling the soft, wet heat of
my mother’s skin as I pushed between her legs, the tightness of her
inner thighs as good as the inside of her pussy. Mom straightened
up a little more, bringing her arms up and behind her as she
lovingly took hold of the back of my neck, her perky breasts
pushing upward.

“Fuck my thighs, baby,” she moaned. “Fuck
mommy’s thighs, use me to cum, baby…”

I was already so close – I pushed in and out,
the sensation less of a clench, more of a soft, slippery plush,
like fucking clouds. I could feel my cock pushing out past her legs
and into the cool of the living room air, and the sensation of
alternating cool and slick, hot heat made me shudder. Mom moaned as
my cock pushed upward, fucking between her pussy lips, the
slickness of her juices blending with the grapeseed oil as my cock
head rubbed against her clit. She gasped as I angled myself
slightly higher, emphasizing the movement on her clit.

“Fuck, your legs feel so good, mom,” I moaned
as I pushed in and out, fucking along her pussy.

“I want you to cum, baby,” mom whined. I felt
it coming – the surge in my balls shooting upward through my
pelvis, the tension ratcheting upward. “Cum between mommy’s legs,
cum all over mommy’s couch, okay?” I felt myself groaning as I felt
it, gripping upward in my taint, my aching balls starting to
clench, the cum surging up.

“Cum all over mommy’s thighs,” mom whined.
With that, my balls let go, and I started to cum, seizing as my
spunk shot out, slipping between mom’s thighs as I fucked in and
out, some shooting outward and onto the couch of the villa,
painting it with slick white. It ran down mom’s legs as I kept
fucking, as mom gasped while I moaned, pumping jizz all along her
hamstrings, the stickiness adding to the lubed feeling while I let
go of everything inside me.

I collapsed back, sticky white still dripping
from my cock onto the floor. Mom propped herself on the couch with
her hands, looking back, panting. White trails of cum ran down the
inside of her legs. She looked down, marveling at them. “I don’t
know how you make so much of this stuff, Brett,” she traced her
hands over it and gathered some at her fingertips. She brought it
up to her mouth, watching it glisten. “Maybe it’s because you’re
young,” she opened her mouth and dabbed it on her tongue, tasting
it with a look of pleasant surprise. “Much, much better than your
father’s.”

“You like the way it tastes, slut?” I asked,
confident, a big, big man.

“Brett,” she said, suddenly stern, her
attitude freezing in an instant. “This is stopping, right now. You
will never, ever speak like that to your mother, ever again. I’m
not a slut. I’m your mom.” Her look was serious. Extremely serious.
The way she spoke was so strict, so firm in its anger. “I hope you
don’t call girls that on the regular.”

I felt like a kid again. Like I was about to
be grounded.

“I have no idea what the hell possessed you
to think it was alright to call me any of that. You’re going to
show me some respect, no matter what we’re doing. Understand? I’ll
let it pass this time since it was so damn fun, but rest assured,”
she nodded with finality, “If you call your mom a slut one more
time, I’m going to ground you from this for the rest of your
life.”

I swallowed. I could tell she meant it.

“Okay, mom. Sorry.”

“It’s okay dear.” Mom wiped daintily at her
mouth with a tissue. “Now help me get all this cum off of the
sofa.”


Chapter 19

Mom and I slaved over the couch for about an
hour, trying to get the cum stains out. Once we managed to get them
nearly invisible, we went out to the beach and tanned for a bit,
napping in the sun and under a thick layer of oil, occasionally
dipping into the ocean for a swim. I brought out a few beers from
the fridge as the sun dipped lower. Mom and I shared them while we
talked about school, about girls, about what made for a good date.
She gave me a list of advice about taking girls out that I couldn’t
help but file away as things I wanted to do for her – to get gifts,
to take her to exciting locations, to have meaningful anniversaries
set up.

It was weird, talking about it with my mother
since she seemed to be focused on giving me the advice for me to
use on other women. But she was so lovely on the beach, her
swimsuit fit her waist so perfectly, her excited, eager smile was
so intoxicating and attractive. I wanted to ask her on dates, to
take her dancing again, to give her little wrapped boxes and hear
her squeal with delight as she would open them.

My mother was almost business-like in her
talk, clearly more mature and learned than I was. As her lectures
continued I slipped into a sad train of thought that maybe I really
would have to use this advice to help endear me to other girls. I
should have been relieved. It was normal to take out girls one’s
own age – it wasn’t normal to want to date my own mother, to take
her dancing, to ravish her for hours afterward.

I heard mom’s text chime. She looked at it
hesitantly. “Oh. Your father,” she explained. “He’s on his way
back.”

“Any word on dinner?”

“He’s far, far too drunk to bring home
dinner.” Mom rolled her eyes. “You’ll have to get something from
the village. I’ll get the table set. Thanks, honey.”

By the time I got back to the villa, dad’s
taxi pulled up. He practically fell out of it, slurring his words.
“Good afternoon, my boy. Hope you’re having a good, good, quality
time with your mother.” In his hand, he had a half-empty fifth of
some label-less drink. I could practically smell it on him, even
over the fragrant food in the bag I brought from the village.

“Mom’s setting up for dinner,” I said, trying
to avoid him. He pulled a wad of cash from his wallet and threw it
at the driver, who sullenly cursed at him under his breath.

“Your mother,” said dad, trying to keep
straight, “is going to put out tonight.”

I laughed and stepped back as he sauntered
over to the villa. “Nora!” He crashed through the front door. Mom
was standing by the table, setting down some glasses. She was
wearing a sun dress again, a simple white one that was longer than
her others, falling just to her knees. It was simple, yet elegant.
She looked like the wife of a millionaire.

“Fucking hell, Ross,” mom groaned and put her
hand on her head as she noticed dad making his way into the villa,
bumping against the walls.

“Your husband is here,” he mumbled,
collapsing into a chair and bringing his bottle with him. His other
hand reached out and pawed at her ass. Mom almost chuckled, lifting
his hand off of her.

We ate dinner while dad tried to regale us
with a story about how he almost got into a fight. Through his
rapidly switching perspectives, we gathered that he was actually
kicked out of another bar after getting too drunk and insulting the
other patrons until the bartender could bribe him to leave,
presumably with the half-empty bottle. The story took up the entire
dinner – by the time he was done, mom’s eyes were practically
glazed over.

“Alright, dear,” she said, exhausted. “I
think it’s time for you to head to bed.” We all stood up to clear
the dishes.

Dad gave his best impression of a slick grin.
“I think so too, babe.” He sauntered over to mom and put his arm
around her, whispering in her ear. Mom made sad eye contact with
me, but it really was almost funny, seeing dad try to play cool
with mom after all of his ridiculous behavior.

“I mean it,” he said, his whisper practically
a shout. “I’m going to give you a wild, wild night tonight.”

“I think,” mom said, pulling herself free,
“I’d rather just watch television tonight. I have a headache.”

“Me too,” dad moaned, lifting his hands to
his forehead. He stumbled back to his drink and popped the top,
going back to drinking. “What are we watching?”

Mom stared at him, beleaguered. “Whatever’s
on.” The television flicked on and a music show appeared on the
screen. Costumes full of glitter, judges in tight suits and
sparkling dresses dazzled an excited audience, fast Spanish
blitzing from the speakers.

“God, I love this show,” he said, practically
falling into the living room. He collapsed on the couch that mom
and I had just cleaned. It occurred to me that in a way, he was now
laying on my spunk. It wasn’t a sexy thought, but it was funny. He
patted the cushions, staring hungrily at mom. “Come on, Nora. Come
to papa.”

I settled into the armchair and watched mom
try to come up with something, anything that would keep herself out
of his grasp. She seemed revolted by him. “I think I’ll just sit on
Brett’s lap,” she said reluctantly.

“Have it your way,” dad mumbled, closing his
eyes. “He’s just a little boy.” His words dissolved into a slur as
the drink pulled his eyes downward.

Mom came over and settled onto me, her soft
bottom pressing onto my thighs. Her legs were cool on mine, and her
hair cascaded down as her back settled onto my chest. I could see
the tan lines along her neck and back, gliding down to the top of
the sun dress. Her arm that was out of sight from dad smoothed down
along my side and settled on the inside of my leg. She gave it a
squeeze and sighed.

I watched as dad listlessly took in the
sights and sounds of the show. He wasn’t asleep – that was for
sure. He was awake, mindless, just letting the stimulus of the
television pass the time for him.

In the meantime, mom’s hand moved up and down
my leg. I felt myself getting hard again.

“This show is a little boring for me, baby,”
she whispered in my ear. She brought her hidden hand upward between
my legs, and smoothed her palm over my cock through my pants.

“You want some entertainment?” I whispered
back. I had a hand that was hidden too. It moved up and felt at the
thin cotton of her dress along her lower back, and drifted down her
waist to her soft, cushioned hip. She was cool to the touch. “I can
give you something.”

“Would you?” She asked, whispering.

“Keep it down,” dad suddenly said from the
couch. Mom froze and I jumped. We watched him like hawks, suddenly
aware that if we were going to try anything, we had to be extremely
cautious.

“Alright, honey,” mom’s voice was high
artificially, trying to placate him.

“Thank you,” he mumbled.

Mom turned her face to mine and gave me a
soft, silent kiss on the cheek. It was a lovely feeling, the
wetness of her lips leaving a cold spot on me. My cock raged
upward, pushing against her ass through her dress. She gave an
extremely subtle wiggle, sending a jolt of pleasure through me.

Her hand pressed into my thigh,
insistent.

My own hand wound down her leg and gently
pulled at the edge, lifting it up and along her hidden leg. I saw
her eyes glancing toward dad on the couch, but he was riveted to
the screen. His only movement was to uncork his bottle and to take
another pull, and after that he was refocused on a new musical
number.

On the screen, a girl wearing a dress that
seemed almost entirely out of sequins started a hip-gyrating
number, the music intense and loud, her dark, full lips mouthing a
sultry promise as her curves twisted and cocked back and forth,
promising the viewers that any man who had her for the night would
receive pleasures unfathomable from her strong, rapidly twisting
hips. Dad wouldn’t look away. I wouldn’t have either, except that I
had my own woman sitting on my lap, her own plush hips giving
imperceptible movements that shot lovely, pressured feelings on my
junk.

Sensing that dad was fully distracted, her
hand went up and along her leg, reaching for something under her
dress. I saw something small, lacey, black pulling down her
leg.

My eyes must have gone wider than the
television screen as I realized mom was taking off her panties.

She looked at me, lids heavy, her lips
parted. “Your mother’s being bad,” she whispered at me. “What are
you going to do?” Her closed hand moved upward to mine, and her
fingers opened. Her panties dropped into my fingers, and I held
them, stunned. They were slightly damp, undoubtedly from the place
between her legs, which were shining in the light of the
television, crossed over mine.

“You’re going to touch me,” I said. Mom’s
eyebrows went up in response. “And you’re going to spread your legs
and let me fuck you while we’re on this couch.” Her eyebrows went a
little higher. But she didn’t seem that surprised. It was as if it
was what my mother wanted, expected.

“What if we get caught?” She asked, amused.
Her eyes traced over dad’s distracted form on the couch.

She had a point. I knew dad was stuck on the
television, but it wouldn’t take much for him to just turn his head
and to see what was going on. The heightened risk and excitement
cranked up my erection. It was dangerous. It was fun. My own mother
seemed to agree.

“We won’t,” I said carefully, thinking. “Not
if you keep quiet.” I drew a hand up and traced it along her jaw,
and she leaned back, settling against me. I traced a finger against
her lips and she opened her mouth, taking my fingers into her
mouth. She started to suck on them gently, silently, her eyes on my
dad who was still engrossed in the television. My fingers trailed
in her mouth and hooked her lower lip while I used my other hand to
pull down my pants.

We moved agonizingly slowly, watching dad the
entire time. The song on the screen was coming to an end. My pants
were low on my hips. I could feel the cotton of her dress against
my skin. I saw a hand of hers pulling upward on one side of her
dress, baring her thigh, her hip, the tan lines barely visible in
the blue light of the screen.

From dad’s point of view, it must have looked
normal. Maybe if he had turned to look at us, the only clue would
have been our uncomfortable shifting, maybe an awkward stare back.
But what we were doing was invisible – mom’s dress was mostly down
and around her legs. My own legs and pants were hidden by mom
sitting on top of me.

Mom kept pulling the side of her dress up. My
fingers pulled out of her lips with a barely audible pop and then
slipped down, went along her hip, moved up her smooth waist, pushed
up her chest and felt that underneath her sun dress she wasn’t
wearing a bra. My mother’s perky nipple was under my fingers while
my other hand inched the waistline of my pants downward.

Her own hands brought the edge of her dress
all the way up. From where dad was sitting, he might have been able
to see a bit of her tummy as the dress pulled upward, but another
song started, another lovely girl on screen shook her hips while
his eyes dropped lower and lower, his fingers barely clinging to
his bottle.

Mom shifted, her hands moving to the
armrests. She pushed herself up, slowly, the wood structure making
a small creak. She froze, watched dad’s non reaction. She looked at
me, trembling. She kept rising. Her glorious, plush ass rose up and
over my waist – my cock was out, I was throbbing in my hand as I
guided it down, aiming for the soft spot between her legs.

She looked back and locked eyes with me. My
mother stared at me as we took in the seriousness of the situation
– I was her son, she was my mother, and I was about to be deep,
deep inside her, while her husband, my father, was sitting just
feet away, drunk. The excitement was extreme. I could see her flush
in the light of the TV. I could also see the faint glimmer of her
wetness between her legs as she slowly inched down, her cunny
approaching me, inch by inch. I could sense the heat between her
legs – then the humidity in the invisible space, then I could feel
the soft, wet flesh of her pussy lips as she smoothly went
down.

I was at her entrance. She held her breath,
glancing toward my dad.

I heard my dad groan. The song was over. Mom
froze completely – all he had to do to see her propped up just
above my cock was turn by about thirty degrees. It would have taken
nothing – he would see us, and a nightmare would begin… but he
didn’t turn. Instead, he started to snore, his eyes falling shut.
The new song started. It was a slow ballad. There was no way he
would wake up.

I felt mom’s pussy trembling as it touched
lightly at the head of my cock. It was hot, slick, the heat and
anticipation kept growing, only heightened at dad’s
interruption.

“Lower,” I mouthed to mom, who obediently
settled down, taking me in. As her cunny lips slipped around my
length, I rolled my head back, soaking in the pleasure that was my
mom’s cunt, the hot wetness massaging all along my cock as she took
me in, inch by inch. I heard her give a slow, slow gasp as I went
inside her, until I was all the way in, and she mouthed the words,
‘so full,’ as she pushed her hips down onto me, her eyelids closing
in bliss.

“Move on me,” I whispered. Mom wordlessly
rocked her hips, and I felt my cock sliding along inside of her as
she gave a silent moan. We kept looking over at dad, whose snoring
was now constant. It wouldn’t have mattered if he had woken up –
even if he looked at us, forcing us to stop, all he would have seen
was his wife sitting quietly on his son’s lap while his son almost
seemed asleep. But while he wasn’t looking, mom moved herself back
and forth on me, her mouth open as she savored the feeling of her
young son twitching inside her.

“This is so bad, baby…” she whispered. The
sound was electric.

Mom kept moving on me, but it wasn’t fast
enough. I brought up both of my hands and grabbed onto her hips,
and she bit her lip, waiting for me to take control. I pushed her
back and forth on me. A soft, slick sound came from between her
legs as I moved her back and forth, making her pussy fuck on my
cock, forward and backward. I felt the head of my cock massaging
something deep, deep within her, way back, and she felt it too. She
bit her lip harder, suppressing a moan.

I moved her on me faster, and I could see her
smiling in ecstasy in the darkness. “Oh baby,” I heard her words
between the wet sounds coming from her cunny as she moved on me.
“Use me, baby. Like mommy’s your little slut.”

I suppressed my own groan as her dirty talk
whispered into my ear.

“You like it when you’re deep inside your own
mother? When you make her feel so, so full with her baby’s cock?” I
heard her gasp as I pushed deeper. “Oh, honey, you know you’re
bigger than your father, right? You’re touching me in there, so
deep, baby… my baby boy with his big, pretty cock…”

Her hips started to gyrate on their own. I
felt the pleasure sucking upward through my cock as the music of
her pussy juices made their slick sounds, faster and faster. My
mother’s ass ground on me, the warm musk of her cunt rising around
me.

She stiffened as she went faster and faster,
barely suppressing a whine. My hand went up and clapped over her
mouth, smothering her noises, pulling her backward. The back of her
head was pressed against my cheek, the intimacy of our position
more than anything I had ever dreamed or wanted out of sex – and it
was with the perfect woman, my mother, while her husband lay passed
out just feet away.

Mom started to shudder, the strength of my
hand over her mouth seeming to do it for her. She brought her own
hand up and pulled my palm off of her mouth, and she brought it
down, wrapping my fingers around her neck.

If dad were to wake up and see, it would now
be obvious. And mom was making noise, her gasps barely hidden, the
slick sound of her pussy fucking on my cock now totally apparent.
But I didn’t want to hide it. Mom didn’t either. She bucked,
faster, her core stiffening tighter as she started to rise to
orgasm, excited by my hand on her throat, by the risk of her
husband laying there, by the fact that her own son was under her,
barely keeping his own noises contained. I groaned, biting her
neck, hard, until she made an audible gasp. I could feel the cum in
me rising. I could feel it starting.

“Mom,” I hissed in her ear, while she rolled
her head back, her breathing now heavy, each movement of her chest
now a tremendous, sexy risk. “Mom. I have to cum.”

Mom’s hand reached back and grabbed into my
hair. She turned her head and kissed me, her tongue pushing into my
mouth, her gasping brushing along me, lost in the pleasure.

“Mom!” I tried to make it clearer. It was rising in me. My taint
clenched – I felt something rising from deep within me, my balls
were starting to constrict as I felt the pleasure surging forward.
“Mom, listen, I’m going to cum.”

“Wait, baby,” she whispered urgently in my
ear. “I’m almost there,” her pleasure filled gasps were above the
sound level of the television. The light illuminated us, the
movement would be apparent – any man lying there would wake up by
now, and see us, writhing in unstoppable pleasure, my cock pushing
up against her deepest spot while she ratcheted closer and closer,
breaching the tipping point of orgasm.

Mom’s neck tensed, then her back, then her
hips as she pushed onto me. I could see the strain and effort as
she rode on my cock, more urgent than I had ever seen her, as the
orgasm climbed up from her pelvis. “Oh, fuck!” Mom’s words were
harsh in my ears. “Fuck, baby, mommy’s cumming!” It was loud,
deafening in my ear, I’m sure it was barely a whisper in reality
but my eyes shot to my dad, who was stirring on the couch.

I felt my mom’s pussy constricting around my
cock, and the orgasm suddenly ripped through her. Her mouth opened
wide, and I felt one of her hands clenching at my hair, so tight I
thought she could tear off my scalp, while her other hand went down
and gripped on my thigh, her nails digging in, harder than I had
ever felt her grip anything. Dad was still moving – I felt panic,
pleasure, as he rolled over, while mom writhed on my cock. I felt
the heat go molten around her cunt – her pussy flooded with her
juice, and she ground against me, harder, the orgasm taking her
completely.

I couldn’t hold it in – I was about to cum
too. I could barely see dad’s shape, but hoped that somehow, he
couldn’t see anything, that he wasn’t awake.

“Mom, please,” I begged her, “I’m going to
come inside if you don’t get up.”

I felt it building upward, my cock was
throbbing, my balls were clenching – the cum was surging upward. I
felt it, unstoppable, shooting up –

Mom made a reluctant whine as she shifted off
of me -- a slick sucking noise shot through the living room as her
pussy let go of my cock.

And I came.

My cum shot upward, splashing, casting up her
bare lower back, while mom made an infinitely small gasp with each
hot, sticky shot of my load that went all up and down her backside,
dripping down, rolling onto her ass. I felt myself still
convulsing, the power and liquid still rocketing up my shaft. Mom
was moving too – still orgasming.

And dad was still moving.

I clenched my hand around my mother’s neck
and forced her downward, trying to get her to hold still, but she
was still shaking, half-lost in the throes that my cock gave her
before she pulled off of me. I pressed my cock against her bottom,
and felt my cock melting against her, my cum slipping around on her
backside as she grinded against me.

I saw dad open his eyes. He started to roll
towards us.

My hand ducked down and pulled the edge of
her dress downward, gripping her hip tightly and forcing her on to
me harder. It should have been painful, but I was trying
desperately to give my mom the message that she had to freeze,
absolutely, to avoid any hint of movement.

Dad’s eyes flicked upward.

He made eye contact with me.

I must have been panicking because he looked
at me with a funny smile growing on his face. It was possible that
he was too drunk to see what was going on, to see that his son’s
cock was pressed against his wife’s ass – cum slick along her back
and butt.

Mom and I were hidden by the length of the
dress, barely long enough to keep our privates covered, long enough
to ensure that in dad’s drunken observation that he wouldn’t see
anything. Or would he? Dad’s eyes narrowed. I heard a breath
sucking in from the couch.

“You two,” I heard him slur slowly, the
suspicious tone growing.

Mom was frozen on me. Her eyes were wide,
wide open as she tried to keep still, my hot seed dripping down
her, smearing against my waist, streaks of it pulling downward
along our bodies.

Dad blinked a few times, trying to register
what he saw. It was clear – mom was embarrassed, scared. I was
trying to keep myself still, but my hands were clearly on my mom’s
hips. We were flushed and sweaty from what we were just doing, and
if dad was at all conscious as mom made her noise before I came on
her, then he would have an inkling of what was going on.

“You two,” he continued, attempting to sit
up. “You’re acting so weird. All day, every day, you both are
acting so fucking weird.” He stood up, half rolling off the couch.
Mom held her breath and started to shake on me. I was shaking too.
Dad was about to come over and take a closer look. “Brett, you’re
close with your mother, aren’t you? Too close.”

He stumbled toward the kitchen, turning on a
light, dragging his bottle with him. The light would make it
obvious. His new angle would make it even more so – from where he
stood, mom’s bare back was visible – her soft flesh was pressed on
my hips, my pants were clearly down. The light would reflect the
fluid I had spent, the cum that dripped up her lower back and all
along our waists.

But dad didn’t seem to notice. He opened the
cabinets and grabbed a bag of chips, turned off the television as
if we weren’t there, and then wandered toward the stairs. I heard
him mumbling to himself. “Fucking momma’s boy. I’m not jealous, you
are. You’re jealous.” His footsteps plodded up the stairs.

Mom and I sat together in the fluorescent
light of the kitchen, our fluids mingling. Mom stared at me,
shocked, relieved. She started to shift upward, my cock smearing
against her, between the cheeks of her butt. Her legs were shaking.
She could barely stand. Her hand went behind her back and she
gaped, feeling how much of myself I poured directly against
her.

We looked at each other forever, trying to
figure out what the hell it all meant. Mom took a deep breath. “I
think it’s time for you to go to bed. We’ll have to talk about it
in the morning. Maybe.”

She got up, careful. I saw my seed all along
her lower back – and I thought back to our first time on the secret
beach, the way the tanning oil looked just like jizz after a
pullout. And here was my mother – my cum all along her back,
dripping, gorgeous in the light of the kitchen. She got some
napkins and wiped it up, looking at me.

I thought ahead, almost for the first time in
my life. About going to bed, by myself. About mom going to sleep on
the couch, or worse, going to sleep in the same bed as dad. It was
looking like a lonely night unless I could change something.

“Do… you want to sleep with me?” I asked,
hesitantly.

Mom gave a light smile. Relief filled her
face. She smiled at me with motherly care, as if she were flattered
by someone small and adorable, almost as if I were a small child
who just told her she was beautiful.

“I’d love to, baby,” she said. “But I don’t
know if it’d be wise with your father around. He’d find some way to
make it an issue, I’m sure.”

I nodded, understanding where she was coming
from. She gathered some blankets from the hall closet, already
preparing a spot for herself on the couch.

“Alright,” I said, still dizzy from the
afterglow. I retreated toward my room. “Goodnight, mom.”

“Good night, son,” she said from the living
room. “I love you.”

Those words created a little flame of bliss
in me.

“I love you too, mom,” I said, meaning it
more than I ever meant anything in my entire life. I closed my
door, collapsed into my bed, and sank into a perfect and dreamless
sleep.






…


To be continued in Part 3 of 3.
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anywhere on the internet except for people who sign up for
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me, check out the link below:
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