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Pantry Tryst

A Short by Klrxo

During family movie night, Julie felt her son's eyes glued to
her freshly shaved legs beneath her deliberately chosen
mini skirt as he sat on the floor near her. The flickering TV
light cast shadows that accentuated every curve of her
thighs.



Heart racing, she parted her legs with calculated slowness,
revealing her sheer black panties that concealed nothing.
The fabric, dampening slightly from her arousal, clung to
every intimate contour, showcasing the her puffy outer labia
and the prominent hood of her clit straining against the
delicate material.

She watched his breathing change, his pupils dilate, knowing
exactly what she was doing to him. Their eyes locked in
forbidden recognition as the rest of the family stared
mindlessly at the screen.

Julie's gaze slithered downward, lingering on the strain in
his shorts—fabric stretched to its breaking point over what
she knew was nine thick inches of throbbing virgin meat.

Her tongue darted across her bottom lip, leaving it
glistening as her eyes snapped back to his, a predatory
smirk twisting her features. Her nostrils flared slightly, like
a lioness catching the scent of vulnerable prey.

"I'm gonna make some popcorn," she announced to the
room, her voice a honeyed purr that barely masked her
carnal intentions.

Julie snapped her thighs shut with an audible sound, the
damp fabric of her panties clinging to her swollen flesh as
she rose to her feet. Her enormous MILF tits swayed
heavily beneath her thin top, straining against the confines
of her lacy bra, the outline of her hardened nipples visible
through both layers.



The mother's eyes locked with her son Roman's, a predatory
gleam dancing in their depths. "Why don't you help me,
sweetie?"

The boy hesitated, his face flushed crimson, before
awkwardly standing. His trembling hands moved to cover
the prominent tent in his shorts as he shuffled behind his
mother, mesmerized by the hypnotic sway of her voluptuous
ass.

Each step she took caused the tight fabric of her skirt to
ride up slightly, revealing more of her smooth thighs as she
led him toward the kitchen, away from the oblivious family.

His cock throbbed with painful hardness, a mammoth
teenage slab jutting from his groin like a flesh—colored
baseball bat. The veiny shaft pulsed with each frantic
heartbeat, the swollen purple head glistening wetly. So much
blood had rushed to his groin that Roman swayed slightly,
vision swimming at the edges as his brain starved for
circulation, his massive erection demanding every drop it
could steal from his gangly frame.

Julie's manicured fingernails drummed against the granite
countertop, the sharp click—click—click matching his
thundering heartbeat.

"The popcorn's somewhere in the pantry," she purred, her
voice thick as honey. "Be a good boy and help Mommy find
it."



Roman's mouth went desert—dry as he followed his sexy
mom 1nto the narrow closet, the scent of her floral perfume
enveloping him.

Julie's lips curled into a predatory smile as she deliberately
pushed the door closed, the lock engaging with a decisive
click that sealed them alone together.

Roman swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing visibly in
his slender throat. "I-I can check the top shelves," he
stammered, gesturing upward with a trembling hand.

"No, baby," his mother purred, her voice dripping with
honeyed venom.

She extended one sexy, bare leg straight out to block his
path, the skin gleaming like polished marble under the
pantry's dim light. Her fire—engine red toenails caught the
light as she pointed her foot with balletic precision, the arch
of her instep creating a perfect crescent.

With deliberate slowness, she pressed the ball of her foot
against his chest, the pressure firm but gentle as she guided
him backward until his shoulders met the cool metal
shelving. Cans of vegetables rattled softly behind him.

"Stand right there for Mommy," she whispered, her emerald
eyes never leaving his, pupils dilated with unmistakable
hunger. "Don't move a muscle, sweetheart."

The tenderness in her voice contrasted sharply with the
predatory intent radiating from her body as she lowered her



leg, letting her foot slide sensually down his torso before
returning it to the floor.

“Am I in trouble?” the teenager asked nervously as she
slowly advanced on him like a lioness, backing his quivering
body against the metal shelving until cold cans pressed into
his shoulder blades.

“Not if your honest,” she answered sweetly. "Were you
staring at Mommy's pussy through her panties in the living
room?" she whispered, her hot breath tickling his ear.

Roman's eyes darted sideways, his throat constricting. "N-
no," he stammered unconvincingly.

Julie's fingers traced his jawline, her touch feather-light yet
commanding. "Baby," she cooed with dangerous sweetness,
"you're not in trouble. Mommy just needs you to answer me
honestly."

His resistance crumbled like wet sand. "Yes," he confessed,
his voice barely audible in the cramped darkness. “I was,
um... looking at that, I'm sorry.”

Julie's painted fingernails traced along his jawline as she
leaned in close, her breath hot against his ear. "Don't you
dare apologize," she whispered, her voice a silken purr that
vibrated through his bones. "Every boy alive gets hard
looking at pussy. It's biology, baby. Even if that pussy..." she
paused, her tongue darting out to wet her plump bottom lip,
"...even if it's the same one that brought you into this
world."



"But you're my mom," he whispered, his eyes wide with
conflicting emotions.

Julie's crimson lips parted in a musical giggle that echoed in
the cramped pantry. "Oh, sweetie," she purred, her emerald
eyes glittering with predatory amusement, "moms have
pussies too. We have the same parts as those girls at school
you fantasize about."

Her hot breath tickled his ear as she pressed her voluptuous
body against his lanky frame. "In fact," she whispered, her
tongue darting out to moisten her plump bottom lip, "we
crave it even more, and moms fuck harder and better than
those girls at school ever could."

"I... I never r-really thought about that," Roman stammered,
his voice barely audible over the thundering of his own
heartbeat.

She pressed forward, her enormous breasts flattening
against his trembling chest, the soft flesh spilling around his
torso like warm dough. Through the thin fabric of her top,
her hardened teats dragged across his skin, leaving trails of
electric sensation.

"Would you like to feel how hot Mommy gets when you're
near?" she breathed, guiding his shaking hand toward the
damp heat between her thighs. "Just rub that beautiful cock
right here, feel how wet you make me."

Roman's throat constricted, words impossible to form as
blood rushed from his brain to his throbbing member. His



head jerked in a desperate nod, eyes wide with terrified
desire.

Julie clutched the hem of her miniskirt, bunching the fabric
in slow, deliberate motions until it gathered around her waist
like a silken belt. The black lace panties beneath were
barely more than a whisper of fabric, clinging to her shaved
pubic mound with damp desperation.

"Pull those shorts down for Mommy," she commanded, her
voice a throaty purr that seemed to vibrate through the
pantry's close air. "I wanna feel you against me."

Roman's trembling fingers fumbled with his button and
zipper, his face flushed crimson as he awkwardly shoved
both shorts and briefs down his lanky legs. They bunched
unceremoniously around his ankles, trapping him in place
like shackles.

His cock, freed from its cotton prison, sprang upward with
almost violent enthusiasm—Ilong, thick, and mapped with
prominent veins that pulsed visibly beneath taut, pink skin. It
pointed skyward at a perfect angle, the swollen purple head
glistening with a pearlescent bead of anticipation.

Julie's crimson lips parted in a theatrical gasp, her emerald
eyes widening to saucer—size as she drank in the sight of
his throbbing manhood.

"My God," she whispered, her voice trembling with
theatrical awe. "It's... magnificent."



Her fingers hovered inches away, twitching with barely-
restrained hunger. "So much longer than your father's," she
purred, licking her lips slowly. "And thicker too—like a
baseball bat compared to his pathetic pencil."

She sank to her knees on the pantry floor, her hot breath
washing over his virgin shaft. "This monster would stretch a
woman's pussy walls so well," she continued, eyes never
leaving his pulsing cock. "It would pound against her cervix
with every thrust, making her cum so hard she'd soak these
big, heavy balls with her juices."

Roman swallowed audibly, his Adam's apple bobbing in his
slender throat. "W-wow," he stammered, voice cracking. "I
didn't know that."

Julie stood back up and leaned close enough for him to feel
her warm breath against his ear. "Would you like to make
out with Mommy?" she purred, her luscious lips brushing his
earlobe. "I'll rub my soaking wet pussy against that beautiful
thick cock while we kiss, just like [ was your girlfriend.”

“You mean, uh, make out... like kiss and stuff?” he asked
like the awkward virgin he was.

“Uh-huh,” she nodded with an anxious smile.

"But Dad's waiting for the popcorn," he whispered, voice
cracking with teenage need.

The mother's fingers traced down his chest, leaving a trail
of goosebumps beneath his thin t—shirt. "Don't worry, baby,"



she whispered. “We'll tell your father we were having a
'hard' time finding it."

“Ok,” the boy uttered, watching his mom's perfect MILF lips
move closer and closer towards his own.

Julie locked lips with her son in a ravenous Kkiss, her
crimson—painted mouth sealed to his in a hungry oval, her
experienced tongue sinking deep into his virgin mouth and
thrashing wildly against his inexperienced one.

The taste of her cinnamon lip gloss mingled with the faint
sweetness of the soda he'd been drinking earlier, creating
an intoxicating flavor that made her moan against his
trembling lips.

With her teen pressed between her and the shelves, Julie's
lace—covered mound found the rigid length of his cock with
practiced precision, the damp fabric clinging to her swollen
lips as she aligned herself against him. The heat of her core
radiated through the delicate barrier, turning his virgin shaft
into a burning rod trapped between them.

Roman's whimpers vibrated against her invading tongue as
she established a slow, torturous rhythm—up and down, up
and down—the pressure increasing with each gyration until
her panties grew translucent with arousal.

Her manicured nails dug into his shoulders for leverage as
she practically mounted him standing up, her motherly
thighs bracketing his trembling legs, her weight shifting
forward until the sensitive head of his cock pressed directly
against her fat, throbbing clit through the sodden lace.



“Oh geez, w—wow!” Roman gasped as his teenage body
trembled uncontrollably. His mom enveloped him
completely, her enormous, milk—swollen tits flattening
against his chest like warm, yielding pillows.

Each labored breath he took was saturated with a mix of
sweet perfume and cuntal aroma, making his head swim. His
virgin cock pulsed violently against the damp lace of her
panties, leaking pre—cum that mingled with her own arousal.
The combined sex—fluids created a hot, slippery marinade
that lubricated the meat of their genital flesh.

“Oh baby, you feel g—good against Mommy,” Julie's voice
quivered between wet kisses.

Her strong thighs gripped his skinny hips like a vise, pinning
him against the cold metal shelving that dug into his
shoulder blades. When she finally broke their kiss, a thin
strand of saliva connected their lips momentarily before
breaking.

"Move your hips, baby," she commanded, her voice husky
with need. "Rub that beautiful cock right against Mommy's
pussy. Feel how wet you make me."

Her fingers tangled in his hair, yanking his head back to
expose his throat to her hungry mouth. Her lips latched onto
his throat like a vampire, leaving a trail of scarlet lipstick
across his virgin skin. Her teeth grazed his pulsing jugular,
alternating between gentle nibbles that made him gasp and
hungry sucks that would leave purple evidence of their sin
by morning.



"You like how Mommy's wet pussy feels against your big
cock?" she growled against his Adam's apple, her hot breath
condensing on his skin. "I bet you've dreamed of this while
jerking off in your bedroom."

Her hips maintained their relentless rhythm, grinding her
soaked panties against his shaft with practiced precision,
the friction creating a wet squelching sound that echoed in
the cramped pantry.

With each thrust, the metal shelving behind Roman creaked
in protest, canned goods rattling as his mother's powerful
thighs pinned him in place like a butterfly in a collection.

“TIt does f—feel... s—so good,” the teen gasped, doubtful that
any girl at school could every work him this masterfully.

The boy's bare erection throbbed against Julie's lace-
covered mound, the sensitive glans of his penis catching
repeatedly on the delicate scalloped edge of her panties,
stimulating his nerve—endings.

Each grinding motion dragged the thin fabric across her
engorged labia, which had swollen to twice their normal size
and darkened to a deep rose hue. Her natural lubricant had
thoroughly saturated the black lace, rendering it nearly
transparent where it stretched across her vulva.

The slick secretions created a frictionless glide between
them, allowing his rigid shaft to slide smoothly along her
cleft, the prominent dorsal vein of his cock pulsing visibly
with each heartbeat.



Where the head of his penis repeatedly brushed against her
clitoris, which had emerged fully from its hood, Julie's
arousal intensified, causing fresh rivulets of clear fluid to
seep through the mesh pattern of her underwear.

"Can you imagine Mommy straddling your narrow hips," she
whispered, her manicured nails digging crescents into his
shoulders, "and sinking down on your beautiful cock inch by
inch until I feel your swollen head kiss the entrance to my
womb?"

“Yesss,” the teenager gasped, feeling her puffy flanges dry-—
fuck his cock as she spoke.

"My pussy will stretch and burn around you,” Julie mewled,
“squeezing the strong flesh of your cock while I bounce on
your lap, my heavy tits slapping against your chest with
each thrust."

She dragged her tongue along the shell of his ear, leaving a
wet trail. "When [ cum—and [ will cum, baby—my whole
body will convulse around you, milking your shaft with
rhythmic pulses while my honey floods down your length,
soaking those tight balls until they're dripping with my
essence."

“God, mom!” Roman gasped as his testicles contracted
violently against the base of his shaft, drawing up tight as
walnuts against his body from the dual assault of Julie's
filthy narrative and the scorching friction of her lace-
covered sex grinding against his naked erection.



His virgin cock throbbed with impending release, pre—cum
bubbling at the tip before being smeared against the lace
that separated their grinding flesh.

"Mom, I'm gonna—TI can't hold it—"

His trembling hands pushed weakly against her shoulders in
a futile attempt to create distance, but Julie responded by
crushing him harder against the metal shelving. Her
enormous breasts flattened and rippled against his heaving
chest as she increased her pace to a frenzied rhythm.

"That's it, baby," she purred, her lips brushing against his
ear as her hips pumped against him with maternal
determination. "Let Mommy milk that beautiful cock dry.
Cum with me, baby—soak my panties with your thick, hot
seed. Give Mommy everything you've got."

Roman's entire body seized as if electrocuted. "M—-mom,
['m—oh god—I'm exploding!" he choked out, his voice
cracking between syllables.

His vision blurred into white static as Julie's emerald eyes
locked onto his. "That's it, baby—Mommy's cumming with
you!" she growled, her lips contorted in ecstasy.

Their bodies fused together in violent, synchronized
spasms, the metal shelving clanging rhythmically against the
wall. Thick, pearlescent ropes of virgin seed erupted from
Roman's pulsing crown, each powerful jet accompanied by a
full-body convulsion that lifted him to his toes.



Julie's expert grinding milked every drop as her own orgasm
flooded her lace panties, the delicate fabric no match for the
torrent of maternal honey that gushed through the saturated
material. Their combined fluids created a slick, obscene
puddle that dripped down their trembling thighs, marking the
pantry floor with evidence of their forbidden union.

“O-ohhhh f-fuuuuuuck,” the mother’s pretty voice trembled
as she used her teenager's long, brick—hard rod to grind the
cum right out of her quivering cunt.

Their bodies remained locked together for several minutes,
trembling with aftershocks that rippled through their sweat-
slicked skin.

Julie's heavy tits continued to heave against Roman's chest
with each ragged breath, her hardened nipples dragging
across his sensitive skin.

When their pulses finally slowed to a manageable rhythm,
the mother exhaled a satisfied sigh against the shell of his
ear.

"Wasn't that fun, baby?" she purred, her fingers combing
through his damp hair.

Roman nodded weakly, his virgin throat bobbing with a
nervous swallow.

"Next time," she whispered, her tongue darting out to trace
the outline of his ear, "Mommy's gonna spread her legs wide
open and let you split my pussy-lips and slide that beautiful
cock all the way inside her soaking wet cunt."



“Really?” the teenager gasped.

“Uh-huh,” she uttered, her hand slid between them to cup
his sticky, spent shaft. "I'll take your cherry properly, but
we'll need to wait until your father's away on business." Her
teeth grazed his earlobe as she added, "Because when you
finally fuck Mommy's cunt, I'm going to cum and scream so
fucking hard the neighbors might call the police."

Julie and Roman finally emerged from the pantry, her fingers
clutching a large ceramic bowl heaped with buttery popcorn.

Roman trailed behind her, his cheeks flushed crimson, eyes
downcast, and shirt hastily tucked in at odd angles.

Julie's crimson lipstick was smudged at one corner, and her
black lace panties—now hidden beneath her skirt—clung
uncomfortably to her still-throbbing sex, saturated with
their mingled fluids.

"What did we miss?" she asked with practiced nonchalance,
settling onto the couch beside her oblivious husband, who
barely looked up from the television.

"Half the movie," he mumbled, reaching absently for a
handful of popcorn. "What took you two so long in there?"

Julie's emerald eyes flicked to Roman, who stood frozen like
a deer 1n headlights, a visible damp patch darkening the
front of his jeans where his seed had soaked through the
denim.



"We had trouble finding the popcorn at first," she purred,
"but we finally found exactly what we were looking for in
there, didn't we, baby?"

Her tongue darted out to wet her swollen lips as she winked
at her son, the double entendre hanging in the air between
them like the musky scent of sex that still clung to their
skin.



