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Jim loved his new Galaxy phone, a gift from his mom, Krysten, on his eighteenth birthday months earlier. While he sat at the table, waiting for his mother to finish breakfast, he unfolded his sleek new toy and activated the improved camera. Pretending to scroll absentmindedly, he ogled his mother, displayed on his ten-inch screen, effortlessly gliding around the kitchen.


Her worn, tattered robe hugged her curves, falling just to her knees, revealing her shapely calves. Working in sales, she was on her feet much of the day, ensuring she stayed fit. When she filled their plates and turned to face him, he closed his phone and set it on the table, mindful of his mother’s rule against surfing while they ate.


She settled into her seat, her warm smile uplifting his mood as usual, “It’s your favorite, Jim. I hope you like it,” she said, her expression warm and sincere.


“Smells wonderful, Mom,” he said, slicing off a chunk of his omelet with his fork and stabbing it. With each bite, his eyes lingered on her beauty. Her silky, straight, black hair swayed inward, covering her high cheekbones when she leaned forward for a bite. Her bangs draped over her forehead, framing her wide, brown eyes that expressed warmth and caring.


Catching him staring at her, the corners of her full lips curved upward into a radiant smile, revealing her perfectly white teeth. “Don’t you like it?” she asked, nodding to his plate.


“It’s delicious, as always,” he answered, savoring another bite. “My mind drifted off, thinking about the new material I’m covering today.”


His mother smiled, her expression prideful, “I’m proud of you for taking on the apprenticeship. You seem so happy with your choice, and that’s what matters. Remember, we have enough money for you to attend college if you decide you want to go that route in the future.”


“No need to, Mom,” he replied, his smile widening as their eyes met. “They informed me last week they want to keep me on and offered to enroll me in online classes to meet any work requirements. They’re keeping my hours shortened, allowing me time to study and still learn the trade on the job.”


“That’s wonderful!” his mother exclaimed, her face lighting up with joy. “That means you’ll be able to remain at home until you’re full-time and save enough money to go out on your own.”


“Exactly,” he replied. “Unless you kick me out, I could be here for a few more years.”


Her warm expression and sexy smirk sent a chill down his spine as she assured him, “You can stay here as long as you want. I’ll never ask you to leave.”


“Thanks, Mom,” he replied, finishing his plate. He grinned inwardly, knowing that he’d never move out, as he was deeply in love with his mother and had been for over a year. After their divorce ten years earlier, he and his mother had grown closer, bonding over school projects, weekend getaways, and quiet evenings watching TV or reading.


She had guided him through his awkward dating years, offering advice and reassurance, until his confidence was strong enough to experience several relationships with girls.


In the past, when she asked him why he hadn’t gone out on any dates since graduation, he simply replied, “Mom, I don’t want any distractions from my work. It’s important to me to succeed, and the time spent in a relationship would be a little too much. There’ll be plenty of time for that after I’m better situated at work.”


Clearing her throat, she knocked him out of his thoughts and reminded him, “It’s getting near nine. Shouldn’t you get going so you’re not late?”


“Yeah, thanks, Mom,” he replied, wolfing down the rest of his plate before rushing to his room to brush his teeth. On his way out, he called over his shoulder, “See you later, Mom. I’ll be making stroganoff tonight.”


“Sounds good,” she answered while cleaning the kitchen.





Jim arrived home a little after four, heading directly to his room to catch up on his coursework. An hour later, he showered, threw on his sweats, and headed to the kitchen to prepare the evening’s meal.


Since his mother’s hours had switched to ten-to-six, they had settled on a routine, her handling breakfast and him making the evening meals. On the weekends, they shared the cooking duties, giving her time to walk him through any new dishes for the future.


He’d come to enjoy cooking dinner each weeknight, finding satisfaction in the routine. His true reward was seeing his mother’s appreciative smile when she arrived home to a meal ready to eat. Even on nights when he wasn’t pleased with the quality of his cooking, she never let on and always praised him for his efforts.


She always ate first before showering and changing into her sweats to join her son in the living room for the evening. Hearing the garage door open, he plated up the servings and set them on the already prepared table, complete with two glasses of red wine that she preferred with pasta.


“Smells wonderful, Jim!” his mother exclaimed, settling into her chair and taking a sip of her wine. “Nice pairing. Everything is perfect. Thanks so much,” she complimented him with a wide smile.


“It was easy,” Jim replied confidently. “I didn’t even need your instructions this time, managing it all from memory. How’d it go at work today?” he asked.


After a few bites, she exhaled and responded, “Pretty good, but our new regional sales manager, Michael, has decided to use our office for his base of operations. Now, everyone’s on edge.”


“Do you even see him that much, considering you’re out with clients most of the day,” he asked.


“Too often, for my liking,” she admitted with a sigh. “We have meetings and office work to do, so it’s difficult to avoid him. He has a bit of a misogynistic streak, if you know what I mean.”


“Serious?” Jim asked, raising his eyebrows. “What makes you say that? Has he said anything to you?”


“He did, but not as harshly as with some of my colleagues,” she replied. “He immediately launched a campaign pushing for everyone to dress more professionally to better represent our clients. One of the younger men took the brunt of his criticism for not wearing a tie.”


She paused, making eye contact with her son, and continued, “When he passed behind me on the way to his office, he stopped and said, ‘Lose the panty line, Krysten.’ Fortunately, he kept walking and didn’t see me blushing from embarrassment.”


“That’s really out of line, Mom,” he said, his voice tight with anger. “Isn’t there someone you can talk to about his inappropriate behavior, maybe HR?”


She waved off his worries, “It was nothing,” she said, dismissing his concerns. “He’s just looking out after me, and honestly, he might have a point.”


Rising out of her chair, she walked around the table, stood beside him, and turned around, displaying her backside. “What do you think? Was he right?”


Not believing his luck, his mom stepped in front of him, asking him to check out her ass. His eyes roamed up and down her tight sheath dress, no longer having to guard his illicit staring. His gaze lingered on her shapely calves before traveling up to her elegantly curvy derriere, finally locating the visible, protruding waistband of her cheeky briefs.


“Well?” she asked, her voice impatient, mixed with concern. “Is it that noticeable?”


He paused to think of a nice way to describe her perfect, rounded ass, finally replying, “Mom, it’s definitely obvious because of the way your...” Grasping for a word for a few seconds, he continued, “Bottom sticks out.”


“My bottom? What are you, twelve?” she asked with a slight giggle.


“Okay, your butt. Your dress stretches around it and is very tight,” he stammered.


“Are you suggesting that your mother has a fat ass?” she teased, her tone mischievous.


“No, not at all,” he quickly replied. “I’m just saying the line is visible. A larger-sized dress might be better to wear, especially around your new boss, Michael.”


She turned, faced him, and smiled, seeing his blushing face from checking out her ass. “Thanks for helping. I’ll check my wardrobe for loose dresses.” While she walked away, his eyes were glued to her bouncing, rounded ass.


The next evening, when she arrived home, he noticed her wearing a similar dress, and while they ate, he asked, “Did Michael mention anything to you today?”


Her brows rose, surprised his mind was still on the previous day’s conversation. Thinking of how she could use this to her benefit, she answered, “No, it was pretty normal today, but I’ll let you know if anything else comes up. Okay?”


“Sure, Mom. I just want to help and hate seeing someone taking advantage of you,” he stated, voicing his concern.


She smiled, her mind spinning with thoughts of future interactions. Noticing the sheen of perspiration on his forehead, she tilted her head and asked, “Why are you wearing those heavy sweats when the weather is turning so hot? The robe I bought you is much thinner and would be much more comfortable.”


He wiped his brow, sighed, and replied, “The hot weather isn’t making things any easier, plus toiling over the stove doesn’t help. But changing to a robe so early in the evening? While cooking? It doesn’t seem appropriate.”


“Don’t you think that’s a little hypocritical?” she asked, a smirk forming. “You do realize I wear one every morning while preparing your breakfast, right?”


“I suppose I never thought about it, but you’re right. Thanks for the suggestion,” he replied.


The next morning, as Krysten dressed for work, she pulled out the sheath dress that showed her panty line. After removing her briefs, she tossed them onto the bed and slid the tight dress onto her body. Swiveling in front of her mirror, she smiled, seeing her smooth, rounded ass fill out the dress, absent the telltale sign of panties.


That evening, they were halfway through eating when Jim paused mid-bite and remarked, “Mom, you’re wearing the same dress that we decided was too tight to wear at the office. Didn’t you have anything else to wear?”


She smiled, having caught him in her perfectly planned trap. “I solved the problem I encountered previously, but I suppose I should mention another incident that occurred today.”


His expression shifted, his brows furrowing, as he asked, “What happened? Did Michael say something else to you?”


“No, but I think he may have touched me inappropriately,” she answered, her voice softening.


“Where’d he touch you?” he asked, his tone firm.


“It’d be better if I show you because I’m not sure whether it was accidental or not. Let’s finish dinner first, then I’ll demonstrate,” she explained.


His pace quickened, finishing his plate in record time, eager to discover what transpired between his mom and her boss. Standing, he gathered up their plates and hauled them to the sink. When he turned around, his mother stood beside the table.


She pointed to the floor behind her and off to the side, explaining, “Stand here, as it’s where Michael was when he walked to his office and brushed past me on my right side. Walk by me and I’ll tell you what I felt.”


When he was in place, he gazed at her backside and immediately noticed the absence of a panty line. His prick stirred, realizing the reason for the material stretched seamlessly over her round ass was the absence of panties.


“Walk by me and touch me on my bottom, as you would call it,” she instructed, giggling.


When he neared her, his hand reached out and cupped her nearest butt cheek. He felt her tense as his fingers lightly dug into her flesh. “Like this, Mom?” he asked, gently squeezing her soft ass.


She hesitated, inhaling deeply while savoring the warmth of his strong hand, his fingers sinking into her soft flesh. A few lingering moments passed before she spoke, her voice soft and thoughtful. “Not quite so aggressive. It might have been nothing more than the back of his hand grazing me. Try that.”


Reluctantly releasing her, he flipped his hand over and brushed it across the smooth fabric. “Is this what you felt?”


“Yes, so I guess it was just an accident. No need to be upset over a simple bump,” she surmised, wishing she’d waited longer before allowing him to release her ass.


“Maybe, or it might have been a test to see how you’d react. You aren’t wearing any panties, Mom. Are you sure that’s a good idea when working around a predator like your boss?” he asked.


“Well, it was the only way I could eliminate the panty line,” she replied.


“I think it’d be best if you start wearing skirts and blouses. They won’t hug your curves as much,” he said.


“My curves?” she asked, giggling. “Are they bad curves or good?”


He blushed and replied, “You know what I mean, Mom. No need to embarrass me. I’m just trying to help.”


“Fine, I’ll start wearing skirts starting tomorrow,” she said, ending the conversation and walking to her room.





The next evening, as his mother walked through the door, Jim smiled, seeing his mother elegantly adorned in a nice blouse and a green A-line skirt which hovered just below her knees. After a light hug, he greeted her, “Hi Mom, dinner is just about ready. Nice outfit, by the way.”


She nodded, inhaled deeply, and remarked, “Thanks, Jim. I’m glad you like it. The pork chops smell wonderful. Can’t wait to dig in.”


She settled into her chair, and soon after, Jim served their meal and joined her. Their lively conversation made the meal fly by, and when nearly finished, he leaned back and asked, “Michael didn’t brush against you again today, did he?”


“No, but when he passed by me, he leaned in close and commented, ‘We’re not running a nursing home here, Krysten. Shorten your skirt.’”


She braced herself for Jim to launch into another criticism of her boss, but instead, he nodded thoughtfully and agreed, “He’s probably right about that, Mom. Your skirt is a little outdated.”


She raised an eyebrow, surprised by his supportive acknowledgment, and asked, “Well then, I’ll shop for some during my lunch break tomorrow. Want to tag along and help me pick out something more modern?”


Passages of some of his favorite stories flashed before him, of mothers and sons making love in a store’s dressing room. As much as he loved the thought of re-enacting those fantasies, her expression displayed a certain wariness, as if she could read his perverted mind.


Deciding to play it cool, he answered, “A grown man shopping with his mother? I don’t think so, as most sons would consider it to be downright embarrassing. I think I’ll pass, but thanks for the opportunity to completely humiliate myself.”


She giggled, shook her head, and replied, “Fine. Fine. I wouldn’t dream of putting you through such an ordeal.”


She rose and walked around to the side, standing three feet away from him. Reaching down and gripping the sides of her skirt, she asked, “Since you won’t shop with me, can you tell me how short I should go?” She pulled her hemline up several inches.


His eyes widened, drinking in his mother’s exposed, shapely legs. He stammered, “I think you’d want it to be the same as your co-workers, to not look out of place.”


She lifted her skirt another six inches, displaying half of her creamy-white, shapely thighs. “This is close to what most of them wear, but some of the sluttier girls go higher.”


Emphasizing her point, she lifted her hem until it was four inches below her crotch. Jim was thankful his lap remained concealed underneath the table, as his erect prick peeked out of his robe. He involuntarily gasped, her luscious bare thighs so close to him that he could reach out and feel them, but somehow, he found the strength to refrain himself.


Unable to think of anything that wouldn’t be construed as inappropriate, he exhaled when she lowered her skirt.


She mused, “Guess I’ll stick to what most of them wear. Do you think I should work on my tan on the weekends? My legs look almost ghost-like, so white.”


“Don’t worry about it, Mom,” he consoled her. “A lot of guys don’t mind paler-looking legs. There’s almost like an appealing, porcelain glow to them.”


“Interesting,” she murmured, the corners of her lips curling into a mischievous grin. Her gaze lingered on him, teasingly, and asked, “So, what do you prefer? Tanned or fair?”


Heat rushed to his face, betraying him instantly. And from the glint in her eyes, he knew that she already had her answer.


“Never mind,” she said, her smile wide, turning and walking to her room. He sat and waited until his cock returned to normal before cleaning the kitchen.





The following Monday, Jim toiled in the kitchen preparing spaghetti, his mind occupied with what his mother would be wearing. When he heard the door open, he met her in the front room, his eyes immediately drawn to her outfit. Her sapphire-blue, pleated skirt flared gracefully, the short hemline showing off her shapely legs in a way that made his heart skip.


“Great choice, Mom,” he said with an approving smile. “Let’s eat, and you can tell me how your day went.”


While they ate, he noticed the top two buttons of her blouse were left undone, offering a subtle glimpse of lace at the edge of her bra. The deep blue color matched her skirt, and he wondered if she had purposely bought both to coordinate her look.


Through their meal, Krysten stole glances at her handsome son, pondering her next move. Partway through the meal, his arm inadvertently shoved his napkin off the table. When he leaned over to retrieve it, he paused, taking in his mother’s exposed legs.


When he rose, she noticed his flushed face, and it dawned on her that he was checking her out. Suddenly, an idea formed in her mind, but she decided to wait a couple of days to spring it on him.


Wednesday evening, near the end of their meal, Krysten mentioned, “Jim, something came up at work today that I could use your help on. Michael touched my legs, and I’m not sure if it was accidental or not.”


“That’s really out of line, Mom. Did you tell him that it was inappropriate?” he asked, his voice filled with concern.


“No, I didn’t want to make him feel uncomfortable. It might have been nothing. I can show you how it happened, and then you can tell me what you think,” she offered.


“Sure, Mom. Love to help you,” he quickly replied, his heart beating faster with the prospect of touching her legs.


Krysten smiled, rose, and stood beside him. “Michael was sitting at his desk, much like you are right now, and called me in to look at a document on his screen,” she explained. “When I leaned over to read it, either Michael or I bumped his pen, and it rolled off the table.”


Jim sighed, turned to his mother, and said, “Mom, that’s the oldest trick in the book. You should have just backed up out of the way. Don’t tell me that he took advantage of you and acted like he was picking up the pen when he accidentally bumped against your legs.”


“It seemed harmless at the time,” she replied. She picked up his knife and dropped it on the floor a couple of feet away from her shoe, furthest away from him. “That’s about where it rolled to. His arm went between my legs to retrieve it. Try it and I’ll guide you through his actions.”


His hand trembled as he reached between her calves, his forearm bumping against the back of her nearest leg.


“That’s how he started,” she said. “When he stretched his arm out, his arm rubbed against both of my legs. Try it.”


As he reached further, his upper arm slid up her leg until it rested against her thigh while his forearm connected with the calf of her far leg. When his fingers felt the knife, he said, “Is this how it went?” he asked, his voice shaky. The heat of her thigh radiated through his biceps, and when he felt her muscles tense, his prick jerked in response.


Her breath quickened, feeling her son’s arm press against her smooth, sensitive thigh. Fearing he would pull back, she replied, “That’s pretty close, although he fumbled around a bit as if having trouble picking it up. I felt his arm move up and down before he finally retrieved it and returned it to the desk.”


Jim’s smile widened as he stroked her legs with his arm under the pretense of repeating Michael’s actions. After a minute of blissfulness, he leaned up, pulling his arm back, raising it even higher, and rubbing it across her upper thigh, resulting in a gasp from his mother.


After placing his knife on the table, he asked, “Why didn’t you step away from him when you felt his arm go between your legs?”


“I thought he’d be faster, and if I moved, his arm might have made more contact,” she explained. Sighing, she continued, “Honestly, I think I just froze and didn’t want to risk making a scene.”


“I understand, Mom. From now on, when he asks you to look at something, stand with your legs together so there’s no gap between them,” he instructed.


She placed her feet together, pressed her legs together, and dropped the knife again. “Okay, try it again and see if this will work.”


He reached over, and when he tried to pry his finger between her legs, her muscles tightened, stopping his progress. Lowering his arm, he grabbed the knife, his arm rubbing across the backs of her legs. When he rose, he said, “Much better, Mom. That should stop him cold in the future.”


“Thanks, Jim,” she said, leaning over and pecking him on the cheek.





Friday evening, while they watched a sitcom, she asked, “Jim, how about if we check out the city gardens tomorrow and then dine out? And if you don’t mind, I’d like to continue wearing skirts to get a little sun on my legs.”


“Sounds great, Mom. The lilies should be in full bloom,” he said, his broad smile revealing the excitement he felt from the chance to admire her long, beautiful legs in the sunlight.


After spending a wonderful weekend with his mother, he eagerly prepared one of her favorite meals on Monday.


When she arrived and smelled the aromas of the meal, her broad smile and hug rewarded him for his thoughtfulness. While they ate, Jim dealt with his conflicting emotions. He hated the thought of her boss, Michael, making advances on his mother, but loved the fact that it enabled him to re-enact their interactions, giving him the excuse to connect closer to her.


As if reading his mind, Krysten brought up another incident. “Jim, I had an intriguing conversation with Michael today. From my personnel file, he knows I’m single, and he came right out and asked me if I was dating anyone. From his expression, I could tell his intentions were more than casual curiosity. It took me by surprise, and not wanting to encourage him, I lied and told him I was in a relationship.”


“Smart thinking, Mom. But honestly, would it really be so bad if you dated him?” he asked, instantly regretting it. He hated himself for even suggesting it, fearing she might actually consider it.


“He’s married, Jim. I guess I never explained that to you, but he’s well-known for having affairs,” she replied.


He exhaled in relief, but the comfort was fleeting. His unease crept back as he realized Michael was making advances on his mother. “You’ll have to come up with a story about who you’re seeing to throw him off, though,” he warned her.


She smiled and replied, “I’ve thought about that and have an idea. Join me for lunch tomorrow. Most of the office staff eat at the food cart plaza outside our building. I’ll wait for you by the Thai cart.”


“Okay, but I don’t get it. Do you want me to talk to Michael? I can tell him to quit bothering you if that’s what you want,” he stated, hoping to get the chance to thwart Michael’s advances.


She giggled and replied, “No, I don’t want you confronting him. He has the power to reassign my clients to someone else. I just need you to play the part of my boyfriend, to prove to him that I’m dating someone. I don’t think he believed me, so what better way to convince than by showing him?”


“I don’t know, Mom. It might seem more believable if someone your age went with you. He might suspect something’s fishy,” he argued, hoping she wouldn’t reconsider.


“Nonsense,” she scoffed. “The other women are bragging all the time about hooking up with younger men. You’ll fit right in. Please?” she begged, her cute, pouty face melting his heart.


“Alright, fine. The food is bound to be better than the vending machines anyway,” he relented and smiled slightly, pleased with the outcome, but wary of her plan.





The next day, he showed up promptly and joined his mother, noticing immediately the telltale sign that she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her blouse wasn’t tight, but when she walked to her favorite food cart, her breasts jiggled and pressed against the thin material.


With their trays filled, they selected a table in the middle of the plaza and began eating. After a few bites, Jim asked, “Mom, when did you stop wearing a bra? That’s probably one of the reasons Michael’s interest in you has increased.”


She blushed, realizing her son had taken notice of her bouncing breasts, and answered, “Michael suggested a few days ago that I should up my appeal. Before I return home each day, I hit the restroom and put it back on because I thought it’d embarrass you.”


“That seems a little over the top. Don’t you feel he’s taking advantage of your sexual appeal to boost business?” he asked, his eyes darting between her top and her face.


She smiled and replied, “Honestly, our product can’t sell itself. Without a little persuasion, buyers would go somewhere else. It’s not that uncommon in sales.”


“I suppose you’re right,” he sighed and relented. “Still, I’d like you to keep dressing the same way at work and home, so I can continue helping you.”


A chill went down her spine with her son’s assertiveness. Her plan was working perfectly. Softly, she replied, “Of course, dear. I really appreciate all you’re doing.”


After a few bites, Jim asked, “Is Michael here, Mom?” He looked around the courtyard, searching for any man wearing a high-end suit, such as what a manager might wear.


She scanned the crowd, and her eye caught a cute, young woman in a mini-skirt ordering at a cart. She stood and said, “He’s not, but I do see someone in our office that he’s flirted with. I’ll talk to her and mention you’re my boyfriend.”


Before he could argue, she walked away, toward the unsuspecting woman. As she approached, she smiled and greeted her in a friendly tone, “Excuse me, miss. I just wanted to tell you that your skirt is absolutely stunning. It really showcases your long, beautiful legs.”


The woman, startled by an unexpected compliment from a stranger, blushed and nervously tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. Her gaze drank in Krysten’s shapely legs before drifting upward, pausing at her blouse where the subtle outline beneath suggested she had chosen not to wear a bra.


When her eyes met Krysten’s, she couldn’t help but admire the effortless confidence she carried in her sexuality. Returning her smile, she replied, “Well, thank you, but before you continue, I should mention I’m not gay.”


Krysten giggled and replied, “Me neither.” She gestured toward their table and nodded in Jim’s direction. “That’s my boyfriend, the man in the blue shirt. Funny enough, he mentioned how sexy you looked. I just wanted to let you know you’re appreciated by a man.”


The woman glanced at Jim, then back at Krysten, and remarked, “Wow, he’s quite the hunk. Thanks for telling me. If you ever tire of him, let me know, as I’d love the chance to impress him and show him just how sexy I can be.”


“Not a chance,” Krysten replied, laughing. “I’m not letting him go, but if you want to make him happy, wave to him. He loves it when a pretty woman notices him.”


The cute, young woman smiled and waved at Jim. When he returned her gesture, Krysten said, “That’ll make his day. Nice talking to you.”


With a playful strut, she made her way back and slid into her seat across from her son, her mischievous grin still intact. Meanwhile, the woman, balancing her plate of food, disappeared into the office building behind them.


Jim anxiously asked, “So, how’d it go?”


“Not so good,” Krysten answered, exaggerating a sorrowful expression. “She was adamant in believing that you’re my son and not my boyfriend. No matter what, I couldn’t convince her otherwise.”


“I warned you, Mom. Although you look a lot younger than your age, people are still going to assume I’m your son,” he said, his expression clouding with disappointment.


She paused, tilting her head in thought, before saying, “Don’t turn around and look, but she’s watching us, probably trying to ensure she was correct in assuming you’re my son.”


After a few seconds, she reached over, held his hand, and murmured, “If you kiss me, it’ll convince her that you’re my boyfriend.”


He froze, uncertain if she was serious, but when she leaned in closer, he pressed a gentle kiss to her cheek before pulling back, her perfume lingering softly in his senses.


With a hint of frustration, she sighed and scoffed, “Great, now she’s going to know for sure you’re my son. Is that how you’d kiss your girlfriend?”


He leaned in, his heart racing as their lips met in a tender, electrifying kiss. A wave of warmth and excitement coursed through their bodies, igniting every nerve. Their mouths moved together in perfect harmony, breaths mingling softly.


Fearing he would withdraw, her hand reached up and held the back of his head, her fingers spreading out, caressing his scalp as she pulled him tightly against her. She opened her mouth and jabbed her tongue inside his. While they French kissed, their breaths quickened as their excitement quickly escalated.


After several minutes, she released him but remained close, their faces mere inches apart. Their eyes locked, searching deeply, as if reaching into each other’s souls. At that moment, they both realized it wasn’t just an act. They were truly, undeniably in love, but still afraid to break the societal boundaries and admit their lustful, incestuous feelings.


He shifted uneasily, turning his head around to determine if the woman had noticed, but saw no sign of her. “Mom, I don’t see her. Do you think she saw us?”


“I don’t know,” she lied smoothly. “I’m sure she was sitting there when we began, so hopefully she witnessed enough to spread the news when she returned to the office. It’s time for me to leave, anyway. See you tonight, sweetie. And thanks for helping out today.”


“Anytime, Mom. Maybe we should meet each other here more often to make sure everyone knows you’re not available,” he suggested, hoping for a repeat kiss with his beautiful mother.


She smiled and replied, “Splendid idea.” As she rose, his eyes locked onto her tits bouncing underneath her blouse and then the backs of her legs as she walked away.





Later, when Krysten arrived home, Jim met her in the living room, hugging her lightly, and remembering the kiss from earlier, pecked her on the cheek. “Hi Mom, dinner is almost ready.”


She smiled, but didn’t return his kiss, and replied, “Smells wonderful. I’m still hungry from lunch.”


He looked into her lust-filled eyes, searching for meaning in her words. Was it a double entendre? Was she hungry for food or another kiss? The thought barely had time to settle before she slipped past him and took her seat at the table.


While they shared the meal, her mind wandered as she watched her handsome son eat. If she hadn’t resisted his advances, she knew they’d kiss, maybe progressing to something greater. She recognized the fiery lust and love in his eyes as they mirrored her feelings.


For more than a year, he’d shown the signs of being more in love with her than a normal son has for a mother. His lingering glances, seemingly accidental touching, and insistence on spending all his spare time with her cemented her belief that he wanted their relationship to be more intimate.


She held the same attraction, only hers was a deeper craving. Her longing was for them to be intertwined forever, much as a husband and wife. There was no doubt in her mind that they would both relish in the feel of his young, hard cock buried in her horny pussy, but what would happen after he fulfilled his fantasies. “Would he move on, once he conquered his mother?” she asked herself.


She knew it was unfair to continue teasing him, leading him to the precipice of fulfilling his carnal desires, but the thrill of seduction was an irresistible feeling. It was a delicious power, intoxicating in its simplicity, and she couldn’t bring herself to stop. Eventually, she would succumb to her own lustful cravings and willingly offer herself to him, but until then, she would enjoy the erotic moments of their growing connection and the sensuous build of anticipation between them.


“Mom, did you hear me?” Jim asked, startling her out of her thoughts.


“Sorry,” she apologized. “My mind drifted off. What was your question?”


“Did you find out if that woman you talked to at the food carts told Michael that you have a boyfriend when you returned to the office today?” he asked, his mind still buzzing with excitement from their kiss.


She frowned, her eyes displaying disappointment, and replied, “Unfortunately, he left town for the rest of the week, due back Friday for an important meeting. Maybe she’ll mention it to him when he returns, but I wouldn’t count on it.”





Friday night, as they dined, Jim still had trouble keeping his eyes off his mother’s blouse, as she kept to her word and wore the outfits from work while eating dinner.


Partway through, she suggested, “How about visiting the zoo tomorrow and ending the day with dinner at a fine restaurant? I learned today that there’s a good chance I might be awarded a nice bonus in our upcoming annual meeting, and I feel like celebrating ahead of time.”


“Sounds great, Mom,” he replied, his face lighting up as he anticipated spending a day with his beautiful mother.


On Saturday afternoon, after lunch, Krysten stood before her closet, sifting through the hangers until she found the piece she had in mind. With a satisfied smile, she pulled it out and held it against her torso. The sheer, silky blouse was perfect for their outing, loose enough that it wouldn’t cling to her body.


Before putting it on, she cupped her bare breasts, pleased with how they didn’t droop as with women having larger ones. She spread her fingers, mentally gauging their size, certain they would be more than a handful for any man. As the thought settled, her mind drifted to an image of Jim’s hands wrapped around them, the comparison bringing a knowing smile to her lips.


After she finished dressing, she joined Jim in the living room before leaving.


The day was everything Jim had hoped for, the weather being perfect. With his mother by his side, they wandered leisurely along the winding paths, taking in the sights and sounds of the zoo. During one long walk, they followed another couple, twenty feet behind them. Krysten wrapped her arm around his waist, prompting Jim to follow.


After a few moments, Krysten leaned close to her son’s ear and whispered, “This reminds me of something that happened yesterday that I didn’t tell you about. It was when Michael and I were walking to the conference room behind a couple about the same distance as the ones in front of us. His hand crept up my side, and I think he might have copped a feel.”


“You think, Mom?” he asked, his temper flaring. “He either did or he didn’t.”


Jim slid his hand upward, pressing his fingers into her soft flesh, only separated by her thin blouse. They slowed their walk as his hand crept higher until the side of his forefinger bumped against the bottom of her breast.


“Like this, Mom?” he asked, his voice cracking with lust.


“Maybe a little higher,” she croaked, her hand gripping his waist tightly.


He opened his palm and cupped her breast, holding it in his hand. Wrapping his fingers around her meaty globe, he squeezed, relishing the feel of his mother’s soft, spongy tit-flesh.


She gasped, inhaled, and exhaled deeply while his hand gently caressed her tit, sending jolts of excitement through her body. “Maybe not as much. I think he might have just bumped me and backed off,” she whispered.


“Why didn’t you tell him to stop, Mom?” he asked, his hand releasing her mound, clasping her ribs directly underneath.


“I didn’t want to alert the couple ahead of us,” she explained, her voice low and shaky. “They would’ve turned and seen him, and if they reported him, I’d probably lose my job. I felt helpless and just had to endure it. I’m probably making more of it than I should. Let’s just drop it.”


“Next time, don’t allow his hand to rest on your waist. Just politely remove it and set some boundaries. You’re just encouraging him,” he sternly scolded her.


“Sounds to me like you’re victim blaming,” she meekly replied, her voice soft. “I’m doing the best I can, but as I’ve said before, I do appreciate your advice.”


His heart sank, fearing he’d hurt her feelings. “You’re right, Mom. I’m sorry and shouldn’t put the blame on you,” he apologized. “It’s all on him, and you’re doing the best you can. Just come to me right away next time something happens, so we can deal with it.”


“I promise I’ll do better in the future, sweetie. Let’s concentrate on enjoying the rest of the day.”





During Tuesday’s evening meal, Jim dabbled at his food, his mind still reliving the afternoon when he held his mother’s breast in his hand.


While he thought of how to make it happen again, his mother remarked, “Jim, you seem depressed today. I wanted to mention an incident that happened today with Michael, but maybe we should wait until you’re feeling better.”


His mood immediately perked up as he quickly shoveled in the remaining morsels left on his plate. After swallowing the last bite, he replied, “I’m fine, Mom. I’m ready to hear the latest.”


She smiled, knowing what she had planned for him. Standing, she moved to the living room and ordered, “Come over here and I’ll demonstrate what he did.”


He jumped up from the table and dashed over to his mother, his smile widening as he took in the outlines of her nipples against her blouse.


She directed his hands to her waist and then held him the same way before explaining, “Michael heard through the grapevine that the award I was hoping for was going to happen. He congratulated me and hugged me, like this.”


Her arms glided up his back, drawing him against her as the side of her head nestled alongside his, so her lips were near his ear. After a few seconds, she sighed and said, “It’s just not the same. He wore a thin shirt, and it felt a lot different.”


Jim quickly replied, “I can go change real fast, Mom. Give me a sec.”


“No, that won’t be necessary,” she said. “Just shrug off your robe. It’ll be a similar feeling then.”


“Mom, I can’t. I’m not wearing underwear,” he said, dejectedly.


“No problem,” she assured him. “Just tighten your belt and let the top fall down. Your chest is the only important part of what I’m going to show you.”


Pulling the ends of his belt taut, he shrugged off his robe until it fell around his legs, revealing his hairy chest.


Her eyes gazed upon his toned, muscular torso, marveling at his perfection. Embracing him again, she pulled him closely, her head against his again. She ground her breasts into his chest, her pointy tips becoming harder.


His prick stiffened, and he was thankful he had two layers of cotton concealing his erection. His hands remained on her sides as she twisted around, grinding her hard nubs into him.


“Do you feel them?” she asked, her voice laced with lust.


“Feel what, Mom?” he asked, feigning innocence.


“You know what I’m talking about, young man,” she light-heartedly scolded him. “The bullets poking into your chest. The tighter he hugged, the harder they became. I had no control over them. Place your hands higher and hug me tighter so you can feel them.”


Abiding by his mother, he moved his hands beneath her shoulder blades and pulled her closer. Her nipples filled with blood at the same time his cock ballooned up.


Her hot breath washed across his neck before she gently kissed and licked his flesh. She raspily murmured, “Once he felt them poking into his chest, he started to kiss and lick my neck. I couldn’t stop him if I wanted to. The feeling was exquisitely delightful, and I’m afraid I might have encouraged him when I kissed him back. Do what he did and see if you can figure out how to deal with it in the future.”


He kissed her tender neck while using his hands to move her body from side to side, squishing her tits against him, electrifying the nerves in her nipples.


She moaned and trapped his earlobe between her lips and gently pulled.


He reciprocated her actions, licking and kissing her ear, their hot breaths flooding the sides of their heads.


Her nipples ached and throbbed, her pussy moistening with her juices. When she thought she was on the brink of no return, she pulled back and whispered, “What do you think I should have done?”


His concentration was more on his stiff prick than her dilemma, but he managed to gather his thoughts and lowered his hands to her waist. Gently pushing her, he instructed, “Grab hold of him like I’m doing and push him enough so your nip...”


“Tips, sweetie. Let’s just call them tips,” she injected.


“Okay, make sure there’s enough distance between the two of you so your hard tips don’t push into him. That seems to be what escalated the situation,” he explained.


“Thanks, sweetie. I’ll do my best. By the way, did I mention we’re having the awards ceremony on Saturday at the Hilton? Would you mind attending it with me?” she asked, her face hopeful and inviting.


“That sounds pretty boring, Mom. Think I’ll just hang here for the night. Order a pizza or something,” he replied.


“You’re not wrong about the awards part,” she agreed. “But they reserve a room stocked with snacks for guests. After that, they host a grand buffet in the main ballroom, where they expect the award winners to join in, mingle, and enjoy a few drinks to celebrate. I hate to think what might happen if I’ve had a few and Michael approaches me.”


Her cute, pleading face, combined with the thought of Michael taking advantage of her, persuaded him to change his mind. “I’d love to go, Mom. Don’t worry about Michael. I’ll make sure he stays clear of you.”


She hugged him again, her nipples pressing into his chest as she murmured, “Thanks, Jim. I appreciate it.”


She turned and left, leaving him with a giant hard-on to deal with in the privacy of his bedroom.





Wednesday afternoon, after his shower, he dressed in his sweats before preparing the evening meal. When his mother arrived, he met her in the living room and greeted her. “Hi, Mom. He didn’t hug you again, did he?”


“No, he didn’t,” she replied, eyeing his attire. “Back to wearing sweats? Aren’t you hot?”


“I wore them so we could practice what I taught you last night on how to act if he tries hugging you again,” he explained. Grabbing the bottom of his top, he pulled it off and tossed it onto the couch. When he embraced her and slid his hands up her back, pulling her close to him, she did the same, hugging him tightly.


Her nipples quickly hardened, digging into his chest, and causing his prick to harden as well. She felt his stiff cock press into her groin and gasped, backing off. She looked down and stared for a moment at his prominent bulge before looking up at his blushing face.


“Sorry, Mom. I didn’t realize we were going to hug,” he stammered. “You were supposed to grab my waist and push me away like I showed you yesterday.”


She smiled and replied, “I guess it slipped my mind, and don’t worry about your.” She paused a second, continuing, “your situation down there. When I was in school, most of the boys went around with hard-ons for no apparent reason. It’s part of being a young man.”


He blushed again, hearing his mother speak so frankly about his stiff cock. Wanting to steer the conversation away from his prick, he said, “Let’s try it again, but push me away this time.”


When his hands moved to her back, she firmly gripped his waist and shoved him backward. She smiled and said, “Much better. I don’t think we’ll have that problem again. Thanks, Jim.”





The next evening, he decided to switch back to his robe before preparing dinner. When they had almost finished, the conversation veered toward Michael again, as it had in the past.


Krysten cleared her throat, her expression serious as she said, “Michael tried hugging me again, but I was quick on my feet and gripped his waist and was able to prevent him from embracing me.”


“Good job, Mom,” he congratulated her.


“Well, there was one little hiccup that I should show you,” she stated, standing and walking to the living room.


He followed her, and when they stood facing each other, she reached out and gripped his sides, her fingers digging in. “Hold me like I’m doing and I’ll show you what happened.”


Jim placed his hands on her petite waist, holding her tightly before asking, “So far, so good. What was the problem?”


“I was so concerned with keeping my hands firmly on his waist to push him away, that he took advantage, quickly leaned in, and kissed me,” she explained.


She paused a second, locking eyes with him before continuing, “Not a romantic one, mind you, just a simple touch of his lips against mine. I’m afraid I froze, and when he released me, he just smiled as if he’d won a round of golf. It was like he was testing my resolve, and I guess I failed. Can you repeat it and see what you think?”


He leaned in without hesitation, his lips meeting hers in a tender, deliberate press. Their eyes remained locked, her warm brown gaze filling him with a quiet joy. The kiss lingered, unhurried, but long enough to convey their connection.


Backing off a few inches, he instructed, “Next time he comes in for a kiss, turn your head sideways, giving him your cheek. That’ll show him you’re off limits.”


She frowned but relented. “Okay, it won’t be nearly as much fun, though.”


His face grew somber, a mix of seriousness and sadness. “Mom, if you want to have an affair with him, just go for it. There’s nothing wrong with enjoying what makes you happy,” he said quietly.


“Oh, I didn’t mean with him. I meant you,” she murmured softly. “Your mouth is really soft.”


Her full, alluring lips were like a magnet, drawing him in, and her words felt like a green light. He leaned closer, his breath mingling with hers, but just as he was about to meet her slightly parted mouth, she turned her head, leaving his kiss to land gently on her cheek.


She leaned back, smiled sexily, and smirked, “You’re right. It was easy. Thanks so much.” She turned and left for her room, leaving Jim frustrated by her insistent teasing.





On Saturday, as it came time to dress for the awards ceremony, Jim chose his best business casual suit before settling in the living room to wait for his mother. She stepped in wearing the same sheath dress that had drawn Michael’s inappropriate remarks. Turning around to showcase the fit, she asked, “What do you think?”


He wasn’t about to mention her absence of panties, replying, “You look fantastic, Mom. Are you ready?”


“If you are, I am,” she replied, interlacing her arm with his as they walked to the car.


At the hotel, she left him in the spousal waiting room while she attended the boring awards ceremony. After an hour, she joined him and led him to the main hall, where they secured a table and took turns filling their plates with food.


“Man, they really put on a feast here!” Jim exclaimed, extracting a generous chunk of crab meat out of a large, orange claw. “Hope I don’t come down with a case of gout from all this rich food,” he joked.


She smiled and agreed, “I told you, you’d like it. If you’ll excuse me, I think I’ll get a drink. Do you mind?”


“No, go ahead, Mom. None for me. I’ll drive you home tonight, so enjoy your moment of fame,” he said, chuckling.


She returned carrying two large glasses of some kind of a bubbling cocktail.


“Mom, I told you I can’t drink,” he exasperated.


She flashed him a grin. “I know. They’re for me, so I don’t have to keep returning for refills. Besides, they’re doubles,” she added with a wink.


She took several hearty gulps before setting both glasses by her plate. “I have reason to celebrate. Michael was spot-on about my award. I ended up snagging a ten-grand bonus for my sales performance.”


After downing her first glass, the alcohol’s effects quickly took hold, loosening her inhibitions. Her voice grew louder as she playfully critiqued her co-workers milling around. Thirty minutes later, the lights dimmed and soft music filled the room, followed by a few couples slow dancing in the middle of the floor.


After finishing her second glass, she scanned the room, finally locating the person she was searching for. Her restraint loosened, prompting her to put her plan into action. “Jim, Michael had to leave after the ceremony, but I see one of his close friends,” she said, her words slurred from intoxication. “I’ll talk to him and convince him you’re my boyfriend, like we did at the food carts, okay?”


“Sure, Mom, but take it easy. You’re looking a little tipsy, so if you start feeling wobbly, let me know,” he said, his voice tinged with concern.


She made a beeline toward a close colleague, who she knew was a solid family man, and would never do anything inappropriate, no matter how she acted. Approaching him, she greeted him, “Hey, Bob, great seeing you again.”


He smiled and replied, “Hi, Krysten. Congrats on the award. You really deserve it. I learned a lot from you when we closed the Rogers account.”


“Thanks, Bob. We couldn’t have done it without your technical expertise,” she expressed, sincerely. “Would you mind helping me out again tonight?”


“Sure, anything, Krysten,” he replied.


“Please dance with me,” she requested.


“You’re joking, right? Maureen would kill me. You know she’s sitting right behind us, don’t you?” he asked, his nervousness apparent, glancing at his wife, before returning his attention to Krysten.


“I know it’s an imposition, Bob, but it’d just be for a bit. I’m trying to make my boyfriend jealous so he’ll dance with me. He wouldn’t do it when I asked him,” she pleaded.


“I can relate to that. I don’t like dancing, either. If it’s just for a minute or so, I suppose I could, but if Maureen kicks me out tonight, you’ll have to put me up somewhere,” he said, chuckling.


She smiled and after they began dancing, she said, “Don’t worry, I’ll call her tomorrow and explain if she doesn’t believe you. Let’s make our way closer to my table.”


They slowly and gracefully stepped closer to where Jim was sitting, Krysten, focusing completely on her feet, as the alcohol was still in control of her. She turned them so Bob’s back was to Jim, and she faced her son. Mouthing the word ‘help’ silently to Jim, she smiled when she saw him jump up from the table to come to her rescue.


Jim tapped Bob on the shoulder and requested, “Would you mind if I have this dance with my date?”


Bob sighed with relief, backed away, and said, “Of course not.” As he quickly left, Jim took his place, holding his mother tightly, their heads resting beside each other.


“Thanks, Jim,” Krysten said. “I didn’t want to offend him as he’d report back to Michael, but at least now he can tell him I’m seeing someone.”


“No problem, Mom,” Jim replied. “We should head home after this dance before you encounter any of his other friends.”


“Okay, one dance and we’re done,” she agreed, navigating them closer to Bob’s table. Turning them so she could see Maureen, she smiled and waved, mouthing the words ‘Thank you.’


Maureen returned her smile and gave her a thumbs up, sending relief through Krysten as she hated using Bob like she had, but she was glad everything worked out.


Her arm pulled Jim closer, pressing her soft breasts into his chest as she whispered, “Jim, lower your hand and touch my butt like you did before. We need to make it clear that you’re my boyfriend.”


His hot breaths washed her ear as his hand lowered, running across her sleek dress, ending on her ass. He gently squeezed, causing a low moan to escape from his mother’s mouth. All too soon, the song ended, and everyone began shuffling back to their tables.


She faced him, their eyes locking together as her tongue seductively swiped across her lips.


He murmured, “We better finish like we did at the food carts to prove to him I’m not your son.” Before she could answer, his mouth pressed softly on hers, his tongue thrusting through her lips, meeting hers. The tips of their tongues licked and danced together while his hand caressed her soft ass. The intensity of their connection increased with each second they were joined together.


Her breasts heaved as she struggled to breathe through her nostrils, and all too soon for both of them, they parted, their faces remaining close, once again communicating their deep love through their eyes.


As they walked back to their table, he wrapped his arm around her, holding her steady. They retrieved their items and left for home.


When they arrived back at the house, she gave him a light hug and said, “Thanks so much, sweetie. I had a wonderful time, maybe too good. I’m going to hate myself in the morning for drinking so much.”


“Good night, Mom,” he said and watched her sway down the hall to her room, ensuring she made it safely.





The following Tuesday at work, Krysten’s mind filled with a plan, her excitement growing with each hour. After composing and dispatching her email to leave early and take the rest of the week off, she took off at four. She parked a block away from home, ensuring no one would walk by and peer into the windows. After removing her skirt and panties, she slipped on the miniskirt she had brought with her. She unfastened several of the buttons on her blouse, allowing it to open and display the insides of her meaty mounds. Looking into the mirror, she tousled her hair to complete the look.


While one hand snuck underneath her blouse and teased one of her hard nipples, the other dove under her short skirt and found her dripping pussy. Her fingers slid across her slippery slit until they landed on her throbbing clit. “Fuck, I’m horny,” she moaned to herself.


She had intended to hold off the final phase of her seduction until Friday night. They’d have all weekend to cement their immoral, incestuous bond, but she couldn’t wait any longer, the lust for her son rising to an unbearable level.


Reflecting on her prior reservations about her son only wanting to fulfill his fantasies and then move on to someone else, she decided it was worth it for both of them to experience the love they had kept hidden for so long. Even if it proved to be a one-time thing, she reasoned that their relationship wouldn’t be harmed.


Her hands returned to the steering wheel as she inhaled and exhaled deeply. She could’ve easily brought herself to an orgasm, but she knew her son would quickly climax the first time he sunk his cock into his mother and she wanted them to cum together. Starting the car, she slowly drove the remaining distance, her mind reeling with excitement as she mentally reviewed her plans.


Entering the house, she found Jim in the kitchen, just starting to prepare their dinner, already showered and in his robe. “Hi sweetie, what a day!” she exclaimed.


He turned, surprised to see her, his eyes traveling up and down her scantily-clad body. “You’re home early. Everything okay?” he asked.


“Not really,” she answered, her face expressing sorrow. “Could we wait for dinner? I have something to tell you about what Michael did today.”


“Of course, Mom. Did he hurt you?” he asked, his tone serious and tense.


“No. I’ll explain everything in a bit. Could you give me a foot massage first? These new shoes are killing me,” she asked, stretching out on the couch.


He sat on the end and placed her feet on top of his lap. While removing her heels, he said, “Love to, Mom. I don’t know how you can stand wearing these all day.”


While he rubbed and caressed her soles and toes, she exhaled and moaned, murmuring, “Oh, that feels so good. Thanks so much.”


She widened her legs, bending her leg at the knee, causing her short skirt to rise. His eyes traveled up her legs, his caressing hands venturing up her calf, gently pressing outward. His prick sprung to attention when her hairy pussy came into view. Her black, silky fur presented a perfect ‘V’, her glistening slot visible between her engorged outer labia.


From the look of his mother’s messed-up hair, combined with her unbuttoned blouse and wet pussy, his angst grew, fearing his mother had yielded to her boss’s advances. His voice cracking, he asked, “Mom, what happened with you and Michael today?”


She closed her legs, swiveled them to the floor, and stood. Extending her arms in an invitation to join her, he stood and hugged her. “I think I should show you. It started with a congratulatory hug from Michael, recognizing my achievement. Given the amount of the award and the positive reflection it had on both of us, I chose not to push him away. After all, it was a celebration of shared success. After a bit, he kissed me lightly. His kiss was so gentle and sensual, all my attention was focused on his lips, and I didn’t even notice his fingers unbuttoning my blouse.”


She leaned into Jim and kissed him, not opening her mouth, allowing their full lips to meld together. When he didn’t move, she guided his hands to unfasten the remaining buttons on her blouse. Taking the hint, his fingers slowly finished, allowing her blouse to fully split apart.


She released her lips from his and croaked, “As he kept kissing me, his hands crept upward. I felt so weak and lightheaded that I didn’t stop him. Your words kept ringing in my mind, ‘Push him away,’ but I couldn’t. It was such a wonderful feeling when his hands held my breasts, I’m afraid I melted in his arms. Instead of using my hands to stop him, I removed his clothes.”


She kissed her son again, her hands reaching up to his shoulders. After she shoved off his robe, his hands gripped the sides of her bare torso and slowly inched upward. She exhaled deeply when his hands surrounded her meaty mounds. While she stroked his bare back, his hands squeezed and massaged her breasts.


After a few more moments of intense French kissing, she whispered, “He took control of me and laid me down on the carpet in his office and lay on top of me as if trapping me, but there was no fight in me. I was so aroused, I couldn’t stop him.”


Taking the hint, Jim lowered his mother to the floor. She spread her legs and pulled up her short skirt as he rested himself on his elbows, their faces within inches of each other, his hands returning to her spongy breasts. His prick nestled into her hairy mound, her wispy hairs tickling his bloated head.


“I love your tits, Mom. Did he squeeze them like I’m doing? What’d he do once he was on top of you like I am?” he asked, as his fingertips briefly brushed across her rubbery, hard nipples, causing her to moan.


She inhaled deeply, his squeezing of her sensitive tits sending waves of pleasure through her. One of her hands stroked his bare back while her other wrapped around his stiff prick. Holding him behind his engorged glans, she rubbed it around her outer lips, pausing at her covered clit, pressing his hardness against her pearly nub.


A gasp of excitement escaped from her, her pussy aching to be filled with her son’s cock. “I don’t know how, but I found the strength to resist him, holding him like I’m doing to you. That is, until his fingertips wrapped around my nipples. They’re so sensitive and it felt so good that I released his cock. It was almost as if he unlocked my body.”


Jim spread his fingers and enclosed her taut, hard tips between them. After a few seconds of squeezing and tugging her sensitive nipples, she pulled his prick into her fiery furnace. Once her outer lips surrounded his shaft and clamped down, holding him firmly in place, she grabbed the back of his head and pulled him to her open mouth.


They gazed into each other’s eyes as their tongues danced together. Jim slowly shoved his cock through her silky, tight folds, spreading them apart with his bloated, mushroom-shaped head. His body tingled with excitement, finally fucking his beautiful mother.


Her clasping channel tightened and quivered as it swallowed more of his prick, descending deeper into her clinging cunt. She couldn’t contain her lustful emotions, moaning and mewling with pleasure from the combination of his fingers teasing her nipples and his big cock filling her hungry hole.


She grunted when his balls smashed against her ass, his marvelous cock buried to the hilt in her wet, tight pussy. He paused, savoring the feel of his cock surrounded by her quivering quim.


Between gasps of air, he asked, “Is this how it felt with Michael? Did you let him sink his prick into your horny pussy, Mom?”


She twisted her hips, grinding her puffy labia against his root while answering, “No. His secretary knocked on the door before he could stick it in. Before he rose, he promised, ‘We’ll continue this tomorrow, and I’ll make you mine. You won’t resist, will you?’”


Jim pulled back to her entrance and slammed back in until his flesh slapped against hers. “What’d you say, Mom? Are you going to allow him to take you tomorrow?”


She murmured, “I was so aroused that I couldn’t answer him, but against my will, my head nodded yes. I’m sorry, Jim. I feel so weak, but at least I mustered enough strength not to disclose what it’d take to make me his woman forever.”


Jim intensified his attack on his mother, twisting her nipples and fucking her at a rapid pace. Her body writhed and shook beneath him as he fucked her with wanton, wild abandon. A mixture of confidence, pride, and excitement filled him, watching his mother’s display of blissful pleasure due to his prick returning to the pussy that birthed him.


The room filled with the sounds of their bodies slamming together, mixed with their groans of sexual bliss. Her breasts heaved in his hands as she gasped for breath. He felt her body begin to shake and stiffen and knew she was nearing her orgasm, as was he.


“Tell me what you were able to hide from Michael. What would he have to do to make you his woman?” he asked, thrusting harder, his spongy tip banging against her cervix.


“For a man to make me his, he must be able to make me cum and then fill me with his sperm, then I’m his forever,” she croaked.


His heart pounded so intensely that he was sure she could feel it through her breasts. He wrapped his arms around her, hugged her tightly, and kissed her. With their mouths and eyes locked together, her legs wrapped around him, lifting her pelvis off the mattress.


“You’re fucking Mommy real good, baby!” she exclaimed, her hips bucking up, meeting his thrusts. “Fuck me hard and make me yours. I’m going to cum on my son’s big cock!”


Two powerful strokes later, her body succumbed to the immense pleasure, her orgasm consuming her. Her pussy collapsed around his prick and spasmed wildly as he continued to mercilessly jackhammer into her like a crazed madman. Her back arched, pushing her pussy onto his pistoning cock.


After her walls contracted a half dozen times, his prick swelled and exploded, a stream of baby-batter shooting out the end of his cannon. Her large, brown, lust-filled eyes widened, reaching deep into his soul, and expressing her unbridled love for him.


Another orgasm swept through her, feeling his prick jerk and pulse, bathing her insides with his potent semen. Her pussy convulsed rapidly, its vice-like grip milking his shooting stem. She whimpered as her body shook in ecstasy, relishing the sensation of her son’s big cock hammering her climaxing cunt. Her pussy filled with so much of their cum, it splashed out when his groin slammed against hers.


Once their incestuous consummation was complete, endorphins flooded their systems as they enjoyed post-coital bliss, their movements slowing as their orgasms descended. When she lowered her legs, he relaxed, his body melding with his mother’s.


Catching his breath, he exclaimed, “Jesus! I just fucked my mother. That was unbelievable!”


She giggled and replied, “You sure did, and it was wonderful.”


“You’re mine now, Mom. I’ve met your conditions,” he stated, proud of himself.


She giggled and replied, “I was always yours, sweetie. You only had to claim me, and you’ve done that.”


“And you won’t give in to Michael’s demands any longer?” he asked, fearing she’d give in to his demands.


She smiled widely and replied, “Michael was reassigned after his first day for flirting with one of the big boss’s girlfriends. Carol’s my boss now.”


He grinned, the realization hitting him that she’d seduced him the entire time. “I love you so much, Mom. I’m going to take you into your bedroom and show you every way Michael would fuck you if he got the chance.”


She kissed him and replied, “I love you so much, and it’s our bedroom now.”


He smiled widely, his heart swelling as his long-held dream had come true. It was the beginning of their together forever.


The End
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