
        
            
                
            
        

    
A note by Spacer X: 

 

By chance, I stumbled across a story called "The Halloween Party Dress" by The Shadow Rising. It was very obscure, apparently only existing on a personal blog that was active for a few months and hasn't been updated since 2005. I had lots of fun reading it, but I had lots of problems with it too. The formatting was all messed up, the spelling was bad, and the grammar was worse. For instance, dozens of sentences and paragraphs didn't even have any ending punctuation. So I copied and pasted the whole thing into a word processor and started to correct it as I read, mostly so I could make sense of it.

As I went on, I started to have more fun with it, and I went from just fixing it to making additions. Soon, things kind of got out of hand, and I wound up making some drastic changes and adding entirely new scenes. The story I found was 25,000 words long, and by the time I was done with it, it grew to 100,000 words! So, although I don't know The Shadow Rising and have found no way to contact him, this wound up as a story co-written by both of us. The vast majority of the ideas were his, and I mostly just fleshed things out quite a lot (although there are some pretty major changes in the second half). I've given it a slightly different title since it's changed and grown so much.

I must admit I didn't put much time or thought into the rewrite. I basically added 25,000 words in one massive day-long writing session while I was reading the original version for the very first time! Then I read it all over again in another big writing session, and added another 25,000 words, and then there was yet more added with a third and final pass. It's not a particularly exceptional, profound, or unique story; it's just a fun, incestuous, non-stop sex romp (once the action gets started, that is). I haven't thoroughly honed it like I have to some of my totally original stories, but I hope my expansion will help rescue it from obscurity and allow a new group of people to discover it. Please read it in that spirit, and may you get a good kick out of it.



CHAPTER 1

 

Tommy Bryton heard the bell ring sounding the end to yet another boring day at school. He ran as fast as he could to his locker the minute he got out of the classroom and only stopped just long enough to yank the denim bag from the metal locker before hurriedly relocking it and once again darting off into the crowd of students. Pushing past everybody in his way, he raced along the corridor until he bounded through the large double doors and into the freedom of the end of the school day.

Tommy ran down the large stairs outside of the entrance to the old building, ignoring the shouts of his teachers and didn't stop running until he reached the road at the end of the long grass banks in front of the school.

The banks were covered in flowers because of the warm air and sunlight that shone brightly in a cloudless sky, but none of it held his interest at all. All of his attention was on what lay right in front of his eyes.

"Hey Tommy." A female voice called from behind him.

He turned and looked. It was a very attractive girl named Roberta.

Frankly, he didn't know her and hardly cared about her. But just by observing her eagerness to talk to him, he knew he'd be fucking her soon. It wasn't that he was arrogant or egotistical, though he did have a little bit of both. It was just the way things were.

Tommy was an outstanding athlete. In particular, he was a star running back on the school's football team, much like his father Carl who had been on the same team years before.

Tommy was also tall for his age. He was only 16 years old and he was already six feet tall. He had short dark brown hair and brown eyes, and although he wasn't hugely built, he was definitely muscular in a defined and toned way. Everyone said that he was the spitting image of his father, just a slightly larger version.

Tommy wasn't a smooth talker, but he had some kind of indefinable charm that made him a big hit with the girls. He was handsome, smart, strong, and popular. But his secret weapon was his penis. Word had gotten around the girls in school that he was extremely well endowed, but even more importantly, that he knew how to use it.

As a result, he pretty much had his pick of the most beautiful girls in school, especially in the last year or so, as he'd grown into his body and became a local sports star. And it was the middle of football season, so his weekly heroics caused even more girls to lust after him.

He never stayed with any girl very long, but he certainly was having a hell of a fun time bedding a surprisingly large number of beautiful girls for his young age! He was so highly prized that he was mostly dating senior girls, even though he was only a sophomore.

"Hey, Roberta," he said with calculated disinterest.

She looked at him, obviously trying to gather up her courage. "Um, so... How's it going?"

"Good." He didn't want to be a jerk to anybody, but he wasn't saying much so he could test to see just how eager she was.

She stared at the ground. "Um, so... do you know what you're gonna do this weekend?"

"I dunno. The usual, I guess. Hang out with some friends, watch some games on TV. Hey, but you look really good today. Is that a new dress?"

She looked up, and her face broke into a big smile. "It is! You noticed!" She'd gone through a lot of trouble to find a dress she thought he'd like.

He smiled back. He liked to give out compliments, but in this case she really did look good. Roberta was a stacked senior, and her dress showed off a lot of creamy cleavage. He liked that a lot. "Hey, I've gotta run. I'll see you later, okay?"

Seeing the joyous look on her face, he decided as he walked away that he was most definitely going to fuck her soon. As usual, he'd probably fuck her a few times, even while he was dating and fucking some other girls, and then he'd move on. It wasn't that he was an asshole about it. In fact, he was always a gentleman on his dates, and later on as considerate as he could be about breaking up. But with his reputation as a stud and his surging teenage hormones, he was like a kid in a candy store. He wanted to fuck practically every pretty girl he met, and he had yet to come across any one girl who could hold his sexual interest for long.

Still, all in all, life was very good for Tommy. And then it got even better.

---

Leah Bryton placed the receiver back down onto the handset and smiled broadly to herself. The customer had been tough to win around but her charm never failed, and sure enough she had just earned herself yet another fat amount of extra bonuses because of that deal.

Leaning back in her chair, she let herself relax with her hands folded on her stomach, and smiled down at the phone on her desk.

She heard a gentle knock on the door.

"Come in," she called. She looked up and saw Stella, her personal assistant, walking in holding a file in her hands.

"This came for you from head office, Leah," Stella said with a friendly voice. Leah was an exceptionally beautiful woman, and even other women tended to act very friendly around such raving beauties.

"Ah forget it for now," she said with a smile as she stood up and smoothed her stylish business suit. "It can wait until tomorrow. You get off and go home early. It's a holiday, so go and enjoy yourself." Technically, it was still a working day, but it didn't seem right to her to make everyone work a full day on Halloween.

Stella smiled back at her, and stopped walking towards the table. "You know, one of these days you're gonna get in trouble for being too nice to us, " she said with a grin. Leah really was a great boss to her staff, firm but kind.

"Yeah, but hey, what's life if you don't break a few rules, eh?" she replied as she walked over to the coat stand to pick up her coat. "And besides, my bosses will let me get away with anything." As she said that, she gave her most innocent look while she also leaned forward and wiggled her extremely large and impressive bust.

They both burst into fits of giggling.

But it was true. Leah did get all kinds of slack, thanks to her stunning face and voluptuous body. She was a mouth-watering sight even in her conservatively cut business suit.

"Come on, then before we're caught," Stella said as they walked out of the office, "I'll buy you a drink."

"Sorry, not today. I've gotta get straight home. Carl and I are going to his office's Halloween party tonight, and I've got a special surprise for him." She closed the door behind her and locked it.

"Oooh! Really? " Stella asked with a knowing smile, "So you bought that scandalous dress you were telling me about then?"

Leah just grinned and began to giggle again.

Stella soon joined in. "So someone will be getting laid tonight!"

"Well, maybe," she replied more seriously. "You know the problems I've been having with my hubby about that. I swear, if even this dress doesn't do it for him, he's gone gay or something." She stared wistfully into space and tried to recall the last time she'd had sex with Carl. It had been weeks, if not months, and yet she was only 34 and sexier than most Playboy models. She didn't understand it.

"So Leah, are you gonna join me in my office before you go home?" Leah heard a new voice, and immediately recognized Dwayne Borhand, another executive she sometimes worked with, before she turned around.

"In your dreams, Dwayne," she answered back. She rolled her brilliant blue eyes as she looked at Stella and yawned.

Stella just smiled back at her. She saw Leah deal with this kind of thing every day, and was always impressed at how easily her boss kept the sharks and sleazeballs at bay.

"You're always in my dreams," he said to her and motioned to slap her on the ass.

But she quickly pivoted, forcing him to abort his slap (if he'd even been daring enough to go through with it in the first place). "You're always in my nightmares, Dwayne," she chided back at him and turned away to walk to the elevators with her assistant. "And besides, you couldn't handle me," she called over her shoulder at him.

He stood there gawking at her walk. "She's probably right about that," he quietly muttered to himself. "If she fucks half as good as she looks... Damn! And what an ass!" He shook his head and realized he would never get a chance with her anyway.

---

When Tommy got home, he went straight to the kitchen to get himself a drink. As usual, his mother Leah was there. Now that she was a highly regarded executive, she'd had the option of another raise or fewer hours, and she'd chosen the latter so she could spend more time with her one and only child before he grew up and moved away. She knew his football practice schedule, and almost always managed to get home just before he did.

But his father Carl was there too. That was highly unusual. Carl earned just as much as Leah did, but in recent years it seemed like he had to spend twice the number of hours at work to do that. Tommy figured the fact that it was Halloween probably explained this rare afternoon father sighting.

Carl was sitting reading the sports section of the newspaper at the large wooden dining room table, dressed in his usual shirt, slacks, and tie. Leah was leaning against the counter with her arms folded, drinking some orange juice and talking to her husband.

"Hey Mom, hey Dad," Tommy said as he threw his bag under the table and went straight to the fridge.

"Hey, kiddo," his mother replied.

"How's it hangin'?" Carl asked his son without taking his eyes from the paper.

That was typical. Unfortunately, a lot of the time when Carl was home, it seemed like he wasn't really there. The newspaper or his work papers seemed infinitely more interesting than his own family. His attitude wasn't as bad before, but it had progressively gotten worse over the past several months.

"So how did school go today?" Leah asked Tommy.

"It was cool. Coach told the whole team I'm the 'engine' of the offense, and said there's no stopping us if our line can do a better job opening up lanes for me," he answered back to her while reaching to bring out some orange juice and pour it into a glass. "He said there's no reason why we can't go all the way this year!"

"That's my boy," Carl said proudly, folding the paper down in front of him and reaching for his can of beer. His interest perked up quite a bit when it came to his son and sports, because he was a big sports fan in general and very proud of his son's local football heroics.

Tommy grinned happily as he put the carton of orange juice back in to the fridge and gulped the juice down.

Carl asked him, "How many girls asked you out today?"

"DaaaaAAAAAaaaad!" Tommy complained, even though he was secretly delighted. His parents certainly had noticed his recent success with girls. His mother jokingly called the seemingly endless stream of beautiful girls coming and going to Tommy's room on the weekends the "Miss Teen America Pageant."

Leah chided Carl, "Please, let him be." But then she beamed with a bright smile and innocently asked Tommy, "So, how many girls DID ask you out today?"

The three of them laughed, while Tommy blushed a little bit. It was weird for him whenever his mother showed any interest in his dating or sex life, especially because she was such a stone cold fox. And it had only gotten worse lately. Even as the three of them were talking and joking around, he had to hide the raging boner he got pretty much any time his mother was near.

"So what are you up to then tonight?" Tommy's mother asked. "It's Halloween! The school's top running back and Don Juan must have big, big plans!" She was teasing him about it, but she also assumed he did have some big plans.

He leaned against the counter opposite her and sighed. "I dunno. You know I got in that big fight with John the other day. There is a big party, but he's gonna be there, and I just don't want to deal with him. I dunno, maybe I'll just hang out here."

While still reading the paper, Carl asked, "Who's John?"

Leah rolled her eyes. "He's only your son's best friend for like the last five years? I swear! You need to spend more time at home and pay attention. Sometimes I wonder if you'd even know if you HAVE a son, if he wasn't a football star."

Carl tore his eyes from the paper, but only because he'd been called out for not paying attention. "Well, I'm here now."

"Yes!" she replied with some exasperation. "I definitely noticed, and I'm pleased. I was worrying all day that you'd come up with some kind of excuse why you couldn't go to the party tonight." She smiled sexily, and wiggled her hips a little bit. "Just wait until you see my costume!"

But her smile died when she saw the embarrassed and contrite look on Carl's face.

"Uh babe, actually, I've got some bad news. I can't make it tonight, I got a late night meeting tonight with Seers at his house about a new deal." He tried not to look at his wife.

She exploded, "Are you KIDDING me?! A late night meeting on Halloween?! I swear, you have your business meetings at the strangest times. Next, you're gonna tell me you've got a meeting on Christmas morning!"

He said defensively, "I know, I know! I hate it. But it is the middle of the work week, and you know how much of my business is with foreigners. Halloween is mostly an American holiday."

She exhaled loudly. Leah was an exceptionally nice and easy going person, so it took a lot to get her angry. But right now, it looked like steam was about to come out her ears.

Tommy understood why his father had to be feeling bad. Leah had been looking forward to this party for three months. She loved dressing up in costumes, and now she wouldn't be able to go. Carl's excuse sounded reasonable, except that he seemed to have an excuse like that every time Leah wanted to go out and do anything. Tommy strongly suspected Carl was cheating on her (although he couldn't understand why), but he didn't have any proof.

His parents had been getting in more and more arguments lately, and he didn't want to get caught up in another one. He turned gently towards the kitchen door and slowly began to move towards it, trying to silently sneak away.

But his hopes for a quick exit were dashed by what his father said next.

"Tommy could go with you instead. He just said he isn't doing anything."

Tommy froze on the spot and turned around to say something to stop him being involved, even if that meant exposing his stiff erection in his shorts. But his mother spoke first, and he knew better than to interrupt a woman who wasn't happy.

"Tommy can go? And drink alcohol? Carl, he's only 16!" she said, her voice dangerously calm and quiet.

Leah wasn't the type to yell, but Tommy had learned over the years that her kind of angry quiet could be worse than yelling. He looked longingly towards his exit, so close and yet so far.

Carl replied, "So? I was drinking when I was 16, and so were you, Leah. Anyway, one night of getting a little tipsy won't hurt the boy. And so what if he's only 16 anyway?"

"So what? They wouldn't let him in anyway, he's underage, Carl!" his mother said, still not sounding calm. "I've been to your office parties. Things get pretty wild!" She particularly recalled having to go to the ladies room one year. She'd had to walk down a hall of offices to get there, but every office seemed to be occupied with very vocal and amorous couples.

Carl said, "He won't have any problems. Just give him my costume, and no one will recognize him. They'll probably think it was me. Hell, his voice even sounds just like mine." He visibly relaxed, knowing that he'd come up with a pretty clever solution to his problem. "Now that would be funny, if they thought he was me. They'll all be wondering how I had managed to party as well as make a deal." He chuckled to himself.

Tommy was still standing halfway to the kitchen door, but he watched his mother sigh and take a big swig of her orange juice.

Leah replied, "It's a moot point, because he wouldn't want to go anyway. He wouldn't want to spend time with his fuddy duddy ol' mother at some party for old people."

Tommy didn't know what to say. She was right, he didn't want to spend a night drinking with his father's bosses and workmates, but his mother really wanted to go. He secretly feared that he was in love with her or something, because he always found himself utterly incapable of disappointing her or telling her no.

He didn't know about that, but he definitely was in lust with her. He remembered that she'd just mentioned something about having picked out an extra sexy costume for the party. Leah almost invariably dressed conservatively, like she was Amish or something. It wasn't that she was prudish, but with her smoking hot body, she didn't need to show cleavage or leg to get attention. The more sexily she dressed, the more leers, rude comments, and wolf whistles she got. She didn't want that kind of attention. Since she knew hormones ruled the brain a boy Tommy's age, she was just as careful at home.

He had no idea what her costume was, but he decided it would be worth it to endure several hours of small talk with boring old people if there was a chance he could see his mother in something really sexy. His imagination ran wild as he imagined her dressed as a sexy nurse, or a sexy witch, or Wonder Woman, or Elvira, Mistress of the Dark. He didn't have any special interest in Elvira, a relatively obscure horror-themed pop character. But Leah had pale skin and jet black hair, just like Elvira did. And she had huge breasts, like Elvira. He longed to see her deep cleavage completely exposed in the type of outfits Elvira had always been seen in.

He thought, I would literally KILL PEOPLE to see my mother like that! His erection was suddenly so hard, it was downright painful.

He spoke up. "Hey Mom, I don't mind going if you still want to go," he said. When she looked at him doubtfully he said, "Honest! I got nothing better to do anyway. I can't go with my friends, and staying at home is only gonna depress me."

She looked at him curiously. "Why don't you call up one of your many girlfriends?"

He rolled his eyes with disdain. Actually, that's exactly what he would have done before he started thinking about her sexy costume, but he tried to mock the idea. "Mom, it doesn't work like that." He pretended that he was holding a phone. "'Hello? It's booty call time. Come over here in five minutes, girl, and bring your sister.'" He laughed. "Please!"

She looked him over, seriously considering the idea for the first time. "Look honey, you don't have to do this, okay? I can go on my own... or something." In truth, she didn't like that idea at all, because the guys at Carl's office were a randy and obnoxious bunch. They acted like they were from another age, before sexual harassment at the workplace became a big issue.

"Honestly Mom, I don't mind. Okay? It might even be fun." He was walking a fine line. He wanted to appear willing, yet not too eager.

"Well, only if you're sure, Tommy?" She asked, half relieved and half disappointed. She didn't think it was right to "steal" him like this, but she also looked forward to spending time with him, and she didn't have any other options. She really, really wanted to let her hair down and wear that dress. If not tonight, her new dress would have to wait until next Halloween.

"I'm sure," he said, watching for and seeing a big smile light up her face.

She walked over and gave him a big hug, and then she turned to walk out of the kitchen so she could go and get ready.

Hugs with his mother had grown very awkward lately, at least for him. Her face was nothing like Elvira's, but her breasts were as round and as firm, and almost certainly even bigger. It was pretty hard to engage in any kind of hug with her without feeling those huge globes pressing in. But he couldn't show his arousal whatsoever, so those hugs were kind of an exquisite torture.

---

Several hours later, Leah stood admiring herself in the mirror as she finished smoothing her new dress over her voluptuous figure. Yeah, I'm hot! False modesty aside, I know I look hot pretty much no matter what I wear, but who could resist me wearing this outfit? 

She sighed. Carl, that's who. 

That was why she'd bought the dress in the first place, so that Carl wouldn't be able to resist her and they could have gotten home and had great sex. But now when she got home she would be all worked up and horny and Carl would either be asleep or too tired from his meeting to have sex with her.

It was a story that had grown far too familiar for her in recent years. Sometimes, I can't help but even wonder if he's cheating on me. Or maybe he has some kind of hormonal imbalance? Am I getting too old? But I'm only 34, and I keep in perfect shape. If I exercised any more, I could probably qualify for the Olympics! What more do I have to do to catch his interest?! 

She sighed as she looked at herself in the mirror. She was so horny tonight that she couldn't stand it. She'd been hoping at least that she and Carl could have sex before going out, but that hadn't panned out either, as he'd had to prepare for his important meeting.

Stop feeling sorry for yourself, Leah Bryton, she thought to herself in the mirror. She tried to forget the urgent cravings of her pussy. Things had been getting worse lately. She'd heard that men hit their sexual prime in their late teens, while women hit their prime in their mid-thirties. That had to be true for her, because in recent months it seemed as if she was thinking about sex all the time, every day. She'd just about worn out her vibrator, but that never really sated her deep need to get properly and regularly fucked by a real man.

Adding some small touches to her make up before taking one last look at herself, she smiled at how sexy she looked in the dress. Maybe at least Carl will be as sexually frustrated as I am tonight after seeing me come home dressed like this. It would serve him right! 

That thought made her smile grow, and she turned and glided out of the room gracefully.

Tommy stood in the hallway and tried not to see how stupid he looked in his reflection in the mirror at the bottom of the stairs. He felt like a moron, and worse, he looked like one too.

His father had the worst taste in costumes that he had ever seen. Carl had gotten a Batman suit. How imaginative, Tommy thought to himself. But that wasn't the worst of it. The suit was of the old Batman style, like from the 1960s TV show starring Adam West, and was made of a gray spandex pants and shirt. Since he was bigger and taller than his father, it clung to his body like a second skin, making several areas of his body tighter and more prominently displayed than they needed to be.

Tommy could easily make out the big bulge of his cock. He regretted at the moment that his penis was so big even when flaccid, and he thought he looked positively obscene with the fabric stretching around its obvious shape. To anyone else's eyes, it would look like he was already packing some serious heat. He couldn't imagine how much worse it would get once he got an actual erection. Since he was going to be with his hot and busty mother, he'd inevitably have a raging boner pretty much the entire time.

He had a ridiculous black cape hanging down his back and an even more stupid small black mask that only covered his eyes and part of his nose. The only good thing to it was it showed his body tone, but he felt like a total fool. At least it was professionally done, and was complete with gloves, boots, a wide yellow belt, and a yellow and black bat-shaped Batman logo in the middle of his chest.

He turned his gaze away from the reflection and tried to forget what he was wearing. That didn't take long, because he saw his mother walking down the stairs as soon as he turned around.

Leah slowly came down the stairs wrapped in a black dress that clung to every curve and contour of her perfectly formed body. His doubts about going to the party with his mother were totally blown away. Tommy wasn't even sure his jaw was not on the floor.

Leah stood 5' 10", but with the black high heels on she stood 6' 1" when she finally stood in front of Tommy. There were long slits on either side of her dress coming up well past mid thigh level, showing off her long silky legs. She was the kind of woman who drove other women crazy with jealousy because her legs were so flawless and toned she had no need for pantyhose. But she was wearing black fishnet stockings tonight, just to give some color to her ivory legs.

Her waist was small and her stomach flat, showing no sign that she had had a baby. It looked like she was wearing a corset, but that was just how her body was naturally. Her long black hair fell down her back and around her shoulders in slightly curly waves, framing her beautiful face. It looked particularly pale because of the black eyeliner and dark red lipstick she wore. Her full lips looked inviting, like they were ready and eager to swallow a cock whole.

But Tommy's eyes rested on his mother's huge tits. He knew just how big they were, because he'd sneaked a peak at her bra a couple of years ago and read they were impressive double-D cups.

The dress was cut at the front so that the neckline fell and showed almost all of her tits, and not just the tops, but a good side swath of the globes of flesh too. But most impressively, there was a positively huge V-shaped gap down the middle of her chest, going practically all the way to her belly button! Her twin globes were pushed together to create a formidable cleavage. It looked like her tits would pop right out of her outfit if she so much as exhaled too fast! The tightness of the dress and the amount of her tits showing make it was obvious that she was wearing no bra as well. The clearly visible shape of her nipples, even when they weren't erect, proved that.

Leah had simply never, EVER worn an outfit this sexy! Even her bathing suits (and never bikinis) weren't as revealing as this.

She was a knockout, plain and simple!

Tommy suddenly felt woozy with an overdose of lust. It was a struggle just to remain standing. He felt like all the blood was draining from his big head to his little one, leaving him unable to think.

Resting a black fingernail under his chin, Tommy's mother raised his head from staring at her deep cleavage.

He expected her to get angry at him for gawking at her bulging huge tits with such obvious desire, not to mention all the rest of her. But instead all she said was, "So you like what you see? You don't think it's too over the top, do you?" She dropped her hand from his chin and began smoothing the front of her dress down from her tits and over her stomach.

That hand motion alone very nearly caused him to cum in his pants.

"No," he managed with a squeak. He cleared his voice and tried to calm himself down. "No, you look great," he managed to make his voice sound level this time.

He thought, What am I doing?! This is my mother I'm perving over! But I can't help it! Even though she's 34 years old, she looks 24 or 25, tops. She's just stunning. How can I NOT lust after her, even if she is my mother? I'd have to be homosexual, a eunuch, or dead. As his heart skipped a beat, he added to himself, Or Dad. 

She twirled around. "Can you guess who I'm supposed to be?"

His heart pounded hard. The answer he wanted to yell would have been something along the lines of, A MILF! An extremely smoking hot woman in a black dress, with big tits to die for! The outfit didn't fall into any obvious category that came to his mind, although it was kind of witch-like with all the black.

But before he could answer, she said, "Elvira! You know her, right? She was a TV host in the 1980s and 1990s, and she did a couple B-grade movies?"

One could have pushed him over with a feather. It was like a dream come true. He wanted to say, "Mom, between your pale skin, black hair, and huge rack, I've been thinking for years you should go as Elvira. And now you finally have!" But of course he was too shy and tactful to say something like that. Instead, he blurted out, "I know! And it's AWESOME!"

She giggled giddily like a little girl. If her husband couldn't appreciate her looks, at least someone did.

She looked him over, and said playfully, "And you, Batman, you're looking pretty good! Where's Robin? What say we go to the Batmobile and..." but her words trailed away and she blanched like she'd seen a ghost.

She tried not to be obvious about it, but there was no way to deny the fact that she'd finally caught sight of her son's penis. It was standing at full attention, rock hard, and plainly visible through his skin-tight costume. But most obviously, it was BIG!

She thought, Holy Christ! I'd kinda guessed he was endowed by seeing glimpses of a bulge here and there, but that's just plain ridiculous! What is that, nine inches? Ten? Eleven?! But more than that, it's so damn thick! No wonder he's so popular with the girls! Who wouldn't want to spread her legs for a taste of that?! I mean, well, except for someone like me, of course. 

Luckily, he was so transfixed by her deep valley of cleavage that he was totally oblivious to her ogling eyes sizing him up.

She finally managed to look up at his face and said, "Um, Son... That costume, it was really meant for Carl, right? It looks a couple of sizes too... tight... on you."

"Yeah. That kind of sucks. But it's not, like, uncomfortable. I'll be fine."

"Are you sure?"

"I'm good."

She was torn. She wanted to point out that his erection looked positively obscene straining against the skin-tight fabric, but there was no delicate way to bring that up.

I can't just say, "Son, it looks like you have a cucumber stuffed in your crotch. Only it's not a cucumber. I can practically see the veins. I actually CAN see the shape of the mushroomy cockhead!" Obviously, talking like that was not an option, even though every word was true.

Tommy had only seen his bulge when he was flaccid. He'd grown erect after seeing his mother, so he wasn't about to waste one second looking at himself when he could be looking at her. He had no idea just how obscene his penis looked at the moment.

Leah thought back to previous Halloween parties at her husband's office. They always focused on dancing. One of the main rooms would be cleared of carrels and converted to a dance floor. But most importantly, the rooms were dark and dimly lit. She was hopeful that it would be too dark for people to get a good look at his crotch.

She sincerely hoped that, because she was utterly incapable of bringing up the topic. Besides, what could be done? It was too late to change costumes now.

She tried to think about and discuss other things, anything but her son's massive bulge. The way his costume fit on him, it was as if it had been cut to emphasize, rather than detract, from how well hung he was. She twirled her hair nervously between two fingers. "Has your father gone then?"

"Err, yeah, about ten minutes ago," he answered, trying to keep his eyes on her face, but not succeeding too well.

His mother smiled slightly, and said, "Well, maybe we should go as well."

He burst out laughing before he could stop himself, "Hell yeah!" he exclaimed far too loudly, sounding like a fool. He didn't even know what he was laughing about. He could have slapped himself for being so flustered, but he couldn't help it.

As they walked to the car (Carl had decided to let them use his expensive Jaguar for the special occasion as one way to cushion the blow of not going himself), she stopped before she opened the door.

"Remember to only call me Leah tonight, okay? They can't think you're my son." And then she smiled.

But what she said next made his heart jump almost out of his chest. "Oh, and, I think that suit will be fine. It fits you well." Her eyes flickered quickly towards the bulge in his pants.

He looked down and was shocked at what he saw. He wanted to run inside and hide, but it was too late now.

He didn't know what to say. Is Mom flirting with me?! Or is it just my teenage hormones making me imagine things and lose control around a seriously smoking hot woman? 

He couldn't believe the thoughts about his own mother that were running through his head. He tried to tell himself how disgusting it was to think that way about his mother, but it was hopeless. It was all he could do to stop himself from reaching out and squeezing her nearest tit like it was a ripe fruit. I have to get out of this situation before I slip up in a big way and really ruin our relationship! How could she not be angry about the visible size of my erection?! 

He ducked quickly into the car without a response.

She laughed lightly as she got into the car with him.

She didn't know what she'd meant by her comment about his suit either. But she tried to tell herself that it was going to be a night of fun, and some playful teasing was a natural part of that, even if he was her son.

It was a long drive to the party. But they were able to talk easily like the close pals they were.

Tommy was able to relax after a while, and he even was more or less able to get used to her dress and jaw-dropping cleavage display, by staring at her constantly when she talked. But he never lost his erection.

When they reached the office building where Carl worked, Leah had to try hard not to smile at her son. His lusty looks were so blatant that they were downright amusing. But she didn't mind, because normally he was so good about that kind of thing. And with the way she was dressed, how could she blame him? After all, she'd chosen to wear this dress precisely to engender this sort of reaction (just for her husband, not her son!).

She felt flattered that she could turn on even her own son, and she knew he would never try to say or do anything inappropriate with her. Her problem was how much she was turned on by the size of the bulge he was packing into those overly tight pants. He was so busy constantly staring at her body, and especially her buxom chest, that he was pretty much oblivious to all the sneak peeks she'd made at his bulge during the long drive.

She decided, Everything up until this point has been harmless enough, but now that we've arrived, I have to put those kinds of thoughts out of my head. I mean, I can't walk into a party wondering if I could fit my lips around my son's fat cock! I mean, not that I'm thinking about that, because I probably could do it, so it's not even an issue. Aww, listen to me. Shut up already! Focus! 

As she got out of the car and walked around to stand in front of Tommy she saw the intense look on his face, which made it obvious that he was desperately trying not to look down at her bouncy globes. She found it cute how hard he was trying to remain a gentleman. He was a great son, and she really loved him.

She said, "Now just you remember that you can't call me Mom tonight. Not once. Call me Leah, okay?"

He nodded gravely.

Leah couldn't help but smile as she spoke again, "Oh, and we might have to flirt just a little so nobody gets suspicious okay? Can you handle that?"

His eyes went as wide as saucers and he said, "But Mom, I can't flirt with you! You're... you're my mom!"

"Not tonight. Tonight, I'm your WIFE, and we love each other. That's what the other people have to think. So we have to show it with little hugs and kisses and so forth."

That thought was too arousing for him to handle. He thought his boner would simply rip through his pants. And given how thin and tight the fabric was, that seemed like a real possibility.

She continued, "Look, I'm not asking you to do anything major, just something little, like a hug or an arm around my waist, or even a peck on the cheek. Nothing else, because you are my son, after all. You think you can do that? If not, then we might as well go home. We don't want people to think you're anyone other than Carl. That would be a disaster." She looked at him sternly.

"Yeah, I can do that," he said sulkily.

"What, are you ashamed to have people think you're with me? Am I not hot enough or something?" She asked pretending to be outraged. She already knew the answer to that question by the size of the bulge in his pants, not to mention the way he was practically panting already. But she was fishing for some compliments to boost her confidence before entering the party.

"No it's not that. Mom, you're totally... Well, you're a MILF!"

"What's that?" She knew damn well that it meant "Mother I'd Love to Fuck," but for some strange reason she really wanted to hear him say those words.

"It's... Well, never mind. I don't even remember what it stands for, but it means you look really sexy." He lowered his head, although he jerked it back up quick enough when his eyes fell on her cleavage yet again.

She smiled again, trying to comfort him, but still a little tease came through. She liked turning people on, especially when they were shy about it.

He muttered, "This whole thing is too weird."

"Look, just pretend for now that I'm not your mother until you get a little more comfortable with everything okay?" She asked still wearing her smile. "It'll be fine."

"Okay," he said after a small sigh.

"Relax, and just enjoy yourself. You never know, tonight might turn out to be fun. And remember, whatever you do, don't call me Mom!"

With that, she slipped an arm through his and they began walking towards the entrance. As they walked, she couldn't help but press just a little closer against his arm, gently pressing her tits against him. He fidgeted around and cleared his throat a couple of times as well. Yes he was flustered, and she found it very amusing indeed.

He couldn't help but notice how much her tits bounced up and down with every step she took, especially when she was stepping out, like she was now. He consoled himself that as obscene and ridiculous he looked with his cock on such blatant display, the odds were good no one would ever notice, because everyone would be so busy watching Leah's bouncing tits and especially her dramatic cleavage.

---

When they entered the party, they were shown into one of the two main rooms. The room they first walked into was really just a well-lit room, cleared of its desks and there were corridors coming off it leading to offices. There were quite a few people standing there, couples dotted around and odd people walking around on their own, but everyone was dressed up. There were Elvises, chickens, fairies, and many more different kinds of costumes.

The sounds of music were coming from the room next door. Leah was eager to get to that dimly-lit room before anyone got a good look at her son's outfit. Tommy might as well have had his erection and balls completely hanging out, they were shaped so clearly by the tight fabric.

Somehow, she found it hard to breathe whenever she thought about that.

Suddenly, a giant kangaroo and an elephant came walking up to Leah and Tommy.

Her son went stiff as a post from fear, and Leah hoped no one would notice, especially these two.

"Ah, good evening Leah, Carl." The kangaroo spoke with the voice of Harold Marsh, Carl's sector manager. "Glad to see you tonight."

"Harold and Lydia, so nice to see you," she replied with a bright smile, noting the older man's eyes had zoomed straight to her cleavage. "Thank you for the invitation."

Harold said, "Nonsense, nonsense! Carl here is our best worker, he's always welcome here. He might even become a partner some day." He still hadn't taken his eyes from her tits. He wasn't trying to be rude, but he just couldn't help himself.

She felt Tommy tense and turned to smile at him. He was looking daggers at Harold Marsh, his own fear temporarily forgotten because he felt protective about his mother. She stroked his arm reassuringly, and felt him jump slightly in response to such an unfamiliar and intimate gesture. She hoped the other couple hadn't seen that.

Tommy spoke. "I'm going to get a drink." He quickly walked away, leaving Leah the choice to follow or be dragged along.

She smiled at the Marshes as she walked away on Tommy's arm, but when she was far enough away she whispered angrily, "What was that all about?"

"He was ogling you, Mom," he answered.

"So? Every man will probably ogle me in this dress. Heck, even you have already. And don't call me Mom!" she said quickly and quietly.

"Sorry." He looked away shyly.

They headed into the other room before they had to talk to anyone else. All the desks and carrels had been cleared away here as well, but this room was about ten times as large as the other one. Corridors led to offices further in the building from a few directions.

Thankfully for Leah and Tommy, it was dark except for the flickering lights of a large disco ball at the far end of the room, opposite the door they had just come in from.

There were many places against some of the walls where one could be almost completely hidden in the darkness.

"I'm gonna go and get a drink." Tommy said when they entered the room. "Do you want one Mo- ... Leah?"

She smiled at him lovingly. "Okay, but I don't want you drinking too much, since you're driving home."

"Me?" He exclaimed loudly, but not loudly enough to be heard over the music. "You're gonna let me drive?"

"Well, I'm here to have a good time tonight, and seeing as you only want to mope about, then I don't see why I shouldn't drink. Now, please be nice and go fetch me a drink baby." She gave him a little peck on the cheek.

She could've laughed, she was so delighted at his cute and innocent response to such a little kiss. Because she never wore outfits like this, she didn't realize he wasn't really reacting to the kiss. He was mainly reacting to the way her big tits swelled when she leaned over, practically looking the size of basketballs, and the way they very nearly fell out of her dress altogether. Because she was bra-less, if her nipples had not been fully erect and tugging tightly against the fabric, they very well might have slipped free.

Oblivious to just how sexy and revealing she looked, she walked over to say hello to a few people before he returned.

Tommy left his mother to wander. He quickly darted out of the large room and into some nearby toilets that he had seen earlier. He looked around to see if anyone else was there, but they were empty.

Quickly he walked over to the sink and turned the cold tap on. He pulled his mask up his head, and then splashing the water on his face. Then he looked into the mirror.

He was so aroused, his dick was hard as steel. He seriously considered going into a stall and jacking off while thinking about his mother.

There's no escaping it now. After tonight, I'll never be able to think about her without thinking about that dress. She's a knockout, plain and simple! She's sex on legs. I can't deny that I want to fuck her. Hell, I'm gonna spread those long, sleek legs of hers, and drive in deep with every inch I have to give her!

He looked long and hard at himself in the mirror and tried to calm down.

She's only pretending, he told his reflection in his mind. She's not really flirting with me. She's just trying to make it all look real. She has to pretend to be my wife. 

He told himself that over and over again, but he just didn't want to believe it.

She's not really my wife. If she was, I'd be able to go home every night and get in bed with her, naked, and lie down next to her. Her naked body! In fact, I could get on top of her, mount her, and fuck the shit out of her all night long! Because that's what married couples do. Fuuuuuuck! If I really was her husband, I would probably die of starvation within a week. I'd never ever stop fucking her, never! I wouldn't even be able to get out of bed long enough to eat! 

Those kinds of thoughts weren't helping, so he tried again.

Well, I can handle this, I can do this. Just stay calm and in control. Remember the truth and everything will be okay. She's just pretending. This is all pretend! Just go with it and remember to make it convincing! 

He continued to tell himself similar thoughts as he left the restroom and went back to get a drink for her.

Leah stood talking with a couple that both worked with Carl who she didn't know. They were nice people, and also the first people she'd spoken to who had not openly ogled her tits.

She wondered, Why is it the only man who can touch my breasts is the only man who works at this office but isn't at this party? Late fucking meeting on Halloween night. How ridiculous is that? Who is he meeting with? Some vampire who can only come out of his crypt once a year?! 

She tried to tell herself that her aggravation and unease was caused by her annoyance at Carl, not horniness from thinking about her son's huge erection and what she could do with it.

As she made small talk, she looked around to see if she could see Tommy. He'd been gone a long time, just to get a drink. She hoped he hadn't got lost.

Suddenly, she felt an arm around her waist pulling her side against someone, and when she turned her head to look it was Tommy.

"Hey honey, where've you been?" she asked sweetly, but with questioning eyes.

"Oh I just went to powder my nose, hot stuff," he answered back.

Leah stared at him for a moment and was tempted to take the mask off to see if this really was her husband. Tommy had never spoken to her like that, and he didn't seem to be frightened of flirting with her anymore.

He smiled at her as he handed her a drink.

"I thought you might want this, seeing as you said I have to drive us home," he said with a smile.

Then he turned to smile at the couple they were standing next to. "Hey, how are you doing?" He asked that as if he actually knew who they were.

Leah took a gulp of wine and studied her son. He still had his arm around her as if this was all natural and normal. He even squeezed her arm once or twice as he spoke, acting like he did that all the time too.

So he's not flustered anymore, is he? She thought to herself, We'll see about that! 

She moved closer to him and pressed her large tits tightly against him so his muscular arm buried itself between her soft yet firm orbs. And she ran a hand across his lips and rested her hand on his chest. She'd seen how muscular her son was, but she'd never really felt it. It felt very impressive.

Smiling adoringly up at him, she spoke teasingly. "Hey sugar, I'm just going to get me another drink. I won't be long." She gently kissed him on the cheek, figuring that would fluster him for sure.

To her surprise, Tommy didn't move at all, or flinch, or seem bothered in any way. He simply turned to her and smiled. Then, to her total shock and amazement, she felt his big hand fall down onto her firm ass and squeeze her hard. She looked at him as if seeing him for the first time. She was half-seriously thinking aliens must have replaced her son with an exact duplicate.

"I'll tell ya what sexy, I'll go n' get ya another," he said suavely. With another smile and a wink, he slapped her on her ass before walking off towards the drinks table.

She thought, What's gotten into him to make him no longer afraid to flirt with his own mother? I should be shocked and disgusted, but I'm not going to let him get to me like that. If he wants flirting, he'll get flirting! I'm going to make him so flustered, he'll cry uncle. Yeah! 

So instead of being worried about how events had turned, she smiled as her son walked off to get her another drink.

As Tommy wandered, he thought, Wow, why did I do that? Was that slap too much? I can't believe I really did that! I'm surging with confidence, for some reason. I've never felt so damn cocky in my life. Maybe it's because I'm living the dream that my mom Leah really is my wife. Who wouldn't be as cocky as hell with a wife like that? She's the sexiest woman I know! 

When Tommy found Leah again, she was sitting down at a table on her own. The table was round with a white tablecloth drooping almost to the floor. She smiled up at her son as he came to sit down beside her on a chair with its back against the wall. The place was one of those darker spots, which didn't actually seem much darker to Leah when she was in it, but no one would be able to make much out beyond that two people were sitting there. There was no way they would be disturbed.

As Tommy sat down, Leah leaned forward a little and smiled at her son, and ran her fingernails of her left hand up and down his thigh under the table. That made him flinch, but he regained his composure quickly.

She leaned closer until their faces were inches apart. She could feel his warm breath and feel his body warmth. She could feel lust gently flowing through her veins; although she wasn't consciously aware it was really there.

"Thank you, baby," she said teasingly and leant in to gently brush his lips with hers to show her thanks.

Slowly, she moved back a bit to look at him. Her heart was beating faster, and knew that his must be too, but he still didn't show any sign he was flustered. She almost growled at herself in frustration - she wanted a reaction! She wanted him to blush and stutter, like he always did!

She was tempted to ask him, "What on Earth has gotten into you?" But instead she just smiled and then moved forward to press her lips against his again. There were no open lips or tongue, but this was much more than a simple peck on the lips.

However, neither one of them moved back. They were both playing a game of chicken, and neither one was willing to be the first to back down.

Electricity began to course through her body, and a kiss she was sure would last only a few seconds seemed to last forever. She hoped he wasn't noticing the way her nipples were crinkling and hardening.

Slowly, she moved her face away from his and looked into his brown eyes this time. He'd won the little power struggle, because she'd chickened out first. Her heart was pounding faster, but no thought came to her that this was wrong. We're cool. After all, I haven't kissed him improperly, in a sexual way. We were just playing around with an unspoken dare. The fact that he has a simply huge and perpetually erect cock has absolutely nothing to do with it! 

Tommy barely looked shaken or flustered at all; he appeared as if this was all normal and ordinary.

This time she did growl.

"What's wrong?" Her son asked looking concerned

"What made you so bold and unconcerned about flirting with me all of a sudden?" She asked, sounding as irritated as she was.

"I'm trying for you! You told me to be Carl. But you're definitely not making it easy, not after THAT kiss! What was that all about? " He took a quick gulp of his beer to steady his nerves. He was psyched she didn't care he was drinking alcohol.

So I AM getting to him, she thought. That's a relief. I'll bet he's feeling pretty smug though, thinking he got the best of his mom. I can't let that stand. She decided she definitely wasn't prepared to go any further, but she had an idea to make him squirm that would work on any man.

With a smile, she said to him teasingly, "This chair isn't very comfortable, I think I need to sit somewhere more designed for my body." And with those words, she stood up and plunked herself down straight onto her son's lap.

She grinned as she saw his eyes shoot open. NOW he's flustered, heh-heh! Take THAT! Game, set, and match! Never try to out-flirt your mother, kiddo. That's a game you're always gonna lose. 

But she wasn't done. She put her arm around his neck and shifted around on him until her huge tits were right under his face and he had no way to avoiding staring at her cavernous cleavage.

However, everything changed when she suddenly realized what the hard lump underneath her was that was making her feel so uncomfortable.

Her bright blue eyes shot open and she tried to stand up, but his arm held tightly around her waist and he pulled her back down.

She was about to demand why, when she noticed two guys sit down opposite them and smile at Tommy. She tried to sit very still and look like she was comfortable, but her son's rampantly stiff dick was pressed hard against her pussy mound, and she was still horny from earlier. Holy shit! she thought, I can feel the veins on it! I can honestly feel the veins! 

"Hey Carl, is this the lovely Leah we've heard you talk about so much?" one of the guys asked.

"She's even hotter than you said, man," the other taller one added.

Tommy said with some swagger, "Well you know me, I only go for the hottest women and there ain't no one hotter than my Leah." He smiled at her and bounced her on his knee a couple of times, bouncing her pussy against his still hardening cock.

She tried to keep a straight face. She felt like she was sitting on a log. A warm, fleshy, and throbbing log. She tried not to think about where it could go. It's so damn long, he'd only be able to get half on it inside me, at best! And it would stretch me so wide, it would be like I was giving birth - to my son! Oh my God! What am I thinking?! 

"Nice outfit, Leah," the first said as he leered.

"Yeah," the taller one added.

Tommy spoke again. "Yeah. She looks damn sexy, doesn't she? I can't wait to get her home and do her long and hard."

Uh-oh! She thought. I've got to get out of this! His words "long and hard" couldn't help but remind her of what she was sitting on.

And if that didn't surprise her enough, her sweet 16-year-old boy, reached his hand up cupped her right tit and squeezed it several times.

Leah thought she had squeaked but she tried hard not to show anything on her face. She wanted to stare with amazement at her son's hand freely grasping at her tit-flesh, but she couldn't even do that because he was supposed to be her husband. She couldn't let on to the others that this situation was odd, or Carl would be the butt of jokes until the end of time.

So she just let her son grope her ample tits.

Tommy had only been planning to briefly squeeze her tit like honking a car horn, as a playful thing to show she'd hadn't completely frazzled him with her escalating teasing. But these were the same tits he'd been dreaming about and lusting after pretty much ever since he'd sprouted pubic hair. Once he was touching them, he simply couldn't let go. He worried that this was probably the one and only chance he'd be able to touch them so freely in his entire life.

To prolong the moment, he said, "So, did you guys see the big game last night?"

The taller one replied, "Oh my God! Was that inept coaching or what?!"

Happily for Tommy, all three of them had seen the game and knew a lot about football. The men fell into a passionate discussion about the sport.

But Tommy mostly let them talk, because his thoughts were elsewhere. Mostly, they were focused on his hand exploring his mother's right tit. True, her dress was in the way, but the fabric clung to her skin so tightly that it didn't bother him in the slightest. In fact, in a way it was a bonus, because it had a silky smooth texture that was a delight to stroke and fondle.

That wasn't all though. He also couldn't miss that way she was sitting on him. She was askew, and his big cock happened to be poking right at the bottom of her pussy lips. Plus it ran all the way up one of her inner thighs. It felt incredible!

For Leah, the order of importance was flipped. Yes, she was mortified he was freely kneading her tit-flesh now. That was NOT how she'd ever imagined he would behave. And it was twice as bad that two strange men were staring directly at that groping hand, obviously wishing that was their hand. But that was nothing compared to the danger and horror about what she was sitting on. That's where most of her thoughts were concentrated.

What disturbed her most was how... interested she felt about it. She'd only discovered tonight that her son was packing a baseball bat-sized penis in his pants. This was going to be the only time in her life she ever felt it, because when would she ever wind up in such a crazy situation again? Not only that, because she was married "until death do us part," this was her only chance in her entire life she'd feel any penis even close to this size. Carl's certainly didn't measure up to it. She couldn't help but feel curious.

It was all she could do not to wiggle around on it, just to test it out and feel it better with her thighs. But this was her son, so there was no way she could do that. But still... it was so tempting!

She actually knew as much about professional football as Tommy did. She was a big fan of the game, and had watched the game they were discussing. But they could have been speaking Klingon for all she knew. Just about the only thought in her mind was, I'm sitting on a fucking baseball bat! And it's my son's penis! 

She desperately hoped he wouldn't notice how her pussy was getting wet, especially since his surprisingly stiff cockhead was pressing hard into her pussy lips.

She didn't think the situation could get any crazier, and then it did.

Tommy started bouncing his knees.

He didn't actually mean to do it. He looked calm on the outside, but he was frightened out of his gourd on the inside. His heart was pounding so loud, he felt like he'd need to shout to be heard above it. Strictly as nervous tension, he started to bounce a bit in his chair.

But the effect on Leah was immediate and electric. There was no way to deny it: she was bouncing on her son's cock! It slid up and down the bottom inch of her pussy lips with each and every bounce. If he kept it up, she was going to cum hard in a minute or two!

She didn't know what to do. She was in awe of a man (a man, not a boy anymore) with a cock that big and powerful. It didn't ever occur to her to give him a subtle shove or an elbow in his ribs.

But then some words he said cut through her lusty fog.

"I don't want to be rude guys, but my girl and I here just want to have a bit of privacy for a while." A part of him realized he could have milked this situation a lot longer, but he was getting too annoyed at the way the two guys were leering at his "wife."

She felt incredibly relieved. He even replaced his hand back on her waist. But then he lifted his hand other hand and started groping her other tit! As if that wasn't bad enough he resumed his bouncing, but he favored his other leg this time, and that caused a whole different series of pleasant tingles in her pussy, and upper legs and crotch area in general.

Her pussy pulsed and yearned for release of the tension within. Worse yet, she realized where her inner hunger and craving was directed. After all, she was literally sitting on it. Suddenly, she was even closer to cumming.

The two guys smiled and nodded. They said their goodbyes to a still extremely distracted Leah, and walked away.

As soon as the two were out of ear shot, Leah stood up. She'd never been so relieved to stand up in her life, because it got her off her son's erection, as well as freeing her tits from his groping fingers. She'd just mentally dubbed his boner a "cock log," because it felt like she'd been sitting on a thick wooden log.

He stood up too.

She immediately rounded on him. "What in the fuck do you think you're doing?!" She demanded, "You can't touch me like that, I'm your mo-"

He gently laid a finger on her lips, shocking her into silence with the unexpected gesture. "I had to! I saw those guys earlier and they were always trying it on with the women. I had to let them know that you're taken."

"You didn't have to..." she began, but again he silenced her with that finger on her lipstick-covered lips.

"No, I had to! We're pretending you're my wife, not anything else," he said, looking at her flatly and with firm resolve. "Remember? It's a territorial male dominance thing, okay? When other guys come sniffing around, you 'claim' your woman in front of them to show them they stand no chance of horning in. I've seen Dad behave like that with you, so I knew they'd buy it. I have to be like him!"

There wasn't much she could say. She knew he was right, but he was her son. How could he be so calm about touching his own mother like that? He seemed to have been enjoying it! I wish there was some way I could chide him about bouncing me all over his cock log, I mean his cock, I mean, er, his penis, but he probably didn't even realize what he was doing. If I mention it, it'll only draw attention to it. I need to let it slide. 

NOT his penis! I'm not talking about his penis sliding against my leg, or in my hand! I just mean I have to let the whole incident slide! Oh God, I'm babbling. I just have to shut up, and stop thinking about sliding, and especially about his inhumanly huge penis sliding all over me. I mean, all over the place. God! I have to SHUT UP! He's my son! 

She looked at him in his eyes and spoke with a lot more calm than she was actually feeling. "I think we should calm down, before anything gets out of hand,"

"Okay, we'll just flirt lightly and no one will know," he reassured her this time.

But she had enjoyed it too much; she'd enjoyed the feel of a hard cock actually pressing against her needy pussy. She missed it already, now that it wasn't there. There's no way I can keep flirting with him, not even a little bit. He's my son! I have to calm down and regroup. This is NOT what I thought would happen tonight! 

He suggested, "Come on, let's get another drink."

"You read my mind," she said trying to smile. She had to calm down, and a drink or two could certainly help.



CHAPTER 2

 

For the next few hours, things between Leah and Tommy began to change. At first, they were still awkward around each other, with Leah not knowing what to do in case she gave the wrong signals to her son, and Tommy not knowing just how far or little he should go to help convince other people they were married.

But as the drinks began to flow and Leah grew increasingly tipsy, she began to relax more. Once again, they began to lightly flirt with each other, under the excuse they were just trying to prove to other people they were married, of course. Neither of them was enjoying it. Of course.

Tommy let her set the pace for a while. Had he steered her back to sit on his lap and tried to bounce her on it, or tried to pull something else similar, she would have immediately stormed out of the party. But he didn't, so she reassured herself that the "old" Tommy was back, and everything was okay again.

She couldn't have been more wrong. Tommy was very suave and savvy when it came to girls his age. He could pretty much literally charm the pants off most any girl who wasn't already in a serious relationship. But he'd always mentally put girls like that in one box and his mother in another. He'd thought there was no way he could treat his mother like he treated girls like that. She'd been completely off limits - he couldn't help but lust after her in his mind, but to try to DO something about it had been inconceivable.

For instance, he had a sort of mental map of the parts of Leah's body that he shouldn't touch. That basically included everything from her shoulders to her knees, with a few exceptions, such as the arms or the waist, or under special circumstances, like hugs. Normally, if she so much as cracked a dirty joke in his presence, his face would turn as red as a tomato, because he had an entirely different way of relating to her than other women.

But ever since he'd psyched himself up in the men's room, he'd started to change. His special "Mom box" was melting away, and she was rapidly moving to the "girls I want and am trying to fuck" box. As the minutes passed, he increasingly reconciled himself to the fact that he wanted to fuck her more than anything in the world, and he would use his considerable charm and seduction talent to make that happen this very night, because he'd never have a better chance.

He'd almost blown it by getting carried away by his lusts and going too far too soon when he bounced her on his lap, but he'd recovered from that, and he was carefully biding his time and looking for other opportunities.

One thing he was keeping track of was her alcohol intake. He was deliberately drinking very little, because he didn't want to ruin his big chance by getting wasted. First and foremost, if he did manage to "get lucky" he wanted to be sure to remember the experience for the rest of his life, and he couldn't do that sloshed. But she was frustrated with her husband and wanted to blow off steam for the first time in a long while, so she soon had a nice tipsy buzz going on.

As they mingled and talked, they grew increasingly touchy-feely with each other in general. Nothing really dramatic happened, just a lot of little incremental things. For instance, they held hands most of the time, or Tommy would hold her around her waist. She found herself hugging and kissing him more and more, which turned out to be more enjoyable than the drinks she was downing could account for. For instance, he'd get her another glass of wine, and she'd reward him with a hug and a peck on the cheek. Or he'd do a good job pretending to be Carl when talking to someone Carl knew, and she'd give him the same reward.

He found that he was getting rewarded quite a lot, and he loved it. Soon, if he so much as said "Hello" to someone, she felt he'd done a good job being Carl, and he deserved another kiss. Before long, these kisses were closed mouthed on the lips, or a series of kisses leading to his mouth.

Also, there were many other good-looking women at the party, and a lot of them were wearing sexy and revealing Halloween costumes, but Leah's beauty combined with her daring Elvira dress was in another league altogether. She was simply the hottest woman there, and because she usually dressed so conservatively in her business life, she was almost "new" and a fresh face (among other things) among the crowd. As a result, guys were constantly trying to chat her up or even hit on her, even though she was obviously with her husband. Some men got drunk and really obnoxious. But Tommy was always there to "defend her virtue" - the irony of which didn't escape him - and keep them at bay. That resulted in even more reward kisses and hugs.

After one particularly aggressive guy tried and failed to grope her breasts, she kissed Tommy on the lips again, and purred, "My hero!" Then, she acted all indignant. "Can you believe the nerve of that guy? If you hadn't swatted his hand away and growled at him, he was gonna take his hand and squeeze my breasts like they were some kind of ripe fruit!" As if helping him to understand this, she took Tommy's hand and placed it on her left breast.

Without thinking, he started squeezing her ample tit-flesh.

But she kept on acting indignant - regarding the other guy. "Exactly. Just like that. Can you believe it?"

Unfortunately, an older couple came by to talk to them just then, so Tommy was obliged to take his hand off her shapely globe. But, encouraged by that, he slid a hand around her back as they talked to the couple, and he slowly dropped it until he was caressing her ass cheek.

When the couple left, she playfully slapped his upper arm, and said, "Oh, you!" But then she kissed his lips again, and didn't say or do anything about the fact that his hand went right back to cupping her ass.

Funnily enough, just about the only other people to really notice his obscene erection were some of her most insistent (and usually drunk) admirers. He would stand up if they were sitting, or drop a hand to his crotch as if adjusting himself if they were already standing, or make some other movement drawing the other man's eyes to his straining boner. Every time, the man would blanch and soon wander off, obviously finding himself quite inadequate in comparison.

Eventually, she found herself kissing his face or rubbing her nose against his, or just remaining in a loose hug, for no reason at all. And while they didn't exactly kiss open mouthed, her tongue came out and licked his lips or entered a little bit into his mouth from time to time. Each kiss seemed to be a little more intense than the last.

Because there was a lot of drinking going on (alcoholic in her case, usually non-alcoholic in his), they had to use the restrooms from time to time. During one such visit to the men's room, Tommy felt the time was right to implement a bold idea. He'd been terribly embarrassed by the way his erection was on display in his stupid Batman costume, but he'd come to realize it was a very lucky break. The room was dark enough that virtually no one had looked him over carefully enough to notice his lewd bulge (it helped that he was with such a beautiful woman, and all eyes, male and female, tended to focus on her even more obvious and prominently displayed attributes). But Leah remained by his side virtually the entire time, and she was constantly checking out his equipment.

So his bold idea was to take that to the next level. He'd been wearing a pair of briefs under his costume that kept his penis tightly constrained, but he changed out of them in a bathroom stall and threw them into the trash. Now, his bulge looked even MORE ridiculously obscene. But he didn't stop there. He figured out a way to loosen his waistband considerably. One might have thought that the looser pants would have better covered his penis, and that would have been the case if he still had underwear and/or if he was flaccid. But he had a raging erection. Now, it poked forward a few inches, causing the fabric to stretch and strain against it just as much as before. The difference was, when he walked, it bounced around wildly, just as much as Leah's bra-less big tits did when she walked.

He also found a way to hook his mask to his belt, so he wouldn't have to wear it anymore. He'd grown tired of having to keep half his face covered.

When he came back from the bathroom, Leah kissed him like she hadn't seen him for years. Their lips did open a bit, and they even took turns sucking on each other's lower lip, but there still was no tongue dueling. She had decided that as long as their tongues didn't stray into the other's mouth, the kiss wasn't really blatantly sexual (despite all the growing evidence to the contrary).

He was quite pleased at his own cleverness, because then he took her to a private, dark corner, and talked to her there. That's when she noticed his new look. He managed to shift his legs this way and that or pace around a little, constantly causing his stiff boner to move about in new ways.

She was so distracted by that, she was even worse than he'd been when he'd first seen her new dress and couldn't stop staring at her tits. Her eyes were wide saucers, and she forgot to try to hide her extended gawking.

What is going ON?! she thought. Did that thing GROW another three or four inches?! It sure looks like it. Is that even possible? Do certain rare penises have some kind of "turbo" or "supersized" setting?! I swear, it's gonna up and burst right through his costume! There's just no way I could fit all that cock meat in my mouth and enjoy sucking on it... could I? I mean, it would seriously strain my jaw! Or would it...? What would it taste like?! 

She was on the verge of crossing the line from tipsy to drunk when one of her favorite songs started to play.

She stood up and pleaded with her son, "Come on, we've got to dance to this. Come on hubby, you haven't danced with me all night." Over the last hour, she'd taken to calling him "hubby" a lot, and it secretly inflamed both their lusts every time she said it.

It was getting easier for Tommy to call her Leah after a couple of hours of pretending they were married. He wanted to call her "wife," but husbands usually didn't say things like, "Wife, would you like another drink?" However, in virtually every conversation with strangers they had, he proudly pointed out she was his wife, as she just as proudly pointed out he was her husband. This invariably led to more intimate kissing and hugging, and even ass fondling.

She tried to ignore the fact that her pussy and nipples tingled and throbbed every time either of them talked like that.

He looked up at her bending over to pull him up out of his chair with her hands, and stared straight at her large twin globes. Her deep cleavage was simply amazing, and it looked like it would be a very close thing if she had a serious "wardrobe malfunction" or not. It seemed like there were two fleshy, pale bowling balls pressing against each other on her chest. Except that description didn't do her justice, because her tits were all real and didn't look fake at all. The way her curves sloped up to her collar area was a true work of art.

He had some reservations about dancing with his erection essentially completely unsupported. That's why they hadn't danced yet, even though they were in a dance hall. But he couldn't resist her plea, she was just too hot.

"Okay, okay, come on then, sexy," he said as he let her pull him up.

Calling her by more and more intimate names had also come easier now; he barely had to think anymore. It was like this hot woman really wasn't his mother at all. But still, some part of both of them still remembered the reality, because if she had been anyone else, he would have taken his shot by now and he knew that he would have gotten it. True, she was getting much more kissy and touchy-feely with him, but he still had to fight the incest taboo to take it to the next level.

They walked up into the middle of the dance floor, which was quite crowded by other couples dancing away, and most of them not caring that their moves were far more than just suggestive.

The song was "This Magic Moment," a 1950's song by The Drifters. It was perfect for slow and romantic dancing.

So he gently placed his arms around his mother's waist and held her tightly.

She rested her head against his chest as they slowly swayed to the music. Her big double-D cupped tits pressed and flattened deliciously against his hard chest, and her arms lightly rested around his neck.

His hands slowly moved down to cup her luscious ass cheeks. But just in case she was about to object to such a move, he murmured quietly to her, "This IS a magic moment, isn't it? I'm having such a great time with you. I love you so much. You're my mom, but you're also cool. You're not afraid to tease and joke around, and treat me like an adult."

She was a bit wary about such intimacy on the dance floor where the lighting was brighter and others were watching them, but could hardly berate him about holding her ass cheeks after he'd said that. However, she felt she had to say something, since the way his hands were suddenly caressing her ass cheeks was so clearly not the way a son was ever supposed to touch her. "Yeah, but don't forget I am your mother."

They weren't worried about saying words like "mother" because they were a ways from the other dancers, and the music made it impossible to eavesdrop. Between her bouncy and unsupported tits and his equally bouncy and unsupported erection, they both had their reasons to stay in the darker corners as much as they could. They continued to drift further away from the well-lit center of the dancing action.

To her surprise, he replied firmly, "No you're not. Not tonight. Tonight, you're my wife. And I must say, I made a most excellent selection when I married you!"

She laughed. "Who says you chose me? I recall it was the other way around, buster!"

He just smiled at that, and sang along to the song:

"Sweeter than wine, softer than the summer night

Everything I want I have, whenever I hold you tight."

She felt powerful tingles shoot up and down her spine, and then all over her body. It wasn't a lusty thing; it was a loving and intimate thing. She couldn't help but pull him closer and hold him tight, just like in the song lyrics.

She'd been trying to keep her distance from his lower body as much as she could, due to his huge erection lightly bouncing between them. But caught up in the heat of the moment, she forgot about that until she felt its long and hot length pressing against her. His package was hanging out so much that she could actually feel his balls brush against her pussy mound and the stiffness of his long pole snaking up nearly to her belly button.

Feeling the sheer girth and length of the thing made her dizzy. She guessed it was maybe three or four inches longer than her husband's, but in terms of volume, it was more like triple the size. Good Lord! That damn thing is almost frighteningly thick. I wonder how his many girlfriends take it. I'll bet some of them pull his pants down, take one look at it, and say, "Sorry, but all I can manage with that is a handjob." God! Have mercy on the poor girl. Even to slide my fingers around it, would my fingers be able to wrap all the way around it? I don't think so! And to feel it in my pussy - it would split me in two! 

Now she was in a really difficult spot, because his hands were still on her ass cheeks, and they were gripping her tightly. She'd only worn thong panties (something she normally never did, but she didn't want panty lines to ruin the effect of her outfit), and that meant it practically felt as if his fingers were directly grasping her bare flesh. But worse, his hold there pretty much made it impossible to pull back from his raging boner.

She wanted to say something to warn him about this, but in her tipsy state, she couldn't think of the right words. What am I supposed to say? "Son, could you please not rest your gigantic cock log against your poor mother who hasn't been fucked in a couple of months and desperately needs it?" This whole thing is just so embarrassing. And he can't help if he gets an erection. I probably drove him to it, thanks to this dress. The way my big breasts are rubbing all over his chest is probably frazzling him just as much. Oh my God! How could he not notice how deeply my hard nipples are poking into his chest?! I've been thinking so much about his big hard cock, I didn't realize! 

Er, I mean, I've been so busy trying to figure out how to disengage from his oversized engorged penis, that I'm overlooking some of the other ways we're touching. Like his hands on my ass! I would complain, but I don't want to ruin the mood. He looks so transported by the song. 

He did look that way, and in fact he resumed singing:

"This magic moment, while your lips are close to mine

Will last forever, forever till the end of time."

In her highly impressionable state, she had to suppress the urge to kiss him on the lips after hearing those lyrics. Their tongues danced a little bit before she remembered where they were. The problem was, her beauty tended to make her the center of attention. But luckily, the room was vast, and she steered him further into the darkness, away from all the other dancers.

To her great relief, the next song was an upbeat one ("Let's Dance," by David Bowie). As a result, she was able to pull away without having to bring up the topic of his erection.

The two of them started to boogie and "get down."

But she soon discovered this created two new problems for her. One, her huge melons really did have no support whatsoever. They began bouncing around crazily, and even crashing into each other like colliding basketballs. She couldn't dance as freely as she would have liked because of this. She had to keep her hands and arms on or near her rack most of the time, to contain the wilder bouncing. It wasn't so much a problem of other people seeing anymore, since they were so far off into their own dark corner by now (and for some reason she didn't mind TOMMY seeing), but her tits were so big, really unrestrained bouncing could actually hurt her a little, and it threw off her sexy dancing moves.

And two, as disturbing and arousing as it was for her to feel her son's erection burning into her lower abdomen, those feelings were just as bad watching it swing as he danced. Had he been naked, his dick would have bounced so much that it would have been more comical than anything. As it was, there was just the right about of give in his costume to make an obscene spectacle she couldn't tear her eyes away from.

By the end of the song, she actually welcomed the fact the next song was another slow one ("Take It to the Limit" by The Eagles), so she could escape all of their mutual erotic bouncing.

But in fact there was no real escape from the sexual heat, because she immediately found her son's hands back on her ass, his "cock log" rubbing against her front, and her big tits sliding against his chest. Even her clitoris was engorging now, and she became even more aware of the way she could rub it against his balls even as his penis rubbed her lower belly.

Tommy continued to move his hands all over his mother's firm and tight ass, squeezing it at every opportunity. He even squeezed it in time to the beat. It just felt so damn good in his hands that he couldn't help himself. He knew he couldn't squander this chance, as it might be the only chance he got to knead his mother's soft and unyielding ass cheeks for so long. He wanted to venture into more daring territory and play with her tits as well. The way her tits were rubbing on his chest, they were just begging to be squeezed and fondled. But he managed to restrain himself and confine his wandering hands to her succulent backside, at least for now. Ass grabbing was a common thing during the slow dances, but tit fondling would have been an entirely different thing for other people to see.

And so it continued. The songs often alternated between slow and fast, but either way, Leah was inevitably getting more and more turned on.

A couple of slow songs later, she found her hands on his ass too. She hadn't wanted to do that, but it just kind of happened. But once she did, it felt so good and so right that she kept them there, cupping him closely against her.

Another slow song or two after that, his hands weren't just grasping and caressing her ass cheeks, they were roughly kneading them. And again without thinking about it, she found her hands freely fondling and kneading his muscular ass cheeks as well. He even slid his fingers into her ass crack sometimes, ostensibly to get a better grip, but really to check it out, but really to check it out.

Not to be outdone, she started doing the same to him.

All that ass groping pressed their bodies ever closer together. She thought, I have to stop this! He really DOES have a monster-sized cock log, and I feel like I'm sitting on it! It's getting to the point I can actually feel the veins and the pulsing in his huge boner! Worse, things are getting out of hand AGAIN! I can't forget he's my SON! I've been acting like some kind of shameless slut all night! 

But even as she mulled such thoughts, his erection slid up or down an inch or two on her each time he or she took another dance step, and her hands holding his ass kept him pressed against her so tightly, it felt like his hot shaft was practically welded to her front side. It was getting more and more difficult for her to remember why that was supposed to be a bad thing.

She was feeling dizzy and giddy all the time now, and she couldn't tell how much of it was from the alcohol and how much was from her sexy son intimately touching her everywhere.

Naturally, Tommy was totally loving his life right now. Simply dancing with and touching his mother was a more powerfully erotic experience than fucking any high school girl. His main difficulty was holding back from going too far, too fast, and spooking her.

But then he got another lucky break. Another slow song came on, "It's Now or Never" by Elvis Presley. Tommy couldn't have asked for better or more appropriate lyrics:

"It's now or never, come hold me tight

Kiss me my darling, be mine tonight"

Leah was totally lost in the romance of the song, plus the erotic and loving mood of dancing with and holding her son so intimately.

Their faces drew closer and closer to each other. The third time Elvis implored "kiss me my darling," Leah's lips lightly rested against Tommy's. Then Elvis sang:

"Tomorrow may be too late

It's now or never, my love won't wait"

Leah suddenly felt a great sense of urgency, that it had to happen now, or it would be too late. Her mind didn't know what "it" was, but her lips did.

Their eyes were open, and a look of love passed between them as they stared deeply from just a couple of inches away.

Their lips pressed tighter. As the seconds passed, it became clear that this kiss was no mere affectionate peck, or even the increasingly daring lip kisses they'd been sharing more and more, but was the kind of electric kiss that only lovers shared. She gave up and lingering restraint, and kissed him with all her heart and soul. She wanted him.

Electric tingles raced down their spines and all through their bodies. Their toes actually curled. All their previous kisses paled in comparison to this one.

At that point, Leah should have pulled away, but she didn't. She tilted her head some, and their lips started to explore and slide together in a very erotic and arousing way. Oh God! Help me! He's such a good kisser too! I swear, I'm gonna cum hard just from his kiss! I'm a wet and horny mess. Help! Why does my son have to be so irresistible?! 

But then, after about another minute of that, the captivating song came to an end and she suddenly realized that she was basically necking with her son while his big dick ground against her pussy mound, her bra-less hefty tits slid all over his chest, and their hands were kneading each other's asses like they were both naked.

He was terrified that she would "wake up" from her sexy dream, and thus put a complete halt to his seduction attempts. This seemed like the moment for that to happen, since the magical moment and extra magical kiss had passed.

But although she was visibly alarmed, her big grin never entirely left her face.

Trying to distract her from thinking too much, he said, "You know what's funny? That's an Elvis song, and I can see Elvis right over there." He pointed through the darkness.

Sure enough, a man in an Elvis costume was dancing with a woman in a sexy black cat costume.

Leah said, "You're right. This is so weird! I keep forgetting that I'm in the middle of a costume party, and you're Batman!"

He grinned, and replied, "And you're the sexiest Elvira that's ever lived!" He couldn't help but leer at her deep and magnificent cleavage as he said that.

Pretending not to notice, but loving his leering all the same, Leah took him by his hand and said, "I'm pooped. We've danced what, ten songs in a row? Twenty? I seriously have no idea, it's all been one wonderful dream. But my high heels are hurting my feet. Let's go sit down."

He was relieved. It sounded like she was trying to take a step back from what they were doing, but she didn't want to walk away from it completely.

He went to get drinks for them both, and then sat next to her at a private table.

She was grinning more than ever, which was a very good sign. "So what kind of kiss was THAT, kiddo? I think you're trying to take advantage of me." But her tone was sexy and teasing, rather than accusatory.

His confidence was back after that close call, and realizing she was inviting him to play along, he nonchalantly replied, "That's how a husband kisses his wife."

"Whaaaat?!" Her voice and mannerisms were so exaggerated that it showed she was getting downright drunk. "You call THAT a real kiss? Pfffft!" She stuck her tongue out at him playfully.

He took that as the challenge it was. "Well then, what about this one?" His chair was already pulled right up to hers. He slid his arms around her and kissed her hard on her mouth.

This kiss started hot, and soon turned into a raging inferno. They channeled all their considerable passion and heat into it. For about a minute, they made out like love-sick teenagers.

But she finally gained some measure of self control, and she managed to break the kiss and push him away. Giddy, and with her heart madly racing, she joshed, "Now, Carl! What's gotten into you?"

He stared at her hard, and said in a dead-serious tone, "The question is, what's gonna get into YOU, later tonight?"

She fanned herself, and posed like she was a scandalized Southern belle. "Why, Mr. Bryton! Are you suggesting what I think you're suggesting? Why, I NEVER!" She batted her eyelashes, playing the temptress, even though she was supposed to be offended. She kept acting like she had a fan and was fanning her face with it. But while she was relaxed and teasing on the outside, her heart pounded wildly at his daring comment.

Now that he'd suggested it, her mind was already racing with enticing possibilities. After all, she'd been intending to get seriously laid tonight from the start, except she'd thought she'd be here with Carl rather than her handsome son.

Surging with confidence, he leered, "I'll bet you never have. But tonight you will! Tonight, we're gonna do it all!"

She suddenly stepped out of character, and dropped her "fan." She hissed in a whisper, "Now, Tommy, you go too far!" She looked around to confirm the coast was clear, and added in an even quieter whisper, "Don't forget, you ARE my son!"

He laughed heartily, successfully acting like he'd been misunderstood. "Leah! You don't think I'm serious, do you? I'm just kidding around! Aren't you? I mean, come on!"

Taken aback and embarrassed, she stammered, "W-w-well, of course!"

"I mean, I AM your husband tonight, aren't I? This is how spouses tease each other. If you can't stand the heat, get out of the kitchen!"

Her competitive instincts flared up. "You want heat? Try THIS, kiddo!" She wrapped her arms around him, and kissed him again like their bodies were on fire.

Soon, they were all but fucking while sitting. Tommy even slid his hands over her tits a little bit.

But she told herself, This is fine. Yeah, we're being a bit intimate, but it isn't "real." We're not "really" getting hot for each other, we're just pushing the envelope of teasing. Although that sure does feel like a real tongue sliding down my throat, hee-hee! And that hand of his "really" seems to have discovered my nipple through my dress! 

The kiss ended and they separated again, but Tommy launched right into saying, "Woman, you're so hot! I can't wait until I have you in bed tonight, with your naked body lying in my arms." He suddenly leaned forward and whispered passionately, "I'm gonna FUCK you! I'll fuck you so hard and long and deep, you'll have my cum pouring out your ears!"

She was shocked, and even raised a hand up to her tits (although one hand could hardly even begin two cover those massive heaving globes). She was about to lay into him for going over the line, when he grinned and winked.

"Gotcha!" he said, laughing playfully. He teasingly poked her belly button.

She was both relieved and disappointed to realize he was still just teasing (or so she thought!). Her pussy in particular felt crushed. She needed a good fucking so badly, she almost could feel him inside her, stretching her pussy walls like they'd never been stretched before in her life! Even just imagining what that would feel like made her ache with need inside.

But again her competitive drive got the best of her. She wasn't going to be outdone. She taunted him, "So! You think you're Mr. Hot Cock now, huh? Well, let me tell you something: you couldn't handle me!" Her face drew to just inches from him, and she said lustily, "My tight and hot CUNT will crush and grind your big fat cock to a meaty pulp, and then flame broil it like a sausage!" She pulled back and suddenly acted like she was playing to the gallery. With a dramatic pose, she exclaimed, "You want the pussy? You can't handle the pussy!"

They both cracked up from that play on the famous "you can't handle the truth!" line from the film "A Few Good Men."

But Tommy was not to be outdone. His hands went to her ass cheeks and pulled her close, until she was practically sitting in his lap again. As his hands roamed over her dress everywhere, and especially over her still heaving tits, he growled, "We'll see who can't handle who! I guarantee that by the end of the evening, you'll be screaming my name as I drill you so hard, my cock will visibly bulge out on your backside!"

She was panting hard, and her heart was pounding wildly, but she tried to act like she was still in control of her body. She ran her hands all over his muscular chest. "Boy, someone here certainly thinks highly of himself!"

"Actually," he said, suddenly picked her up and deposited her in his lap, "I believe the word you're looking for is 'cocky.'"

There was no way for her to escape his throbbing erection. She was all smiles. Her hips churned wildly as her entire body ground down on his thick shaft. She said with wry understatement, "I stand corrected. That certainly is what you are!" She bounced up and down on his boner. "COCKY! Yes..." She churned and gyrated her hips over his erection, trying her best to get him to cum on the spot. "Very, very cocky!"

With that, neither could resist the other, and their lips slammed together in an even MORE passionate kiss than the last two ones. With their bodies crushed together tightly, he had no room to reach in and play with her tits, so his hands ran all over her backside while her hands explored his.

It was blazing hot and passionate. In fact, the kiss was too intense, because she suddenly felt overwhelmed, and worried she'd lost the ability to control herself. She wanted to tear all her clothes off, and then tear all of his clothes off, and then...

A fast tune started to play, and she suddenly stood up. She grabbed his hand. "Oh! I love this one! Let's dance!"

The song was "Sex Bomb" by Tom Jones, and they started to dance to it.

It was jarring for Tommy to go back to dancing after making such progress, but he knew this was a two steps forward, one step back situation, and she needed some space to adjust for a while. He noticed that she'd pulled him into a dark corner again, so far from all the other dancers that it was almost comical.

It helped that he really liked the song selection again. When the song started he acted surprised, and joked, "Oh my God! They're singing about YOU! What are the odds?" She loved it, and playfully slapped his chest. Then, every time the lyrics "Sex bomb, sex bomb, you're a sex bomb" came around, he would sing along and point both fingers at his mother.

She loved being called that. She began dancing with much less restraint than ever before. She didn't care about containing her big tits anymore. If they bounced all over and even bounced clear out of her dress, causing Tommy to cum in his pants, she figured that was his fault for being too handsome, charming, and well-hung for her to handle right now.

She moved her hips sensuously to the rhythm of the music, shaking her ass and running her hands over her globular tits, even squeezing them up and together as she stared at him with a look of pure lust. Her nipples did pop free of her dress now and then, but as far as she was concerned, Tommy was the only other person there, and it was fun to give him a "little peek" "every now and then."

Her head was still reeling from all they'd said and done while sitting at the table. But she told herself, It's just playing around! After all, he IS pretending to be Carl tonight. How could he not joke about having sex with me? It's just harmless fun. Right? He even admitted it's all just joking. He's a good kid. It's not like anything is gonna happen for REAL. Why, if I so much as give him a tight hug, his face turns red. He's so cute, and yet he's such a hunk! 

But she was in serious denial. She was trying to think about how he had been around her prior to this night, not how he was acting now. Not to mention, she was forgetting how she was acting. After all, just a couple of minutes earlier, she'd been dry humping him. They would have really fucked right then and there, if it weren't for the clothes in the way. She was sweeping all their blatant and near non-stop sexual activity under a rug so she wouldn't have to confront where this was heading. Deep down, she desperately wanted to get fucked by her son now, but the only way to get there without her conscience flaring up too much was look to the side instead of staring directly into the future.

Dancing to fast songs helped, keeping her too busy to think.

Tommy happily danced with her, often matching her erotic moves. Sometimes, he pulled her close to his body by her waist and they both ground their pelvises into each other as if trying to fuck with their clothes on. She even gave up trying to hide the fact that she loved sliding up and down his big erection. It felt to her like it was as thick and tall as a barber's pole. She especially loved when it slid against her stiff clit, causing more pussy juice to gush out and drool down her thighs.

At one point, she grabbed him tightly, and made a big show of sliding herself against his protruding boner. As she slowly slid up and down, it rubbed against her from her belly button to her clit and pussy lips and back again. At the same time, she deadpanned, "Uh-oh! It feels like someone is being terribly COCKY again!"

The next song was another fast one, "I'm Too Sexy," by Right Said Fred. Again, Tommy couldn't have picked a better song, because Leah seemed even more inspired to let her inhibitions go and dance with unabashed eroticism, just for him. She yanked at his hair and then ran her hands down his chest. Her wandering fingers playfully stopped just inches above his lewdly bulging dick, as she suddenly disengaged and danced backwards. She wantonly ran her hands over her body, deliberately highlighting her heaving tits up and down several times as if offering them to him. Then she clutched him tightly again, smothering his chest with her tit-flesh.

And that was just in the first half minute of the song. It only seemed to get hotter from there!

When the line "I'm too sexy for my shirt" came around, she put her hands on her shoulders and teased like she was going to pull her dress down to her waist.

He came right back and briefly lifted his shirt nearly to his nipples as he writhed around to the beat.

She loved it, and mouthed the word "cocky" to him as she danced provocatively, just for him.

He had never seen her dance like this. Then again, he had never seen anyone move so sensually and wantonly as his mother was right then. He hadn't ever imagined there was such a sultry and energetic tigress in his mother, even in his best wet dreams. He looked around occasionally to see if others were staring (they weren't, thanks to the darkness), and subtly danced her even farther away from everyone else, just to be on the safe side. They literally wound up on one of the abandoned corners of the vast room, like a dunce being sent to a corner for punishment.

Slipping one of her fingers into her mouth, she stared intently at him. Her gaze seemed to be giving off heat like a flamethrower and burning his face with her lusty desire. She sucked seductively on her finger, and then let it run down in between her heaving breasts and down her taut belly while her hips swung low to the beat of the rhythmic song.

She'd never felt this uninhibited in her life, and she absolutely loved it. A sad thought briefly crossed her mind that this was happening with her son instead of her husband. But she still denied to herself where this was all leading. She kept telling herself that her son was practically an adult now, so this was just a new kind of adult teasing game between them, and nothing to be ashamed of.

His dick was harder than ever now, and desperately needed some attention. A wet spot had formed at the tip so big that it looked like he'd cum in his pants. There was no thought in his mind that he was with his mother, but that fact aroused instead of repelled him. She was a gorgeous, busty, and lusty bombshell that he needed to fuck soon.

They continued dancing.

A slow song was next, "Have You Ever Really Loved a Woman" by Bryan Adams. For once, Tommy wasn't pleased by the selection, as he thought that song was too cheesy and overdone. But it brought Leah back into her earlier romantic mood as hands, tits, and penis all resumed their usual intimate slow dance positions.

Emboldened by the way she deliberately rubbed against his boner, he kissed her lips. This time, there was tongue from the get-go. Their tongues danced and dueled as their bodies seemed to mold against each other from head to toe.

Leah began sliding up and down him while somehow maintaining the fiery kiss, going about six inches in each direction (she alternately straightened and slouched a little). It wouldn't have been much, except for the fact that it meant she was very deliberately grinding her pussy mound against his raging cock. Her pussy mound rammed hard against his solid hard-on, over and over, for the entire song, while their kiss kept going and going too. Her suddenly soaked pussy was protected from penetration only by two thin layers of clothes as he squeezed her ass cheeks tightly.

The next song started, a fast one, but this time they weren't paying attention. They kept their slow "dancing," which was really more like dry humping while French kissing. Their feet didn't even move.

As the minutes passed, his hands gradually moved around from her ass to her tummy. He caressed her remarkably flat and firm front side as their tongues danced with each other and their bodies writhed in lust. The slight curves in her abs were proof that she religiously maintained a rigorous work-out schedule.

Normally, she would have had a little voice in her head telling her to watch out, and reminding her of inconvenient facts, such as the fact she was dry humping her very own son. But that voice seemed to have taken an early night and gone off to sleep. In fact, she wasn't really thinking at all, she was just instinctively acting in the moment.

Soon, his hands slid up and over her huge mounds of tit-flesh.

That didn't even result in a nervous twitch from her - she loved it. She just moaned and jabbed her tongue deeper into his mouth.

With all restraint now gone, he mauled at his mother's tits with wild abandon, squeezing them hard and roughly, and pushing them together. He squeezed and pinched roughly at her thinly covered melons, all the while continuing to passionately kissing her kiss her breath away.

She thought, Finally! What took him so long?! My breasts need to be treated just like he's been treating my ass all night. They're jealous! She giggled, although he didn't know exactly why. Besides, he's not REALLY just feeling up his mom's big tits; he's HELPING them from bouncing around too much! So, really, he's being a very considerate gentleman. What a GOOD son! She giggled some more at her silly logic.

He was becoming desperate now to fuck this beautiful and voluptuous woman, and his hands began to pull at the top of her dress, trying to yank the front of her dress down to free her massive double-D cupped tits. He was so horny that he didn't care where they were, or who saw them.

She felt his pulsing lust, but made no effort to discourage him. In fact, she only churned her hips even more, continually dry humping him on the dance floor. His big cock jutted out so much that often the only contact they had below his hands kneading and stroking her tits was her pussy mound or lower abdomen rubbing against his thick shaft. She loved rolling side to side on it just as much as sliding up and down on it, or grinding against it in a circular motion.

His hands squeezed and groped at his mother's fine tight ass, roughly pulling her against him, wanting desperately to fuck her senseless.

Her hands did exactly the same to him, which made his dick stroke so rough and hard against her silky dress, it was a wonder he still hadn't climaxed yet.

However, just as he was about to push his hands underneath one of the high slashes in his mother's dress to reach in towards her pussy, the song ended. There was some dead air before the next tune began, and that seemed to slowly wake her from her wonderful erotic dream.

She slowed her kissing down until she broke their lip-lock altogether.

Staring down at him with her bright blue eyes (she was a couple of inches taller than him at the moment, thanks to her high heels), she smiled dreamily. Her fingers still kneaded his relaxed ass cheeks like they were made out of dough.

Then everything seemed to dawn on her at once. Her eyes widened and her beautiful mouth fell open. She quietly muttered, "What the fuck have I done?!" She gasped as she stared at him as if she had never seen him before. She seemed to instantly sober up.

But he heard that, and replied, "Nothing, WE just did what WE wanted." He knew it was essential to reassure her as best he could. They had reached a pivotal point, and all could still be lost.

His beautiful mother just stared at him, her mouth working but no sound coming out at all. She looked down and saw she was effectively topless. She realized her dress's straps had slid far down her arms minutes ago. The only reason she couldn't see her nipples was because her son's hands were covering them.

She looked around frantically, but at least she was relieved to discover that no one else had noticed. They'd been completely forgotten in their dark corner for a while now. They weren't the only couple getting more than a little amorous in some out of the way spot, but luckily the room was quite big and none of those couples were near them either.

With her heart pounding and her head spinning, she pulled her dress back into place. Suddenly, she said, "I... I... I'll be right back!" She ran off out towards the ladies room.

Tommy stood there for twenty minutes waiting for his mother to come back, thinking. What the hell just happened? All he knew was that he had wanted her so much that he would have fucked her right there on the dance floor. He had never wanted anything so badly in his entire life. It wasn't just that she was his mother, and he'd been lusting after her for years (although that certainly was a big factor). He knew being with her would blow away any other sexual encounter he'd ever had, even if she was a total stranger. In fact, that was already true.

He stood there contemplating everything over in his mind, replaying the entire scene. He clearly remembered the feel of her hot body pressed against him, the feel of her big, soft, and exposed tits finally in his hands, and her mouth passionately fixed to his as their tongues danced enthusiastically. She wanted me as much as I wanted her, I know it. Every thought leads to the same conclusion: I need to fuck Leah! I've just got to fuck my own mother tonight! 

But as the minutes passed, he grew increasingly depressed. It seemed like a sure thing that she'd "come to her senses," and their sexual fun was over. Probably, she'd never let him get her this worked up again, so his dream was dashed. His penis grew flaccid, practically for the first time since he'd first set his eyes on her Elvira costume.

He lingered in a dark corner that had a good view of the door to the ladies room. Had he not seen her go in there and then not come out, he would have figured she'd fled all the way to the car.

---

Leah ran into the bathroom. Her hands shook as she turned on the cold water tap and frantically washed her face.

As she lifted her head up to look into the mirror, she stared at herself. Water ran down her beautiful young face and even dripped down between her large breasts. Okay, I look pretty damn good. But how could my own son think of me like THAT?! He's not just thinking, "Wow, my mom looks hot." He's thinking, "I can't wait until I get to slide my incredibly thick and long cock into her steaming hot pussy later tonight!" The problem is, I've been thinking pretty much the same thing! What's WRONG with me?! Not only what am I thinking, but what have I DONE ALREADY?! Oh God! And Carl! CARL! 

She tried as hard as she could to push the thoughts of this dancing, kissing, and fondling away, but it was no use. Her body was saying the opposite of her mind; it was crying out to be used by her son. She wasn't thinking about the run-of-the-mill fucking that Carl gave her, but she longed to be really fucked, and fucked hard. She wanted it and she needed it, and the thought that it was her son who craved to give it to her only turned her on beyond reason.

She'd figured she would cry as guilty thoughts overwhelmed her, but that wasn't happening. Yes, she was terribly distressed, but her lust was overwhelming and swamping all her other emotions. She tried hard to stop the incestuous thoughts, to think of something else, but everything somehow kept coming back to sex with Tommy and what it would be like to climb aboard and settle herself onto that "cock log" of his he'd been rubbing against her seemingly all night long.

It's too bad we won't be having sex tonight, because I'm sure he'd clean my pipes! And God knows they need a good cleaning. What's wrong with my husband?! Why isn't he here? Why has he left me with a charming, well-hung, handsome, and cocky young man? And good God, is he cocky! I love how he told me flat out that I'd be screaming his name later. And I will! 

She caught herself. I meant, I would. IF I was in some alternate universe where I wasn't married and he wasn't my son. But we're still in this universe, so obviously that's not going to happen. He's probably just playing around anyway. Sure, what virile and extremely endowed boy his age wouldn't want to play grab ass and even "grab tit" with a woman like me? But I'll bet he'd be offended if I were to slide up to him, blatantly stroke my hands up and down his hot cock, and suggest we go find somewhere to fuck. He's a good kid! He really is! 

She tried to convince herself, I'm gonna go out there and tell him that we have to forget everything, just go home, and pretend like nothing ever happened. Start over with a blank slate. A do-over. That's what I have to tell him. I have no choice! 

She continued to consciously deny it, but deep down she knew that he really was going to fuck her tonight, and she was going to love every minute of it. The idea had been to get away from him and cool her ardor, but she wasn't cooling down. She was in heat, like an animal. All the justifications and excuses and promises she told herself didn't change that.

She took a deep breath, which almost pushed her huge tits all the way out of the top of her dress. In fact, her still-erect nipples did pop out, and they stayed exposed.

That made her laugh, as she saw what happened in the mirror. This is ridiculous! How could Tommy NOT want to fuck me tonight, after the way I've looked and acted? What we have here is a comedy of errors. Carl's been neglecting me even more than usual, and it's been so long since I've had a truly satisfying fuck that I've been absolutely going out of my mind! Tommy just happens to be in the wrong place at the wrong time. I'm sure tomorrow he and I will have a good laugh about this. 

The truth is, we haven't really DONE anything. Okay, so I've been acting pretty slutty, especially since we started dancing. And I've had a couple of tiny little orgasms here and there. But they were tiny! They hardly count. I can hardly help the fact that my nipples are so sensitive, and he happened to be playing with them when his big log was sliding against my clit. 

But the main thing is that HE hasn't climaxed at all! Although you'd never know that looking at his pants, heh-heh! But I've been watching - Gaawwwd, I've been watching! - and I know that's just a lot of pre-cum that collected over time. God, and what impressive stamina! If he keeps that up, he could batter my poor little defenseless pussy for hours! Just like a battering ram slowly smashing down a city gate for days. In and out, so hard and deep! 

She caught herself from getting too carried away. But as long as he hasn't climaxed, we haven't REALLY crossed the line. Right? I mean, as long as we've kissed and touched a little bit, it wouldn't be the end of the world if we do it a little bit more. I kind of owe it to him for leading him on so much. 

She licked her lips hungrily. In fact, I've been such a terrible tease, it would be cruel to leave him in his current state. I should say sorry for being such a wanton slut by sucking on his fat cock for a good long time, until he unloads it down my throat. Gawwwd! Between the size of his balls and the size of his log, I can't begin to imagine how big his cum loads will be! I'll need a life preserver, or he'll drown me in his cum! Heck, he did tell me his cum would be pouring out my ears, didn't he? 

She chuckled. But then she thought, NO. I just said I can't let things go that far, and I need to stick to that. 

Deep down though, she knew she'd be bobbing her lips up and down his thick shaft before the night was done. She licked her lips again in hungry anticipation.

---

Leah walked out of the ladies room with butterflies the size of houses fluttering in her belly. How had this all started? When did things go wrong? Or go right? She was terribly confused, and decided it was better not to think too much.

Suddenly, she saw "Batman" ahead of her, staring right at her. She could see the worry in his eyes, and the love for her, but most of all, she could see his lust for her, all but overpowering everything else.

Her demeanor instantly changed. Without consciously thinking about it, she stopped walking and started sashaying. She swished her hips from side to side and let her unrestrained tits bounce up and down outrageously. She stared at him with such intense passion that it was a miracle he didn't burn to a crisp on the spot.

She stopped in front of him and stared into his eyes, not saying a word. She didn't feel worried. Yes, she was a little nervous, and horny like hell, but most of all, she was confused. She wanted him so badly, yet she knew it was wrong. That hurt. She didn't need protection from him, she knew that. If she said no, she knew he wouldn't do anything. But that was the problem: she didn't want to say no.

They stared at one another without saying a word for what seemed like an eternity, until finally she thought perhaps she had been wrong; perhaps nothing was going to happen after all. The strange thing was, she couldn't decide whether she was happy or sad about it.

Suddenly Tommy grinned, and then without any warning he reached around her waist and pulled her to him. His lips touched hers, and it was like an electric jolt between them. Their mouths separated and tongues danced, but softly and lovingly this time. They weren't in a hurry anymore, now they both realized they'd passed the critical point.

She laid a hand on his chest as they kissed. He was so good at kissing her that he easily beat any of his father's amorous efforts. Her pussy tingled as she thought how much better he could become after more practice with her. Oh God! He's gonna fuck me tonight! He really is! It's gonna happen! Her heart practically pounded right out of her chest.

She was all smiles when they finally stopped necking. She looked at him defiantly, and said, "You call that a kiss? I thought you were supposed to be my husband!" She looked down at his hands on her waist. "And put your hands somewhere a little more... interesting, idiot!"

He loved being called "idiot," because it showed how much she was trying to goad him into action.

He kissed her again, but this time they went back to their now usual stance: hands on asses, and her tits and his erection sliding and grinding over thinly covered skin. But that didn't last for long, because he was eager to get his hands back on her bountiful tits. Within seconds, her straps were back down her arms, and she was back to being effectively topless in his embrace.

She looked around with worry, but then she decided, Who cares? It was easier for her to say that because they were back in their dark corner. The chances were they just looked like another couple making out, unless one was five to ten feet away and able to see more than an embracing silhouette, but no one was nearly that close.

It seemed that she'd been rubbing or grinding against his big cock for half the night, but there was something she did now she'd been longing to do for quite a while: she reached down and closed her fingers around it. His erection poked out from his costume so much that it was like it was encased in a thin sock, a very wet and cum-soaked sock.

She reeled as a new wave of dizziness nearly overwhelmed her.

Her justification that she could continue the fun and games just so long as he didn't cum went right out the window. It was like his thick and long cock was ruling her, dictating what she had to do. Getting him to finally cum had suddenly become her top priority. Dammit! This fuckin' cocky cock has been bothering me all night! I've gotta teach it a lesson or two. I'm gonna stroke and stroke and stroke until he cums hard! That'll show him, heh-heh! And then my tongue and lips are gonna take over and REALLY show him a thing or two! 

But that was just the start. As she felt his heavy shaft sliding between her fingers, she knew with dead certainty what was going to happen now: I'm going to let my son fuck me tonight! For real! For abso-fuckin'-lutely real! Chills ran through her. She was still plagued with guilt, but not doubt anymore. Not only did she want him, she knew that she was going to fuck him back, and love every minute of it!

Just as quickly, he broke their latest kiss and smiled at her once again. This time, it was a cocky smile.

She loved his attitude. She happily recalled earlier, and just how cocky he'd been when she was sitting in his lap. Her hand stroked up and down on that very same "cocky" cock.

"You know don't you?" He said smugly, "You know I'm going to fuck you tonight?"

She just looked at him and nodded. She tried to hide the thrill of hot lust and electricity that shot through her when he said that, but without much success. I want him. No, I NEED him, and badly! But what we're going to do is so terribly wrong! So sinful, so immoral! In fact, it's downright illegal! If only it was right, but what can I do? He's got me. I can't even stop stroking his fat cock as I try to at least conjure up some guilt. I'm soooooo baaaad! 

She yearned to be able to convince herself it was right. But she knew she ultimately didn't care if it was or not, her lusty feelings were too strong to be denied.

She also answered him by continuing to slide her hand up and down his barely-covered shaft.

An even more powerful thrill shot through him, seeing her nod and then feeling her still jack him off. Fuck, yeah! Whoa! Unreal! I've seduced a lot of girls, but now I feel like a virgin all over again. This is so exciting, I could pass out! 

He asked, "And you're okay with that, Mom?" He deliberately called her 'Mom.'

Once again she fought the hot lust and electricity coursing through her, and once again she nodded. She wished she could at least seem reluctant and torn about it, but she knew she looked as enthusiastic as she felt. Her husband had ignored and neglected her so long that she was almost looking forward to making a cuckold out of him.

Tommy's smile deepened and his eyes freely wondered over her body, taking in every part of her.

She struck a pose and thrust her big tits out. She reveled in the fact that they were so big, and that her dress was bunched up below them, leaving them completely exposed for him. Let him look as long as he likes. He'd tricked me, seduced me, and outsmarted me, and now it's time for him to claim his just rewards! 

He held her tits with both hands, running his fingers all over them possessively. He ran his fingers around and around her nipples before he finally pulled on them a little bit.

She just smiled and arched her back even more while her hands slid up and down his erection. She loved how much they were saying to each other without words. Right now, she was saying, I'm all yours and I'm going to give your cock a night of incredible pleasure you'll never forget! 

She kept stroking him, with both hands now, until she was certain from the pained looked on his face that he was seconds from a climax. Then she let go. She was still a terrible tease.

She pulled the dress straps back up, so she could be publicly presentable. But that was just a very temporary thing. She knew the dress would be coming all the way off very, very soon.

He looked back into her beautiful blue eyes again and smiled widely, finally understanding what was happening. No matter how private their dark corner was, it wasn't private enough for what they needed to do next.

"What do you say to being... stuffed and mounted?" he asked, looking at her with bedroom eyes.

She licked her lips before replying, "I prefer to be mounted first... then stuffed." Her hands never relinquished his pole as she looked at him.

He took her hand and began to lead her towards the exit.

She stopped him after a few paces.

He looked at her questioningly. He didn't know where they were going to fuck exactly, but he assumed they'd find a hotel or something like that. Maybe their do it in the car, his father's Jaguar. There seemed to be some poetic justice to that, especially since he still had a strong gut feeling that Carl was cheating on her.

"Come with me," she said, her smile slowly becoming teasing. "I have a better idea."

Her 16-year-old son looked at her questioningly but he followed her, led by her hand and the promise of her sex bomb body.

Her smile deepened and the feeling of how wrong what they were about to do was rapidly dwindling. It didn't matter anymore - she knew what she wanted and she knew what she was going to do. The fact that she was married was irrelevant. The fact that he was her son was irrelevant (but also hot!). Their bodies were made for each other. She knew that as a fact already, just from their fondling and kissing so far.

She walked down one of the hallways, with many doors leading to private offices on either side. She grew less and less guilty the further they went. Passing by some of the offices, she could make out vague moans or groans from inside. How amusing. Obviously some other people have the same idea as me, although I doubt any of them are big-titted mothers eager to be fucked by their own handsome sons! Gaawwwd, every time I think that, it's like an electric shock to my pussy! 

But still, there was a little voice within her crying out that this was wrong, that she could and should stop this all now. It tried to convince her that she was only taking her son to some private spot to try and talk him out of it. But that was a laughable lie meant to trick her conscience. She knew what really was going to happen, that the last thing she wanted to do was talk him out of it.

Her walking pace began to speed up, her body yearning for the pounding action she knew she was about to get. She was non-verbally begging for it, and it showed in the way she sashayed her ass and swung her heavy tits as her son looked at her. She'd never felt so delightfully naked while still (barely) wearing clothes.

As she kept walking down the hall, she was filled with a surge of last-minute doubts. I'll bet there's an exit from this building at the end of this hallway. I can just keep on walking out of here, all the way to the car. Tommy will be shamed and he'll leave with me. We can just forget this ever happened, and never mention it again. We never did anything beyond some pretty heavy flirting, not really, so no harm, no foul. Right? 

I'm just gonna keeeep ooooonnn walkin'... Yep! 

I'm walking away. Right now. I'm gonna go back to my normal life, where my husband fucks me once a month, at best... And where he and I have a genuine conversation once a week, at best... Where I'm happy and everything's fine on the outside, but I'm secretly miserable on the inside. 

Yep, that's what I'm gonna do. 

She stopped in front of an office that she recognized. Turning to take both of her son's hands in hers, she walked backwards into the office. She bit her lower lip, knowing her eyes were glazed over with lust. She was embarrassed that not only did she want her son to fuck her badly, she was utterly incapable of hiding her desire.

As they went through the door, it hit her, This is it! I'm about to get fucked by my very own son! She shivered.

After they entered the office, she turned so that she could push the door closed with her ass, while he looked around the unfamiliar room. The butterflies in her stomach made her entire body tremble with anticipation. Any thought that this was wrong was now completely gone, swallowed up in her lust and the need for her pussy to be well and truly fucked.

She didn't bother turning on the light as she turned around and leaned back against the door, because the lights from the streetlights and city outside gave enough light to the room. It was certainly dark, but she could easily make out the colors on her son's gaudy Batman costume. She shivered as she realized that soon he wouldn't be wearing any clothes at all. Although he was still growing into his body, he looked bigger and taller than his 16 years. He really was muscular and handsome.

Tommy gladly tossed his Batman mask aside - he hadn't worn it in a while, but it had been a bother to keep it banging against his hip as he'd danced.

He looked around the room. It wasn't small, but wasn't big either. At the opposite end to the door, there was a large desk with a big black leather chair. A big black leather sofa was off to the left of the desk, and filing cabinets were on the opposite side. Two tall plants stood in the corners nearest the door, and two smaller chairs were in front of the big desk. The desk itself was covered with the usual office things, like a lamp, computer, and framed photographs.

Pictures of various sports heroes hung on the walls. Tommy's eyes lingered on photos of Joe Montana and Brett Favre staring at the camera. He thought it ironic that they were his father's favorite quarterbacks, and now they were going to "watch" as his wife got fucked by his son.

He was taking off parts of his costume while he looked around, like his gloves, boots, and wide belt. Then he turned around to face his busty mother.

Her stomach fluttered so much, she worried she would be ill. This was it.

"Is anyone gonna catch us here?" he asked calmly, although he was quite anxious and excited on the inside.

She smiled teasingly at her son. "Nope. Everyone's busy partying or... having fun elsewhere. They won't come here."

"Why? Where are we?" He once again looked around. There was something about her knowing look that made him suspicious.

Her smile deepened and she lightly bit her lip. She always did that when she was extremely horny and teasing.

"Your father's office," she said matter-of-factly and huskily.

Tommy turned to face her quickly, a surprised smile on his face.

He then took time to stare at her body.

She gave him a very enticing view. With her hands behind her back and leaning against the door, her big tits were pushed out towards him, stretching the thin material of her dress. A slit high up one side of her dress had opened wide and showed almost all of her thigh as she planted a high-heeled foot high up against the door.

Her eyes trailed down from his handsome face, down his hard, muscular chest, and straight to his large bulge, which was now almost comically poking forward in his pants. It looked like the central pole in a tent, a very wet and cummy tent. She could feel her mouth watering and her pussy throbbing and begging to be filled by that cock.

She slowly tore her gaze away from ogling his large bulge, and looked with her lust-glazed eyes at his equally lusty face. She licked her lips seductively. Saliva was gathering in her mouth as she thought about feeling his thickness slide down her throat.

"Well, I don't think we came here to talk, so let's get started," Tommy said, staring at her with a desperate hunger that exposed his cool and relaxed act as just an act.

She smiled widely and her stomach did back flips.

He added huskily, "My dick needs action; look how my hips are practically already thrusting on their own! It needs to be in you. Now!"

She slowly pulled the straps of her dress back down, exposing her big tits to her son's hungry gaze yet again. They looked perfect, like those of a college girl.

"Oh God!" he moaned. He was amazed that they didn't sag more. He was near a desk lamp and he turned it on. He moaned again as he got a much better look, thanks to the light. "FUUUUCK!"

He'd seen her topless as their dancing had grown wilder and wilder, but this was completely different. She was posing and showing off. She was literally breathtakingly beautiful, because he struggled to keep breathing.

She lifted her leg higher, exposing her wet panty-covered mouth. She playfully pretended shock. "Son! What are you doing? Are you going to fuck your mother?"

"YES!" He made a move towards her, but she placed a hand on his chest before he could get his hands on her jiggling big tits.

She smiled broadly and replied brightly as if he'd clarified a confusing point for her. "Well, okay then! Why didn't you say so earlier?"

They both laughed at that.

But then she purred saucily, "I think we should get warmed up first." She was still smiling as she moved closer to him. Her stomach fluttered insanely as she spoke her next words. "You do want a blowjob to get warmed up, right?"

There was no real need for the question, as he certainly wasn't going to say no (not that he needed to get warmed up in the first place!). He simply panted like the room had run out of oxygen.

She felt more insanely aroused with each passing minute, and she knew her son felt the same way. She thought that if she didn't get fucked soon, she was going to simply explode. But she longed to get to intimately know his cock with her tongue and lips before they fucked. She had a good feeling it was a cock she'd be tasting and feeling deep inside her a lot from now on, and she wanted to explore every last inch of it.

Tommy gulped and visibly shook with lust and anticipation. "Yes!" he managed to stammer out.

She smiled at her son and ran the hand she had used to stop him down his chest to cup the meaty bulge in his pants. She was pleased that her hand couldn't hold it all. Electricity instantly shot through every part of her body as she gave the solid rod-shaped bulge a squeeze.

"Mmmm, it feels so big. So very big! Son, are you going to fuck me with this?"

"Yes!"

"Are you going to slide this fat thing between your loving mother's lips?"

"HELL yeah!"

She leaned forward to lightly kiss his lips. As she leaned back, she squeezed his package again. "Enjoy the view," she said, while gently shaking her big, bare tits. She'd never felt so wicked, wanton, and aroused in her life, and yet she knew they were just getting started. Already, she was more aroused than she'd ever been with Carl.

He smiled down at his mother's face. "I will," he said confidently, although his heart was pounding madly.

With her eyes locked on his, Leah slowly sank down onto her knees before her son. Knowing he was looking down at her face and rack, she stuck her tongue out as far as it could go, and then sensuously licked her lips. She looked back up at him and smiled. She wanted to be sure that he wasn't just going to feel his mother sucking on his dick with his eyes closed; he had to watch every single depraved moment of it as well.

The thought of what she was about to do nearly made her swoon in anticipation. The mere fact she was kneeling topless between his muscular legs was almost too much to take.

She lowered her fluttering eyes and stared hungrily at the large bulge just inches from her face. As she raised both of her hands to the waistline of her son's pants, she wet her lips again. The knowledge that she was about to see her son's naked cock in front of her, then suck it, and then let him bury it her pussy, made her stomach churn with more nervous butterflies.

She pulled down his skin-tight pants all the way down to his ankles.

Tommy's hard cock immediately sprang from its confinement, and hit her in the face.

She laughed as it thwacked her nose and then bounced away. Leaning back a little from her son's hard member, she finally got her first uncovered look at what had been making that bulge all evening. She gasped loudly at its beauty. It had a slight upward bend to it, and she knew that would do wonders to her G-spot.

"Fuck me!" she said, amazed. "It's... HUGE!" Her eyes eagerly traced every vein and bulge. She thought, I swear, my tongue and lips are going to get to intimately know every last inch of that cock log! And it's funny. I feel strangely proud that my genes are half responsible for creating this monster pussy splitter! I've never seen anything so magnificent. It really is three times the size of Carl's, and Carl wasn't small! 

In the heat of the moment, she didn't realize how significant it was that she was already thinking of her husband in the past tense.

She reached up to wrap her left hand around Tommy's thick shaft. A small light caught her wedding ring on her third finger. She noticed, briefly, but she was so horny that this little reminder of her marriage aroused her more than disturbed her. She considered taking her ring off, but she decided that she wanted to see it there as her fingers slid up and down her son's thick shaft.

That was a sign of just how far she'd gone from feeling doubt or guilt. She'd basically left her last hesitations at the door of the office. Besides, she figured if she was going to be wicked with incest already, she might as well go all the way.

Her fingers barely met as they wrapped around its thickness, and even then she had to work to squeeze them around his girth in order for them to touch at all. She was so awestruck by his size, she felt like she was in a daze. "My God! It's so huge, it's crazy!"

"Bigger than Dad's?" he asked. His confidence surged as he watched her awed expression and her saucer-sized eyes.

All she could do was nod, as most of her concentration was on her hands wrapped around her son's dick only a couple of inches from her nose. She stared up at its curved length, and kept on looking up to his face.

"How long is it?" she shyly asked with an excited tremble in her voice.

"Almost nine inches," he said smugly as he stared down at her pale melons. Intentionally or not, her arms were pressing in on her rack from either side, keeping her cleavage tight and deep between her pink nipples.

"Nine inches?!" she whispered adoringly. "But that's not even the big deal. The shocker is its thickness! It's a monster! It's a fucking COCK LOG!"

She slowly began to move her hands back and forth along the whole length of Tommy's dick, gently squeezing and caressing as she slid her fingers with a steady rhythm. Her son began to softly moan but she didn't hear any of it as her hands slowly moved up and down. Nine inches! She thought to herself. My son is a fuck god! No wonder all the girls at school line up to spread their legs for him and get fucked by this obscene monster! 

She had never seen a dick that big in her life. Carl has a perfectly adequate average-sized penis, but compared to my son's massive pole, his dick seems like a toothpick! I slept with three people before meeting and marrying Carl, and I've never once dreamed of cheating on him, but none of those other penises had been significantly larger than Carl's. Tommy is simply huge, and he's only sixteen years old! It blows my mind that it could actually still grow even bigger! I almost hope it doesn't though, because this is plenty big for me. 

She talked slowly, because she was panting and because she was so mesmerized by what her fingers were doing. "Son, I can't tell you... how... how HAPPY I am... to be... to be holding... to be holding your penis in my hands! ... I'm, I'm pleasing you... pleasuring you... It means so much to me that... that I... that I can, I can this for you! .... I love you! Love... holding you, holding IT... stroking you.... so very much!"

He said, "Wow, Mom! I love you too!"

Her hands moved a little faster. She was much more breathless than he was, even though she somehow managed to control her panting a bit better than he could as she relaxed into her cock stroking role. It also meant her tits heaved so much that they constantly bumped into each other, like two cantaloupes hanging next to each other on a bumpy car ride.

"That's it, Mom, jack me off!" He stared towards the door, because looking down at her was just too arousing.

She hadn't realized that she had even begun moving her hands quickly, let alone pumping them furiously, but that's what she was doing. His dick was rock solid, and from the look of him, he absolutely loved everything she was doing to it.

As her ten fingers slid up and down in tandem, she thought how odd it was that she was jacking off her son in a Batman costume, of all things. A funny thought came to her. "So, you know what they say..."

"No. What?"

It was a twist on the notorious "once you go black" line. She said wryly, "Once you go Caped Crusader, it's your only invader."

He laughed loudly at that.

But the joke also reminded him that he was still wearing his cape, as well as much of the rest of his costume. While she kept stroking him, he managed to pull his top off, as well as his boots and then his pants. He felt a lot better, because that costume had been a pain in the rear to wear. That left him completely naked, while her dress still covered her from her waist on down.

His attention was all on his mother's big tits as they jumped and bounced even more from the way her hands were furiously pumping up and down his rock-hard dick. He couldn't believe how good it felt; she really knew how to treat a penis right.

"You want Mom to suck you, baby?" she asked out of the blue, while still jacking her hands fast and hard.

All he could do was nod vigorously as he looked down at her stunning face. He knew it was risky, since he was on the verge of climax as it was, and how long could he hold out once she started actually licking and sucking it? But he thought, How could I ever reply 'no' to that question?! Besides, I'm gonna cum soon regardless; everything is just too arousing. What a way to go that'll be! 

She opened her mouth and extended her tongue out to let him know what was coming. She slowed her hands down and kept her lust-filled eyes on his as she ever-so-slowly lowered her head down to her son's wide knob.

She'd seriously doubted that she could even fit it all inside her lips, but she somehow managed after a great effort.

Having her lean forward gave him an even better view down to his mother's unbelievably luscious tits. But as enticing as that was, the sight of her lips slowly sliding over his cockhead was much, much better. He still couldn't believe that this was all really happening; it was a dream come true.

Bolts of electricity shot through his body and his knees nearly gave way as her lips kept covering his cockhead. Then those lips made it down to his sweet spot, and she paused there.

His pleasure level was off the charts, and THEN her lips started to bob up and down! He thought that he might cum on the spot just from looking at his beautiful mother's face while her lips slowly slid up and down his shaft, never mind how good those lips felt on his skin.

Her eyes and attention were totally focused on the thick piece of meat that was completely filling her mouth, because she wanted to give him the best blowjob he'd ever had. She knew a lot of girls had blown him, and out of all of those some had to be really good at it, but she was determined to outdo them all.

However, his penis had been erect for nearly the entire evening, and it had been rubbing against his mother for much of that time. He'd come close to the edge several times even before she started to use her hands, and since then, he'd been fighting a valiant but ultimately losing battle to hold out a little longer. He'd already reached the end of his rope. So once she started bobbing back and forth over his most sensitive spot, he lost all control.

"AAAAAAARRRRGH! I'M GONNA CUM!" he abruptly cried out.

She didn't realize he meant that he'd already crossed the line and there was no stopping the oncoming flood of creamy cum. She pulled her lips off so she could encourage him to hold out longer.

As a result, she was surprised despite his warning when his first rope splattered hard against her left cheek.

Normally, Leah was not into facials or swallowing. On the rare occasions she even gave Carl a blowjob, she would take it in the mouth and then quickly spit it out in the sink. But she'd never been anywhere near as aroused those times as she was now. She happily closed her eyes and turned her head, letting long streaks land across her nose to her other cheek.

To Tommy's total amazement, he saw her move her head this way and that, ensuring that he painted her forehead, chin, and even neck as well. Then her hand holding the base of his pole redirected it down to her bountiful chest.

He was already totally maxed out on pleasure as his orgasm totally consumed him, but it was like he had an extra mental orgasm on top of that just from watching his seed slide down her tit-slopes and disappear into the darkness of her deep cleavage.

As the greatest climax he'd ever experienced finally came to an end, he staggered backwards unwillingly because his legs were giving out on him. He would have collapsed to the floor, but luckily his butt crashed into the edge of his father's desk. Somehow, he regained his balance and managed to remain sitting there.

He just stared incredulously at his sperm-covered mother while he gasped for air like a fish thrown up onto dry land. As amazing as that had been, he was even more staggered thinking about what was to come next.



CHAPTER 3



But Tommy wasn't the only one staring incredulously at his own crotch. A minute passed, and then another, before it dawned on Leah that his penis simply wasn't going to go down after his orgasm. Holy cow! Look at him go! She licked her lips eagerly. Mmmm. More cock log for me! 

She got down on all fours, because she had to crawl forward to get back up to him.

The sight of her like that, her huge tits swinging low and her ass covered by what he considered the greatest dress in the history of the world, would have caused his penis to spring back to life no matter what its condition. It would have given even a mummy a stiffy. As it was, his erection twitched and nodded with approval.

She crawled forward a little bit. As his cum dripped down her fine facial features, she begged in a sultry purr, "Son! Your cock! I need it. Can I suck on it some more? Please?"

He thought, I feel like I've fallen down the rabbit hole for sure. How could I possibly ever turn down that offer?! 

She could see he was too staggered to reply, so she just crawled the rest of the way, held all of his nine-inch hard-on with both hands, and engulfed his entire bulbous cockhead again in one fell swoop.

His penis was still in a super sensitive state from his climax, but he didn't care. He was in nirvana as she spent the next couple of minutes either steadily bobbing over the top of his pole, or just exploring it with her tongue.

She was frustrated though. I'm licking wherever I want, and I totally love it! No more am I a married, high-powered businesswoman - I'm a slut for my son's all-conquering cock! And I just can't get enough of bobbing on his big fat knob. But no matter what I do, I can only fit the top three inches of it in my mouth. That leaves far too many inches of cock I can only stimulate with my busy stroking fingers. This is an incredible shaft of man-meat that deserves better. In fact, it DEMANDS better! What more can I do to show how much I love him? 

She'd never deep throated anyone before; she'd never even tried. But she took a deep breath, went down her usual one-fourth of the way, and then simply kept going.

It was a daring act, like she'd suddenly been inspired to try her hand at sword swallowing without any training. But it happened so fast, she was past her gag reflex before it could trigger.

He let out a loud groan as his dick reached far down her throat, and then she slowly began sliding her lips back up the length of his dick. A blowjob was incredibly awesome, but now it was like he had all that pleasure, PLUS his cockhead was being squeezed by what felt like her second tight pussy.

Because her air passage was being blocked by his throbbing thickness, she knew she had to act fast. She reversed direction before she chickened out. His rod went down and down her throat, until she'd taken a full half of his big dick in her mouth. She was exceedingly proud of herself. It was quite an accomplishment to deep throat anybody, but to manage to cram so much of such an exceedingly thick pole down her throat was practically a heroic athletic triumph! She felt like she'd just swallowed the top foot of a school's towering flagpole. But just like that flagpole, she was daunted by how long it was, and how far she still had to go.

She didn't know it yet, but she was the first to ever deep throat him. It wasn't that he hadn't been intimate with girls who know how to deep throat, but none of them were willing to try it on his exceptional length and thickness. (He'd never been able to try anal sex either for precisely the same reason. Girls were just too intimidated by his length and especially his girth to consider the possibility.)

She bobbed up and down for a little while, but she had to come up to breathe before a full minute had passed. She made a satisfied popping sound as she pulled her mouth off. She smiled up at him teasingly."You like that, baby?" She was gleeful, still reveling in her feat.

"Oh yeah! HELL YEAH!" was all he could manage to groan out.

"Want me to carry on?" she asked as she still slid her hands up and down his soaked thick shaft. She knew she should give him a chance to recover a bit, but she couldn't stop stroking if her life depended on it.

"Uh-huh!" he groaned. Seeing her kneeling in front of him, her two fists pumping his erection, her beautiful face and heaving tits coated with his sticky sperm - he was too horny to say more.

She smiled at him again and leaned forward slightly to flick her tongue over the head of his cock. Her eyes stayed locked to his as she gently ran her tongue over and around the head, and then slowly licked all the way down the underside of his cock. Her tongue frantically flicked over his sweet spot, while her lips sucked on it. Then she lashed her way much lower. She kissed each of his cum-filled balls, ran her tongue all the way back up his cock, and then once again swallowed his cockhead deep into her warm, wet mouth.

"Oh fuck!" he groaned as she gently bobbed over his sweet spot for a minute or so. That was all she was doing - with Carl, she needed to play with her clit or pussy to get any pleasure, but with Tommy, the mere act of licking and sucking was making her max out on pleasure. Any more would be too much.

She pulled off and ran her tongue over it in slashes as she began descending down its length again.

For the first time in a while, she allowed herself to consciously step back and think about her situation (even though her thoughts were limited to just the blowjob). I can't believe how much fun this is! Yes, I've given blowjobs before, but those were a chore. I had a hard time keeping going, even though I'd been frigging my clit all the while. Hell, there were times I was downright bored. I only did it 'cos I felt bad, since Carl was going down on me so much. 

But this! THIS! This is something completely different! I can't get enough! I could suck on Tommy's fat knob for hours! I don't know what it is. Is it that it's so fucking long and huge and all but demands to be worshipped with my tongue and lips? Well, yeah, in part. Is it that it's such a daunting challenge? Yeah, there's that too. But I think the fact that he's my son is the biggest thing. God, what a thrill, to do something so naughty, so wrong! Not to mention so tasty! Heh! 

Plus, it's my new attitude. All my barriers and hang-ups are gone, blown away like dust. I don't have to force myself to commit some unseemly and undignified act. That's how I felt when I was doing it with Carl. But now, I absolutely love it! I suck and lick with gusto! I literally can't get enough! In fact, there's far too much thinking and not enough cock pleasuring going on. I'm gonna go all the way down on him again! I can do it! 

As she continued to steadily bob over his sweet spot, she thought, But that's not all. He's not a smug jerk or anything, but he has such quiet confidence. I'm so proud he's my son! He's excited by what I'm doing of course, like a little kid at Christmas, but at the same time it's like he already takes it for granted that I'm his personal cocksucker now. There's just something about his sure attitude - I don't even know what - that makes me make want to work much harder to pleasure him! 

She looked up at him apologetically while she slurped clockwise around his cockhead. "I'm sorry, son."

"Huh?"

"Your cock is so big, and it feels so good in my mouth, I'm afraid I'm gonna have to suck it... a lot... from now on. Every day! I need it! You don't mind if I do... do you?"

Knowing he was too far gone to answer, she went back to deep throating him. She stroked the base of his shaft with her fingers as her lips slid further and further up his shaft, forcing his penis deeper and deeper down her throat. She could feel it bulging in her neck, and yet she kept cramming more of it down. Her eyes never left his, even when he closed them from an overdose of pleasure.

Her mouth was stretched wide because of the thickness of his meat, but still she looked insanely beautiful, with her long black hair spilling down in feathered waves. Her bright shining eyes surrounded by black eye liner. Her dark red lipstick contrasted against her pale face as she slid her mouth slowly up and down his throbbing spear until she got the entire top half inside again.

Time passed. Since Tommy had recently climaxed, his endurance was much greater. He was gamely holding on, even though her amazing cocksucking would have caused nearly any man to blow in just a minute or two.

She focused most of her efforts on deep throating. She was surprised how little her gag reflex bothered her. Far more annoying were the limitations on breathing. But she was nothing if not ambitious, and she immediately began working on staying down longer, as well as taking more inches. And there were plenty more inches for her to take - she could see them clearly under her nose.

As she continued to deep throat him over and over again, she began to become more comfortable with the amount of dick in her mouth. Beyond easing her lingering sense of discomfort from opening her mouth and throat wide enough to take him, she began to derive a curious sense of being comforted by the thick and meaty inches sliding between her lips, over her tongue, and on down into her throat, even as she struggled to relax and accept them. Although his hands weren't lovingly stroking her hair, the sensations of having her son's heavy penis stroking into and out of her mouth and throat began to take on the feeling of him giving her a loving caress. She found that to be curiously soothing and reassuring. It just felt so... right... to be on her knees, sucking her son's cock in past her gag reflex and then savoring the taste of him in her mouth.

Before long, she was able to swallow three-fourths of him with each long pass up and down his shaft. She set herself a new goal of getting his entire "cock log" down her throat before the night was done. She wanted to lick his balls while her throat swallowed around his prodigious girth.

And after just a little more deep throating practice, she also was able to bob her head up and down a little faster, and with better rhythm. Sometimes, she bobbed up around his cockhead where more nerve endings were as she rested between deep throatings. But mostly she took long and slow lunges from the tip down to where her lips nearly reached his pubic hair.

She was amazed he hadn't climaxed yet, because she'd been deep throating him off and on for over ten minutes by now. She resolved to get him to blow a big creamy load down her throat, but she felt like it was a race against time, because her jaw and facial muscles were getting tired, and soon she'd need to take an extended break.

Her eyes left his and she turned all of her attention to pleasuring his dick. Releasing her right hand, she reached up and pressed it flat against his chest while pumping the base of his shaft faster with her left.

He thought about all the many girls he'd had sex with. I thought I knew what pleasure was. I was so wrong! Take Virginia. She had a rep of being able to suck a fender off a car, and she was good, damn good. But she can't hold a candle to Mom! I swear, I'm totally maxed out on pleasure, like I'm at the height of climax, and she's keeping me like that permanently! How long can this go on, at such a high? Wow! 

He smiled down at his mother as he saw her wedding ring glint in the light, that hand sliding up and down with a different rhythm than her busy lips. Incredibly, he watched her manage to get yet another inch down her throat the next time she dove down on him.

It felt so good that he could feel the pleasure in his toes and fingertips! His entire body was tingling and alive.

But then she gave up on deep passes in favor of focusing on his most sensitive spot near his cockhead. It was less exhausting for her, and she knew that spot was the easiest trigger for his climax. She couldn't wait any longer - she needed more of his cum! Faster and faster she jacked his lower shaft while her head bobbed up and down with increasing fervor, delivering simply insane amounts of pleasure.

"Mmmmmmmph!" she moaned as his shaft glided back and forth between her lips and her tongue slashed back and forth across the rock solid meat.

He groaned as she continued to suck harder and harder, ramming her face back and forth on his dick. He loved the sight of his hard cock steadily sliding between his mother's hot lips and into her warm, wet mouth. Her cheeks caved in with the effort. Her big tits jiggled wildly as her efforts reached a feverish peak. He tried to take a mental picture, for fear this might never happen again.

He didn't understand why he hadn't climaxed again yet. Each deep throating effort she did was like ten minutes of normal cocksucking ecstasy condensed down to one positively brain-splitting minute. And she'd been doing that for a good while, but still he held on. She was doing simply incredible things with her tongue and lips, leagues beyond what any girl had ever done to him, and yet he still held on. The only explanation he could think of was that it was all so incredible and enjoyable that his body simply never wanted it to end.

Leah couldn't understand his endurance either. She really, really wanted him to cum, and she was using every trick she knew, yet his huge erection was still enduring. She'd lost all track of time and her son's mighty cock was still as hard as steel. She was getting worried, because she could be very competitive (that drive was the main reason why she was already an executive in her company at such a young age), but it looked like her son's impressive cock was going to "defeat" her if she had to take an extended break before he blew. Her jaw was simply getting too tired.

She decided to put even more effort into another deep throating. Thanks to her increased relaxation and determination, she was able to slide all but the last inch of her son's massive slab of fuck meat down her throat. She couldn't believe she'd gotten that far, and yet she was incredibly frustrated that it still wasn't enough.

He couldn't believe what she was managing to do either. No girl had ever taken anything close to this much of his dick, as no girl had ever even deep throated him before. He didn't even know such a thing was anatomically possible. But here was his own beautiful busty mother, down on her knees in his father's office, sucking over seven inches of his dick down into her tight throat.

He couldn't help but groan even louder as his cockhead pushed through her tight throat passage just like it was pushing through a tight cunt. "Oh fuck Mom! Hell yeah!"

She moaned just as loudly around his dick, and her slurpy sucking became even more intense. She found herself actually hoping other couples having sex in nearby offices heard just how much effort she was making. She was damn proud of her efforts, and wished she could have a photo showing how much cock she'd crammed down her throat.

Faster and faster, harder and harder, she sucked and sucked and sucked. She wasn't just playing around anymore, she was on a mission to take every last inch of him down her throat. At the moment, that was even more important to her than getting him to cum. She could sense victory was near.

Tommy's eyes grew wider and wider as inch after inch slid back and forth into his mother's hot mouth. He kept thinking that this must be it, she couldn't go any deeper, but her eyes never left his hard dick and she was slamming her face back and forth, hard and fast, and with each time it seemed she managed to work just a little more down her throat. He knew what his mother's business motto was: "If you're going to do something, then do it to the best of your ability. Push yourself to your limit and then push yourself beyond it." But he never imagined in his wildest dreams that she'd use that same attitude to deep throat his entire nine-inch cock!

"Fuck, Mom! Suck it, babe!" he groaned through clenched teeth. This felt better than anything he had ever felt before in his entire life, even better than when he'd fucked Julie, who knew all kinds of special pussy squeezing skills. "Suck it, Mom! Suck my cock!"

"Mmmmmmmmmmph!" She groaned loudly and rolled her eyes up into her head. She really loved this. She felt like she was addicted to cocksucking her son already. In particular, she hoped deep throating her son's massive cock all the way to its root was going to be a daily challenge from now on.

Her head slammed back and forth repeatedly, her black hair spilling down between her luscious tits. Her huge tits swung back and forth in time with her bobbing up and down Tommy's long length. His eyes followed her big breasts. I can't believe how incredibly large her fucking tits are! They're so big, but oh so firm, and they stand high and proud on her chest. I could play, grope and suck on her tits all day. In fact, maybe I'll try to do just that later. I mean, how can a woman that stacked and beautiful suck cock this good? It's almost unfair! 

Her shining blue eyes stayed focused on the massive rod that was somehow crammed so deep inside her mouth. And yet he STILL didn't cum!

Tommy stood looking down admiringly and lustfully as her head bobbed back and forth and her hair flew in every direction. This is my hot mom, and it's really happening! Shit! She's like a non-stop cocksucking MACHINE! I don't know how much longer I can last! 

Suddenly, she moved a hand off his cock and grabbed a hold of his hip instead. Then her other hand moved to his other hip, so she was gripping him firmly at his waist. She abruptly slid her lips all the way back up his cock, but then she pulled her mouth all the way off instead of diving down for another pass.

She looked up at him, her eyes completely filled with lust. She took some moments to recover her breath, and recover in general from all her exertions. Her jaw ached from stretching so widely around his thick fuck meat, and she was sweaty and exhausted. But she only planned a short break. She wasn't ready to "concede defeat" just yet.

She asked, "Have you ever had a blowjob like this before?" She returned her mouth to his boner only to lick around the head of his dick while still looking up at him lustfully.

"Never!" He growled down at her, irritated that she'd slowed down just when he was getting so close to cumming.

Once again, she pulled her mouth all the way off his dick. "Has any girl ever taken all your fuckin' huge cock log in her mouth?" She crammed his fat pole back in her hot mouth, and then slid down to his most sensitive spot, then back up, before only returning to suck those few inches again.

It dawned on Tommy, She's teasing me! She knows that I'm close to cumming, and this way she can better control things to keep me right on the edge! God, I need to cum so badly, I think I'm gonna cry! True, he knew he could simply give in at any time and release his load, but he didn't want to take the easy way out. He wanted to cum, but he wanted it to be epic. He wanted to see stars. She'd had him right there just a minute or two ago.

Ironically, he was wrong. She had been keeping him right on the edge for a very long time, so it was understandable that he'd reached that conclusion. But she'd long since given that up, and she was at her wit's end trying to get him to cum. She knew that he had to be so close that she could just ask him to let go and he would, but she didn't want to take the easy way out either. Her jaw was suffering, but her determination never wavered. Getting fucked was forgotten for the moment, because her entire being was dedicated to getting him to blow his load.

The longer he held out, the more aroused she was. She still hadn't even thought about touching her clit or pussy lips yet. Yes, it probably would have felt great if it occurred to her to do it, but she was having such a great time that it was still unnecessary. Her body was buzzing with lusty pleasure, all the way down to her curled toes.

She pulled her mouth off his dick again and looked up at him, her face calm and waiting for his answer.

It took him some moments to recall she was asking if any other girl had sucked him so deep. "No, they haven't!" He growled again at her, "Now suck my dick, Mom! I need to cum!"

She grinned happily. "Oh, so you're going to start ordering me around now, are you?"

"YES! Suck it!"

She smiled from ear to ear, obviously pleased as punch at that answer. She kept her eyes locked on his as she took his thick dick back into her mouth. This time, she didn't move at first, she just held his dick a couple of inches in her mouth and slashed her tongue relentlessly back and forth across the head.

She thought, When it came to Carl, his penis was just a penis. But when it comes to Tommy, he has a COCK, and it all but demands respect, and obedience, and service! Lots and lots of service! She was already starting to have thoughts about the future. Details were vague, except she envisioned herself naked and kneeling, happily sucking on her son's fat knob literally for hours at a stretch.

You see? That's what I mean about his attitude. Sure, most of the time he shows that he's totally excited out of his mind. I love that. But there are glimpses of what he'll become - the quiet confidence. I love that even more! And then when he ordered "Now suck my dick" in an angry growl - oooh! Goose bumps! Even though I'm a business executive who's gotten multiple offers to model for classy magazines, I can already tell that in the long term HE'S gonna train ME to be his perfect cocksucker! And I can't wait! 

Then, with her eyes still on his, she unexpectedly slammed her face forward and took his entire length into her hot, wet mouth and tight throat. Oh God, oh God! I took all nine inches! My nose is deep in his pubic hair! Yes! This cock log is fucking MINE! All mine! She pumped a fist up in the air triumphantly.

He almost came right then, yet still he somehow held on. On some level, he also saw this as a contest. He wasn't just gonna cum willy-nilly. He figured that she was an impressive woman, and he needed to impress her in return. (He had no idea how much he'd impressed her already.) He struggled with all his might to prolong the joy just a little more.

She paused with her lips right at the base of his cock, still looking up at him lustfully, and then her tongue madly flitted across the inches that happened to be within reach. Her grip tightened on his hips as she began to slowly move her head back up his shaft.

He couldn't believe it. What she was doing made his previous blowjobs with his teen dates seem like a peck on the cheek in comparison. Her cocksucking skill was simply unreal, both in terms of quality and seemingly never-ending quantity. But that inspired him to continue holding out. If she was giving this her all, he would too.

Her tits and hair began to bounce more furiously as she once again picked up the pace of her sucking and licking. Suddenly, she was like a woman possessed. It wasn't long until she was slamming her face up and down his entire length, his dick roughly forcing its way deep, deep down her throat, and then gliding back out again.

His breathing grew so heavy and desperate, he thought he'd simply pass out from lack of oxygen. He knew he couldn't take much more. The lewd noises of the incestuous blowjob filled his father's office as he moaned and groaned loudly through clenched teeth.

She moaned just as loudly around his cock, and the lewd slurping and sucking of his fat cock filled the entire room.

"Oh yeah, Mom, suck my dick! HELL yeah!" He groaned loudly, "Take it! Suck it! All the way down!"

Leah answered once again with a loud moan and a lusty look that nearly knocked him over. Her sucking intensified even more until he half-seriously thought that she meant to suck his dick off. He didn't know if such a thing was anatomically possible, but if anyone had the force and suction to do it, she did.

"Yeah!" He growled down at the beautiful woman worshipping his cock on her knees before him. "Oh yeah! Fuck! Fuck yeah! Hell yeah!"

Still, she kept bobbing relentlessly. She loved the way he was shouting so loud. She hoped all the other lovers in nearby rooms could hear and be amazed.

"Oh fuck! Fuck! Mom! My own mom is... FUCK!" He groaned as her tongue slashed and teased around his cockhead. He finally felt his balls beginning to tighten.

"Oh fuuuuuuuuuuuck!" He reached down to grab two handfuls of her beautiful black hair, thrust his hips forward, and fucked her face as hard and fast as he could. He was about to cum after the best and longest blowjob he'd ever had, but better than that, he was about to cum into a hot mouth that belonged to his even hotter mother.

Leah felt his thick cockhead stretch her lips as wide as they could go while he slammed into her over and over. She still hadn't even touched her crotch yet, but this was easily the most arousing and erotic experience of her entire life. She didn't know if she'd climaxed yet, and she didn't care. All that mattered was pleasuring her son's cock with every fiber of her being. Besides, she was feeling such euphoria and arousal that it was like one non-stop orgasm for her in any case.

She'd never worked so hard to get a man to cum, but she knew that soon she would get her long awaited reward when her son's seed shot down her throat. She couldn't wait, and it inspired her to keep going, despite the soreness of her overtaxed jaw.

Knowing her spermy reward was only seconds away, she went back to deep throating him. That meant she had to do all the movement, so he wouldn't accidentally hurt her. Her cheeks caved in deeply, thanks to her intense suction, as she continuously bobbed her head with long passes up and down his impressive shaft. She repeatedly buried her nose in his pubic hair and then slid back up its length until nothing but the very tip of the head stayed in her mouth, only to slam hard back down again.

She thought, I love how hot and nasty this is! He's got me ready and eager to do anything he asks me to do, or better yet, orders me to do! I already know that once his thick meat is buried deep inside my pussy, I'll literally do anything for him. Anything! I'm his slut already, and FUCK the fact that I'm married I hope he'll "force" me to suck his cock a whole hell of a lot from now on, because I already absolutely love being his cocksucking slut! I'm almost there. So close. Just a little longer. Come on! 

Suddenly, she heard Tommy groan particularly loudly, and then pull on her hair like he was trying to pull it out. She loved that too. She felt even better as suddenly he began thrusting his hips, literally fucking her face. Now that her deep throating had stopped, he was the one doing the movement. His dick rammed back and forth, in and out of her mouth as his hands held her head still. She couldn't have gotten away if she had wanted to, but this turned her on even more.

She had never been taken roughly like this before, and she couldn't help but groan at how good it felt. She was discovering some submissive tendencies for the first time in her life. Her own son was fucking her face and she loved it. She wished he'd started doing it ten minutes ago, and made a mental note to encourage him to fuck her face like this more often.

Such thoughts indicated that the idea of this being their only sexual encounter wasn't even on her mental list of possibilities anymore. She wanted to keep going badly, and she rightly knew he'd never turn down more chances with her, his gorgeous, busty mother if she so much as crooked her little finger his way. So that meant they'd be doing this a whole lot more.

Even though he repeatedly slammed his manhood into her mouth and down her throat, her lips still gripped tightly around his pistoning shaft and her tongue quickly darted around, sending tingles of extra pleasure everywhere it touched.

Leah shifted her eyes so she could look back up her son's face. She couldn't speak, but she hoped her eyes could non-verbally communicate how much she loved him right as he blew his load. His first orgasm with her was just a warm-up, and she knew this was an important moment for them both - one they would never forget.

He was staring down at her, his face contorted with lust so much that it looked like he was in serious pain, while his big dick kept ramming in and out of her mouth.

Her eyes teased and lusted for him as she went on sucking madly.

Suddenly, he grunted and he roughly pulled her face towards him, impaling himself in her mouth yet again. He snarled wordlessly and she felt his big dick explode deep within her.

She loved that he was using her in this way, but there was one disappointment amidst all the euphoria: she didn't like him cumming so far inside her mouth that he was all the way down her throat, because she couldn't even taste it. His cum was rocketing straight into her throat.

But happily, as soon as he started to shoot off, he loosened his firm grip on her hair. It was like he was turning from tiger to kitten as all his energy shot out the tip of his cock.

She immediately took advantage of his distracted, orgasmically overwhelmed state of mind, and pulled back so his cock slid back up and he could blow most of the rest of his load just inside her lips instead. Cum continued to shoot out of his cock and began to quickly fill her mouth. She swallowed into her belly as fast as he could, but still more flooded her oral cavity with what seemed to be an endless stream of cum.

She'd had some little tastes here and there already, but she truly tasted his cum for the first time now, since he'd deposited nearly his entire first load on her face and tits. In truth, his cum wasn't anything special. But because it was his, and because she'd come to love sucking his cock so much just in the last half hour, she thought it tasted absolutely delicious. In her opinion, his taste was just one more reason why sucking him off daily was no longer just a want for her, but a need.

She continued swallowing her son's thick and creamy cum as it spasmodically jerked out of his piss hole while she knelt submissively below him. Her tongue kept tickling his sensitive spot and her hands juggled his balls as she went all out to make sure he experienced his best orgasm ever. She didn't want him to get second thoughts about having his mother as his regular cocksucker, and she figured the greater his joy, the less likely that would happen. She felt like she had a lot of tough competition from his many girlfriends, so she had to try her absolute best (although in reality there was no competition at all, since she was simply that good).

Finally, after what seemed like endless minutes of his cum shooting into her mouth but which was in reality only a matter of seconds, the cum fountain began to slow. Then it sputtered down to just some weak, erratic, last spurts. She loved how his cream coated her tongue, and she swirled it around to savor the taste while still greedily swallowing much of the rest down.

She raised her left hand deliberately so she could see her wedding ring as she pumped the base of her son's cock with her fist in a desperate effort to coax even a few more last drops of his cum from his balls.

She swallowed the last of his cum in her mouth, but she didn't stop to take a well deserved rest. She began to run her tongue around the head and shaft of his dick, cleaning the rest of his cum off him. She'd never cleaned her husband's penis off after the rare occasions she'd given him a blowjob. The idea hadn't even occurred to her. But she instinctively knew that licking Tommy's cock clean would be an essential part of her cocksucking service each and every time she blew him. A magnificent cock demanded magnificent service. In fact, with Tommy, she very much took pleasure from cleaning his cock.

She looked up into his now open eyes and finally slid his dick from her mouth, although she continued to hold it. She breathed heavily, utterly exhausted from the long and taxing effort. Her huge tits heaved alluringly.

"That was fucking amazing!" he exclaimed as she remained kneeling in front of him, her fingers still lovingly stroking and caressing his now softening dick.

"You liked that? I would never have guessed," she said teasingly as she smiled up at him with her big bright blue eyes.

He continued to rave, "That was the mother of all blowjobs!"

She replied with a sultry growl, "I am the mother of all blowjobs, literally! I'm your mother, and any time you want a hot busty babe to suck on your fat knob, you can and WILL come to me!" She playfully poked him in his chest a couple of times as she said that. "Is that understood, Mr. Hot Cock?"

He looked at her cummy face, her cummy and heaving big tits, his cock in her hands, and her black dress still barely clinging to her hips. Jeeeessuuuusss! I never thought it could be this good! He replied, "Yes, ma'am!"

She snickered. "That's better."

"Sorry," he said, suddenly feeling apologetic. "You didn't mind, uh..."

"What, you cumming like a bucket brigade in my mouth?" She interrupted with a teasing smile, "After I've sucked your dick so much, how could I not expect you to? You deserved that reward, for being such a mother-taming STUD! Besides, anywhere your cum goes makes me happy. Actually, I couldn't decide whether you'd want to rather cum in my mouth or all over me. And when was the last time you came?"

He replied, "I dunno, maybe about twenty minutes ago?"

She laughed as she remembered that. "Oh yeah!" She looked down at her perfectly round melons, and grinned to see the many long streaks and cum gobs still there. She swiped a finger up her left cheek, and then licked the collected large spermy blob into her mouth. "I forgot. You NAILED my face and tits with all this... pearly goo! You came that much then, and then came so much a second time? WOW! I know they say a guy only shoots out two teaspoons, or whatever it is, but I must have swallowed two or three pints of your cum!"

Saying it made another jolt of electricity shoot through her again. Okay, it wasn't that much, but my son is a real stud! With one long blowjob, I swallowed one load and got painted with another! How hot is that?! Carl could never have managed that. 

She bent back down, and started casually licking his flaccid dick clean.

"Oooh! What are you doing?"

"Just cleaning you off." She said as if that was a given. She lapped and lapped. "When was the last time you came, prior to that?"

"This morning," he answered while smiling proudly down at her. His penis was limp, but it was still over five inches long and pretty thick. It almost hurt when she licked him, he was in such a sensitive state, but she was having so much fun with it he didn't have the heart to tell her to stop.

She couldn't help looking surprised at his answer. He came so much, yet he'd already climaxed in the morning? He must really be a cum-making machine! I'd better not hear there's no correlation between scrotum size and cum production, because it only makes sense that a guy with balls as big as his would shoot buckets-worth every time. 

"I've never cum that much in my life! Nowhere near," he said breathlessly. "It was because it was you, this special night, your busy tongue, your seriously hot body, your big tits, your dress... everything!" His eyes bounced between her spermy face and even more spermy rack, and her tongue lovingly licking him clean.

"You think I'm hot then, Son?" She asked him teasingly as she licked her way down to his balls.

"Do you even have to ask?!" he replied breathlessly. "Hell yeah!"

Things were quiet for a couple of minutes as she lovingly licked his balls completely clean.

After a while, he said, "That feels so weird. Nobody's ever done that to me before. It's all... tingly."

"But it feels good?"

"Oh yeah! Hell yeah!"

"Good," she mumbled determinedly before coming up for air. "Because I really like doing it, so don't even try and stop me. It's hard to remember it's flaccid, because it's still just as big and hard as most normal erect dicks." She popped one of his balls in her mouth.

He groaned lustily as a new wave of pleasure shot through his body. "Shit, Mom! Everything you do is too sexy. YOU'RE too sexy to be believed! Every inch of you. And it's not just me. Everyone I know thinks you're totally hot! I have to keep telling the guys at school to shut up 'cos they keep saying how hot you are, how big your tits are, how long and silky smooth your legs are, how much they'd love to bang you, and on and on. We pretty much all get boners whenever your name comes up. They all wanna fuck you, big time. I'm always threatening to kick their asses if they don't shut up."

Her smile deepened. She had no sexual interest whatsoever in her son's friends, especially now she had Tommy right where she wanted him, but it was still flattering to be desired by young and handsome men. She could have kept licking him "clean" for a lot longer, but she was hoping he'd be ready to fuck soon. She kissed her way up and down his shaft, and then smoothly rose to her feet.

"So they think that, do they?" She stood up in front of him and smoothed her dress over her firm body. She cupped the undersides of her bare breasts like a posing porn star. "Well, tough luck for them. You're the only one that'll get to fuck me."

She leaned forward and gently kissed him on the lips.

She frowned as she looked down at his shrunken penis. "But I think your cock log needs to wake up first. Would you rather go back to the party? There's so many people we haven't talked to yet. Or... would you rather fuck your mother's hot pussy?"

She said this as she moved back and leaned against the office door, striking a particularly sexy pose with her hands behind her head.

"Hot DAMN! As if I have to guess what I'd rather do! Wow, Mom!" He wished he could get up and run his hands all over her tits and then pull her dress the rest of the way down so he could play with her pussy. But he was feeling so weak, he could barely move. "If my friends only knew you suck cock as good as you look. Hell, better!"

She grinned at that. "By the way, Son, I've got a problem. I don't know what to do the next time I've got your big fat cock in my mouth and you're ready to cum. Should you cum in my mouth? Or on my face? Or on my tits? So many options!"

He gulped. "Um. I don't know? They all sound good!"

"Well then, we'll need to experiment, won't we? Next time, you should paint just my face. I want you to douse me so well, it'll look like I'm wearing a thick mask of donut glazing. Then, the next time after that, paint my tits. Then, keep alternating, tits, mouth, face, whatever you want, over and over. After a couple dozen times, maybe you'll start to pick a favorite, and then we can do that more often." She grinned wickedly.

His knees nearly buckled out from under him, even though he was resting against the edge of the desk, as he contemplated getting that many incredible blowjobs from her amazingly talented mouth. "Oh man!" He closed his eyes and grimaced, like he was suffering. But in reality, he was just mentally overwhelmed. I've hit the jackpot! The sex jackpot! Jackpot with my sexpot mom. If my friends only knew. Yes, her lips look like they were made to suck cock, and they ARE! And she's gonna do this to me again and again? Holy hell! 

She could tell he needed more time to recover. She dropped her arms and said, "I suppose it's at a time like this I'm supposed to calm down and suddenly feel overcome by guilt and despair. 'Oh no! We can't do this! Son, what have we done?!'" She dramatically raised a hand to her forehead, like she was a refined Victorian woman about to swoon from distress. But of course her cum-streaked face and bouncing bare tits put a lie to that persona.

He was worried and confused. He didn't understand if she was being sarcastic or serious or what. He knew she was still feeling a buzz from the alcohol though, and he didn't want to fuck her just because she was drunk. So he asked, "Well, are you feeling that way at all?"

She'd just been playing around, but now she seriously contemplated her emotions. Finally, she answered, "No. Not at all. I'm sure some of those feelings are still there, but are just masked by my surging lust. I may feel bad tomorrow. But so what? We'll deal with the fallout later. Right now, all I know is, I want you and need you to fuck me more than I've ever needed anything in my life!" The intense look of desire on her face hit him like a punch to the gut.

She added teasingly, "How's that cock log of yours coming along? Is there anything I can do to help? Can I clean it some more?" She smiled and winked.

He shook his head; he really did need a breather. He contemplated her attitude. He thought back to a couple of hours ago, when they'd started to flirt heavily. If he'd considered all the possibilities of what could have happened, he never could have imagined this. Even if I'd managed to fuck her, I thought for sure there was gonna be a lot of crying and tearing out of hair and "My God, what have we done to Carl?" type talk after. But there's none of that! She's talking about giving me dozens of blowjobs in the future! Hell, I even noticed how she was looking wicked and delighted as she stared at her wedding ring while she was milking the last few drops of my cum out of my dick. She's not only not feeling bad about cheating, she's actually reveling in it! 

Whoa. Does she know something I don't know about Dad or something? Does she have proof that he's cheating? I wouldn't be surprised. In any case, she's like a totally new woman. I always knew she was totally hot, and fun and playful, but she somehow always seemed kind of sexually restrained. She's so sexually liberated tonight, it's breathtaking! I'm not gonna question my luck. I'm gonna enjoy every last second, before she goes back to her usual ways. ... Or maybe she won't! Oh my god. She could STAY like this, a total sex goddess! That thought is so mind-blowing, I can't even go there! 

Suddenly mindful of her turn of phrase, he asked, "Why do you keep calling my penis a 'cock log?'"

She rolled her eyes. "As if I have to explain. If it gets any bigger, I'll have to call it a cock tree trunk!"

She was too impatient to just wait for him to recover. She struck another pose, as her arm rose above her head to grasp hold of the doorframe above "So, do you want to fuck me right here against the door?" she asked, her voice and face equally teasing and lusty. "I think you're gonna need to fuck me a lot tonight."

She slid her dress down, exposing her pussy. She ran a couple fingers up and down her pussy lips, and then pumped in and out of them a little bit. "My pussy's so horny! It needs you! Your cock log is so big it'll probably hurt me, but I don't care. I neeeed it!" She bit her lip and gave him a beseeching look. Then her voice turned nearly angry, it was so aggressive. "I need you to FUCK me! All night long!"

Watching her athletic body stretch out like that, and her big tits jiggle in side profile, he was shocked to feel some stirring of arousal in his penis. Seeing so much cum on her face and chest certainly helped inspire him too.

She pulled her dress back up, so most of her pussy was covered. She looked at the door behind her. "I hope at least one of the times, you'll nail me to this door. Would you like that? You wanna nail your mother to the door of your dad's office with your big cock log? You wanna hear her scream and beg for more?"

Before he could answer, she pushed herself away from the door and walked to him. Once again, she grasped his limp dick, as he sat up against the desk edge. She could feel it slowly engorging. She squeezed it playfully as she spoke, hoping to hurry it along.

"Or maybe right here on the floor? Would you like to fuck your mother hard, and pound her into the floor, like pounding a nail into wood?" This time her voice was more determined, and she yanked at his flaccid penis a bit more aggressively as she stared deeply into his eyes.

He moved forward as if to grab her, but she let go of his newly twitching cock and moved away from him too quickly. She walked farther into the room, sashaying her sexy, tight ass as she went. She deliberately stopped and ran her hands down her ass cheeks, straightening the silky black dress fabric down to her thighs.

She smiled to herself as she walked towards the big chair behind her husband's desk.

"You know Tommy, I've never cheated on your father," she said without looking back at him, "But I suppose if I am going to fuck another guy behind his back, who better than our own son? If I'm gonna be bad, I might as well go all the way!" Then she turned her back to him, knowing that she was in a really sexy pose that spotlighted her bubble butt.

He watched as she repeatedly clenched and unclenched her ass cheeks under the fabric of her black dress, and then kept walking.

She reached the chair as she finished speaking and slowly sat down on the leather. It creaked as she sat down, but she made sure she bent a little lower than needed, so that he could get another view of her amazing bouncy tits as they swelled forward.

"Do you think it's wrong if I say that you've taken control of me and my body now belongs to you? Do you think it's mean to Carl if I only want to get fucked by your wonderful cock log instead of his rinky dink one? Is that wrong?" She smiled as she looked at him, and saw his dick was beginning to harden. She knew her words and physical stance would drive any man wild, but it drove her son absolutely crazy because the incest factor made it even hotter.

She was willing to say anything to get his penis erect again sooner rather than later. But, as she swiped cum off her cheeks and chin and into her mouth, her whole body thrilled and shivered and she imagined if those words were really true. He HAS taken control of me! I've always loved my son, but now I totally love his cock too! If I seriously think about what would make me happy, what would my ideal day look like now, it would have to include sucking and stroking that fat cock log for a couple of hours, at least! 

But once he fucks me with it, oh God! Shivers all over! My body probably WILL belong to him after that! His cock log seems like it was perfectly designed for maximum pussy pleasure. That thing is gonna destroy me! 

She raised her finger to her mouth and sensuously traced her lips with it. "Hmmm... Maybe you could make me cum on his chair?" She smiled when his cock twitched and hardened more. "Would you like that, to fuck the shit out of your big-titted mother on the very chair where your dad works hard all day to bring home the bacon?"

Tommy gasped, "Mom, you're so fucking hot! You're on fire!"

She licked her index finger and then swiped it across her shoulder. She made a funny burning noise, like her hot skin had sizzled the saliva off. Her hips wiggled all the while. She just couldn't keep still, thinking about how great it would feel to get fucked by her son. No more of this fucking around. I can't wait; I have to get him fully hard now! 

Standing up, she quickly bent forward over the desk, giving him an unobstructed view of her dangling tits. She used her arms to press them together and give him an even more arousing view.

Resting on her elbows with her palms flat on the tabletop, she spoke in a deep husky tone. "Or maybe you want to fuck me over your father's desk," she said and groaned loudly, "Oh yeah! Would you like that? To fuck me hard from behind, while my big boobs mash into your father's desk? Can't you feel it, your huge cock splitting open my hot little cunt, pounding me hard and making me scream your name and beg for mercy right over your Dad's papers?"

She smiled wider to see that his dick was continuing to grow. She knew she was a great flirt, and that soon he would be rock hard and ready to take her. She was having the time of her life. Her lusty side had completely taken over. With Carl, she'd always held back for fear of being seen as too wanton, too slutty. But with her son, she reveled in being as wanton and slutty as she could possibly be. It felt fantastic to give in completely to her desires. Plus, even in their best years, Carl had excited her, but he didn't thrill her to the depths of her soul the way Tommy did now.

His eyes glimmered with lust. He held himself back from going after her, knowing she would continue to move away from him until she was deemed the time was right.

This time, she straightened slowly, gently moaning as she pushed her large tits farther forward, and then she slowly walked round to the side of the desk and turned to lean back on it with her hands resting on the edge. She looked straight at the leather sofa in front of her, and then she turned her head to look at her son.

"Or do you want to fuck me on this nice soft leather sofa, baby?" She asked lovingly. Her arm was casually draped under her rack, but it was no accident the way that made her big tits swell up and out. "Can you picture lying on top of me right there, wildly bouncing up and down all over me and feeling my pussy expanding to take all of your thick nine inches? 'Cos that's what's gonna happen! If not tonight, we'll come back here on other nights, until there isn't a single spot in this office Carl can touch where you haven't fucked me already! The whole room will smell like your sperm!"

Tommy just stood there, his dick completely stiff again. He was shaking from the visible effort of holding back from ravaging her and fucking her brains out.

She smiled as she stood there looking at him. "Son, that is an extremely big cock. But I think I'd be your fuck slut even if it was smaller than your father's, just because it's yours. What we have is so powerful and so right, it can't be denied. Still, your huge horse cock seals the deal. I can't wait until you're nailing me, making me scream in ecstasy, even though you'll probably split me in two and literally fuck me to death. How on Earth did I get all of that in my mouth? Much less slide it so far down my throat?"

He said in wonder, "Mom, you're amazing!"

"I know," she winked. She let him wait a little longer, making both of them boil with anticipation. That's how much she loved teasing him. "But you're amazing too. Remember how you brazenly told me point blank earlier that I'd be screaming your name later tonight as your fat cock log creams deep in my cunt? You were so right. We're almost there!"

He growled with lusty frustration.

"Maybe I should take this dress off," she said as she stood straight up and stretched her arms high over her head again, striking yet another insanely arousing pose. "Unless you want to fuck me in it?"

That was the final straw as far as Tommy was concerned. Leah smiled as her 16-year-old boy hurriedly walked straight towards her and grabbed her. Their lips mashed together, and their tongues probed deep in each other's mouths roughly.

His hand reached up and roughly grabbed one of her heavy globes, and he began squeezing it harshly as he continued kissing her. His other hand went to her pussy finally, but he was frustrated by her dress. He stroked her pussy lips through her dress anyway. He could feel her hotness right through the fabric.

She moaned loudly into his mouth and her hands grasped his head, pulling him closer and deeper into her mouth.

Suddenly, she pushed his lips away. With her face still only inches from his, they both breathed hard. His hand kneaded her breast a little more, and then he used both hands to pull her dress down her hips.

They kept staring lustfully into each other's eyes even as she stepped out of her dress and tossed it on her husband's chair.

Then both of them stood still, feeling the calm before the storm. All the teasing had gone out of her, and all she wanted to do was to fuck and fuck and fuck.

For the first time ever, Tommy saw his mother completely naked. Well, almost completely: she'd kept her high heels on because they made her feel extra wicked and wanton. And she also kept a thong on, just to tease him a little bit and give him something to rip off, even though it was only a little wisp of cloth. He was gobsmacked she even owned something like that.

He gave her a thorough look over as he lightly stroked his stiff dick. Her body was essentially flawless. Her devotion to regular exercise had held back the ravages of time and wear. For instance, it was impossible to tell she'd given birth. She'd had some stretch marks, but they were long gone. She looked like she could have qualified for an Olympic volleyball team. The only "blemishes" on her were a few blue veins showing up here and there, because her skin was so pale. But Tommy even liked those, because they were a part of her.

"Fuck me!" she purred passionately and breathlessly while staring intently in her son's eyes. She pulled her thong to the side.

He'd been rubbing his cock against her pussy mound so much earlier that he'd pretty much guessed she'd shaved her bush off, and the thong didn't exactly leave anything to the imagination. But now he could definitely confirm she was completely bare down there. He liked that a lot. Most of his girlfriends shaved too.

Tommy wasted no time. His mouth darted back onto hers, their tongues once again probing each other's mouths. His arms wrapped tightly around her, and he lifted her up from the floor as if she was a feather.

Her legs immediately wrapped around his waist, his hard cock pressing against her pussy (to his great frustration, her thong had fallen back into place over it). But instead of moving to the sofa like she thought he would, he moved forward and planted her down quickly on her back on the desk.

She moaned into her son's mouth as he reached up and once again began mauling her tits. His body pressed her hard against the big tabletop, which was big enough for both of them to lie on with space to spare. She felt his erection pressing hard against her pussy mound. Her thong was soaked over her slit, and his shaft slid back and forth against it. She was delightfully reminded of earlier in the evening, since she'd been rubbing against his cock in one way or another for the past couple of hours.

They continued kissing, and he kept groping her huge soft globes. Then he broke the lip-lock and kissed his way down her cleavage. He occasionally kissed his way up her steep tit-slopes to her nipples, while his fingers distended her tits this way and that.

She moaned softly and unlocked her legs from around his waist as he reached down to take hold of the band of her thong.

He roughly pulled her thong down, and stopped kissing her hefty tits long enough to look deeply into her eyes. Her hair was splayed out across the tabletop, her chest was heaving as her breath quickened, and she was shivering with unbound lust.

He briefly considered whether he should stop before he actually stuck his penis in her and became a real motherfucker, but that thought was crushed like an elephant stepping on an ant. He paused a bit longer to consider whether what they were doing was wrong, but he decided he didn't care. It was so meant to happen that the morality of it was irrelevant.

He smiled down at her as he continued to pull her thong down her legs until he couldn't reach any farther. He made a move as if to get up to completely remove it, but she pulled him back and just wriggled her legs until it hung on her high-heeled foot, and then she kicked them off. Neither of them paid any attention to where her thong underwear went.

This was it; they were really going to fuck.

As Leah looked lustfully into Tommy's eyes, she stroked his cheek with her left hand, and then took hold of his muscular arms with both hands. "Son, you've got your mother totally naked now. Naked and helpless in your strong arms! Your cock is literally poking at my wet pussy lips! What do you think you're going to do to your naked mother?"

"You know what I'm going to do!" he growled. He rubbed his cockhead up and down her pussy lips. She'd teased him relentlessly, but now he had a chance to tease her back a little bit.

Her hips writhed as she tried to pull his cock into her hot gash. "Son, what about your father? What'll we do about him?" Even saying that, she was having a hard time conjuring up any guilt. She was more worried about Carl getting in the way of them fucking every time Tommy got an erection.

Tommy replied, "You know, I love seeing that wedding ring Dad gave you when I'm just about to fuck you."

She brought her wedding finger to his cock and ran it up and down his thickness. She deliberately let the metal glide against his skin. His boner was dripping with pre-cum and saliva, so she made sure to wet the ring with his juices. "We're pretty bad, aren't we? The funny thing is, I don't feel the least bit guilty, because I'm your fuck slut now. Your fuck toy. I had an okay marriage, but that doesn't matter anymore. Does it?"

Tommy couldn't help but grin. "No. You belong to me."

She shivered all over as she heard that, and she actually climaxed. It helped that his cock happened to be rubbing against her clit as well as her pussy lips.

"Well, I'm going to love being pinned to his desk by my son's big dick," she said as teasingly as she could, "Now be a good boy, Tommy, and fuck me!"

No more encouragement was needed. Tommy smiled as he thrust forward as hard as he could and slammed his entire length of his nine inches deep into Leah's ready and wanton pussy, stretching and filling her completely.

Leah screamed at the top of her lungs because of the pain of being suddenly and deeply speared by such a big and thick cock. She'd thought he'd just push in a little bit at a time, and hadn't expected that at all. She had never had any dick anywhere near this big in her before, and it stretched her in new ways. It almost felt similar to giving birth, except that was all pain, and this pain was completely overwhelmed by pleasure.

Slowly, as her head and back were arched from the shock of the initial penetration, the pain subsided and she felt nothing but joy and euphoria.

Waves of passion and pleasure shot through her body. She curled her toes as she felt another powerful orgasm wash over her. Her muscles clenched, her body shook, and she groaned like she'd been shot.

"Uuuuggghhh!" she groaned some more, with her head thrown back and her spine arched. She was unwittingly striking an even more erotic pose than any of her previous poses. She gripped his arms tightly as she continued to cum hard.

"I take it you like having my big dick buried deep in you, Mom?" he asked smugly as she came down slowly from her orgasm.

"I love it! I love it! I love it!" she cried in ecstasy.

It was then that she noticed that he wasn't fucking her, he was just holding his dick inside her. He was literally in her balls-deep, reaching places that had never been reached before. His cock had slid right alongside past her cervix and deep into her fornix. He fit her perfectly. Another inch or two of hard cock would have been a waste.

He was relishing the moment, enjoying the sensations, as well as the mind-blowing fact that his cock was all the way in his gorgeous mother's pussy.

But as much as he loved it, which was pretty much off the scale, she loved it even more. She was on the verge of hyperventilating. He was young and living in the moment, not thinking of the consequences. She was older and more experienced, and although she also was living in the moment, a part of her was mindful about the future. She knew this wasn't just the start of a great fuck, this was the start of an entirely new way of life for them both.

The feeling of incredible fullness only confirmed for her that she was her son's slut now. She was instantly and totally addicted to this feeling, and that she'd be spreading her legs for him anytime he as much as looked at her. She needed it like she needed food or water. She knew this was just the first of many, many incredible fucks. If a day passed without her son fucking her even once, that would be a day wasted.

Tommy could sense the power he now held over her, and he reveled in it. He didn't start thrusting, but just wiggled his cock around, finding a perfect fit. He was making sure she felt every inch of him with her snug pussy walls.

The feeling of her son fully impaled in her was simply amazing; she had never felt anything like it in her life. She was absolutely stuffed full of cock! It was like she didn't actually need to get royally fucked with fast thrusts, because this alone was the living end.

Her pussy stretched tightly around the thick invading meat and squeezed it tightly. She felt like she was in Heaven, but in Hell as well. This was her son's dick buried to the hilt within her pussy, the very son she had given birth to 16 years ago, and now he was about to fuck her on her husband's office desk. But whatever sinfulness she felt only fired her desire.

She moaned again as she lay flat on the tabletop and opened eyes she never realized she'd closed in the first place. She felt so good that she wanted to run and jump and shout. She was her son's fuck slut now, and that was a simple fact, as solid and undeniable as the sun rising and setting every day.

She thought back to how long she'd sucked her son's thick meat before he finally shot a creamy load down her throat. Thinking about sucking his cock every day literally started her drooling. But feeling that same cock balls-deep in her pussy was ten times better! The knowledge that the massive cock inside her, filling her completely, belonged to her son only made her that much happier.

Lust burned deep within her. She was torn, because it felt so great being completely impaled like this, she never wanted it to end. But she also couldn't wait for him to start thrusting.

"You feel soooo good, baby!" she said breathlessly. "You really are a motherfucker!"

She lifted her legs to wrap them around his waist. She thought he'd completely bottomed out at the back of her pussy already, but pulling him against her pushed him in another inch or so. She didn't think it possible, but that felt even better! "Please, Son, please! Fuck me!"

He smiled smugly. "Hmmm. Maybe."

She playfully punched him. "You meanie! But I suppose I deserve that. I teased you a lot earlier, didn't I?"

"Yeah, but I love it. I want you to tease me and dress sexily for me, and strip slowly for me, all the time."

Again, his confidence and ease with her made her lustily shiver all over. This was the voice of a boy who was going to take what he wanted whenever he wanted it.

"I will! But only if you fuck me!" She kicked her high heels off and dug her feet into his back, as if he was a horse and she was trying to get him to trot.

But he ignored her for the moment. In truth, he was on the verge of climaxing already, and needed some time to calm down a little bit. "You know what's odd," His hands were at either side of her head while her hands were gripping his muscular arms. "Sixteen years ago, I came out of your pussy and now all these years later, I'm back in here again."

She smiled back up at him. "Only this time you're bigger! I swear, I think your cock is bigger than all of you was back then!" She giggled.

Still recovering and gathering his strength, he only rooted his cock around a little bit, just getting a little bit better acquainted with her pussy.

Clinging tightly, and poised for him to start thrusting at any second, she asked, "Son, do you think you could use a fuck slut? I know you have your girlfriends, and I'd never ask you to stop fucking them, but your mom needs your cock too, you know!"

He grinned from ear to ear. "That could be arranged." He especially loved her comment that she wouldn't ask him to stop fucking his girlfriends. Pinch me, I'm dreaming! 

She was digging her heels into his back, still trying to goad him to start. But at the same time, she grew a bit contemplative. "You know, I never gave a thought to incest. It never once crossed my mind as a real possibility before, well, a couple of hours ago. I knew you were handsome, very sexually active, and well-hung, but you were my son, and that was that."

"You knew I was well-hung?" he asked.

"I had no idea just HOW big you were, but come on, I'm not stupid. I couldn't help but notice you had a boner pretty much all the time you were near me. I was flattered, but I thought it was just a phase you were going through, and I was extra careful to cover up around the house. If Carl had gone to this party tonight, this probably never would have happened. But now, I already can't imagine NOT feeling this cock deep inside me all the time. Isn't it amazing, how quickly things can change?"

He didn't answer with words. Instead, he slowly pulled his dick out of her tight pussy to the tip of the cock head, and then slammed his hard cock all the way back into her.

Leah screamed at first, like she'd been drawn and quartered. Yes, there were some new jolts of pain, but that only intensified her pleasure. She idly wondered if others would hear and come running for help. She decided no, since presumably the only other people nearby were also busy fucking in other offices.

He pulled back, and pushed all the way in again.

That resulted in another agonized scream.

But after only a slight pause this time, he thrust in again. And again. And again.

Soon her pussy became accustomed to the size of Tommy's big dick repeatedly slamming hard in and out of her. She stopped screaming and just moaned in continuous orgasmic ecstasy.

He continued to drill her with a regular, relentless rhythm.

Both of them were simply over the moon. True, Tommy had fucked other girls, and he'd had some pretty great experiences with them. But this was an entirely different thing. The fact that he was fucking his mother at least doubled his pleasure for starters, but that wasn't all. Leah and he did have some kind of special spark. Their bodies fit together perfectly in every way. Neither of them were making any special moves, this was just a missionary position fucking with a steady rhythm. But even if he didn't know it was his mother, the sensations still would have been extraordinary.

They were quiet for a while, with only the sounds of her moaning, his moaning, and his balls slapping against her inner thighs breaking the silence. But their mutual pleasure steadily increased, and their moans, grunts, and groans grew louder and louder.

Leah in particular was overwhelmed with orgasmic joy, and unable to stay quiet about it. Soon, the lewd noises coming from her mouth turned back to screams of lust and incredible feelings of pleasure. She began screaming her son's name, just as he'd predicted she would earlier.

"Tommy! Tommy! Deeper! Deeper! So good! So good! Tommy! Oh God! Fuuuuck!"

She was free to let her feelings go. It was no problem if she climaxed, and in fact she did, over and over again, until she couldn't tell what was happening anymore, because it was like one endless, delirious orgasm.

But he had to be careful not to cum too soon, so he needed to remain in control and hold back to some extent. He looked like he was deep in thought as he pounded her hard and fast, but it was just him concentrating on not cumming.

The incestuous fuck had begun, and they were in heaven.



CHAPTER 4

 

Tommy continued to piston his rampant erection in and out of his mother's very welcoming pussy with strokes so powerful that the strong wooden desk creaked loudly. He thought, I'm actually fucking my own hot to trot mother! I swear, if I die and feel the greatest eternal bliss in Heaven, it could only be a come down from this! Well, unless Heaven is eternally fucking Mom! Heh! 

Her pussy gripped tightly to every inch of his thick manhood as it continued to plow relentlessly into her. Her arms were now wrapped around his neck, her nails dug painfully into his flesh, and her face was contorted in absolute pleasure.

Even with her eyes squeezed tightly shut and her mouth continuously moaning and groaning in between her screams of ecstasy, she looked stunning. Her long black hair still fanned out across the tabletop, her big, heavy tits shook from each of his ruthless thrusts into her body, and her legs were locked tightly around him like she was an octopus. She was trying to pull his thickness even deeper into her.

"OH FUCK! TOMMY! OH FUCK! FUCK ME, BABY! FUCK MY PUSSY GOOD, YOU MOTHERFUCKER, MOTHERFUCKING! UGH! HNNG!" She screamed at the top of her lungs nearly non-stop as his dick continued its assault. She'd never been particularly vocal during sex before, but then again she'd never been fucked by her son before.

It occurred to her that he'd promised she'd be screaming his name before the night was over. She had a good laugh at that, but not for long, because his continuous impaling forced her to scream some more. Mindful of his boastful prediction, she yelled, "TOMMY! TOMMY! TOMMY, you're fucking me!"

"Oh Mom! Fuck! Fuck yeah!" was all he could manage to grunt out in response. She was doing enough screaming for both of them. His face looked increasingly pained, but there was no doubt he was feeling indescribable pleasure.

"Come on baby! UGH! Fuck me HARD, Tommy! OH I LOVE YOUR DICK! FUCK, I FEEL SO FUCKING GOOD! SOOO FUCKING FUUUUULL!" She was thrusting her hips upwards to meet his thrusts with equal force, doubling their pleasure.

He slammed even harder back into her, driving her against the desktop with a loud crack. The desk shifted and creaked with strain. He thought the thing might seriously fall apart before they were done because of how hard they were fucking each other. There was definitely no finesse or tenderness in what they were doing right now, just pure animal fucking.

"Your pussy's so fucking tight! Fuck!" he grunted between sharp breaths. Even though his dick slammed in and out of her smoothly, he just couldn't believe how tight she was, and how her pussy actively gripped his dick like a vice, trying to milk his dick for more cum.

"OH FUCK BABY, YEAH! NAIL ME TO THE FUCKING DESK, TOMMY! FUCK ME! UH! OH!" She continued to scratch at his neck as she screamed with all her might.

Their pace hadn't slowed for a second, and they had been fucking harder and faster each minute for what seemed like forever, but must have really only been five minutes at the most. He knew that the fact he'd climaxed twice recently was helping his endurance, but even so, this fuck was simply too fucking hot and he wasn't going to last much longer.

She suddenly opened her eyes to stare lustfully into his, and then she took her arms from around his neck and raised them above her head to grip onto the edge of the desk tightly. "Come on, Tommy, fuck me! Fuck your hot mom for all she's worth! UGH! You MOTHER! Fuckin' FUCKER! Make me fucking gush and cum all over your big, hard COCK LOG!" She growled at him like an angry animal.

He tried to smile as he sweated with the effort of how hard he was driving his dick into her. He was still trying to pace himself so he wouldn't cum too soon, but as she continued to growl at him so sexily and passionately, he knew it was a battle he would lose very soon. He slammed even harder into her. The more she screamed and moaned, the harder he rammed his cock into her, and the harder he fucked her, the louder she cried in orgasmic ecstasy.

"OOOOH YEAH! Oh, yeah! UGH! UGH! Tommy baby, my baby boy, fuck your mother good! Oooooaaaaaiiiiieeee!" She screamed without restraint as his nine inches slammed home again and again. "Come on baby! We shouldn't be fucking doing this, so you'd better make it worth it! HNNNGG! I'm soooo baaaaad! OH! Letting my own son fuck me, and on my hubby's desk too! UH! So good to be bad! UGH! Yeah! OH! Oh! Yeah! MORE! I need MORE of your COCK LOG!"

Her voice rose up and down with surprise, like every new thrust astounded her. There was no acting in that.

He tried as hard as he could to fuck her faster and deeper as she continued to talk dirty to him, but he was already fucking her as hard as he could. Their breathing came in short, heavy pants: his because of the effort of continuous fucking, and hers because each time he slammed his dick back into her, he drove all of the air out of her lungs.

His dick continued to mercilessly ravage her as she threw her head around and desperately clutched him. Sometimes though she would pull back a bit like she was going to fall back to the desk, and then her tits swung around wildly, like a plate of Jell-O being shaken back and forth.

Eventually, he needed to cum immediately, or slow down and catch his breath a little bit. He chose to do the latter, because he was still afraid she'd "wake up" and go back to being the same non-incestuous mother he'd always known. He kept thrusting in and out, but at a lower key and slower pace for a while.

After she caught her breath thanks to the change of pace, she was able to talk more freely. She pretended regret. "Oh baby you know this is soooo wrong, I think you should..."

He started thrusting more vigorously, hoping he could fuck her worries right out of her.

She panted, "Maybe you should... Son, we can't... OH!... Maybe... OH FUCK! Baby, you should...Oh, you should..." She paused for dramatic effect, and then shrieked at the top of her lungs, "KEEP FUCKING ME! OH! YEAH! YEEEAAHH! OH! HNNGG!"

He snorted with laughter. Then he grinned down at her flushed face as they shared a knowing, amused look. It finally dawned on him that she'd just been teasing him with her supposed doubts. Even though he still needed to rest, he decided to "punish" her by fucking her even harder. Just looking at her achingly beautiful face, with strands of hair plastered to her skin from the copious sweat, gave him a new burst of energy. A woman with a face like that needs to be FUCKED! A LOT! 

Her entire body shook with each penetrating thrust, like she was on top of a wildly bucking washing machine. Her eyes squeezed shut again and her grip tightened on the edge of the desk. The desk itself was creaking loudly, but that noise was nothing compared to his moans and groans of pleasure, and her screams of ecstasy.

All of a sudden, Tommy heard a noise at the other end of the room - it was the sound of the door opening!

Leah obviously heard it too, but when he was about to stop his thrusting, she grabbed his chin. "Don't you dare fucking stop!" she growled aggressively. "Let the whole world see our beautiful love!"

By the look in her eyes he knew she meant it, so he continued to pound her hard as the door opened and someone poked their head into the room.

"Oh! Sorry, I thought this one might be empty!" the voice said.

Tommy briefly looked towards the door, and saw a fully dressed middle-aged couple standing there, gawking. He had no idea who they were, but then again he didn't know most people at the party.

"OH FUCK! SO FUCKING BIG! SO FUCKING HOT! SOOOO FUCKING GOOD! OHH DEEPER, BABY FUCK MEEEE! GIVE IT TO ME!" Leah screamed, obviously turned on by the fact someone was watching them fucking without knowing they were mother and son.

Tommy felt that same surge of lust fill him and renew his strength, so he began pounding her harder against the desk top. He was extremely proud to be fucking this bombshell, and he was glad at least two other people knew.

The couple didn't leave immediately, as one would have expected. No doubt, it wasn't every day a person got to see a woman as incredibly beautiful as Leah getting seriously fucked. Her hair was flying everywhere with each new thrust.

"Sorry to disturb you!" the strange man's voice finally said after half a minute or so, and then the door closed again. The chances were they wanted their own private room for sex. And since Tommy and Leah weren't recognized and hadn't shouted anything incriminating, there wasn't anything to worry about, this time.

Tommy looked down at his mother; her hips were thrusting up at him faster than before. She was more turned on than ever, and she was losing all control of herself as her next orgasm was approaching. It was obviously going to be huge.

She flung her head from side to side, and tightly shut her eyes. Her arms flailed about, looking for anything to grab a hold of. She hit a lamp and knocked it over.

As she continued to flail around thanks to her rapidly approaching orgasm, her hand hit a photo frame and it flew from the desk to land on the floor. He had previously noticed it held a picture of his mother and father hugging each other, taken while on vacation a few years ago. The symbolism of the accident was obvious, although they were too preoccupied to think about it at the moment.

As his dick pistoned rapidly in and out of her, she reached around and held his back tightly. Her fingernails dug deeply into his skin. She was hanging on for dear life. She'd never dreamed a person could feel this much physical pleasure.

She began to climax. She braced herself like she was in a car about to slam into a wall.

He felt her pussy spasm and clench so tightly that it seemed as if she would seriously crush and injure his dick, but he continued his assault anyway. He was intensifying her orgasm as it shot through her body, right down to the tips of her fingers and toes. He had to slow his thrusting before long though, because her pussy was spasmodically tightening even more.

"OH FUUUUCK!" Her scream began like that, but it finished in a long wordless cry of absolute joy.

His dick never stopped its deep and steady pounding as she convulsed underneath him, impaled lewdly on his fat dick. Her body shook so much that several times her entire body lifted from the desktop only to slam back down onto the hard desk. She hit her head hard more than once, but she didn't seem to even feel it in her torrent of ecstasy. Her nails dug as hard as they could into his back, bringing a shout of pain from him. He was grateful her fingernails weren't long at least, or she would have caused some serious bleeding instead of just scratching.

Then her back arched half a foot off the table and her head shot back with her eyes wide open. "UUUUUH! AAAAAH! Help me, God, help me! UUUUGH!" she groaned between her tightly clenched teeth.

He continued to fuck her as hard as he could, like a pistoning machine that wouldn't stop for anything.

Very slowly, she came back down to Earth again. Her back rested against the desktop, her legs loosened around his back, her fingers stopped digging into his skin, and her head came forward to look at him.

Her face was a mask of complete satisfaction and lust. She'd had the orgasm she'd craved, but she was far from finished.

She gently purred at her son as he continued to piston his dick in and out of her. He was moving slower than before, obviously weary from how much effort he had put in bringing her to orgasm, but he still kept on.

She thought, I absolutely love that he's not stopping for anything! Carl would have shot his load and given up a long time ago, but Tommy is relentlessly using me for his pleasure! His dick is completely unstoppable! There's nothing I could say or do. Begging for mercy is pointless. He's going to keep pounding my pussy to oblivion, and the only thing I can do is completely give in and love every fucking minute of it and every fucking inch he has to give me! 

She couldn't believe how good she felt right at that moment, and how intense her latest orgasm had been. She had never cum that hard in her life, and to do so courtesy of her very own son made it all the better.

She knew before they'd even started fucking that it would come to this, that his fucking would completely blow her away. At some point while she'd been sucking his cock seemingly forever, she'd realized his combination of size and stamina would be utterly devastating, and she'd been right. I'm hopelessly addicted to my son's cock now. There's no going back. I belong to him, full stop! I'm his fuck slut, now and forever! 

Although she was feeling as boneless as a jellyfish, she smiled at him as he continued to raggedly drive his dick back into her. She was half-dead, gasping and sweating profusely, but her own lust was already returning. She could feel every inch of him stretching her inside; reaching places she never knew existed, fucking her so completely and so thoroughly that she never wanted him to stop.

She still couldn't even believe that she managed to fit his thickness inside of her. It's like a baseball bat shoved inside me. It really is a cock LOG! Like one of those big ol' Christmas logs I can barely lift up to drop onto the fire. But now that I've grown used to the intrusion, I know I can never go back to normal penises like her husband's. Never! 

She briefly imagined her pussy permanently stretched wide thanks to getting fucked by her son daily. I'll be still tight for HIM, my wonderful son, but I'll be unable to feel Carl's little prick. That is, if I ever let him fuck me again, which probably isn't going to happen. Just thinking about it makes me cringe. Besides, I'm not about to cheat on Tommy! 

Those ideas excited her so much, she would have climaxed again had it not been for the fact that her body was still reeling from her last one. She knew it was irrational, especially because Tommy had his girlfriends, but she was especially enthralled about the idea of only spreading her legs for her son.

"Oh! Mmmm!" She moaned softly as the immense feeling of her orgasm lingered even as her arousal surged with new pleasures. She felt weak as a wounded kitten, and loved that her son was still using her roughly despite her condition. "That was amaaaaazing, my sweet mother fucker!"

He smiled down at her as he continued to feed his cock into her pussy, but he was beginning to tire and slow down. "I'm glad you like." But it took a concerted effort for him to say even that much. His breathing was very labored, and his arms were shaking with the effort to hold himself up.

Her strength began to seep back into her body a little more now, but she still felt like jelly. "You're tired baby, maybe you should stop for a while," she said as she smiled teasingly up at him. "Even a powerful, energetic motherfucker like you needs to rest sometimes."

"Not finished... fucking you yet," he said with a strained voice between labored breaths. "Not... done!"

"Baby, I never said that we were going to stop having sex," she said, and her smile deepened as he looked up at her confused. "Heavens no! Your cock belongs in my cunt tonight. All night! I said YOU should stop, not me."

He stared at her for a moment, not understanding what she was getting at.

She almost laughed at his innocence. He was so talented and knowledgeable about many sexual things, but he was still sixteen after all. "Let me explain. You're tired but I'm recovering, and we both want to carry on fucking, so you just rest. Let Mom take care of your big cock log for a while. I'm gonna to ride you until you cum deep inside me."

She felt a flutter in her stomach, and for once it wasn't wonderful sensations caused by his churning dick. She realized, I just told my son that he could cum inside me! He's not even wearing a condom! In fact, I don't have any, because no way did I ever think things would come to this. But I don't care! I might get knocked up, but I don't care! My son owns my pussy now, and it's wrong for such a strong and talented cock to ever be sheathed in latex. 

These illicit thoughts turned her on even more, and she pushed herself up on her hands. She was on the pill, but she preferred not to remind herself of that fact, because it was hotter to think he had a good chance to knock her up tonight.

Tommy didn't have any condoms either, a reflection of just how low he'd considered the odds that he'd fuck his mother before the night was over. So much had changed in just a few hours. But it was a moot point, since she didn't even ask him if he had any.

He still lay on top of her with his dick buried deep within her but not moving. He was completely drained, and sweat was pouring down his face like he'd just finished playing one of his football games.

"Well, are you going to help me or are we just going to stop?" she asked him a little impatiently.

Too tired to say anything, he reached around her waist and pulled himself back so that he could stand up. Her legs were still wrapped around him and his dick was still completely imbedded in her pussy. She didn't want his wonderful tool to pull out, not even for a second.

But he hadn't realized just how exhausted he was. As he stood up straight with her in his arms, his legs buckled, causing both of them to fall backwards.

Luckily, they landed with a hard thud on the leather sofa. He wound up sitting on the sofa with her sitting on top of him. She was straddling his long dick, which had slammed hard into her as she landed fully impaled on his lap. For a moment, it really felt like it was going to slide up through her chest and come right out of her mouth, it drove into her so hard.

The rough accident was painful to her at first, but she adjusted. Once they were accustomed to their new positions, she looked down at his face.

He was staring up at her in wonder, and she smiled lustfully back down at him. Her legs were on either side of his, his hands were on her thighs, his dick was deep in her pussy, and her hands were resting on his shoulders.

"Well, I hadn't planned on having sex here, but it's as good a place as any," she said to him with amused chagrin. "And besides, I don't think your father's desk could've taken any more of that violent fucking you were giving me. We were about to turn that thing into a pile of splinters."

He grinned up at her smugly. He thought, I don't want to act like some jerk, but how can I not feel smug, with a knockout like her impaled on my dick, and my own bombshell mother to boot? Actually, my sex bomb mother. He reveled in memories of dancing with her while the "Sex Bomb" song played.

She said, gently and quietly, "I love you, Son. I always have, you know that. But that was just as a mother. Now I love you as a woman too. Your woman. Your slut. I know you're pretty successful with the girls, and why wouldn't you be? Has word of your big cock gotten around?"

"Yeah, kinda," he admitted proudly yet modestly.

"That helps explain why you've been bringing such hotties to your bedroom lately. I know I can't stop you from fucking your way through all the sexiest girls in school, but I'm your mother, and I think I deserve a share of your cock log sometimes too. I've put in so many thousands of hours raising you to be a good kid, going all the way back to cleaning your diapers and even birthing you. Don't you think you could say 'thanks' from time to time by spreading my legs apart and burying your nine-incher balls-deep inside me?"

"UGH!" he grunted with surprise at hearing that. It felt like his cock instantly grew another inch inside her tight sheath.

She snickered. "You like that idea, huh?" She clenched her pussy tightly around his cock, giving him an unexpectedly intense jolt of pleasure.

"Hell yeah!"

She squeezed him again, making him groan even louder.

She said, "Now, I must admit, I'm not really great with this Kegel exercising stuff. You know what that is?"

He nodded, although he only had a vague idea.

"As a normal housewife, I never really had the need to gain total control over my pussy muscles. But now, as my son's fuck slut, things are gonna be different. I'm gonna go all out and learn everything there is to know about sex so I can pleasure you as much as any good mother humanly can." She emphasized her point with another tight pussy squeeze.

He grunted. He had no idea women could even do that with their vaginas. He was beginning to understand the advantage of having sex with an older woman who really knew what she was doing.

She continued, "I know you'll stay pretty busy boning all those hot cheerleaders you love so much, but I hope you won't forget to keep boning your busty mother too! I'm not gonna lose you completely to some totally hot teen angel, not if I can help it! I'm gonna become the best son fucker and cocksucker there ever was! What do you think about THAT?"

She punctuated "THAT" with an even tighter pussy squeeze. Then, as if that wasn't enough, she continued to massage him with an unpredictable series of rippling spasms and squeezes.

He wanted to tell her that she was the best fuck he'd ever experienced, by far, and the best cocksucker he'd ever experienced, by far. It wasn't even a contest. But he realized it would probably be better if she stayed on her toes because of some imagined competition. She was a woman who thrived on challenges.

So he just grunted and moaned lustily while she continued to drive him wild with a random pattern of pussy squeezes.

It was amazing how much pleasure she was giving him, given that, on the outside, her body didn't appear to be moving at all. But then she started to churn her hips as well, and that brought what her pussy kept doing to an entirely different level.

It felt so great that he couldn't help but confess, "Mom, God! Good God! I love you! And I love fucking you! You're soooo good! It's just... incredible! Nobody's ever done that to me before!"

She smirked, "So you like the way your mother's hot cunt is milking your big cock, huh? Do you like the way you've turned your mother into your own personal fuck slut in a matter of hours?"

"Oh God! I love it!"

"Do you like the way your mom talks like a filthy whore?"

"Hell yeah!"

She arched her back and thrust her chest out. "Do you like Mom's big tits?"

"God! Totally! Hell yeah!"

She boasted, "I'll bet no girl in your school has tits as big and firm as mine!" But then she had the realization that probably wasn't true, given there had to be nearly 2,000 girls in his school and there always were some outliers. It was a big school. "Okay, maybe a couple do, but they're far off and I'm right here, squeezing your cock even as I ride up and down on it. Mmmm... And back and forth..." She made some incredible side to side moves with her hips. It seemed like she was double-jointed everywhere.

She goaded him, "Anyway, what are you waiting for? Don't you want to play with Mom's tits some more?" She raised her arms and placed her hands behind her head. She knew that gesture would put her pale globes on an even better display.

"Hell yeah! Man! I love your huge, firm tits." He reached out and cupped her jutting double-D's from underneath. He kneaded them happily while she kept working his cock with her talented pussy.

She was still trying to sell herself, unaware that he was already completely sold on her. "Son, remember that your mom is the total package. Girls your age just don't have the curves that I do. A couple freaks of nature might have breasts as big as mine, or an ass as fine as mine, or a face as beautiful as mine. But I'll bet there isn't a single girl in your school who has all that combined into one hot and sexy package, not even the ones who are a couple of years older than you."

She was right, but he just grunted happily while she gyrated over his cock. He knew her well enough to know it was good to keep her a bit worried about the competition.

She added, "And not only that, but who's gonna suck your cock like I do? Your mother is a pretty talented cocksucker, don't you think? Plus, we live in the same house! Would you like to wake up every morning with my lips sliding up and down your thick fuck stick? Would you like to come home from school only to find your mom naked in your bed, drooling and licking her lips, ready for another fat cock snack? And what better way to go to sleep than after Mom has tucked you in with yet another nice long blowjob to help you relax?"

"Yeah! Hell yeah!" It was starting to dawn on the lust-addled boy that this might not just be a one night stand. Her words and actions couldn't be any clearer, but her behavior was so far from the norm he couldn't help but think this was just a freak event. However, she wasn't drunk or even tipsy anymore, not after all the calories they'd burned off together, and it was clear she was still dead serious. That realization brought his energy surging back with a vengeance.

She was a talented saleswoman, and she was just getting started on selling herself, not realizing how totally unnecessary that was. She was about to start describing the virtues of having a big-titted mother ready to get titfucked at a moment's notice, when he suddenly picked her up about six inches and slammed her back down on his shaft.

"UGH! UUUGGRRHHH!" Now it was her turn to grunt and moan without restraint.

He asked, "Mom, I love all this talking and grinding, but when are you gonna bounce on my dick like you should, you naughty girl?" His hands went right back to kneading her spongy tit-flesh and pulling on her nipples.

She looked into his fiery eyes, and shivered. Then she shivered once again just from the knowledge that she was impaled on her son's dick. She slowly began to move her hips up and down as well as back and forth, causing his pole to root and churn around in her pussy in unexpected ways.

"Your wish is my command, Son," she said with a new burst of lusty desire. "I'm just your helpless fuck slut, so I have to do anything and everything you tell me!"

That was such an arousing concept, he nearly swooned. He felt giddy and light-headed.

She was really getting off on submitting to him.

She began to repeatedly impale herself, rising up and slamming down over and over. Occasionally, she'd alternate that with some hip gyrating and churning. "Oooooh yeah!" She moaned lightly as she felt his hard shaft fill her again and again. She loved how it stretched her inside.

"Hell yeah! That's it, Mom, ride my cock like a slut!" He growled at her as he stared lustfully at her body. He was amazed at how his fingers were pretty much swallowed up in her soft tit-flesh to the point that he couldn't see his fingernails.

"UGH! UGH! Yeah!" she said breathlessly. "You like that, you nasty motherfucker? You wanna fill me up with your creamy sperm? You did promise me that I'd not only fuck you and call out your name, but that you'd fill me up and pump so much cum into me that it'd pour out my ears. Was that just a tease, or did you really mean it? Give it to me! Give it to me, thick and DEEP!"

As she smiled down at her son, impaling herself hard on his nine-inch cock yet again, she discovered that she liked her own idea quite a lot. She was working her hips relentlessly because she couldn't wait for him to cum inside her.

He liked that idea even more. In fact, her words aroused him so much that he unexpectedly lost all control. By the time he started yelling "I'm cumming!" he was already shooting off inside her.

It was almost too late, but she began bouncing wildly up and down like she was on a pogo stick. She wanted to give him the very best orgasm, so he'd feel inspired to use her pussy again and again and again. "Cum for me, Son! Cum! Fill me up! Knock me up! Fuck your baby into me!"

"OH SHIT!" hearing that brought out a new surge of energy that he didn't even know he had. He pounded up into her as best he could, even though he didn't have great leverage to drive in deeply, since he was beneath her.

But Leah's words inspired and aroused her just as much as they did him. She was already on the verge of another big orgasm, thanks to their grinding and repeated impalements, not to mention his insistent tit fondling. But the frenzied outburst of activity and the feeling of his cum squirting into the far depths of her pussy pushed her over the edge. Her comments about being impregnated were just icing on the cake, given everything else that was overwhelming her.

"FUUUUCK!" she screamed. "TOMMY! TOMMY! FUUUUUUUUCCCK!"

They held each other tightly and screamed and hollered incoherently as waves of orgasmic bliss threatened to overwhelm both of them. He was in seventh heaven, surging with triumphant pride that he was cumming into the forbidden depths of his bombshell mother's vagina. But she felt even better about it. There was a deep satisfaction from having one's pussy filled up with cum that couldn't compare to anything else.

They were easily able to go from wild bouncing to hugging and resting on the sofa. They basically kept their same positions, although he was able to lean back, and she could rest against him. His cock remained fully impaled in her, and they both liked it that way.

"Phew!" she said as she wiped the sweat off her forehead. "That's it! Son, you've really gone and done it. You're a real motherfucker now!"

He shrugged with feigned disinterest. "Yeah. That was okay. Should we go back to the party?"

She stared at him with disbelief.

He broke into a wide smile and his eyes gleamed with joy. "Kidding! Just kidding! That was fuckin' AWESOME!"

She kissed his nose. "That's better. Jesus Christ, kiddo, you scared me!"

"Sorry. But seriously, that was the best thing that's ever happened to me! That was EPIC!"

"I know!" she enthused. "Me too! I had no idea how great incest is. Is that why there's a taboo? Probably the economy would completely collapse if mothers could get fucked by their sons all day long, since they'd both be too busy to work. Or eat. Or sleep. I can't begin to tell you how happy I am that your dad was unable to come tonight! Little does he know how that totally changed our lives."

Tommy frowned. "Oh, man. Can you not mention him please? That's kind of disturbing."

She grimaced. "I know. I'm sorry."

Tommy's feelings about Carl were all over the place. At times, his dick swelled and hardened as he saw his mother's wedding ring on her finger as her hand slid up and down his shaft, but then minutes later he'd feel ashamed about that same event. Right now, he was struggling with a mild post-orgasmic funk, and trying hard not to think about his father at all. He reminded himself of his suspicions that Carl was cheating on Leah already, and tried to convince himself that made it all okay.

After a hesitant pause, he asked, "Mom, were you serious about what you said before? You know, about wanting to suck my cock every day? Or was that just sexy talk?"

She looked him right in the eye. Then she very deliberately ground her hips down into his crotch, forcing his penis as far into her body as she could. And then her pussy tightened up like a clenching fist and refused to let go. "I'm as serious as a heart attack, son. And not just that. You own me know. My body, which actually is your body now, is yours to do as you please. So please, fuck the shit out of me!"

He joked, "So basically, you're telling me to go fuck myself." He clarified, "Because if your body is mine-"

She interrupted, "I get the joke, and it's a funny one, but not now. This is serious! This is our future. We can't turn back. I'm hoping you'll regularly fuck me in ALL my holes... including my ass! Nobody's ever done my ass before, but I can and will deny you nothing."

"MooooOOOOOoooom!" he griped. "Stop saying all this sexy stuff. You're driving me crazy! And with your face all covered in cum, no less. You sound like some kind of cock-crazy porn star, but you're a wife and mother, and a serious business executive."

She replied defensively, "There's no reason I can't be a 'serious business executive' by day and a 'cock-crazy porn star' for my son by night, is there?"

"No, but... it's just... it's such a shocker. I love it, but I don't dare to dream it's really real. Do you really mean all that?"

Her pussy finally released its death grip on him, but only because she was seriously thinking. But rather than relaxing outright, her internal muscles started rhythmically flexing, massaging him inside her as she contemplated her true feelings.

She admitted, "Well, to be honest, I might feel different tomorrow, but right now, I've never been so sure of anything in my life. Son, I know what you mean, because I'm totally shocked too. I should be mad at how you seduced me during the party, but instead I'm grateful, because you've shown me there are joys far greater than anything I'd ever imagined in all my life."

She pondered her feelings for a while, and then continued, "For a long time now, I've thought of myself as a mother, a wife, and a businesswoman. Maybe in that order, although all three were very important. Sex was down the list. But you've changed me. Now I know that I'm a woman first of all, a woman with intense sexual needs. Again, maybe I'll feel different in the morning, but right now, nothing seems more important to me than pleasuring you and being fucked by you. I suppose I'll still be a mother, wife, and businesswoman, at least for the time being, but my top priority is to serve you as your fuck slut."

"Mom! How can you say that? And so matter-of-factly, like you really mean it?"

Leah picked his hands up, and brought them back to her sensitive breasts. She held his hands against her chest until his fingers and palms cupped her abundance of his own accord. Then, looking him straight in the eye, she proudly told him, "I do!"

"See? There you go again. You're sending chills down my spine, because this is just so awesome. I mean, that's my sperm on your face!"

She grinned wickedly, and swiped up a gob of cum into her mouth. "Yep!"

"But you can't really mean it. God knows I wish it was all true, but I can't help but think you're just getting swept away in the passion of the moment, and tomorrow I'll be crushed when all this big talk is forgotten. I mean, just a few hours ago, I know the thought of having sex with me would have turned your stomach."

"That's true," she admitted. "And maybe I will come down some from my sexual high, so don't take every word I say literally. But I know one thing: there's no going back! I don't know how it's gonna work exactly, but I need to feel your cock in me every single day! I need it like air to breathe! Son, you have no idea what you do to me! I feel ALIVE for the first time! Even when I started to suck your cock, I knew deep in my heart that I was your slut. I knew that you had me, totally, and I'd never be able to say no to you again."

"But how? Why? I need to understand, because I'm still frightened this will all vanish like some crazy dream. What changed so dramatically?"

"I can't explain it. It's like trying to explain love at first sight. This was lust at first suck." She giggled at that. "Things can change in the blink of an eye. Let's say you find out your best friend murdered someone. You'll never ever be able to look at him in the same way again. Same kind of thing here, except in a positive, sexual way. I was hit with the realization that my son is a well-hung super stud who's meant to control me and dominate me and use all my holes as much as he likes, wherever and whenever he likes. That's just how it is. The fact that I'm married? Doesn't matter. The fact that I'm a highly paid department head with my own staff? Doesn't matter. The fact that you're boning all kinds of teen hotties? Doesn't matter."

Tommy pondered that. "Wow! ... Am I really that amazing?"

"Well, half of it at least is the fact that you're my son. A mere hour or two ago, that idea repelled me, but now it turns me on like you wouldn't believe. But yeah, you're pretty damn amazing. Have you not noticed that you're still as hard as an iron bar, and completely filling up my pussy? Your damn fuckin' cock log, nay, cock tree trunk, never went soft at all! That's impressive!"

He churned his erection around a little bit, making her visibly shiver. "Yeah, obviously, it's pretty hard to miss your tight squeeze. But how could I possibly go flaccid, when you're saying all that sexy stuff? And not only that, but your pussy is just as hot as ever. It's like a furnace!"

Now it was her turn to increase their mutual joy by gyrating her hips a bit. "Well, I did warn you that my oh-so tight and hot wet CUNT would literally crush and grind your big fat cock to a meaty pulp, and then flame broil it like a sausage. Did I lie?"

Tommy could only shake his head 'No' as her pussy relentlessly milked and massaged him.

She couldn't help but smile at the way she was affecting him. "But look Look who's talking, Mr. Hot Cock. I swear, your thing is like a red hot poker. And it definitely knows how to poke!" She laughed.

She added, "In fact, you know what I need? I need to feel your hot shaft trapped between my tits. I want you to give me a good titfuck right now! Do you think you can do that?"

"Oh, hell yeah! Damn, I've been lusting after those tits of yours for YEARS!"

"But not that many years, right? I mean, you're only sixteen. Don't gross me out."

"I don't know when it started, but I've been lusting after you pretty much ever since I had my first hard-on. In fact, I'll bet my first boner was from watching you walk around the house. I don't know if that's gross or not, but that's how it is. You have no idea, the agony and suffering, having the hottest MILF mom around and knowing there's nothing you can do about it!"

She rose up off him, pulling his dick out of her tight gash in the process. She dropped to her knees and leered up and him. "Nothing? Nothing at all? What about fucking her tits? Wouldn't that be fun?"

"Oh yeah! HELL yeah!" He scooted forward in his chair.

"And by the way, remember earlier, when you called me a MILF? I actually know what that means: a 'Mother I'd Love to Fuck.' But you can't call me that anymore. Call me a MIF. A 'Mother I've Fucked.' Or better yet, 'Mother I'm Fucking.'"

He laughed. "Jesus, tonight is the greatest!" He sat back down on the edge of the sofa.

He was ready to slide his shaft into position, but first he asked, "Um, don't we need some lubrication?"

"Oh yeah," she agreed. "Good point. It's been ages since I've done this. Years and years, actually. But with you, I hope you'll be fucking Mother's big tits pretty much every day."

"Good God," he groaned. "Stop saying sexy stuff like that. You're gonna drive me crazy!"

She just laughed. "I'll make you a deal. I'll keep driving you crazy, if you keep pumping me full of your cum."

"Deal!" He shook his head, incredulous at his luck.

She looked down at herself. "As for lube, the answer is obvious, isn't it? It's written on my face and tits, and you wrote it." She slid her fingers over the upper slopes of her creamy melons, gathering up the cum there and smearing it into her cleavage. In fact, so much had slid into her cleavage already the lubrication was a moot point, but she wanted his dick to literally bathe her in a bathtub of sperm. She even smeared more from her forehead and cheeks down into her deep valley.

He whimpered, worried she was TOO arousing. He complained, "If you keep doing that, I'm gonna add another fresh load of 'lube' in a few seconds!"

She looked up at him and pressed her firm orbs together. She slid them around like his cock was already trapped between them. "You would? And that's a BAD thing?"

He looked at her incredulously.

She laughed gaily. "Just imagine how glazed my tits will be, if you blast ANOTHER huge load right onto my nipples and all points between them! I'll smell like your sperm for weeks! Hell, I will anyway. I can just imagine my personal assistant Stella telling me all embarrassed and worried, 'Um, Leah, do you realize that lately you smell, like, uh, male ejaculate?'" She laughed some more.

"MoooooOOOOooooom! I'm serious! Stop being so arousing, or this titfuck will be over before it starts."

She sighed petulantly. "Very well."

He closed his eyes, hoping to block out all sexy sights for a little while. It didn't help much though, because the smell of sex was so heavy in the air. Plus, he couldn't forget some of the things she'd said or done.

When he opened his eyes again, he looked at her crotch with surprise. Her hands were moving between her legs.

She said, "Don't look at me like that. I'm not just playing with my pussy, I'm getting my fingers all wet. I figure it won't hurt to gather even MORE lube!"

He growled, "I think you're just so horny, you can't help but play with yourself."

"Guilty! But look what I'm doing." She raised both hands and smeared the inner sloping curves of her huge boobs with her pussy juice. It wasn't clear if that helped though, since her fingers wound up looking even cummier after she'd touched her tits, because there was so much there already.

But it certainly was arousing for him, knowing he'd be fucking her tits through that much semen and pussy juice. He sat up closer, practically falling off the edge of the sofa in the process. "Oh God! I can't wait! I can't wait!"

She reached back to her pussy for a second helping, and then smeared her tits with more of her own cum. Again, it was fairly unnecessary, but she was playing with herself while her son supposedly recovered as much as she was lubing up. She even coated her nipples in her own juices.

Once she was done, she said, "Hold your horses. Remember, these are your tits now. They belong to you. That means you can fuck them whenever you like. But it's not all fun and games; you have your responsibilities to take care of. If you don't cum on me or in me each and every time you fuck them, you're gonna make your mother very upset!" She winked at him.

"Fuuuuuuck!" he said, awed at her passion. "Then I need to fuck them now!"

She scooted closer. She pressed her tits together from the sides, and allowed her son to slide his thick pole right into her tight tit crack as soon as it came within range. He loved how his darker and more tanned cock looked surrounded by her ivory rack.

"FUUUUUCK!" he exclaimed in astonishment. "Fuckin' fuck me! That feels SOOOOO good!"

She looked up at him curiously. "Haven't any of your teenybopper girlfriends let you fuck their tits? I've noticed you've been seeing some pretty well endowed ones who look perfect for titfucking."

He moaned lustily, "I do love the busty girls, even more than most guys do, which obviously is saying a lot. But that's because they remind me of you! How could I ever be attracted to anyone but some totally stacked gorgeous babe, after years of seeing you walk around the house? Oh God! And when you go swimming in your bathing suit...!" He worried he was going to cum suddenly, such memories were so titillating.

She smiled. "You flatterer. But you mostly avoided the question."

He closed his eyes and tried to ignore the fact that his dick was completely buried in his mother's spongy tit-flesh. He tried to control his ragged breathing, but with only partial success. "Uh... Um, no. This is the first time. Girls these days, they're perfectly fine giving handjobs and blowjobs, but a lot of them think titfucks are too demeaning or something."

She grinned wolfishly. "That's too bad for them, but great news for me! I hope that means you'll make up for your loss by fucking your mother's big tits as much as you can!"

She was ready to get started, but she could see him with his eyes closed and obviously gathering his energy and willpower, so she kept talking. "Actually, I find it demeaning too. Do you have any idea how humiliating it is to be naked and on your knees in front of your own hunky son, knowing that he's about to use your big tits like a second cunt and then splooge all over your face? But unlike them, I love it! That's 'cos I understand this is my proper place."

She purred quietly, more to herself than him, "Constantly serving my son's magnificent cock log!"

He groaned with frustration. He desperately needed to calm down so he wouldn't blow his load in the first minute, but with her talking like that, he wasn't able to recover at all. It was totally mind blowing enough that she was willing to fuck and suck him in the first place. But for her to be so enthusiastic and submissive about it really did just about blow his head off his shoulders.

She started to say more, but he waved his hand wildly, indicating he needed some silence. It was like every word she said was another deep thrust into a tight pussy; he simply couldn't risk her arousing him into a climax.

A minute passed as he just worked on calming his breathing. As his panting subsided, he was able to listen carefully to all the sounds around him. To his pleasant surprise, he heard the sound of distant erotic screaming. He realized that some of the people in other nearby offices were having a lot of fun too. He was glad to discover that while he could make out the general emotional gist, he couldn't hear individual words. He hoped that was true for his fucking neighbors listening to them, especially given some of the things his mother had screamed.

Finally, he was ready. He opened his eyes and smiled. "Okay, Mom. Let's go. And have I said how much I love you yet?"

"Yeah, but I love it whenever you say it again. Okay, Mr. Hot Cock, let's do this!" His dick was already in place, but she began sliding her big globes up and down on either side of it. Her movements were delightfully unpredictable, but generally speaking, when one went up, the other went down, and vice versa.

She cooed, "You just sit there, Mr. Hot Cock. Let your fuck slut do all the work for a while. That's what good fuck sluts do. Then, later, you can fuck my tits hard and fast if you want, just like how you fucked my face."

He was all smiles as he reveled in the unbelievable pleasure she was giving him. "You really love this fuck slut stuff, don't you?"

"I do! It's like something in me snapped or broke. Normally, a woman such as myself would feel terribly guilty and self-conscious about what we're doing. She'd try to deny the strength of her incestuous feelings. And that would be the normal me. But I'm just the opposite tonight. The more naughty, humiliating, and incestuous it is, the more I love it!"

"Well then, shut up and fuck my cock with your tits, you nasty slut!"

She laughed as her big globes slid up and down around his hard-on. "That really does make my pussy tingle, but don't push your luck! For one thing, I'm your fuck slut, not your slut. There's a world of difference. You still have to respect your mother in the morning."

To his surprise, he found he was able to enjoy the titfuck without getting excessively worked up. The urge to cum had passed, and he was in a good place with that. It helped that she was doing all the work, so he didn't get winded.

At first, his cock slid straight into her cleavage, perpendicular to her chest. It seem just like it was impaling a pussy. But not even Leah's huge tits could come close to enveloping all of his nine inches that way. Before long, they readjusted so his dick was pointing straight up. This gave her more room to work with. Sometimes, she even briefly "titfucked" his balls, just for fun.

Easily able to converse while enjoying his endless erotic buzz, he said, "So, imagine tomorrow I come home from school. I'm hot and sweaty from football practice."

She interrupted, "Oooh! I love the idea of you all hot and sweaty. Just like you are now, in fact. Don't shower! Do you take your shirt off to show Mom your hunky chest?"

He grinned, but said, "Not yet. Dad is still at work, and you've just come home too. You're in the kitchen. I walk up to you and put my hand on your ass. What will you do?"

She was all smiles as she replied, "Well, I hope you don't just put your hand on my ass. I'll be wearing a short skirt with you in mind, and I hope you slide your hand right under it and clutch at my bare ass cheeks."

He grinned while watching his mother's massive melons rise up and down on either side of his shaft. "Aren't you wearing panties?"

She looked at him with pretend confusion. "Why the heck would I ever do that? Tomorrow, I'm going to empty my underwear drawer. Okay, maybe not, 'cos that might make your father suspicious. But I need you to have easy access to my tits and pussy and ass at all times."

"Okay. Sounds good! So that's what I do. I grip your gorgeous bubble butt under your skirt with both hands. Then I poke a couple fingers right at your pussy lips. Do you try to stop me?"

She looked at him with playful shock. "Heavens no! Not unless I thought you were Carl. In which case, I'd turn around and kick your ass!"

They both laughed, but she wasn't entirely joking. In truth, her loyalty had flipped in the last hour or two.

"In fact, I'd probably flip my skirt up off my ass and bend over at a lewd ninety degree angle to give you better access. It goes without saying that I won't be wearing panties or a bra, not if you're nearby and I think I can get away with it. Then, as your fingers pump my pussy, I'll say something like, 'How was school, Son? How can your fuck slut serve you?'"

"Wow!"

She craned her head down and licked at the tip of his cock as it passed within range. "I keep telling you, that's how it's gonna be from now on! But unfortunately, then I'll have to stand back up."

"Oh. Bummer. Do I have to take my fingers out of your hot gash?"

"Of course not! In fact, I'd be surprised if you didn't just rip my skirt off altogether. Let's assume you do that, because unless I get naked fast, I'm gonna deserve a spanking. But the reason I have to stand is I know how thirsty you get after your practices. I'll pour you a tall glass of lemonade."

"Mmmm! Sounds good." The story was so much fun that he almost forgot what her tits were still doing to his dick. Almost, but there was no way he could completely forget about that.

"And while you drink that, I'll be busy unbuttoning my blouse with a sexy striptease. By the time you're done with your drink, I'll have your shorts down around your knees and your monster-sized cock in my dainty little hands. Then, it'll just be a matter of you deciding which part of me you want to fuck first."

"Wow! Tough decision. But what about Dad?"

"Who?" She chuckled at her own joke. "You know his schedule. He won't be home for an hour, at least! In fact, now that I think about it, it's perfect how I'm always home with you well before he comes home. I'll be able to drain your balls completely dry every day after school, and he'll never suspect a thing!"

Tommy frowned, even though the titfuck continued, just as great as ever. "Man, thinking about Dad is a drag. I mean, he's a good guy, and a good dad, overall. I love the fact that I can see your wedding and engagement rings as you press your tits together for my cock, but it also makes me feel guilty."

"Guilty enough to stop?"

"No. Hell no!" He felt bad about that answer, but he couldn't deny the truth.

"Same here, except I hardly feel the guilt. I'm proud to be your slut. It's funny, because I STILL would never think about cheating on him with anyone else, but with you, it's different. I'm your slut first and his wife a distant second. If our marriage is going to survive - which it probably won't - he's going to have to adjust to that fact sooner or later."

"Wow! ... I wish I could be more... bothered by that. He's a good man! But it only makes me more aroused!"

She smiled triumphantly. "I'm glad you're coming around to my way of thinking."

He fucked Leah's tits for another five minutes or more, with her doing most of the work. It only got better and better as she slowly drove him to the edge of orgasm.

But then she claimed her hands were tired and she needed a break. The two of them "rested," but it wasn't much of a rest, because she said it was time for him to lick her pussy.

She laid herself down on the couch and spread her legs obscenely wide.

Kneeling between her powerful thighs, he took a minute or two just to sniff her bald pussy and give it a close visual exploration. Even her pussy looked damn near perfect, with symmetrical and trim engorged lips. He could see his cum drooling out of her gash, and that excited him even more.

Then he started to lick.

Truth be told, he wasn't very good at it. He'd gone down on some girls, mostly as tit for tat so he'd get blowjobs, or in a sixty-nine, but he didn't really know what he was doing.

However, Leah knew exactly what she wanted, and she wasn't afraid to tell him. After just five minutes, he was making her hips buck up off the sofa. He kept at it until she came. He still wasn't that great at it, but luckily, she had an extremely low orgasm threshold at the moment. It also excited her to no end to think that she would be the one to teach him in how to lick a woman's pussy. She'd be able to train him to tongue fuck her exactly the way she wanted him to do it to her. She had no doubt that under her tutelage he'd become a highly skilled pussy licker.

She suddenly sat up. "That was great. In the weeks and months to come, I want to turn you into a pussy licking master. Given how much the girls fawn over you already, it's positively scary to think how many cherries you'll pop once you add expert cunt licking to your repertoire. My son is a super stud! But enough of that. You've got me hot and bothered, and your stiff boner is going to waste. Let's fuck some more!"

He was shocked at how insatiable she was. He'd always known she was drop-dead gorgeous, but he'd assumed she didn't have a sex drive to match her looks. She'd always seemed more interested in things like making money. Ironically, he had been right back then, but he was wrong now that she'd "snapped."

He said, "Unfortunately, I need to pee and get a drink."

"Oh, shoot! Dammit, the fact is, I should do that too."

Even though there were bathrooms just down the hall, they couldn't just go streaking to get to them, because one never knew who might see. So they had to put their clothes back on.

She didn't have a towel or anything like that to clean her cummy face and tits with, not to mention her swampy thighs. She was so far gone into her new role as "fuck slut" that she briefly considered smearing her son's cum all over the office furniture to "mark his territory" as well as get rid of the evidence.

But then she remembered her thong, lying forgotten on the floor. She used that like a towel, and even though it was wet with cum already, there were some drier parts, so she managed to make herself at least semi-presentable.

Still, it was lucky they didn't come across any other people, especially anyone who knew their names, because they both looked freshly fucked and smelled of sex.

But the reward for having to dress up was that when they came back, they were able to perform sexy stripteases as they took their clothes off again. Leah was much better at that kind of thing than he was, since she'd long been into teasing even if she hadn't been so wild about sex. But she greatly enjoyed watching Tommy's very first strip teasing effort.

He was having so much fun that he didn't feel self-conscious at all, not even as he danced like a goof and tossed his clothes all over the room. It dawned on him that maybe something had "snapped" inside him too. He felt no shame, and surprisingly little guilt. He didn't care what was "cool," as long as he was with Leah.

They didn't have any radio or CD player. But he banged a rhythm out on his father's desk and sang "Brick House" by The Commodores when it was her to strip, since she certainly was built like a brick shit house. When it was his turn, she also banged on the desk and sang "It's Raining Men" by The Weather Girls.

They weren't just two people having sex, they were two good friends who loved each other having sex and a hell of a lot of fun.

Soon, they were back on the sofa, with Tommy lying on top of his mother and drilling her hard with his big cock. The only major difference from their fuck session before their bathroom break was she kept her high heels on this time.

They started slowly, more making love than fucking. But now that Tommy had climaxed three times, his endurance was seemingly endless. Nearly half an hour passed as they cuddled, fucked, kissed, and whispered sweet nothings to each other.

Tommy was beginning to realize that his mother wasn't just in lust with him, but that she was showing every sign of being in love with him too. It wasn't like he had to make a great logical leap with that, since she said "I love you" so much. She kept pledging herself to him in just about every way possible as well, and also happily and proudly called him a "motherfucker" over and over again. It was an awful lot for a horny teenage boy to handle.

I could easily see myself falling in love with her too, he thought. I mean, I already love her as a mom, but I could love her like a wife too. But then what? She's still startlingly young for a mother, at only 34. But that still means she's 18 years older, and it's not like that age gap can narrow later on. It's easy to say that doesn't matter, but it matters. Hell, my 17 year-old dates seem old to me sometimes, not to mention my 18 year old-ones, and I get no end of grief at school about that age difference. And it isn't like we could get married and have kids. Or even be open about our relationship. Shit, she might not even divorce Dad! 

He decided not to think about depressing things like that for the time being. But still feeling doubtful, he said, "Mom, one reason why I can't totally believe this is really happening is because you're soooo into it. All this talk about being my 'fuck slut,' and 'my body belongs to you,' and that kind of stuff. I love it, don't get me wrong, but I never expected it from you. So I keep expecting to wake up from a dream or something."

She considered that, and said, "I understand what you mean. Frankly, I'm surprising myself too. The thing you have to realize is that I'm a very passionate and driven woman. I wouldn't say that I never do anything half-way, because I sometimes do. But when something fully catches fire with me, and I really get into it, I go aaaaaaaaaaall the way. That's how I've managed to rise up the corporate ladder so fast. Now I'm turning that same intensity and drive onto having sex with you."

"Wow. Now that you put it that way, it doesn't seem so out of the blue. Cool!"

They were still fucking slowly as they talked. But, inevitably, the fucking pace sped up and intensified as their passions rose. They switched to a cowgirl style, where she did most of the work.

He found himself gaping in awe at his mother's mouthwateringly hot and stacked body as she bounced rapidly up and down on his hard monster cock. Her eyes were closed and she had an expression of bliss on her face as she completely lost herself in the intense pleasure soaring through her. She didn't even realize how her big tits were wildly bouncing against his chest as she continually rammed herself up and down her son's long length.

He could feel her long smooth legs pressed against his bare thighs as she straddled him, her pussy always clamped tightly around his cock as she fucked herself silly on his dick for what seemed like hours of non-stop orgasmic joy.

After a while, her left hand played roughly with her clit, causing her to fuck herself even more wildly as she was pleased by both his dick and her hands. Her face contorted once again in ecstasy. One minute, she was throwing her head back while groaning and moaning, and the next minute, she was wildly shaking her head from side to side as she screamed lust-filled obscenities and entreaties to fuck her harder and deeper.

The sight of his busty centerfold-worthy mother seemingly riding him harder and faster with every twisting and churning thrust of her hips made him want to cum hard and soon. He found himself thinking about her big tits instead of her hot pussy for a while.

Leah's tits were simply amazing, and everyone knew it. They were huge, and soft yet firm, and without much sag for her age. It helped that they had started so high on her chest when she was younger. They were still bouncing wildly up and down, sometimes in unison and sometimes independently of each other. Occasionally, he reached up and tried to temporarily still them with his firm grip, but most of the time he was happy to watch them bounce around in time to her up and downward thrusts as she energetically and repeatedly impaled herself on his dick.

The very fact that his mother was so perfectly endowed was bringing him closer to climax. To play with a busty woman like that for one night was a dream come true. But knowing that he'd be able to touch and play with her "twins" anytime his father wasn't around was almost more mentally stimulating than his mind could handle.

"OH YES! YES! Ooooooh Tommy, my BABY!" Her screams dropped into a loud purr as she looked down at him, her left hand working furiously on her clit as she slid quickly up and down his hard cockmeat. "I can't tell you how much I love your dick, my hunky motherfucker! It feels so fucking good! Promise me you'll never stop fucking me with it! I want you to make me fucking TAKE IT!"

"Fuck, Mom! Never! I love your entire fucking body!" he exclaimed, lifting his eyes from her body to her face long enough to see her smile teasingly as she groaned again, her fingers working harder as her hips made quick, small circling motions. "Your tits are fucking amazing! I've never seen such big, firm jugs before!" He reached up to cup her tits yet again.

As his fingers sank deeply into her spongy tit-flesh, she groaned with profound satisfaction. She moved her hips like she was churning butter, deliriously happy at how he was roughly squeezing her melons and pulling on her nipples. He may not have known much about pussy licking, but he certainly knew just what to do to a big pair of tits, thanks to all the hot and busty girls he'd fucked already.

They were the picture of lust, fucking wildly on the leather sofa in Carl Bryton's office.

"UGH! UH!" She once again locked her eyes on his and purred at him. He was pretty quiet during sex, but she was learning that she loved to talk up a sexy storm when she was with him. "I love the way you fill me! Who's your fuck slut now, baby?" Her head fell back again, her long black hair reaching down to his knees behind her.

Her voice grew louder as it seemed she was hit with a powerful new thought. "I want you to claim my cunt! Take it! Mark it! Drill it! Fucking OWN it! PROVE that you own every inch of my body, by fucking me into complete submission!"

Suddenly, she moved her hand from her clit and leaned forward. Her tits mashed hard against the palms of his hands as much of her weight was pushed onto them. Her hands grabbed tightly onto the back of the black leather sofa, and she used it for support to allow herself to fuck his dick even harder. She was desperately fucking herself to another orgasm.

With the feel of her tight, hot hole, not to mention her boner-popping words, he knew that he too would cum soon.

"UGH! Come on, baby, come on! Fuck your mother! Fuck a baby into me! Fill me with your boiling hot baby batter! Tommy, you fuck a baby into your cock-hungry mother this instant, and that's an order!" She growled aggressively at him, her face inches from his. "Fuck! I need this sooooooo badly! Give it to me!"

He couldn't even form any words, his heart was leaping from his chest because he still couldn't get his head around the fact he was actually fucking his gorgeous mother. But more than that, he was continually stunned at just how good a fuck she was! Being a big sports star in his school, he just about had the pick of any girl he wanted, except for those going steady. He'd fucked some sexually talented girls in the last year or so. Most of them were a year or two older than him, and even more sexually experienced, but none of them had been anywhere near as fun to fuck as this amazing woman who was relentlessly grinding down on his stiff cock as though her life depended on it.

Leah pushed herself back so she was sitting straight again. Her son's fingers were still full of her tit-flesh, unaware that their climaxes were coming soon. She reached up to grab her hair in her hands. She piled it on top of her head just to stun him with an especially arousing pose, as she continued to bounce on him like he was a bucking bronco.

He was once again amazed at how long he'd lasted, but his mother seemed to inspire him to previously unimagined sexual feats. However, with the intensity of her fucking and the sight of her gloriously toned body, he realized that he was almost done.

"Oh yeah! You're such a fucking STUD, baby! Fuck me! Fuck your mom!" She groaned without looking down at him, sliding her long black hair all over her head with her tightly gripped hands.

Then, once again she suddenly moved, unable to stay in one position too long because her body was so charged up with energy. Her slim hands fell down to grip her tits on top of his already mauling hands. The sight was simply awesome.

"Oh baby, you nailed me to your father's desk so good!" She purred as she helped him roughly squeeze her heaving tits. "I guess you're really showing me just who owns my hot and needy cunt! You wanna fuck me in his bed too? Prove that you completely own and control your fuck slut! Fuck me in every room of his house, and in his car too!"

"Shit! Fuckin' A! Mom, you're gonna kill me!" He could feel the familiar shortness to his breathing and he knew he was going to blow soon. He began thrusting his hips harder upward, using her tits to roughly pull her down onto him as he thrust up into her.

"UGH! HNGG! UH!" She groaned as he pulled her down hard, "So big! So big! Fuckin' COCK! Motherfucking motherfucker!" She breathed and moaned desperately as her guiding hands made sure he twisted her nipples aggressively.

He felt the tingling signs in his tightening balls that his climax was mere seconds away. Lust took total control of him. He let his hands drop from her bouncy tits to roughly grab her waist. He needed to fuck her harder and faster, and his new grip helped (even though she was still doing more of the work than he was).

"Fuckin' baseball bat! Fuckin' COCK LOG!" she exclaimed loudly as she groaned as another of her downward thrusts was met by one of his powerful upward thrusts. "I've never been fucked so good in my life!" She groaned again.

He suddenly growled aggressively, "Tell me, am I bigger and better than Dad?" Even though he knew the answer already, he wanted to hear her say it. He thought he could trick her into giving an honest answer while she was too horny to think straight. He hoped she answered quickly though, because he'd crossed the point of no return and it was a huge and painful effort just to hold off a few more seconds.

At the mention of Carl, she seemed to shift into overdrive, getting even MORE turned on by the thought of cuckolding the man she'd been entirely faithful to until a couple of hours ago. She screamed and grunted from the hard impact of her pubic bone slamming with a loud slap against the base of his dick.

He feared he'd waited too long to pose the question, because his climax was coming like a tidal wave rushing towards a crowded beach

But then she screamed, "YES! YES! YOUR DICK IS SOOO MUCH FUCKING BIGGER AND BETTER THAN YOUR FATHER'S!" She groaned loudly, squeezing her big tits and mashing them roughly together, even as Tommy tried to keep holding onto her waist. "HE'S... UGH! ... HE'S SIX INCHES AT MOST! AND YOU'RE NINE! AND YOU'RE SOOOO MUCH FUCKING BETTER THAN HE IS IN EVERY WAY! MY PUSSY WAS CUSTOM BUILT FOR YOUR HUMONGOUS COCK! HNNGG! UH! ... OH GOD, DEAR GOD, YOU'RE GONNA MAKE ME CUUUUMMMMMMM!"

Her last loud scream used up all the air in her lungs, leaving her frantically gasping for air. She slammed down hard as she yelled "CUM," grinding her tight pussy down on his raging dick, trying to force every last fraction of an inch into her.

Finally, he came.

She felt him shoot into her, right as her own massive orgasm was hitting a peak. The timing could hardly have been any better for both of them.

But even though he was shooting off deep inside her, their fucking wasn't done. Both tried for one last burst of effort to take their orgasms to another level.

She rode her son's dick as hard and as fast as fast as she could, bouncing wildly and groaning and screaming lewdly as she held tightly to her tits, squeezing them hard and roughly. She loved how each of her downward impalings was always met by his equally hard upward thrusts. Their bodies were in sync in every way.

The outside world disappeared for her. Even the room around them ceased to exist. There was absolutely nothing in her universe except for the big dick in her pussy and the amazing amount of pleasure it was giving her.

Suddenly, her stomach tensed, her pussy trembled, and electricity began to tingle through her body. She thought she'd been cumming already, but it was like an even bigger orgasm pushed her previous orgasm out of the way and took over. Again and again, she completely impaled herself on every inch of his big monster.

She screamed like she was truly dying as she felt the flying squirts of her son's hot, thick, and sticky cum fill her pussy. She imagined it coating her insides and shooting straight into her unprotected womb to knock her up. Even her latest orgasm doubled in power and intensity. She let out another wordless scream of complete ecstasy.

No words could describe how good she felt right then as her orgasm wracked her entire body. She shook uncontrollably as she came. She would have fallen off the couch if he hadn't been holding her tightly by her narrow waist.

Just like the last time he'd emptied himself into her pussy, it seemed like time crawled almost to a standstill. She knew on some level that their simultaneous orgasms could be measured in seconds, but the ecstasy seemed to go on for minutes or even hours. Still, her son's dick kept shooting cum deep into her yearning pussy, emptying his balls into her in an endless stream of creamy seed. Her pussy hungrily drank it all in, filling up with her son's sticky goo.

Eventually, her scream slowly quieted into wordless moaning, and she fell forward. There was no strength left in her body. She couldn't even raise her hand if she'd wanted to. Her big tits pressed against her son's chest, and they heaved as she gulped for air.

They both just lay there resting, totally exhausted but totally satisfied.

But the night was far from over. If nothing else, they were still at the party, and they still needed to get home and safely to their beds without Carl suspecting anything.

 



CHAPTER 5

 

Time passed.

Eventually, Leah woke up and regained her sense of reality. She realized that she and Tommy had actually fallen asleep. Their bodies had crashed in the wake of their great orgasms.

She checked her senses, and was amazed to realize that her son's dick was still inside her. However, it had gone flaccid and was liable to slide out if she made much movement, let alone gave it a good squeeze. She was impressed that it still felt to be a good five inches long or thereabouts in that state. That made it nearly as long as her husband's when he was erect, and actually still a bit thicker than his. What surprised her most though was how relaxing and comfortable it felt to have a soft, yet still man sized penis stuffed inside her.

She thought about that. Wow, even when my son is flaccid it's like he's got a good-sized erection. I'm gonna have soooo much fun from now on! If only it could stay hard, I'd probably never let it out of my pussy ever again. She chuckled. I'd get a new job and just tell my coworkers we're Siamese twins connected only at my cunt! Ah, if only. 

She weakly pushed herself up against her son's muscular chest until she was sitting straight, straddling his lap. That caused his dick to slip out, to her dismay. If she had thought her muscles were jelly before, they were water after just that little effort. She wiped her forehead, and her sweat seemed to fly off her in sheets. But she was sweaty and wet all over, just like her exhausted son was.

Standing on long legs that barely held her upright, she scanned the room and found her dress strewn over Carl's chair where she had tossed it during her last striptease.

She smiled widely, recalling how good her son had made her feel with his latest fucking marathon. She felt like she could feel his cum still fresh and deep inside her very sensitive pussy. She knew there was a lot of cum in her stomach too. She gleefully thought, If someone were to cut and bleed me right now, my veins would probably run white with my son's cum. Hee-hee! It really is just about enough to start pouring out of my ears, just like he said. 

She noticed Tommy starting to stir. No doubt she'd woken him by the way she'd sat up on him, but she didn't have much choice in that. She was about to go pick her dress off the floor and put it on, but then she glanced at his flaccid cock and saw how sticky and messy it was.

If I'm gonna be a dedicated fuck slut, I can't leave him like that. Cleaning his cock thoroughly is an essential part of my motherly, slutty duties. She crawled back up onto the sofa and carefully knelt between his legs without touching them. She took a deep whiff of their combined juices and thought, Now THIS is going to taste fucking fantastic.

She dropped her head down and started licking. Shit! If only my coworkers could see me now! I doubt if there's a single guy on my staff who hasn't masturbated to thoughts of fucking me. Hell, I think Stella and a couple other women have secret crushes on me too. If only those on my staff could see me now, working on my son's staff, so to speak! Heh-heh! You might even say I'm working hard to try and earn a raise, as it were. Ooh, yeah, that would be awesome! Mmmm. Did I always taste this good, or is it just because I'm eating cock cream slathered on creamed on cock? Mmmm, finger lickin' good! 

Tommy was drifting slowly back into consciousness, but the pleasant sensation of a busy pair of lips and tongue working on his dick woke him up in a hurry. He opened his eyes, hoping to see a sexy sight. Unfortunately, all he could see was a big mass of black hair covering his crotch (although just knowing what was behind that hair was plenty arousing).

He sat up, hoping to see more of his mother's smoking hot body. At the very least, he wanted to check out her ass.

Realizing that he was sitting up, she brushed her hair to each side, so he could see her big tits dangling all the way down to the sofa cushion below them. She also made sure he had a good view of her busy tongue.

He asked, "Mom, what are you doing? I'm soooo spent it's not even funny! I couldn't get hard again for a million dollars!"

She said between loving licks, "I know, baby. That's okay. But any good fuck slut knows that she can't leave your cock log like this, all sticky with pussy juice. Cleaning you up after cumming all over you is an essential part of my job."

He was staggered by that. He wanted to know what job she was talking about. It was like she'd somehow read an instruction manual on fuck sluts, and she was following a new set of rules that he didn't know. It was even more staggering to realize there really was no such manual and she was just making up these sexy rules on the fly.

He thought, Who are you, and what did you do with my beautiful but normal mother? I sure as hell ain't complaining, but it's like I can't even believe my own "lyin' eyes!" Not to mention my lyin' cock, heh-heh-heh! 

After a couple of minutes, he said, "You know, if you keep doing that, I just might get hard again."

She looked up briefly and smiled. Then she silently went back to her "cleaning" as if he hadn't spoken. His penis wasn't hard, but it wasn't a shrunken and wrinkled little thing either, and it was fun for her to lick it even in this state.

Finally, she paused in her licking to respond. "I know. And if you do, you're just gonna have to decide which way you're gonna fuck me and use me next. Do you want me to deep throat all nine inches again? Do you want to fuck my big tits and cum all over them? Do you want to pump my cunt so full of your sperm that I'll be leaking for days? Do you want to take my ass? Remember, my body belongs to you, so whatever you want, you get. And then, when you cum again, I'll have to clean your cock again. And maybe that'll make you hard again, and you'll have to fuck me yet again. Who knows, maybe the cycle will repeat over and over, all night long! Can you just picture the surprise on your father's face when he shows up here for work tomorrow morning, only to find me bouncing up and down in your lap, naked except for all the spermy cream on my tits and face?"

"Oh God! Mom, don't! You really ARE going to make me hard again!"

She chuckled wickedly. "That's the plan!"

But despite all her teasing, he really was wiped out for a while. She truly wanted him to get hard again, but nothing worked. She "cleaned" his balls for a while, sucking them into her mouth. She even poked an index finger into his asshole and massaged his prostrate.

That felt incredible in and of itself, nearly as good for him as a real climax, but it didn't help his penis revive.

She finally gave up and put her dress back on, but just her dress. They were both well aware that she left her thong on the floor for the time being. In fact, her thong was more of a cum rag now, after she'd used it to clean herself off.

Even though their mood had grown sedate, she still felt horny. She didn't just put her dress on, she did a reverse striptease for her son. She turned this way and that way as she pulled the zipper up the back of the dress. It took a long time, since she took a lot more time striking poses than actually doing anything with her dress. He sang "Brick House" again, and a few similar songs besides. It took her three minutes before she even attempted to pull the dress up over her tits, and it turned out she had a lot of "trouble" before she finally succeeded with that.

As she preened and posed, she said, "Well, I've never been fucked that good before! And I certainly have never been filled with so much cum either! I swear without any exaggeration, one of your cum loads is equal to at least two of your dad's. At this rate, you'll have me knocked up in a week!"

His heart skipped a beat, and he froze up with fear. "Wait a minute! You are just teasing with that kind of talk, right? I assume you're on the pill or something like that, aren't you?"

She turned to him and frowned. "Unfortunately, I am. Suddenly, I have this... great urge... to have your babies, but I suppose that's unrealistic for now. But still, we can pretend, right? And you DEFINITELY don't have to worry about wearing a condom with me! I won't allow it, ever!"

She lifted up her dress to the bottom of her bust, even exposing her belly button. Nodding at her pussy, she said, "You see this? Son, you deserve the best, and that means you're only allowed to fuck this bareback. That's just one more way I'm going to prove that fucking your mom is better than fucking any of your other girlfriends."

She dropped her dress back down, and turned to give him a side view. She pulled her arms behind her back in an apparent attempt to pull her zipper up some more. In fact, she didn't even attempt to find her zipper, but just pushed her big tits out farther as they pressed tightly against the thin black material of her dress. Her hard nipples poked proudly through the fabric. She shot him a sultry look, but added, "However, I don't want to catch anything from your slutty cheerleaders."

He rolled his eyes. "They're not all slutty, and they're not all cheerleaders."

"Whatever. You need to take precautions in any case. If I'm not enough to keep your balls drained dry, I expect you to pick just one or two steady girlfriends instead of sleeping around with so many cheerleaders so recklessly. It's unwise for you to be so reckless in the first place, and doubly so since you can only fuck me bareback. Is that understood?"

He said in a defeated tone, "Yes, Mom." But he was secretly delighted that she was taking it for granted he would continue to fuck at least some girls his age. He added, "And why do you have to keep calling them cheerleaders? I've fucked a couple dozen girls, and only five of those were cheerleaders."

"Five? Wow! That's practically the entire squad! I'm so impressed!"

He rolled his eyes, but he smiled too. Geez. In Mom's current hyper sexual state, I think if I told her I don't like to eat broccoli, she'd somehow manage to twist that around to praise my supposed studliness. ... God, I love it! 

Her smile deepened and became very teasing. "You certainly are going to be the cock of the walk at school! Emphasis on 'COCK.' Do you know who you'll pick yet?"

He grinned. "I'm thinking about it. I've got some ideas." He did briefly consider the idea, but all the girls he knew paled in comparison to Leah. He knew they wouldn't be able to hold his interest for long anymore.

She walked to his costumed pants and bent over dramatically. But after smiling at him and wiggling her ass, she picked them up and threw them at him.

"C'mon Batman, you better get dressed. If the party isn't over already, it soon will be."

"Ugh," he complained. "I hate this thing. And the crotch area is still a little moist."

"Don't hate that costume," she said. "The way it showed off your magnificent cock log is a big reason why I have your cum drooling out of my pussy right now. We should bronze it, frame it, and hang it on the wall. You know, I think you've ruined Batman for me. I think that anytime I see him on TV or the movies from now on, I'm gonna get so uncontrollably horny I won't be able to follow the plot."

As she picked up her thong and tried to decide what to do with it, she realized she was probably right about that.

While he pulled his gray pants up, he noticed her repeatedly smoothing her black dress over her flat tummy.

He didn't say anything, but after he put his shirt on, he noticed she was still doing it. He asked, "What are you doing?"

She turned to him and smiled. "Oh, I'm just thinking about all that delicious cum you pumped into my belly. I feel just as flat as ever, but I wish I was bulging out here from all your spermy cream. Maybe you need to fire a couple more loads down my throat and see if that'll make a bulge, like after eating a huge meal." She opened her mouth wide and lolled her tongue around, as if she was ready to take another load that very second.

"Jesus, Mom! Everything you say and do is so sexy, I don't know if I'm coming or going!"

She teased, "Cumming. Believe me, you'll be cumming with me. A hell of a lot!"

He shook his head in disbelief. "See what I mean?"

She found a small mirror, and she checked herself out in it. She tamed her tussled hair and generally prettied herself up. But no matter what she did, she couldn't completely hide her freshly fucked glow. But upon further reflection, she decided she rather liked looking that way.

Tommy had less to do, so he went around the room cleaning up and trying to return everything to how it had been. He didn't feel like putting most of his costume on, and he left his cape, gloves, mask, and belt in a pile to carry home.

But he looked up and saw his mother had hiked her dress all the way up to her waist again. All of her ass and pussy mound was on display, not to mention her sleek, long legs. She held the mirror in front of her pussy.

"What are you doing now?" he asked, actually exasperated at how incredibly aroused she was making him. He thought, Man, I wish my dick was hard so I could fuck the shit out of that bubble butt. But it still was down for the count.

She explained, "I'm just checking out all the cum flowing out of my cunt. Isn't that a sight? Most of it is yours, you know. What am I going to do if we go back to the party? Even if I clean all these rivulets up, there's more drooling out all the time. How would you like it if, while I'm talking to your father's colleagues, more of your cum leaks out of my cunt and down my thighs for everyone to see?" In fact, her dress covered her legs enough to make that virtually impossible, but she wasn't gonna let facts get in the way of an arousing comment.

He sighed with longing and frustration. "Oh God! If I don't get hard again soon, I'm gonna cry!"

She giggled, but then went right back to examining her soaked pussy (and not cleaning it up at all). "At least this dress is a long one. I doubt your cum is going to roll down past my knees, so people will notice. But what about the smell? I'm sure I smell like the thoroughly fucked woman that I am. Anyone who takes one whiff near me will know I've been banged hard and long like a cheap slut. And what about my face? Do I have that 'freshly fucked' look?"

She turned to him, hoping he'd examine her face. But she'd intentionally kept her dress hiked up high on her waist.

He averted his eyes, because seeing her swampy pussy was only frustrating, given his flaccid condition. "Geez, Mom! Have mercy on me!"

She giggled gleefully. "Sorry." She dropped the dress back down.

"Aren't you going to clean up?"

"Nope! A good fuck slut always cleans her son's cock thoroughly, but leaves her son's spermy cream on her skin as long as possible. It makes me hot, reminding me how you nailed me and marked me for your own."

"Well, geez, Mom, you know I love to hear that, but it's too dangerous. You DO look freshly fucked. And while very few to zero people here know I'm Carl's son, many do know you're his wife. They'll think you fucked somebody who wasn't your husband, and that'll cause all kinds of trouble."

"Wait a minute. But so what? You're supposed to be Carl, so we could walk back out there looked totally fucked, and people would just smile and think, 'There goes a loving couple.'"

"Hold on, Mom. That's too risky. What if word gets back to Dad? Can you picture his surprise if some colleague nudged him and said, 'Way to go, you dog. I hear you really laid the pipe into your old lady last night. And in your office no less.' What do you think of that?"

She pondered that. "Well, it makes me insanely horny for some reason. But I suppose you do have a point."

He said, "Let's not blow it by being too reckless. I want us to do this forever! Besides, if we do go out there and flaunt our freshly fucked look, I think my penis will engorge again, and then it'll simply cry 'mercy' and fall off. I need time to recover!"

She chuckled a little bit. "So, on top of everything else, your penis can talk too?"

He replied, "Yeah. In fact, you make it sing." With the song "Brick House" still in his head from her latest striptease, he sang while trying not to move his lips, "'She's the one, the only one, built like an Amazon.' See? He's singing about you."

She smiled, but then she sighed. "Very well. You're right. It's just that it's so easy to get carried away. Why don't we stay here and clean up a little bit better anyway? The more time that passes until we go back out there, the better."

That was true, but she was also stalling in the hope his penis would have time to revive and he'd give her another ride.

They did a very thorough clean up job. Leah even wiped her pussy clean and kept it that way. The one problem they had though was the room's lingering sex smell. They opened the windows and kept them that way. They figured it was better if Carl wondered why his windows were open (assuming he noticed that at all), instead of wondering who fucked in his office during the party.

Their other problem was what to do with her thong. She didn't have a purse to put it in. The simple solution would have been for her to wear it home, but she was insistent that "good fuck sluts don't do that." Instead, she insisted Tommy keep it. She said he needed a memento of his "conquest."

He liked that, and was pleased to discover it could be crumbled into a tiny ball. He hid that in his pile of costumed items, rolled up inside his cape.

Finally, they were all cleaned up and ready to go. He asked, "What time is it?"

She waved her bare arms at him. "I don't have a watch either, Mr. Hot Cock, and I'm not going to turn on your father's computer just to find the time. But it's obviously late. I'd guess we spent over an hour fucking, and about another hour sleeping. Probably more. Hell, I spent at least half an hour just sucking your cock log, and we spent another half hour gently making love at one point, so yeah, definitely more. I still hear the sound of fucking in some of these other offices, so at least we know the party's still going on."

She continued, "But we have to get going. It's gotta be past midnight, and that's late for a week night, even on Halloween. But at the same time, Carl could very well still be up. We need to get back home before he starts to wonder what's happened to us."

Tommy asked, "Do you really think he'll worry?"

"No," she replied grimly. "In fact, I'm positive he won't, although he might act like he did. And that goes a long way to explain why I get off on flashing my wedding ring while you fuck the shit out of me."

---

A couple of minutes later, they walked hand in hand back down the corridor towards the party room. To Leah's surprise, the music was still coming out from that room. However, there were nowhere near as many people as had been there earlier.

As they stood in the middle of the nearly empty dance floor, she whispered in Tommy's ear, "Did you see how unsteadily I'm walking? I'm not faking that. That's really because you fucked me so fuckin' GOOD, I can't even walk straight." She kissed his earlobe. "Do it again, when we get the chance."

He quietly whimpered. It was starting to dawn on him that he'd unleashed a sexual vixen, if not an insatiable succubus.

But he wasn't dead yet. He said, "One last dance," and pulled her to the middle of the dance floor. The song that was just starting was "Moonlight Shadow" by Mike Oldfield with Maggie Reilly. It was an odd choice for a dance since it was neither fast nor slow, but in between. But they danced it like it was a slow one.

Tommy commented, "I've never heard this one before, but it's so beautiful. Almost as beautiful as you."

She sighed happily and rested her head against his neck. "You make me so very happy. Say that again."

He briefly glanced around to make sure they weren't overheard, and then said, "Mom, you're too beautiful for words! I love you so much! And I don't say that just because you're so sexy, and such a great fuck. Or because you're a great mom. I love everything about you. I love YOU!"

She sighed happily. But she also looked up at him and beat her fists against his chest. "Stop it! Stop saying such great things, or you're gonna make me cry. ... Oops, too late!" Tears were already flowing down her cheeks, and she buried her face into his neck again as she cried more freely.

"What's wrong?" he asked with great concern, as he lovingly stroked her mostly bare back.

"Nothing! That's the problem! I'm so happy, so overcome, I'm crying tears of joy!"

She kept crying, but she pulled back from his neck and resumed dancing with him. She beamed with love and elation even as fresh tears rolled down. Eventually, she said, "This is going to be 'our song' from now on. Who would believe I could totally fall in love with my own son? I love you so much! So much, it's like a pain in my chest!"

His answer to that was a supernova kiss planted on her lips. Their feet kept moving as their tongues dueled.

They stopped dancing after the song ended, because nothing could top that emotional experience. She wiped her tears and got presentable again.

Leah led Tommy out by the hand into the smaller room they'd first arrived in. He put his Batman mask on for the duration, for fear they'd run into someone who knew the real Carl well in the better lit room.

She stopped briefly to tell the main hosts Harold and Lydia Marsh that they had had a lot of fun and they were both very glad they had come. She made sure not to get too close or linger though, for fear they still had some hint of that "freshly fucked" look or smell.

---

They soon found themselves sitting back in their car, Carl's Jaguar. This time Tommy took the wheel, even though Leah was sober by now. She explained with a happy smirk that she was still too "drunk on love and lust" to drive.

Tommy had hardly said two words since they'd left the dance floor. He stared straight out the windshield instead of starting the car.

"What's wrong, honey?" she finally asked, looking as concerned as she felt. She placed a hand on his arm.

He asked nervously, "Is everything gonna be okay with us now? I mean after... You know... "

She smiled softly and gently stroked his arm to reassure him, but she couldn't help but take the chance to tease him yet again, although she knew that he was worried. "What? After we had sex? After you fucked me? After you dumped one big load on my face, another down my throat, and then filled my cunt with two more? You think I'm gonna be mad about that?"

He gulped at that arousing reminder of what they'd done. "Well, maybe not mad, but I don't want you to be all regretful tomorrow. That would break my heart, especially after all the sexy promises about the future you made."

"Son, you're acting like the girl, all worried about what this does to the relationship. You should be strutting around like the cock of the walk that you are. That's how you act with your girlfriends."

He replied irritably, "That's 'cos I don't care about them. I'm always up front that I want to date simply to have sex and a fun time, not because I'm in love. But with you, it's totally different. I care. I love you! I don't want things between us to get all weird, but how can they not be weird?"

She stroked his upper arm tenderly. "That's so sweet. Of course I love you and care too. But don't worry. You're right, things will be weird for a while as we adjust to the fact I'm your fuck slut now, but we'll manage. Believe me, I didn't just lose my head because I was drunk. I've been drunk lots of times on business trips when Carl wasn't there and all kinds of sharks were after me, and I had no trouble keeping my panties on. I wouldn't have let you fuck me in two if I didn't want you to. If I was drunk on something, I was drunk on YOU! I made a very conscious decision before we entered that office. Everything's gonna be fine, okay?"

He nodded while looking at the floor.

She asked, "So are you okay?"

"Yeah, I guess. But what about Dad? I mean, we're cheating on him! The guilt's starting to hit me more now. It's bound to hit you too." He glanced at her wedding ring. He reminded himself that Carl was probably cheating on her. He clung to that like a drowning man grasping at a life vest.

"True, that is a problem," she conceded. "But I'm addicted to your cock and I can't live without it. Like I said, I'm your slut first and his wife second, if that."

She sighed sadly. "I dunno, maybe I need to get divorced. That's probably inevitable now, but I need to think things through." She sighed again. "But don't worry, I told you that there's no going back from what we've done, and I well and truly mean it."

He sighed too, but it was more of an exhale of great relief. "Phew! I'm so glad to hear that. I think I'm totally addicted too. I mean, yeah, I pretty much have my pick of girls at school, but they're all bush league."

"Oh?" Leah interrupted. "So teen girls aren't into polishing their pubes these days?"

"MoooOOooom! You know what I mean. What we did tonight was... epic! Seriously epic! Even the blowjob alone was way epic! They could make a porn flick just on that, and it would sell millions! I mean, that felt like an eight-hour blowjob, and it probably was! It was just... well, epic! God! The, the... deep throating! Unreal! And the fucking and the teasing and the kissing and everything... Oh my God! I can't go back to normal sex! No way! You totally rocked my world!"

She smiled from ear to ear. "My sentiments exactly. If you ever wonder how I turned into a fuck slut so quickly, just remember that 'you totally rocked my world' too, all night long. In fact, I think you had me when I sat on your lap in front of those two guys and you blatantly fondled my tits and practically poked a baby into me. You remember that?"

He smiled widely. "Yeah."

"Now, are we good?"

He looked at her wide-eyed. "Man, we are SOOOO good!"

She laughed at his enthusiasm. "Good, because I don't want any of this to ruin our relationship. I'm still your same mom most of the time, it's just that sometimes I'll be your fuck slut too. Well, okay, I guess I'll be like that a lot of the time." She grinned.

He wasn't quite done though. "Mom, what's up with this fuck slut stuff, really? You've been like, all submissive. But you're this powerful department head, and I know you firmly control your staff. You take names and kick ass at work! I love it, but I'm scared it's a mirage, because it just doesn't seem like you at all. Even with what you said about how you totally get into things, that explains your sexual enthusiasm, but not all this submissive stuff. What's up with that?"

She sighed, this time with longing. "You're right. It doesn't seem like me. But I've learned something new about myself tonight. You filled a hole in me that I never even knew existed."

He joked, "Um, Mom, I think you've known about that hole. Otherwise, how would you go to the bathroom?"

She laughed, only belatedly realizing the double meaning of her words. "I don't mean THAT hole, kiddo! Okay, you filled TWO holes in me tonight. One, your cock knows very intimately now. The other is a desire to be dominated, a desire I never even knew I had before tonight. I'm not talking about whips and chains and all that crap, but just keep on doing what you're doing."

He looked at her with puzzlement. "I will, just as soon as I know what that is."

She explained, "Just be you! You're a natural leader, a natural take-charge kind of guy. You're filled with this quiet confidence, and you somehow always get what you want. I mean, look at you! You were already banging the hottest juniors and seniors when you were still finishing junior high! That's extraordinary. You have some kind of special 'it.' In retrospect, maybe it was inevitable I would become your fuck slut once you grew up. I don't even know what your 'it' is, but it makes me want to not just love you but submit to you too, and service your magnificent cock and cum-filled balls. I do know your dad doesn't have a smidgen of whatever 'it' is."

"Why did you marry him then?" he asked.

"Let's not go there, please. I was way too young, for starters." Seeing that he was feeling relaxed now, and even aroused, she went from reassuring to sultry and teasing. "Now, we can pretend like nothing happened, Mr. Hot Cock. Or, you can drive us home before your father thinks something is wrong, and I can suck your dick on the way."

His head turned towards her instantly and his eyes shot wide open. "WHAT?! What did you say?!"

She couldn't believe how prudish he was being for someone who had already fucked her. But she was relieved when she finally saw a small smile creep up onto to his face as he started the car engine.

Her own smile grew as she reached towards his crotch and pulled his cock out of his pants. She was happy to see that it was engorging very rapidly. "You heard me, you big cocked stud. I can't promise that I'll be able to make it 'epic' every single time, especially with you driving. But I'll try my best. Speaking of which, enough of this jibber jabber. I need a mouthful of something other than words."

She leaned forward, craned her jaw open wide, and slid her hot mouth over his cock once again.

Tommy drove home slowly. He was trying to be careful not to crash the car with his mother's lips sliding up and down his shaft, but the slow pace also had the delightful side effect of prolonging her fantastic blowjob.

All the while, Leah's pretty head bobbed in his lap, sucking hard on his cock and swishing her tongue all over its bulbous head. Her lips glided up and down his thick shaft again and again as her cheeks sucked in and out, seemingly with the power of a vacuum cleaner.

She kept reminding herself that she needed to take it easy so he wouldn't crash the car, but it was tough because she really wanted to milk another load from his thick dick, and right away.

Stopping at a traffic light, he exclaimed, "Oh fuck, Mom, you're such a horny slut!" He groaned as his free hand gently rested on her long black hair that fell around her pretty face. While she sucked contentedly on his rock solid dick, he looked over at the car stopped in the lane next to his.

The male driver there briefly glanced back at him, obviously thinking Tommy was alone and finding nothing interesting to look at. Luckily, he wasn't in some kind of high SUV, and was at the same eye level as Tommy.

Leah was ducked way down below the windows, so there was no way for the other driver to know a centerfold-worthy bombshell was there and bobbing up and down on Tommy's boner with a passion.

At the next traffic light, Tommy took advantage of the fact that she wasn't wearing a bra to reach inside her dress and pinch a nipple.

But that proved to be a mistake of sorts, because she liked that so much, she pulled the dress straps off her shoulders. She managed to get them all the way down her arms while continuing to remain crouched down with her lips on his shaft. Then she yanked the rest of her dress down until she was completely nude from the waist up.

She pulled her lips off him long enough to say, "Good idea! Fuck sluts need to be naked a lot, so their big-cocked sons always have easy access."

He looked at her shapely back and shoulder blades, plus her long and flowing raven black hair. "Fuuuuuuck!" Then the light changed and he was forced to keep driving. "You're too hot to handle! You know what? Since you like to call me Mr. Hot Cock, I'm gonna call you Hot Stuff."

She giggled. She lapped on his sweet spot as she talked. "I like that! It reminds me of the hot stuff of yours that'll fill my tummy and cunt. I think I need to reward you for that great name with a fantastic blowjob. Oh, wait! I'm doing that already!"

He laughed and shook his head. As much as he loved his "old mother," he loved his "new one" even more. She had the same basic personality, but she was completely sexually uninhibited, and a lot more amusing, happy, and fun to be with.

It was past midnight, so there were very few cars around. At the next traffic light, he simply failed to resume driving when the light turned green. She was bobbing up and down with such talent and suction that it was almost ridiculous for anyone to expect him to drive.

But when the light turned green the next time, he was forced to keep going. Remaining there for a while was just too dangerous. He complained, "Hey, Hot Stuff, can you please ease up a bit? Or we're all gonna die!"

"Mmmmmmph!" She moaned around the shaft and then she slid her mouth all the way up and took her mouth from the shaft, gently pumping him while she talked. "I'm sorry, Mr. Hot Cock. It's your wonderful curved dick, baby." She cooed, "It drives me crazy. I just can't help myself!"

She returned to sucking intently on his shaft before once again pulling her mouth from it long enough to look up at him through her long black eyelashes. "Besides, I LOVE the taste of your cum and I CAN'T WAIT for you to paint my face and tits again! Imagine if I come home with my dress down to my waist and my face and tits glistening with gobs of your cum everywhere. Do you think Carl would notice? I don't!"

"Oh, come on, Mom, of course he would. He may be inattentive lately, but he's not dead."

She didn't disagree, as that was a fun but far too outrageous of an idea to take seriously. She asked, "By the way, do you think it's safe by now for me to deep throat you a little bit? 'Cos I really need to do that. Like, right now!" And with those words she went back to working as hard as she could, sucking mercilessly on his dick.

"No! Please don't! ... Oh God! You're not letting up at all! We're gonna die for sure!"

With that complaint, she finally did relent a little, but only a little. Her head continued to bob up and down on her son's nine-inch boner. She was sucking him with much more intensity and passion than she'd ever sucked her husband. It wasn't that she'd been deliberately holding back before, but sucking on her son's big knob brought out desires and talents that she hadn't even known she possessed (such as her totally improvised deep throating skills).

It was a long drive home. Tommy was both glad and worried by how far Carl lived from his work place, because Leah was still so reckless. After a while, he more or less managed to figure out how to concentrate fully on the road while a part of him reveled in the pleasurable things her tongue and lips were doing. The key was to never look down at her sexy and topless form, never talk (because she'd say insanely arousing things in reply), never sniff the air to enjoy her pungent pussy smell, never focus on her lewd slurping and sucking sounds, and generally block out all sensory information whatsoever except for the sight of the road in front of him.

It helped when they reached a wide highway and he didn't have to worry about sharply turning or stopping. Even the highway was very nearly deserted at that late hour.

But after ten minutes, they got back to street traffic. Worse, they were only a few minutes from home now, and Leah seemed determined to get him to cum before they got there. She began bobbing faster and using all kinds of tricky moves with her tongue.

It became increasingly impossible for him to block out the sexy sights, smells, and sounds filling the car. For instance, she was slurping so loudly as she sucked as hard and fast as she could that she pretty much drowned out the sound of his own steady and lusty moaning and groaning.

Her only remaining act of restraint was that she still hadn't tried to deep throat him. But with just three or four blocks left to go, she suddenly dove her head down until more than half of his erection was crammed down her throat.

"FUUUUUUCK!" he moaned. Her deep throating was just too much. He gave up the effort to keep driving, and pulled the car to the side of road.

He checked to confirm that he didn't know the neighbors in this area, and then turned the engine off. It was quite dark on this winding suburban street, because this whole neighborhood was so infrequently visited the streets lacked street lights. About the only people likely to drive by were the families who lived there, and the chances were that all of them were in bed and asleep by now. Besides, he figured that even if someone did drive by, they weren't going to check if someone was sitting inside a totally dark parked car.

He'd expected her to go to town with her deep throating now they didn't have to worry about the car crashing.

But instead, she pulled her lips all the way off his spermy pole and sat up in her seat. "Good idea!" she said about stopping the car. Then she leaned over and kissed him on the lips.

He would have complained that she shouldn't sit up since she was topless and people might see, but he couldn't since his mouth was occupied. Besides, he thought, The odds of anyone actually noticing are extremely small, unless some weirdo wants to go jogging well after midnight. 

Time passed, and his hands drifted to her huge tits and her sensitive nipples while she kept jacking him off. By the time she did break the kiss, he'd forgotten about his complaint.

She was tempted to slide into his lap and impale herself down onto his cock, but the steering wheel made that difficult. Besides, she wanted to make sure his blowjob would be "epic." Incredibly, she was still worried about his "cheerleader girlfriends" and was trying to impress him with her sexual prowess.

So instead she pulled her dress up until it was bunched up uselessly around her waist, putting her pussy in full view.

She thrust her chest out and teased, "It looks like someone around here likes my big rack."

As he pinched her nipples, he recalled lyrics from "Brick House." But he quoted then in a deadpan voice instead of singing them, "I like my ladies stacked, and that's a fact, ain't holdin' nothin' back."

She laughed, and then joked in reply, "Then it's a good thing I'm a brick" - she paused, even longer than the pause in the song - "house!"

They both cracked up.

He added, still in his decidedly non-funky deadpan tone, "You're mighty mighty, and you're lettin' it all hang out."

"I certainly am doing that!" She jiggled her fantastic pale globes. Then, as she brought her head back down to his crotch, she suggested, "Please finger my cunt while I blow you, Mr. Hot Cock. That'll really get me hot!"

"Sure thing, Mrs. Hot Stuff." And he did just that. Sometimes, he found poking around in her pussy almost as much fun as what she was doing with her sliding lips. Almost. He'd read about G-spots, and he particularly liked it when he managed to find hers. Soon, he managed to bring her to such an intense orgasm that she was unable to suck him for a couple of minutes.

Once she recovered and was steadily bobbing on his shaft again, he said, "Mom, I'd really like to fuck your tits some more."

She sat up and looked around. "Hmmm. That could be a problem. Not that I wouldn't love it, but logistically, it'll be hard to do inside this car. Maybe if we got in the back seat... Hmmm. No, you know what? Why don't you just put up with the rest of my blowjob, and then later tonight I'll sneak into your room and you can fuck my tits and any other hole you like for a long as you want, and all in the comfort of your own bed. Won't that be better?"

"Mom! Holy fuck! That's... too wild! We can't do that! What about Dad?!"

"Hmmm." She considered that problem like she had trouble remembering she was even married in the first place. "We'll figure that out later. Right now, I need you to cum on my face!" She dove back down and resumed her intense deep throating.

He thought, I'm reeling from so many sexy shocks that I don't even know what to think anymore. All I know is that my gorgeous yet previously rather prudish mother has "broken" or "snapped" or something, and apparently she's decided there's nothing more important for her to do than constantly pleasure my cock! Not only that, but she wants to be my submissive, I dunno, mistress or something! What a night! 

It was pretty mind-blowing stuff, especially for a mere 16-year old. He was still trying to deal with the fact that he'd actually fucked her.

But all her "fuck slut" talk wasn't just talk. This blowjob was turning out to be just as "epic" as the first one she'd given him. She was acting like pleasuring his cock was the most important thing in the entire world. Actually, it wasn't acting, because at the moment she really did feel that way. She did things with her lips and tongue that she'd never even known she could do, and she hadn't even tried earlier in the evening.

He'd already felt more pleasure from this one blowjob than all the blowjobs all his previous girlfriends had even given him combined. She was that much heads and shoulders above them.

Of course, it didn't exactly hurt that she was his mother. Any time his attention started to wander even a little bit, all he had to do was remind himself of that fact and it was like he'd been slapped in the face.

They lost all track of time. He fingered her pussy and clit through a couple more orgasms, but that didn't slow her down in the slightest. She was getting really good at her deep throating. Every single time, she pushed herself to try new things. For instance, at first she could only go down on him like that for a minute at most until she had to come back up to breathe. But soon she was deep throating him for easily over a minute at a time. He knew that for a fact since there was a clock built in the car dashboard.

He thought, I can barely even hold my breath for that long, and I'm in great shape! And it's not like she's just holding her breath either. I can't even imagine how tough it is to do all those things with her throat and tongue and lips at the same time, AND have to worry about running out of air! She must really love me to try that hard. 

He tried to equally impress her by holding out longer, but that only led to a "vicious cycle" of increasingly pleasurable and prolonged cocksucking. Sliding his cockhead up and down her throat honestly felt as tight and as good to him as if it was in her pussy, if not better, because her tongue never stopped teasing parts of his shaft as well.

At some point, his willpower completely crumbled. She happened to have her nose buried in his pubic hair when he gave up his resistance. It was like a bomb detonated, he felt such an instant surge of total ecstasy. Cum immediately started to rocket out of his cock.

Surprised, she pulled up as fast as she could. He was still firing his first rope when she got his cockhead safely inside her mouth instead. She greedily swallowed all of his cum as thick globs shot out of his engorged dick and hit her tonsils, the back of her throat, landed on her tongue, and generally filled her mouth full of cum.

He liberally painted the back of her throat until he was utterly drained and satisfied. He slumped back in his seat and idly wondered, How on Earth am I ever gonna gain the strength just to drive the last few blocks to our home? Shit! I think she sucked my brain and my soul out through my cock! I'm more wiped out than if I played two football games back to back. 

But luckily, she wasn't in any hurry. She cuddled up against him, rubbing her big bare tits into his chest. They had the car heater on, so they were nice and toasty, and in no hurry to move.

She said, "You're a sneaky bastard, you know that?"

"Me? What did I do?"

"You got me so hot to swallow another one of your big loads that I forgot all about getting my face painted. You owe me big time next time, Mr. Hot Cock. I want you to blow a huuuuge spermy load all over my face AND tits!"

"Oh man! Man oh man! I'll try, Hot Stuff."

She looked at him with concern, because he looked wide-eyed and amazed. "What? Am I overwhelming you?"

"Well, yeah. Definitely yeah. But I'm loving every minute, so don't worry about it. What bothers me is that we're almost home, and Dad may still be up."

"Hmmm." Reluctantly, she pulled back from him and tried to put her dress back in place. "That is a problem. The key thing to remember is that I'm your fuck slut, and we love each other. I'm probably going to have to divorce Carl, because you've taken his place in my heart and my pussy. If I have to be brutally honest, I'd say you've generally proven superior to him in every way that matters to a woman, and that isn't easy. Hell, my marriage was dead anyway, this is just the final nail in the coffin. So just keep that in mind, and we'll be able to overcome any obstacle."

"Really?!" His confidence and pride soared upon hearing that, even though he felt bad for his father.

Excited and energized, he started the car.

She chuckled with glee as she watched his happy reaction. She knew she still had some immediate problems, including having to hope Carl didn't notice her lack of a bra or panties, or her general cummy, sexy smell. But those paled in comparison to the joy of making her son so happy.

Tommy soon pulled the car into their driveway and parked. After checking themselves over for any lingering suspicious signs, they got out and walked to the front door.

Tommy didn't know it, but Leah had secretly saved a lot of his cum in her mouth, and she still had it there. She was slowly swallowing and savoring it. She loved the way his tasty cream felt as it slid down her throat. The thought of having her son's cum in her mouth as she walked back into her house so close to her husband turned her on so much that she seriously thought about pushing Tommy against a wall just outside their front door and letting him fuck her there before going in. She was still that horny. She was deterred mostly by the fact that almost certainly he wouldn't be able to get erect yet again.

Instead, she just swallowed the last of her son's cum with a loud gulp as they entered the kitchen.

Tommy turned to look at her with shocked eyes, but when he saw her licking her lips with her tongue, he got an inkling as to what she had just done.

---

Carl was sitting at the table reading over some papers. In a stunning display of his disinterest about his marriage, he never even looked up as they walked in. "Hi," he said, sounding friendly, but staying totally intent on the work in front of him.

"Hey, Dad," Tommy said with a smile at Leah. "Did you wait for us to come home?"

"Um, yeah." It was obvious though that he hadn't. The Halloween party was just about the last thing on his mind, and he didn't even seem to realize it was after midnight already.

"Hey hon, you have a good night?" Leah asked her husband. She returned her son's smile with a lust-filled teasing one of her own, knowing full well Carl couldn't see with his nose pointing down at his work.

"Yeah, I got a lot done so I won't have to bust my ass for the next few days." Carl said, still without looking up. But then he finally did raise his head and did a double take at how sexy his wife looked. "Wow! That's some dress!"

"You like it?" Leah spun around, though she was showing off for her son, not her husband. She carefully kept her hands over her breasts so her movements wouldn't reveal that she was bra-less. She hadn't even gone to the party with a bra, but there was no need for Carl to know that. "Don't you think that deserves a kiss?"

With obvious reluctance, Carl stood up and pecked his wife on her cheek.

He was about to sit back down when she said, "I mean a proper kiss."

He leaned over and kissed her on her lips.

She grabbed the back of his head and gave him a seemingly passionate kiss.

However, Tommy knew she just wanted him to taste his son's cum. He couldn't believe how much that aroused him, or how shockingly wicked she was being. He'd never known her to do anything even remotely like that before; she was a good and kind person. Tingles of excitement shot down his spine.

As Carl said back down, he furrowed his eyebrows. "Your breath tastes funny."

She frowned, as if annoyed at him. "When was the last time you kissed me? How many times have I told you about the new diet I've started? I warned you all that spicy food could have that kind of side effect."

"Sorry, I forgot," Carl muttered.

Tommy was amazed at Leah's cleverness. Not only had she brushed away any suspicions he might have had, she'd given an excuse that could permanently explain the new spermy taste to her mouth. His totally dead penis stirred a little, knowing the only way such a cover story would work was if her mouth had a spermy taste more often than not from now on. And the implications for him and his penis were simply staggering.

As Carl put his head back into his papers, Leah winked at her son. Then she mouthed the words "I'm sorry" at him. She was apologizing for "cheating" on him by intimately kissing another man.

Tommy looked at his distracted father and thought, What are in those papers?! Dude, your wife is dressed sexier than she's dressed in years, her bra-less big tits are spilling out everywhere, and you find those papers more interesting? And you're working after midnight on Halloween? What the heck? Did your penis and balls fall off at some point or something?! You totally have to be cheating on her. Or at the very least, your love for her has died. 

Leah also was wondering about her behavior. What's gotten into me? Now that I've started teasing Carl behind his back, it feels so good that I don't want to stop. I've been far too passive about my failing marriage, and I've built up a giant mountain of resentment. I'm so angry at him for barely even noticing me or my dress tonight that I seriously want to punch him! It serves him right that he lost me tonight. He deserves to have lost me, with his total neglect. 

Carl glanced back up. "What about you two? Did you have fun at the party?"

Tommy just grinned as he thought about his great night. He was trying not to look too happy.

Leah had her arms crossed over her big tits. She was so aroused that she couldn't make her hard nipples go down, so she was trying to cover them up. She replied, "Oh, we had a lot of fun honey! In fact, more fun than I ever had in my life, I think." Seeing that Carl's momentary interest had already passed and his attention was back on his papers, she added as she looked at her son. "Our son really knows how to show a girl a very, very good time."

"Good, I'm glad honey." Carl replied. Her comments should have piqued his interest and led to more questions, especially her statement that she'd never had so much fun in her life. But in his current mind set, it sounded a lot like "blah blah blah."

She continued, knowing he was listening more to her tone than her actual words, "I want to thank you for your idea in having him come with me. At first I was upset, but it turned out I was very glad he came. What do you think, Son? Aren't you glad you came with me?"

He knew that when she said "come" or "came" she was really talking about cumming. That made it hard to answer, because he was reeling at her daring, and thinking about their mutual orgasms, when he literally came with her. "Um, yeah! I was really glad I came. To be honest, I wouldn't mind cumming with you again, if something like that came up again."

She grinned wolfishly, tickled pink that he was playing along. "Thanks! I'm glad to hear that, because I wouldn't be surprised if something did pop up before long." Knowing that Carl wasn't watching, she stared right at his crotch as she said that. "And then you can cum with me again."

Carl looked up. He'd only been half paying attention, until he realized this was a good chance to get out of going to some social events that bored him. He asked Tommy, "You really don't mind escorting your mother sometimes? Because I've been so busy lately, I'm running ragged. Just look at me." He gestured at all the papers spread out before him.

Tommy replied, "No, I don't mind. I was surprised how much fun Mom was. We danced and joked and just generally had a ball. She was a blast."

"Son, you're too kind. You were what made it fun. I only had a blast because of you. But I'll agree that we had a ball."

Tommy was finding it hard to keep a straight face, with the double entendres coming so fast and furious. He knew what was really being referred to with all the "blasting" and "balling."

Carl asked, "So what did you do that was so fun? To be honest, I don't really like those office parties. I have to smile and suck up to my bosses."

Leah leapt all over that. "I know you do. But don't worry, I did a lot of sucking up for you." She looked at Tommy and licked her lips, even though Carl was still somewhat engaged in the conversation (although luckily he was looking back at his papers).

Fearing things were going too far, Tommy said to Carl, "To answer your question, the reason I liked it so much was the dancing. It was great! Mom let loose, and we boogied for like an hour straight!"

Carl looked back up, seeing another opportunity. "Really? You like that? That's great, because Leah loves to dance and I don't. Any time you want to take her to one of those dancing things, I'll give you plenty of spending cash, and you can use the Jag."

"Wow! Thanks, Dad! I just might take you up on that." He glanced at Leah knowingly.

She tilted her head up and gulped. "There's a thing coming up next week, Son. I'd like you to cum with me there."

Even if Carl had been looking right at her, he wouldn't have understood. But Tommy knew the "thing coming up" was going to be his rising penis. And her tilting and gulping was showing how she was planning on deep throating it.

Tommy was worried Carl might notice the use of "come/cum with" instead of "go with." So he tried to play it straight and give a reasonable excuse. "Yeah, maybe. Who knows? I'm not into dancing with my friends, 'cos I hate all that techno and rap crap. But they were playing James Brown and new wave and all kinds of great stuff, so tonight was cool."

Leah added, "I showed him your office as well, honey. He seemed to like what he saw there." Her pussy was beginning to throb all over again as she recalled just what her son had done to her there. "Me, I certainly enjoyed myself, so that's why we didn't come home earlier. We wanted to have as much fun tonight as we possibly could, and I know for a fact we both did!" She rubbed a hand on her flat stomach showing Tommy that she had enjoyed all of his cum. After double-checking that Carl was still looking away, she even ostentatiously licked her lips at her son again.

"Good, good!" Carl said absent-mindedly as he wrote on one of the sheets, "Have you eaten?" He was genuinely interested in that question, because he was feeling hungry.

"Yeah," she replied, as she happily remembered swallowing two big cummy loads. "I ate twice." Her stomach fluttered at how erotic this was. She was basically describing what had happened, but so that only herself and Tommy understood her real meaning. "It was this new spicy dish. Really messy, though. I got it all over my face. I feel soooo stuffed! I just crammed it all in there until I thought there would be a big explosion."

Luckily, Carl was only listening enough to hear that she had eaten recently, and the rest was more "blah blah blah." The fact she'd eaten disappointed him, because he was so busy with his work, he hadn't eaten in hours. He was hoping she'd cook him something. He briefly glanced up at his son. "What about you? I take it you're full too? "

Tommy replied, "Yeah, unfortunately. I ate some really interesting Hot Stuff too. I forget what it was called... clam something or another. It was tangy, but sweet. I wanna eat a lot of it from now on." Emboldened by his father's obvious inattention, he brazenly winked at his mother.

She was weak at her knees, recalling how he'd eaten her "clam." His verbal daring really turned her on. She straightened out her dress for him, pulling the fabric tight around her tummy and showing off just how hard her nipples were.

"That's nice," Carl said. But then he looked up at Leah and asked her what really interested him. "Darling, would it be too much to ask you to fix me some kind of snack? I've been so lost in my work, I totally forgot to eat dinner."

She forced herself to smile. "Sure thing, honey." She still loved Carl to some degree, but that was mostly from memories of happier times. In recent years, he'd become such a workaholic, she often felt like she was little more than his maid and chef, even though she was a highly respected executive and brought in as much or more money as he did.

She thought, Look at me, you idiot! I'm totally flirting with my SON! What do you want me to do, strip and rub my spermy pussy right in your face? Would you notice me then? I seriously want to punch you hard! I used to love you. What happened? Did I do something wrong? The only reason you're paying attention at all is so you can get me to make you something to eat. Pathetic! 

Carl went back to his papers while Leah heated up some leftovers on the stove.

Tommy sat down at the table across from Carl and picked up the sports page from the newspaper. He started to read it, even though he wasn't really interested. Mostly, he just wanted to stay close to his smoking hot mom to see what else she'd say and do.

The food was ready just a couple of minutes later. She didn't understand why Carl waited for her to do that, since anyone could heat up some food. "There you go. Enjoy."

As Carl ate, he paid more attention to his surroundings, because he couldn't eat and do his work at the same time. He said, "You know, I should get more of a full accounting of what you two did in case anyone talks to me about the party tomorrow." He chuckled. "I have to know what I did." He asked Tommy, "Did everyone really believe you were me?"

Tommy answered, "Oh yeah, totally! We didn't even get one suspicious glance. Basically, I was you in every single way. I did stay away from your colleagues that I knew you knew well though, like the ones you've had over here. I didn't want to push my luck."

"Good thinking."

Leah went to the table and sat down next to Tommy. She knew they had to stop their double entendres now Carl was actually listening. But she used her feet to take her high heels off, and then started to run her bare feet up Tommy legs. There was no way Carl would notice that, unless Tommy couldn't keep his facial expressions under control.

At the same time, she said, "That's a good idea, to give you a run down." Then she gave a detailed version of events, including who they'd really spoken to and the gist of what had been said. But she naturally omitted all the sexual contact with her son. And all the while, her foot all but made love to Tommy's legs, she rubbed them so sensuously.

Carl ate and listened without suspicion. When she finished, he asked Tommy, "So, kid, how did it feel to be 'me' for an evening?"

Tommy carefully replied, "It was weird, but fun. It was so easy to fool people that it pretty much wasn't even a challenge. We really do look and sound that similar. I think I could have even pulled it off with your glasses instead of the Batman mask." He added jokingly, "I tried to kiss Mom once, but she punched me."

"Damn right!" Leah replied as she shook a fist at him with mock anger. Even as she did that, her bare foot was lovingly caressing Tommy's ankle.

Carl didn't even bat an eye. Such an exchange only reinforced his assumption that Tommy and Leah's relationship was entirely non-sexual.

As soon as Carl looked away, she kept shaking her fist, but right at him, and with real anger in her eyes. She felt so terribly neglected by him that it broke her heart.

The small talk soon petered out, and Carl went back to his papers.

Leah had been keeping her arms across her big tits, covering her lewdly protruding nipples. But she stood up and stretched. She pretended to yawn.

Tommy couldn't believe how obtuse Carl was. Her stretching displayed her busty body so erotically, he would have been tempted to up and fuck her on the spot, even with his father watching, if only his penis had been up for it.

She continued to stretch this way and that, knowing Tommy was looking and Carl wasn't. Finally, she said, "Anyway, I'm going to bed 'cos I'm completely fucked out." She said that as she looked right at her son with a special gleam in her eyes. She never used words like "fucked out," but she correctly assume Carl would hear the more common "tucked out," if he was paying attention at all.

Tommy put the newspaper down and stood up. "Me too. All that dancing really wiped me out."

Both of them moved towards the doorway that led to the stairs.

She said as she moved closer to Tommy, "I need to get my energy back. It was quite a night." Knowing Carl couldn't care less, she looked straight at Tommy with lust-filled eyes. "Don't wait too long, honey."

On one level she was saying that to Carl, but Tommy knew she really meant "Tommy, don't wait too long until you fuck me again." 

"Mmmm," Carl grunted noncommittally in reply. He hadn't even really heard what she was saying, now that he was fully focused on his work again.

She turned once again to her son and said to him, "And good night to you, kiddo. Thanks for being such a gentleman and all around nice guy. Thanks for such an amazing night." She gently pressed her lips against his, and quickly touched his tongue with hers before pulling her lips back and smiling at him.

"It was my pleasure. We'll have to do it again soon, Mom," Tommy replied. He could have been even more obvious, since Carl wasn't listening at all, and wouldn't have noticed anything odd about those words if he had been. But Tommy didn't want to tempt fate.

Leah returned his lusty look and smile. "Oh we will. We'll make very sure we do it as often as we can," she said with a quick glance at Carl. Whenever we can find a flat surface to fuck on, Son! I'll have that big dick of yours back inside me every single day! 

She added to Tommy as she proudly showed off her erect nipples to him, "And I'm gonna hold you to your promise that you're gonna cum with me at that dance next week. You're gonna spin me on the dance floor and like it, kiddo!"

She knew Carl was so absorbed in his work that she even dared to say "at" instead of "to."

He didn't catch that. He was totally oblivious, as usual.

She was so inwardly angry that she wanted to shake her fists at him.

The two of them walked up the stairs together. Tommy's room was at one end of the hall, while Leah and Carl's master bedroom was at the other end. With a last friendly wave, she walked towards her room while Tommy walked towards his.

But when he turned around to give her fine ass one last look before closing his door, he was shocked to find her standing right there beside him.

She urgently pushed him into his room, and swiftly closed his door behind him. Making reference to his "We'll have to do it again soon" comment, she saucily asked him, "Is this soon enough for you?"

Before he could reply, she threw her arms around him and kissed his lips hard.

Tommy was floored she'd dare to kiss him like that with Carl in the house, even if he was downstairs and a long ways away. But his body took over, and he kissed back with a passion. Their hands roamed all over each other as they continued to French kiss. He was particularly grateful at her lack of a bra, because he was able to pull her tits out of her dress and play with her nipples until she was steadily moaning.

Given the wild and reckless way she'd been behaving all evening, he half-expected her to pull his pants down and blow him yet again. (In fact, he still wasn't erect, but he was so amazed by her sexual power and hunger, he wouldn't have been surprised if she managed to get him hard and coax another load out of him before too long.)

However, she pulled away, tucked her tits back into her dress, and simply mouthed the word, "Tomorrow." Then she went back to her room.

Leah Bryton felt completely satisfied and happy for the first time in many years. She certainly had never felt so sexually satiated, even though her newfound desire to play with her son's dick was seemingly unlimited.

Standing in her room with the door safely closed, she stripped down to just her high heels, and then examined herself in her full length mirror. After some pussy squeezes, she managed to dribble out a little bit of Tommy's cum, mixed with her own pussy juices.

Look at that! That's so great! She swiped it up and licked her fingers clean. Mmmm! Yummy! 

As she preened and posed, she thought, Tonight turned out far better than I could ever have dreamed. This is the start of a brand new life! To be a cheating slut is a terrible thing. To have cheated on Carl in the normal way would have torn me apart with guilt, even with the awful way he's been treating me. But to be a nympho incestuous fuck slut getting stuffed by a cock log feels like a completely different thing altogether. Even now, I have a hard time conjuring up any shame at all. Maybe it's like I told Tommy, and something snapped in me or something. 

I don't know why it feels so different. Maybe it's because I already love my son so much. He's not just some guy trying to get his hands on my big breasts. She giggled. Okay, he is trying to do that, but he's not just 'some guy' trying to pick me up. He loves me! 

It wasn't something she'd ever consciously realized, but deep down, she actually loved Tommy much more than Carl. The only advantage Carl ever had over Tommy in her heart was Carl could get intimate with her and Tommy couldn't. But now that had been completely blown out of the water to the point of a complete role reversal. She knew deep down their marriage had already been dying, especially since Carl had been married to his work for years now, but she'd tried her best to deny it.

With Tommy grown up, and her secret lover now to boot, the only things keeping her with Carl was a lingering sense of loyalty and the societal taboo against running off with one's own son to fuck the days and nights away.

She swiped some more cum from her thigh to her mouth. Then she put her hands on her knees and bent over like a pin-up model. I look good! I'm a brick... house! She giggled at that reference to the Commodores song she and Tommy had been having so much fun with. She jiggled her big melons.

But seriously, how could Tommy not want to keep tapping this? She slapped her ass. I can't wait till tomorrow! I can't believe I have to WORK! Ugh! But we'll have our fun too! 

Tommy and Leah both fell asleep just about the instant their heads hit their pillows. They both had much to think about, but all the dancing and fucking had left them exhausted. Serious thinking would have to wait until tomorrow.



CHAPTER 6

 

Halloween fell on a different day every year, and it just so happened that the day after this year was also a business day. Carl and Leah had to go to work, and Tommy had to go to school.

Tommy liked to sleep in the nude. When he woke up, it wasn't to the usual sound of his alarm clock; it was to the unexpected sensation of his gorgeous mother sucking on his cock!

He opened his eyes and looked down at himself. He couldn't believe what he saw. Leah was between his legs, wearing nothing but a transparent pink négligée that made her look even sexier than if she'd been completely nude. Most remarkably, her mouth was steadily bobbing up and down on his stiff cock.

"Holy fuck!" he exclaimed, but he hissed it quietly for fear that Carl would somehow hear.

She stopped her slurpy bobbing long enough to say, "Don't worry. He's gone already."

That in itself wasn't too surprising, as it was common for Carl to leave early and come home late. But still it was a huge relief for Tommy to hear that, given what was happening to his erection.

He let out a great exhale of relief. "Phew! Man! This is awesome! And it's just like you promised. You really are waking me up with a blowjob, just like you said you would! I was so worried that you'd have all kinds of second thoughts."

Upon hearing that, she pulled off again and looked up at him. Her expression was hard to read, but it didn't look good.

Even though her talented fingers continued to stroke his shaft, he said, "Uh-oh!"

She licked up and down like his fuck meat was the tastiest lollipop in the world, and then she sighed. "Tommy, we need to talk. I'm not backtracking on everything I said. I am waking you with a nice cocksucking, aren't I?" She then promptly resumed voraciously kissing and licking his erection.

Tommy ventured nervously, "Yeah?" He was waiting for the other shoe to drop.

Leah paused in her oral worship of his penis so she could talk, but she held his saliva wetted erection up against her face alongside her nose. His shaft was so thick he couldn't see one of her eyes behind his throbbing member.

"I'm, uh..." Leah mumbled, between tantalizing little licks and kisses to the underside of his penis, "I'm gonna keep on doing this every morning, don't worry about that. I can't live without your big cock log, Tommy, I really can't! I still wanna be your fuck slut, draining your cock and balls every day. But I think that's all we should do for now, just handjobs, blowjobs, and titfucks. After all, I'm a married woman."

"MooooOOOOOoooom!" he whined.

"And yeah, that's right, I am your mother. Last night was incredible. It was the greatest night of my life, no question! But Carl is basically a good man. Neglectful of his wife and a workaholic, yes, but that doesn't justify the way we treated him last night. It's just that we were so out of control, and drunk on lust. I need some time to think. How can I be your naughty fuck slut and his wife at the same time?"

Tommy said frankly, "Mom, you can't."

Her head dropped, and she even stopped stroking his stiff pole. "I was afraid you'd say that. But what can I do? I'm stuck between a rock and a hard cock." With that pun, she grinned, and her attention went back to her son's erection. "Damn! Look at that thing. How can I resist? I can't!" Her face looked pained, caught between lust and guilt.

She went right back to stroking it with both hands. "But I'm married! It's tearing me apart! I know I really should divorce him, and I guess I will, but it's just so painful thinking about that. We had a lot of good years, and he'll always be your dad."

Tommy thought deeply as her fingers sloshed all over his pre-cum slicked shaft. Finally, he said, "Mom, this isn't... good news... Not at all, in fact. But I think I know a way though your moral dilemma."

"Really?! I'm all ears." She stopped her stroking again and just held his boner so she could fully focus on his words.

"Well, it's just a theory, mind you, but I suspect that Dad's been cheating on you for a while now. And if he has, then it's not nearly so bad if you cheat on him back."

"What?! Son, you can't just throw that out there and then stop. What are you talking about?! Tell me everything!"

"Well, like I said, it's just a theory. But some things are pretty suspicious. I mean, look at his secretary. Joanie. She just looks like a slut, you know? She's gorgeous! Mind you, she's not nearly as beautiful as you - who is? - and Dad would be insane to cheat on you with anybody. But if he did, doesn't she look like the type? I can't put my finger on it, but there's something about the way she dresses and talks and carries herself. She's not all classy like you."

Leah complained, "Is that all you've got?! That's nothing! He HAS been cheating on me, but in a different way. He's married to his work and doesn't care a rat's ass about me anymore. That's almost as bad. That's why I didn't put up much of a fight last night." She grinned wickedly as she looked at his dick and ran a finger lovingly all around its crown. "Well, that was one of the reasons."

"Wait a minute," Tommy said. "There's that, true. Who couldn't notice that? But there's more - there IS a woman involved; I can feel it in my gut. The main thing is, do you remember the handful of times Joanie was invited here for dinner? Those are the only times I ever saw her, really. And she was nice enough. But what was weird was how she and Dad acted sometimes when you got up to get something from the kitchen. I can't really describe it, but they were sharing a look. It was, like, the look of two cheaters reveling in how they were pulling the wool over your eyes. Most of the time they remembered I was there and they tried to behave, but more than a couple of times, they either forgot, or figured I was too young to understand."

Leah said, "That's shocking! Are you serious? Do you really mean it, or are you just saying that so you can fuck me all the time, every day?"

"Well, I do want to fuck you every day, hell yeah! But I am serious too. It was a totally non-verbal thing, and there's no smoking gun I can point at per se, but there were certain looks that pretty much convinced me they were having an affair. Especially Joanie. There were some times when you had your back turned and she smirked at you like she thought you were the biggest idiot in the world. A really mean look, like she wanted to grind your face in the dirt. And then when you turned back around, she was all smiles. Again, that's no real proof, but I'll bet you dollars to donuts that if you hired a private investigator, you'd find some solid evidence real fast."

He looked at his stunned mother, and continued, "You know, when I fucked you on that sofa in his office last night, it occurred to me what a comfy sofa that was to fuck on. I mean, who has a sofa that TWO people can lie down on in comfort in their office? If what I'm thinking is right, he's been fucking Joanie for a couple of years, at the very least! And does he REALLY need to work such long hours? Is he working all that time, or is he fucking Joanie and even taking her places? Maybe he brings so much work home because he can get more work done here than there."

Leah stared off into space for a long time as she contemplated that. It seemed she even forgot she was cradling his erection with both hands.

While she thought, Tommy couldn't help but gawk at her big tits hanging inside her transparent négligée. He thought about Leah, and then he thought about Joanie, and concluded, If Carl really is cheating, he truly is the world's biggest idiot. If I were him, I wouldn't even THINK about cheating unless some supermodel threw herself at my feet, along with her twin sister! Even then, Mom could suck a fender off a car, then crush and MELT a steel beam with her hot and oh so tight cock loving cunt. So what the hell is he thinking?! 

Finally, Leah turned back to him and said, "Son, all you really have is some suspicious looks and a lot of wild conjecture. And yet... there's something about it that rings true. I've always been suspicious about Joanie, just because any wife has to be worried about a husband's secretary who looks like she does. But I've also seen a few suspicious looks that I talked myself into dismissing. Maybe some curious double meanings in some small talk too, now that I thinking about it."

She pondered that. "Hmmm. That really puts all our double meanings last night in a new light, doesn't it?"

"Yeah," he agreed, suddenly overwhelmed by guilt. "We probably shouldn't do that anymore. Not only is it disrespectful, it's really dangerous."

"You're right," she nodded. "It's just last night I was still so horny from everything that I was out of control. I would have sucked you off in the middle of the kitchen if you'd so much as wiggled your eyebrows."

"Oh man!" he groaned with lusty frustration. But then he couldn't resist: he wiggled his eyebrows.

Grinning widely, she started to bend her head back towards his erection. She'd already been rubbing his sweet spot with her fingers and drawing her head closer, inspired by the mere mention of cocksucking.

But he exclaimed, "Wait! You were saying about Joanie?"

"Oh yeah. Sorry." She sat back up in her devastating négligée and frowned. "There IS a lot of curious circumstantial evidence, now that you've got me thinking about it. For instance, strange times Carl says he has to work. Like last night! Halloween night! His job is the perfect excuse, 'cos he's got to call and meet with foreigners at all kinds of weird hours. But does he really? Hell, I've even seen a couple of Carl's coworkers look at me with what could only be described as pity, like, 'How can she not know?'"

She still looked off with contemplation. "He's got some randy friends, and as you know, I get hit on aaaaall the time, with guys using every trick in the book. I thought they were trying to make me suspicious so I'd want revenge and they could get into my pants. I get that line a lot. Heck, I've had guys who don't even know my husband's NAME tell me my husband is cheating on me, and they can immediately help with the revenge part." She rolled her eyes with disdain. "That's why I dismissed it as nothing. But now... now, I'm not so sure."

She suddenly let go of his stiff pole, and then sat up on her knees and ran her hands all over herself, like she was selling her body. "Look at this négligée! It's pretty hot stuff, right?"

"Definitely!" He reached out and caressed his way across her tummy, enjoying the feel of the fabric as much as her. But it was an effort to lean forward, so he let go and dropped back to the bed.

"Well, I wore this for Carl a few months ago, figuring that if this didn't get him to fuck me, nothing would." She ran her hands over her breasts, both showing off the fabric and pinching her nipples a little bit.

She grimaced. "You know what he said? 'That looks really nice on you.' Like it was a new hat or something! Not surprisingly, no sex followed. And yet he used to have a perfectly healthy sexual appetite. Is that not suspicious?" She pulled a corner of the fabric up and looked at it, exposing her pussy and much more in the process. "I mean, if this were any more sheer, it would be completely invisible! And that's not the only outfit I tried. I've got all kinds of sexy frilly things I can't wait to try out on you, but they should have worked for him."

She continued to strike new erotic poses. "Look at me! Over the past few years, I've had to go all out to get him to show any attention to my body at all. How can he not notice my body? I should win the Nobel Prize for Sexy Teasing."

Tommy quipped, "I don't think they have that category."

She pouted, "Well, they should. And I should win it!"

He said, "I don't doubt that in the slightest." He quipped, "And if they add that category, the ratings for their awards ceremony would go waaaay up. Especially the year you win."

She smiled, but she wasn't in a joking mood. She dropped the négligée back down, and sighed. "God, this is scary! The more I think about it, the more it all fits together! I've been a fool!"

He still sat there with his boner pointing up and out. It bounced all over the place whenever he moved about. "Now, Mom. Come on. It's not looking good, but it is just speculation at this point. We can't know for sure."

She suddenly leaned forward and rested her weight on her hands. Her long black hair cascaded forward, and her big tits swayed towards him, as if inviting him to hold them, and then slowly bounced back into place. She stared at him with an angry gaze. "Hey! If you've had those kinds of suspicions, why didn't you ever say anything to me?!"

Tommy looked abashed. But he said, "I know. I should have said something. But I WAS pretty clueless back then. It's only in the last six months or so as I've started dating a lot and having sex that I looked back and started to see things in a different light. But I guess I've also been defensive and even willfully blind. I mean, what son wants to break up his parents' marriage? Dad's been a pretty decent dad overall. And he still loves you and treats you reasonably well, right? The sex is still good, isn't it?"

She looked incredulous. "You're kidding me! Right? These last three or four years in particular, he's drifted away from me in every way. Especially sexually. We used to fuck like bunnies. Now, we hardly ever do it. I mean, I'm not talking just once a week, I'm talking more like once a month. Sometimes, he can't even get it up, which really hurts my pride. But he refuses to talk to anyone or get any help. And when we do do it, it's generic and boring. It's like he's giving me a mercy fuck. ME! Look at me! Do I look the kind of woman who'd only needs or deserves a mercy fuck every now and then?"

She sat up stiffly and thrust her big tits out. They looked mouthwateringly tasty, tinted pink like cotton candy by the nearly nonexistent lingerie.

He vigorously shook his head no at her question.

"Damn straight! I've got a body that's built for sex, and lots of it! God, I've been a total fool! It's so obvious to me now. How could I have missed all the signs?" She growled, "I totally trusted him, that's how! But the changes happened gradually, so I didn't notice. It wasn't like some overnight thing, so I let it slide. He slowly drifted away over so many years. Ohmigod! How long has he been cheating on me?! Six years? Seven? She's been his secretary at least that long!"

Mournfully, Tommy said, "I'm really sorry, Mom, but I didn't know. To me, you and Dad looked as happy as ever. I didn't know what goes on when you'd like... have sex or whatever when you're being tender to each other behind closed doors."

She dropped her head sadly. "That's my fault. I'm tough as nails at work, but totally non-confrontational with my lovers. It was just easier to act like everything was fine, and focus on work and on being a good mom. After last night, I realized I must be sexually submissive, and I'm sure that helps explain my passiveness about this. I let my marriage slowly die when I should have been demanding answers. Last night was only the final nail in a process that started years ago."

Seeing that she was on the verge of crying, he sat up and held her in his arms. She felt so soft and so good that it was difficult for him to keep things non-sexual. His rampant hard-on resting against her leg didn't help. But he knew she needed his support and understanding right now, not his thrusting cock.

He said, "I was totally clueless in any case. I just thought he got really busy at work for some reason. Hell, I barely even understand what he does at work in the first place. He never talks to me about it."

She suddenly pulled away, stood up, and started to pace around the room. Her eyes had a distant and vacant look, and she was lost in deep thought for a while.

He had a hard time concentrating on their problems instead of sex. Her négligée only covered the top half of her ass, and just a little more of her pussy. It wasn't like it actually hid any part of her in the first place, but it was extremely arousing just the same, because he knew the lingerie had no practical purpose whatsoever and she was wearing it solely to arouse him.

Her big tits bounced up and down with each step so much, he was reminded of someone walking while bouncing a basketball.

But her ass was truly incredible, it jutted out a couple more inches than one would expect, and he hadn't seen or felt enough of it last night. He didn't know which sight was sexier: when she was walking towards him or away from him.

Suddenly, she stopped and turned to him, sending her huge pale boobs swinging back and forth like a pendulum. "No, he doesn't talk to me about it either. He could fuck Joanie for five or six hours every day and I'd never be the wiser. I can't BELIEVE that I'm such an IDIOT!" She shook a fist angrily, which had still more amazing effects upon her rack.

She rushed back to bed and cuddled up next to him. "Hold me, Son! Hold me!"

He wrapped his arms back around her. He couldn't totally control himself though, and he stroked one of her bare ass cheeks a little bit. "Don't kick yourself. It's not your fault. These things happen. It's the oldest story in the world. You were a good and loyal wife until last night, but like you said, your marriage was dead already, so you can't be blamed for what we did. You know what that was like? It's like in those Bugs Bunny cartoons, where Wile E. Coyote walks off a cliff and keeps walking on air for a couple of steps before he finally realizes where he is. Your marriage was already over the cliff before last night."

"Thank you! Exactly! You know exactly what to say!" She kissed him hard on the mouth. Somehow, her hand found his erection again, and her fingers curled around it.

But after their tongues dueled for a few seconds, she pulled away from the kiss and stared off into space pensively.

He said, "But we can't forget that it's possible our suspicions are wrong. I say you hire somebody to get to the bottom of this right away. Have 'em bug his office, and then you should know for sure if he's cheating in a day or two."

"Yeah," she said sadly, still just holding his shaft. "What's sad though is how little I care. I mean, I do care, it hurts, but I'm not anywhere near feeling like I want to stab him to death in a jealous rage. Look at me. I haven't even cried yet, and I've been known to cry. In fact, I strangely feel a great sense of relief. I keep thinking that if you're right, it means you can royally fuck me every day and I don't have to feel bad about it."

Without even thinking about it, her fingers started to stroke Tommy's cock as she talked. It was mostly just subtle squeezing, and continuous rubbing of his sweet spot, but it was making him buzz with arousal just the same. She added, "Hell, we both know you're gonna do that anyway before long, and to be honest, I'm really looking forward to that because I need a LOT of good and hard fucking after all these dry and empty years with your father. But at least we have an excuse now. I'm actually getting horny right now, can you believe it? That's how little I care about my dead marriage."

He could easily believe it, since he was going out of his mind with arousal, yet he was forced to stay serious and not just up and fuck her. It dawned on him that she was jacking off as some kind of reassuring gesture without even knowing she was doing it, but he had to just grin and bear it so they could conclude this important discussion.

She added, "In fact, the more you convince me that he's cheating, the more aroused I get! All I can think about is being YOUR woman, YOUR girl, YOUR well-fucked fuck slut. Carl doesn't show up in my thoughts of the future at all!"

He ran his hands through her long black hair. "Don't feel guilty. The truth is, you were... - how do I put it? - a low hanging fruit. A really, really low hanging fruit. You were so hot and eager to fuck that it was downright scary. And that can only be because Dad's drifted away. All those guys who would hit on you sensed it, or knew it for a fact... and all they wanted was to take advantage of you so as to make another conquest, another notch in the bedpost. They didn't give a shit about loving you or not, they just wanted a hot fuck. But I love you. AND I know you're most definitely are a hot fuck!" He chuckled, but then he asked seriously, "When was the last time Carl fucked you anyway?"

She pondered that as she continued to idly jack him off. "I dunno. A month? Two months? It's been so long, I honestly can't even remember. I was really hoping last night would be the night. I guess that was a big reason why I was so primed for you. But you're right. I shouldn't feel bad about what you and I did, because he really lost me a long time ago and I'm only starting to realize that. It's just that I had no reason to divorce him since everything seemed normal and happy on the surface, and I was dead set against cheating. I assumed he felt the same. I mean, look at me. False modesty aside, why would he have reason to cheat on me, right? And it's true that you turned me into your personal sex nympho last night, but before then I wasn't exactly a dead fish in bed."

She stared at the ceiling, thinking. "You're right. I was primed, like a gun ready to go off. I had no clue whatsoever something sexual would happen last night. But then you kind of snuck in through the back door, and by the time I noticed what was going on, I had about five inches of your fat cock log in my mouth and fucking its way down my throat!"

She looked at him and grinned approvingly. "You sneaky bastard." She started sliding her hands up and down his shaft in a more obvious fashion as her arousal grew, even though she still didn't fully realize what her hands were doing.

He brought a hand back to her ass and playfully poked at her asshole. "Don't worry, you'll know when I sneak in through your back door."

She grinned more as she looked down at his crotch with a desire to start stroking him, only to realize she was already giving him a handjob. She sped up her stroking. "God, I love you so much! I have half a mind to let you fuck my back door right now, and then fuck you to within an inch of your life all day long! Would you like that? Imagine if I call up the school and say, 'Sorry, Tommy can't come to school today. I'm his Hot Stuff fuck slut mother, and I'm giving him a special hand-on sex ed home schooling lesson today!'"

They both laughed. Tommy took the opportunity to slip a hand under her négligée and fiddle with a nipple. That lifted most of the négligée up above her impressive rack, while his other hand caressed her ass cheeks.

As she kept on pumping his shaft, she said, "No wonder I'm so sex mad. I've got years of depravation to make up for. It's not right for any man to have a wife like me and not fuck the shit out of her a couple of times a week at the very least!"

He snorted. "Are you kidding me? A couple of times a DAY is more like it!"

"You say the nicest things. I'd really love to at least finish off that blowjob I started, but my stomach is churning with worry. Not to mention, you have to get ready for school."

He bolted up straight. "Oh SHIT! What time is it?!"

She said soothingly as she kept stroking his slicked-up pole, "Don't worry, you've got just as much time as usual. I woke you up early so I could give you a nice long cocksuck. Too bad I can't finish that now, but you should probably start to get ready."

He was forced to disengage, get out of bed, and pick out some clothes to wear.

As he did that, she said to him, "I'm gonna take your advice. As soon as you're off to school, I'm gonna call up a detective agency. They'll get to the bottom of this, if there is any cheating to be found. But in the meantime, I need you to play it cool, okay?"

He nodded.

"No more secret code language around Carl, okay?"

He nodded again, but pointed out, "Hey, you were as bad as I was last night, if not worse."

"We'll both be careful about that. And until we get some answers, can you make do with nothing but handjobs, blowjobs, and titfucks?"

He reluctantly nodded again. He liked how less than 24 hours ago, the idea of them having any kind of sex together was almost inconceivable, but now, she was asking if he could "make do" with "handjobs, blowjobs, and titfucks." That was progress. Obviously he wanted fuck her, fuck her hard and make her scream with his hard and deep pounding. But what she was offering was nothing to scoff at either.

He left his mother on his bed, looking lost in deep thought. He figured she would snap out of it and go downstairs to work on breakfast soon enough, once he left the room and his erection was no longer distracting her.

He walked into his private bathroom and started to take a shower.

But once he was wet and lathered up, he heard the door open and saw his mother step into the bathroom. She was completely nude this time. The shower curtain was totally transparent, only meant to prevent water spillage, so he had no trouble seeing her clearly.

Most horny women would have gone straight to him, but she loved to pose, tease, and show off her incredible body. She struck a pose now, cocking a hip and raising her hands to pile her black hair on top of her head.

In total awe, he silently mouthed the word "Fuuuuuck!" His penis grew hard so fast, it actually jerked spasmodically until it poked straight out. It had only just dropped to a flaccid state a minute before.

She smiled triumphantly to see her powerful effect on him. She let her hair fall back down, and sashayed the rest of the way to him. She pulled the shower curtain open and plastered herself to his backside. She kissed the back of his neck as her hard nipples poked into his back, just below his shoulder blades.

She said, "Son, I was thinking. What you told me was so good and important. It really made me feel a lot better. I think you should be rewarded, Mr. Hot Cock, what do you think?"

She reached around him with both hands and went straight for his penis. Since it had engorged with lightning speed, she found herself stroking a steel hard and throbbing erection.

She purred into his ear as she slid her tits up and down his back. By total luck, he'd just soaped up his back side, so the copious suds helped her spongy tit-flesh slip and slide over his skin. She said, "It's like I told you, the more I realize Carl's been cheating on me, the more I find myself actually getting more aroused than annoyed. I can't help but think it clears the way for me to be your full-time fuck slut. All I can think of is years and years of kneeling naked in front of my big handsome son, endlessly sliding my lips up and down your thick cock log! And of course years and years of lying under you in our bed, as your big dick pounds the ever-loving shit out of me! Does that make me a bad person, that I don't feel more sorrow for the death of my marriage?"

It was a struggle for him to reply calmly and sensibly, especially with all the slipping and sliding going on. But he managed, "Not if you felt deep down that it was dead already."

"Good answer!" She suddenly rushed around him and knelt down. "Ding, ding, ding! You win a prize! Would you like what's behind Door Number One, or would you like a long slurpy blowjob from you MIF mother?" She resumed jacking him off, hoping to influence his "vote."

"Well, duh! But out of curiosity, what IS behind Door Number One?"

She grinned. "I would be there, nude and kneeling, ready to suck on a certain hunky son's big fat knob. So you really didn't have a choice in the matter. Now, stand there and take it like a man while I give your cockhead a very thorough tongue lashing!"

He held her head with both hands, closed his eyes, and luxuriated in the sensations of her expert blowjob. The showerhead had been raining water all over his front side, but now it just hit his chest, while the rest hit her head and back. A steady stream of water flowed down him and even bounced off him, keeping his erect penis constantly wet.

Leah really liked that. All the water raining on her from above and behind tingled and stimulated her skin, and heightened all her senses. She decided, In addition to a morning wake-up blowjob, my handsome son needs a daily morning shower blowjob. Or perhaps the two can be combined so I can start every day sucking his cock for a good twenty to thirty minutes! Wouldn't that be sweet? And if he climaxes in the shower, that'll help dispose of the "evidence," so Carl won't suspect. 

Soon, she decided it was time to practice her deep throating technique some more. Then he fucked her tits for a good while as she told him all kinds of nasty and arousing things about what a great motherfucker he was. Finally, she told him to fuck her face, and he did that with gusto.

He only spent a couple of minutes holding her head still while roughly thrusting his cock deeply in and out of her mouth. That was such an intense rush, he couldn't help himself and he blew a big load into her mouth. Her lips milked his cockhead until he was utterly satiated and drained.

After that, the two of them actually showered. But it wasn't like any normal shower he'd ever had. He lathered her up, and then used a shower hose to blast water directly on her to wash the soap off. Naturally, he spent an inordinate amount of time "cleaning" her tits, pussy, and ass. She especially liked feeling the powerful jets of water blasting at her pussy, so he did that a lot.

Then it was her turn. She pretty much did the same to him. She actually did lather him up and wash him clean (even though they both knew he'd basically already done that before she came in), as that was a good excuse for her to explore his body all over again. She kept cooing about how strong and muscular he was. But all the while, she was fingering his flaccid penis, gently rubbing his sweet spot. That effort eventually paid off, and he was soon hard again.

After that, her attention was mainly on "cleaning" his stiff penis. Soon, as her fingers slipped and slid up and down his boner, she said, "You know what cats do? They're smart. They hate to take baths. That's because they know they can actually get cleaner using their tongue. You might think it's gross, but there are all kinds of special things in saliva that are good for you. That's why we instinctively lick our wounds."

He was smiling widely. "Hmmm. I can guess where you're going with that logic, Mrs. Hot Stuff."

She fell to her knees. "Hmmm. And you wouldn't be wrong, Mr. Hot Cock That's Gonna Shoot Down My Throat."

He ran his fingers through her slicked back wet hair as he took in the situation. Incredible! She looks even sexier soaking wet. I get so excited, I'd totally want to bend her over and fuck her until we both die of exhaustion, except for the fact that she's already blowing me. God, I'm such a lucky son of a bitch! And the way she's totally LOVING my dick, slathering it up with her tongue, while all I have to do is just stand here and enjoy it. Best. Shower. Ever! Ha-ha-ha! 

But after five minutes of very enjoyable cocksucking for both of them, she abruptly stood up. "Come on, let's go. I could literally do this all day, but with your powerful cock, I might spend the next hour on my knees, happily slurping all over your fat knob. I'd love it, except we've got to get you to school, and me to work."

She added sternly as she held him by his boner, "I will NOT allow my love of cocksucking and fucking to interfere with your academic achievement, so don't even THINK about being late!"

He was bummed out, but he was encouraged that at least they stayed naked after they dried off, and she led him down to the kitchen with a hand on his cock all the way.

Then their sex play had to stop for a while (or at least they tried to stop). They were running behind schedule thanks to the extra long shower, so they had to work together to quickly make breakfast.

But both of them were delightfully tortured, because they were "forced" to work while watching the other one walk around naked. Soon, there was more than a little touching and kissing going on, with hands mostly lingering on tits, erections, and asses. And Tommy was amazed at how well Leah could make pancakes with one hand while her other hand slid up and down his hard-on. The dry pancake mix wound up in some very unusual places. More often than not, she purposefully put pancake mix on her big tits and tight ass, and asked him to "clean it off" by licking and sucking.

Eating was even better. Tommy sat down to a big plate of buttermilk pancakes. He was surprised when Leah put her plate right next to his and then sat on his lap. Since his hard-on was pointing straight up, she very deliberately impaled herself down onto him in the process.

"Aaaaah!" She said as she exhaled with relief. She churned her hips a bit, settling down on it. "THAT'S what I'm talking about! Sitting down to breakfast should make you feel... full. Don't you agree? Oh, and do you mind if I sit here in your lap? I would pick another chair, but they all look a bit, uh, wobbly."

He snorted happily as her tight cunt kept wiggling around him, "ALL of them?"

"Yeah, well, they look a bit iffy from here. You can't be too careful. Better safe than sorry, don't you agree?"

He laughed. "Definitely! Mom, you're the best! I don't deserve you."

"No, you probably don't. Right now, you're mostly 'young, dumb, and full of cum,' as the saying goes. I definitely agree with the 'full of cum' part!"

They both laughed at that.

"But don't worry, I'll help make you into a much better man than Carl ever was, even if it takes me a couple thousand blowjobs to do it!" Her pussy muscles milked his penis relentlessly. "So make sure you keep ME not only 'full of cum' but full of YOUR cum!"

They finished eating breakfast together. His erection was inside her the entire time, but they mostly remained still and just enjoyed the feeling of full impalement. Tommy wasn't in a good position to rock Leah on his lap, but Leah had no problem doing her best to pulp his dick inside her cunt while putting on an air of serene contentment and satisfaction. It was almost as if she were daintily having tea and crumpets at a gathering on the lawn, rather than wantonly working on making her son cum deep inside her again.

Then she suddenly said to him, "I have confession to make. I must be a terrible person, because I can't even focus on thoughts of Carl cheating on me. What little anger and sadness I felt seems to have passed already. How awful is that? All I can think about is how happy I'll be as your fuck slut."

She continued dreamily, "It can be just like I said it would be last night. I can wake you up with a nice, epic cocksuck. I like what we did in the shower. I think we should do that every morning too, don't you?"

He nodded. He liked how she was squeezing him with her pussy walls, now that they'd finished eating.

"And then, when you come home from school, I can greet you with another epic cocksucking. Since you have your football practices most every day, you'll be all hot and sweaty, which means another shower, which means more shower fun."

"I usually shower at school before I go home, Mom. You know that."

"But you COULD shower at home. I'll leave you to decide which one would be more fun."

He laughed, since the answer was no contest, and they both knew it.

She continued, "Good! That's settled. And of course, every night before you go to sleep, I can spend literally an hour or two doing nothing but sucking and licking your fat cock! With some titfuck breaks to rest my tired jaw muscles, of course. And more breaks where you can lick my sizzling hot cunt. Then I can sleep with you so I'll be right there between your legs with my eager lips when you wake up the next morning. And when you go on your dates and fuck God only knows how many busty cheerleaders, I'll be there to welcome you home and suck your cock clean. Hell, before long, I'll bet I'll know the entire cheerleading squad by taste!"

They both laughed at that. But that was such an arousing thought for Tommy that he nearly blew his load, even though she wasn't even milking his erection very much at the moment, since her thoughts were elsewhere.

Finished with her fantasy, she bounced happily up and down his thickness.

As he played with her big tits, he said, "That sounds awesome, Mom, but are you only interested in cocksucking?"

She replied, "That other stuff is what we'll be doing all the other hours of the day, Mr. Hot Cock!" She winked. "Hell, if I have my way, you'll think your cock is superglued into my cunt before long!"

He grinned. "That sounds better, Hot Stuff!"

To his surprise, she leaned forward and licked from his ear down his jaw line nearly to his chin. "Think you can handle me?"

He replied, "I dunno. I mean, you know you're built like a brick house and you know how to please, sure enough to knock a stronger man to his knees."

She chortled as she realized he was reciting more "Brick House" lyrics, changing them a tad to fit them into the conversation. She gamely replied by slipping in more lyrics from the song. "You're right! You might as well cry 'uncle' now. After all, how can I lose with the stuff I use? 36-25-36, what a winning hand!"

"Wow! Are those your real measurements?" He knew the song's lyrics were actually "36-24-36, what a winning hand."

"Yep! Or, as you like to say so much, 'Hell yeah!' I've got more curves than an Indy 500 race!"

She turned serious, even as she resumed earnestly milking his cock with her pussy muscles. "Honestly, you should start thinking of me as your fuck slut now, no matter what, because that's what I am and that's what I most definitely want to be. I suppose I'll have to divorce Carl regardless of what the investigator says, because I still love him some, but I love you a whole lot more."

She tilted her head and thought about that for a few moments. "Anyway, he gave up on our marriage whether he cheated or not, so that's a done deal. What really kills me is that I can never truly be with you in every way, because I'm your mother. That's why I'll have to settle for being your fuck slut while you fuck girls your age as well. Even if Carl isn't in the picture, we'll still have to put up a front. Given how sexually active you've been with girls, you can't suddenly turn into a monk, as far as everyone in school knows."

"That's true," he agreed while feigning sadness. If she was convinced that he was "forced" to keep fucking girls his age, he wasn't exactly going to try to talk her out of it.

She said with new resolve, "But I am worried about STD's. So, starting today, you have a new mission. Try to look for long-term relationships instead of one-night stands. And seriously, demand proof that they're clean while giving proof yourself. I know it must be a lot of fun for a big-dicked stud such as yourself to bust a lot of teenage cherries, but if you can 'settle down,' I'll try to make it up to you by constantly loving and pleasuring your wonderful cock with this burning hot cunt of mine."

"It sounds like you're gonna do that anyway," he pointed out.

She sighed. "That's true. You got me." But then she smiled. "What can I say? I'm your shameless fuck slut, and I love it!"

After a few more minutes of more vigorous fuck bouncing, a startling thought came to him. "Wait a minute! You said I'll have to settle for no fucking you for now. Do you still mean that?"

"Of course."

"But we're fucking right now! So what's the deal?" He'd been avoiding asking her that for fear she'd stop, but curiosity finally got the best of him.

In truth, she had just gotten too horny and couldn't hold back anymore. But she claimed, "Do you know what a grandfather clause is? I figure this one doesn't really count, since I just told you the new rules a while ago. So it's almost a grandfather clause, and mostly it's just 'cos I need you in me!" She grinned wolfishly. "But I'm afraid this is gonna be the last one for a while, until I have proof Carl is cheating."

"Why does that matter, if your marriage is dead in any case?"

"I'd just feel better about it. It's a matter of how much respect he deserves."

Tommy suggested, "Then let's make the best of it! We both have to get going soon, and in fact we only have" - he looked up at a clock - "Shit! We probably only have about five minutes! So let's do this right!"

"Good thinking!" She got up off his lap. Then she stood up, her hands clinging to the edge of the table, and thrust her ass way out. "Do it to me, motherfucker! Prove again that you own me! Show me why you've turned me into a shameless fuck slut of a mom! Give me a fucking that'll keep me walking funny for a week, until you can nail me again! OWN MY CUNT!"

So that's what he did. He plowed her doggy-style with all his might.

But it turned out five minutes wasn't enough, despite their vigorous pace. And the table wasn't a good place, because the dishes on it clattered like there was an earthquake, and even threatened to crash to the floor.

So they moved to the living room, where he continued to fuck her in a variety of positions. He finally blasted into her pussy while she was lewdly draped over the back of a sofa.

They'd spent an extra ten minutes fucking. So even though both of them felt utterly destroyed, they had to run around frantically to make up for time.

Leah drove him to school, since he'd only recently gotten his driver's license and didn't have a car to drive yet.

He sat in the back seat, so they wouldn't be tempted to fool around. They had no time for that. But they both knew that if they were within arm's reach of each other, hanky panky would soon follow.

She looked at him through her rear view mirror as she sped down the road. "It's amazing when you think about it, kiddo. You're still a kid. You just turned sixteen - SIXTEEN! - and gained the legal right to drive. I know you were a total virgin a little more than a year ago. And do you realize that if you were just a few weeks younger, in this state I could actually go to prison for what we did last night?"

"Whoa!" That fact was sobering, and really hit him in the gut.

She continued, "I Googled that this morning. I know - scary! And that's not even counting the other jail term we could both serve for incest, but let's not think about that."

She shook her head, like she was shaking that thought right out of it. "Whereas, I'm a business executive. I go to work in power suits, I meet with powerful people all the time, and I'm in charge of my own department, with my own secretary AND a personal assistant. I'm a rising young star in the company."

She paused, and then added in a hushed and awed tone, "And yet... you own me! When it comes right down to it, I'm nothing but your personal fuck slut, your exclusive fuck toy. After just one night of righteous fucking with your huge cock log, you turned me, your own big-titted gorgeous mother, into a shameless sex fiend who lives for your cock! My cunt craves more of your fat fucking cock log, even now, after you've fucked another load of cum into me."

She looked directly at him in the rear view mirror. "I'll bet you're feeling pretty good about yourself right now."

"Hell yeah!"

She laughed. "That seems to be your answer for everything: 'Hell yeah!'"

"Hell yeah," he deliberately said again. "Hell, when you have a life as totally as awesome and epic as mine is right now, 'Hell yeah' pretty much says it all."

"Good point. Did you know that I'm wearing a tampon right now? Not because it's 'that time of the month,' but so I'll be able to feel your big load of sperm cream in me all day long. When you're in your classes today, just think of that. Know that I'm probably sitting in some boring business meeting with my needy cunt swimming in your sperm, and counting the minutes until we both get home so I can feel your fat cock log slide all the way down my throat again until the front of my neck lewdly bulges out. And then I'm going to stroke my neck with my fingers, massaging your cock log inside me while I swallow on it."

He was quiet for a long moment, and then he exclaimed, "Hell yeah!"

They both laughed.

---

The elevator dinged in the office building where Leah worked. She'd reached "her" floor, containing nothing but her department and her staff. Normally, she ruled this place. But she stepped out of the elevator feeling bashful and worried.

Leah wore an expensive power suit, as usual. It was conservatively cut as usual, not even showing a hint of cleavage. She knew her sexual allure was a big reason why she'd risen through the company's ranks so quickly, but she also knew her body was so perfect and curvy that no suit could completely hide the sexy allure of her big bust, silky long legs, or her bouncy bubble butt. She knew how to be a torturous cock tease without appearing to overly flirt at all, so she saw no reason to dress like one at work.

But she didn't look her usual best this morning. She'd rushed out of the house so quickly after Tommy finished fucking her, she hadn't had time to put her makeup on or even pick out earrings to wear. But she knew her personal assistant Stella would take care of finding those things for her. That was an advantage to having a personal assistant as well as a secretary - they could quickly conjure up things like your favorite brands of make-up when you needed it.

Still, Leah put on her "tough as nails" boss face and swept into the office area. Immediately, Stella and others came up to her and started to talk about the latest fires to put out.

On one level, Leah was listening, but on another level her mind was elsewhere. I wonder if they can tell. Surely, they must be able to tell. It's written all over my face! 

Stella cleared her throat, and asked nervously, "Um, Mrs. Bryton? Leah? You're practically glowing today. Did your son fuck you with his big hard cock last night? Because that's wrong."

No, Stella didn't say that! But Leah imagined that she did. As she looked around at various staffers sitting in their carrels, she thought they were all staring at her and saying with venomous hatred, "Son fucker! Son fucker! Son fucker!"

But of course that wasn't happening either. The morning was the same as any other, except that Leah wasn't wearing her usual make-up and she looked more frazzled and worried than usual.

Leah turned to Stella and said, "Hold my calls. I'll be in my office."

"Alone?" Stella was used to hovering near Leah's shoulder most of the day.

"Yes, alone. I will buzz you in a few minutes."

Leah rushed to her office and practically collapsed into her seat. It occurred to her that Carl was sitting in a seat nearly exactly the same as hers right now, and that's right where she and Tommy had fucked each other.

She thought, I wonder if he could still smell the sex when he got in to work. Or was he curious why his windows had been left open? Perhaps he even could detect MY distinctive pussy smell! Oh, that's so hot! Maybe he's sitting there right now putting two and two together, realizing that his son fucked me there for hours last night and has taken his place in every way! 

Whoa! I've got to control myself! I can't masturbate! I CAN NOT! Period! Besides, that's just my imagination running away with me. The smell certainly dissipated over night, and it would be a disaster anyway if Carl found out. It's not like we left spermy cum gobs all over the place. ... Although... what if we missed one or two? What if Carl finds a gob near his keyboard and licks it up, thinking it was some leftover jelly from a donut or something? That would just be so... perfect! So symbolic, showing how Tommy has taken over in my heart and my HOT CUNT! 

Whoa, again! I have to stop. Focus. Control. I think about my staff discovering my incestuous acts. And not in a hot and sexy way, but in a disturbing I'm gonna get fired and go to jail way. This is serious! I should have never put that tampon in, because I can still feel Tommy's spermy seed sloshing around inside me!

Oh God! I'm hopeless! This is hopeless. I'm gonna be a useless wreck all day!

But Leah had a strong willpower and a fierce competitive spirit. She forced herself to start reading e-mails that had come in overnight, and before long, she was able to buzz Stella in with the intercom and really get to work.

However, Leah wasn't her usual self, not by a long shot, and she knew it. She was spacing out more often than not, constantly thinking about her son's big, beautiful cock, and all the things she could do to it once she got home. More than once she had to resist the urge to give the pen in her hand a lick, suck and a practice blowjob.

It was so bad, she had to make up an excuse to Stella and a few other coworkers she worked with most. She said that she'd been told some family news that was both worrying and yet potentially good and exciting. She needed this explanation, because she looked and felt terribly worried one moment and then joyous the next.

It was a long day, but she managed to get through it without incident. She even resisted the urge to sneak off to the ladies' room and masturbate herself to a nice orgasm. It helped that her job kept her constantly busy. But she was never so busy that she didn't have occasional moments to daydream about what would happen when she and Tommy got home.

---

Tommy felt far less shame and just as much euphoria about fucking his mother. So he was walking on air with a shit-eating grin on his face from the moment he got to school.

Classes were a distraction, but by the time he got to lunch and sat with his usual male pals, they were bursting with curiosity over his transformation.

Jack, one of Tommy's best friends, launched into him as soon as they had their food and were sitting down to eat it. Everyone else at the table listened in as Jack asked, "Okay, Tommy boy, what gives?"

"What are you talking about?" Tommy asked, hoping he could bluff his way out of this.

"Don't play dumb! If your smile was any wider, you'd need major corrective facial surgery. I've never seen you like this. Who is it?"

"What do you mean?" Tommy still tried to play clueless, although he realized it was a losing battle. Even as Jack was interrogating him, he couldn't wipe his silly grin off his face. All he had to do was think about his mother, that seemingly happened about every two seconds, and his face would light up like a neon sign. In fact, all this focus on her in his mind was giving him a boner.

"You know what I mean," Jack pressed. "Who is she? More importantly, what did you do to her?"

Jack's questions were inadvertently giving Tommy a way out. Tommy realized he just had to play along with their assumptions. "You know I don't kiss and tell..." That was true. He had learned early on that he could get a lot more pussy if he remained completely discreet about what he did with girls. He rarely told his best friends who he was even dating.

Jimmy, another friend sitting next to Jack, complained, "Forget it, Jack. You know him. You won't even be able to torture any juicy details out of him."

But Tommy surprised them by saying, "That's true, but I'll tell you this: I can't say who I'm thinking about, but I can say what I'm thinking about. I think I'm in love!"

That caused a commotion at the table. Even though Tommy had just turned sixteen, he was known as one of the biggest "players" in school. He dated a lot of girls, but the word "love" had never before crossed his lips or his mind.

Jack said, "WHAT?! Hello?! Did you eat something funny?"

"Yep!" Tommy was happily thinking about eating Leah's pussy.

That just confused Jack and the others more. But Jimmy said, "Don't look now, but I think he's serious! Either that, or he's been pranking us. But I don't think I could look like a love-struck dipshit for five hours straight so convincingly, just for pulling a prank on my pals."

"That's true," Jack agreed. He'd been leaning forward towards Tommy, but he sat back. "Wow. Tommy, in love? Will wonders never cease?"

Another friend named Ben cut in. "Well, that's good news for me! Maybe now I have a chance of actually dating one of the hot girls!"

Ben wasn't just kidding. All of Tommy's classmates were other 16-year olds in the same classes as him. A lot of his friends had trouble getting any dates at all. But thanks to Tommy's reputation as the school's star running back, not to mention his well-hung sexual prowess, he pretty much dated only the best-looking 18 year-old seniors. He liked the voluptuous and busty girls that were the most similar to his mother, and senior girls had two more years for their bodies to develop.

Jack added, "Yeah! Tommy in love? Hell, I'll bet you the male half of the senior class will throw a party. Even if she's a senior girl, which she probably is, at least they'll get the other half of their class back. No more of this:" - he raised his voice to a mocking imitation of a girl's - "'Tommy, Tommy! Can I carry your books? Oh, you're such a dreeaaamboat!'"

Tommy playfully wagged a fist, even though he was flattered and not angry in the slightest. "Shut up! I'll kick your ass! You know it isn't like that!"

Jimmy chimed in. He clutched his hands to his chest and stared up moonily. He also parodied a female voice as he purred, "'Oh, Tommy, Tommy! Is it true, the rumors about your third leg? Can I hold it for a little while?'"

Tommy quipped, "The problem with that is, Jack was pretending to be someone else, and you weren't."

The conversation immediately veered into a series of gay jokes and insults. But Tommy was glad to have steered it that way, because it kept them from asking more about this girl he was supposedly in love with.

He was relieved by the entire conversation. He knew this cover story could deflect questions for now (and his tight lipped reputation helped a lot). But it could be problematic in the long run, since of course the "girl" he was head over heels in love with was none other than his mother, the woman who every guy in school practically drooled on themselves over.

Like Leah, Tommy spent pretty much the entire day thinking about sex, and most especially what would happen when the two of them would be home alone later. But while Leah could rarely afford to slack off, even for five minutes, it was easy for Tommy to do so. He was a good student, and in the gifted track no less, but in a class of thirty to forty people, it wasn't hard to space out the whole time without the teacher noticing, unless there was a test or something like that.

So his penis was hard more often than not, and he was daydreaming more often than not. Only his football practice was a boner-free zone, and by then, his penis was grateful for the break. But Tommy played terribly for once, and his coach even chewed him out. Needless to say, Tommy's thoughts weren't in the game, they were elsewhere. All he could do was count the minutes and seconds until he was back at home with Leah.

---

Tommy was the first one home, which was highly unusual. Ever since Leah had demanded fewer hours instead of the big raise she was due to receive, she'd made it more point of pride to always get home just before Tommy did. Being a good mother now was going to pay off in the form of free time to play around with each other every school day before Carl got home. But on this day, she was so sluggish with her head in the clouds that some unexpected last minute tasks had taken her longer than expected.

She'd wanted to already be in an extremely arousing outfit when her son walked through the door, but she had no chance to change first if he was already there. She decided to make the best of her situation though.

Tommy was waiting in the living room, but he was on a razor's edge. Would she be wild and wanton, or would she have new doubts and restrictions after spending her day in the "real world?" He held his breath and crossed his fingers when she walked in.

She knew he would be feeling uncertain, and she used that to her teasing advantage. Still in her dark green power suit, she walked inside and acted just as she would have before their Halloween night. "Oh, hi Tommy," she said casually. "How was your day?" She sighed with exhaustion and took her jacket off.

His heart sank. "Um, good?" He didn't know what to think.

She bent over at an extreme angle, which looked promising to Tommy at first, especially since her ass was pointed his way as the fabric strained invitingly against her ass cheeks. But then she pulled her high heels off her feet and tossed them aside, leaving him feeling crushed again.

"Damn, these things are torture devices," she complained as she finished tossing the heels away. "Forget waterboarding; we should just make Osama bin Laden's pals work in an office in shoes like this."

But as she talked, his heart soared with hope. He noticed a smirky, knowing smile on her face, and as she tilted back and shook out her long mane of black hair, she thrust her chest out. Her nipples and round melons strained and pulled on the fabric of her blouse even more than the way her skirt had been straining against her ass cheeks a few seconds earlier.

It dawned on him that she was just teasing him. His penis had just gone flaccid, but now it zoomed back to full size.

She continued to talk in a matter-of-fact, almost bored tone. "But you know what's almost as bad as high heels? Underwear! As a male you probably don't have this problem, but ladies' undergarments really cut into one's skin. For instance, look at this."

She suddenly turned around and bent over, just as lewdly as before. She spread her legs straight and wide, and appeared ready to grasp her ankles. But instead, she wiggled her skirt down off her ass.

Inspired and excited, Tommy stood up and drew much closer.

She was wearing a thong that was practically like a G-string. She ran her hand along the tiny string connecting front to back. "And you see this style? This is the worst! No visible panty lines, but it cuts into the skin in the most uncomfortable places. Ugh!" She seductively pulled her thong down her ass, even as she stayed bent over.

Her skirt was still hanging just below her ass, so she took turns wiggling that lower down her legs and then wiggling the thong a little lower too.

Tommy felt like his erection would rip his shorts in two. He enthused, My fuck slut is here! My horny, busty, sex bomb mom is back! God, I was so worried, but I'm not gonna give her the satisfaction of telling her how much she'd scared me. I can play along as well as anyone can. 

She took her sweet time about it, and she continued to blandly complain about thongs. But she finally got her skirt and thong all the way off, and tossed them aside. Now, she was only in her bra and blouse. The front tails of her blouse hung down just low enough to cover the top of where her bush would have been, but they still left her pussy lips gloriously uncovered.

Grinning more knowingly, she continued her pretend tired act. "But as bad as thongs are, bras are even worse!" She straightened her entire body, and yawned, stretching her arms high in the air.

That caused her big tits to strain against her blouse so much, a button actually popped free.

Tommy couldn't take the teasing. He lurched forward and grasped her tits with both hands.

She laughed gaily at that, but also said, "What are you doing?! I'm your mother!"

Squeezing her ripe melons, he said, "Mom, can we call a time out? I love this game you're playing, but some other time, okay? Please! I'm so horny, I can't stand it!"

However, she twirled and danced out of his grasp. Then she started unbuttoning her way down her light green blouse. "Don't stop me now. I'm just getting to the good part!"

He wanted to cry. He groaned like he'd just painfully stubbed his toes. "MoooooOOOOOOooooom! Please! All day long, I couldn't think, I couldn't talk, I couldn't walk! You made a mess out of me! All I could do is think about you!"

Still posing sexily as she unbuttoned her blouse, she said, "How do you think I felt? I was exactly the same! But look at how mean you are. I've been dreaming of your big cock all day, and you're keeping it imprisoned in your shorts. Meanie!"

Tommy never moved so fast in his life. Even his shifty steps away from defenders on the football field seemed like slow motion compared to how quickly he got his shorts and boxer shorts off. He even took his T-shirt off for good measure.

She laughed gleefully as she saw her son suddenly standing there naked. "But hold your horses. I've aaaaalmost got my clothes off too." She was speeding up for his sake, and as she said that, she finished with the buttons and opened her blouse up wide.

But that only seemed to frustrate him more, because he groaned, "ARRRGGH! You still have a bra on! You're killing me! I love you, Mom, but this teasing is cruel!"

"I'm sorry." She immediately flung her blouse off the rest of the way and then undid and removed her bra in a matter of seconds. "I was gonna make a big production out of the bra, but I don't want you to suffer. Here, let me make it all better." She dropped to her knees.

"Aaaaahhh!" he sighed with profound happiness as her lips slid around his cockhead and kept on sliding down to his sweet spot. "FUCK YEAH!"

She felt bad about torturing him too much with her teasing, so she tried to make up for it by giving the best blowjob she possibly could.

It was a tricky challenge though, because he was so keyed up after staying hard much of the school day that he was on the verge of cumming even before she took his dick in her mouth. For a while, she could do little more than bob back and forth on it a little bit.

Luckily, he'd already learned how to extend his endurance by flexing his PC muscle, and that was a big reason he was so popular with girls. He was straining hard as he flexed it now. It was a very close shave, but he managed to ride out his orgasmic surge.

Once she sensed that had passed, she was free to do more. Her tongue came out to play, and flicked all over his most sensitive spots, while her lips relentlessly bobbed up and down over his frenulum, his most sensitive spot of all.

But still, she held back. She could tell he was still far too close to cumming, and she wanted him hard every single minute until Carl came home. She longed to take him all the way to the root, but deep throating was out for now.

He ran his hands through her long hair, sometimes just enjoying the silky feel, and other times grasping tightly as more orgasmic surges passed through him.

After a few minutes, she felt the need to talk, so she pulled her mouth away. But she immediately hefted up her tits and trapped his slicked-up boner inside her cleavage. "Aaaah! That's better," she exhaled happily.

"Son, some advice. I love it when you're tightly holding me by my hair. It reminds me that you're in charge, and I'm nothing but your helpless fuck slut. But it kinda hurts too; sometimes it feels like you're trying to rip my hair out."

He was still clutching her raven black hair, and let go. "Sorry, I didn't-"

She cut in, "Don't sweat it. Just grab it lower down, close to the back of my neck. You can pull as hard as you want down there." That sorted out, she craned her head down so she could lick his cockhead while still pleasuring his shaft by sliding her big melons all over it.

She'd chosen a titfuck for several reasons. One, she knew that she couldn't resist the urge to deep throat him for long, not with his thick cock crammed in her mouth, and she didn't want him to cum too soon. So this was safer, in allowing them to have fun for a lot longer. But she also wanted to talk more, and this allowed her to do it while still delivering maximum pleasure. She could talk easily while sliding her tits around and licking his cockhead too.

She said, "I feel so wicked! You don't know how hard it was for me all day long, having to work at full speed while all I wanted to do was drop to my knees and serve your fat knob. Or, better yet, get skewered nine-inches deep! Too bad we can't do that today."

He replied while huffing and puffing, "I do know! Believe me, when you talk about how hard it was all day long, I know EXACTLY what you mean! If you keep me this hard all day long every day, I'm gonna have to see a doctor!"

She giggled. "Oh, you poor thing! Let your fuck slut Mom make it all better!" She redoubled her titfucking and licking efforts. But that wasn't all: since he was standing, she let him take over holding her tits in place to keep a tight tit-tunnel going. Then she reached around behind him and poked her index finger directly into his asshole.

"AAAAIIIIEEE!" he screamed in surprise. "What are you doing?!"

She giggled some more. "I did this to you briefly last night, don't you remember? And don't say this is some kind of gay thing, 'cos it's not." She continued to wiggle her finger in deeper as she talked. "I have no interest in taking your anal virginity. That would disturb me as much as you, since you're the one in charge. But you feel that? You feel how good that is?"

He grunted. "Yeah!" He didn't know what she was doing, and it seemed really weird, but it felt great.

"That's your prostrate," she explained. "I read something in one of those Cosmo 'tips to improve your sex life' type stories about how to stimulate it, and how good it could feel. Do you like that?"

"Yeah!" he grunted and groaned. "Hell yeah!"

She laughed. "Wow! It gets a full 'hell yeah' seal of approval. You must really like it then."

He nodded some more, but he quickly added, "Stop! Please stop! If you keep doing all three things at once, I'm gonna cum for sure!" Actually, his entire shaft wouldn't have been stimulated if he'd just let go of her spongy tits, but it was true she was the one doing the work, sliding her entire upper torso up and down, while his hands just held on for dear life.

She was still poking into his asshole as she teased, "Well then, I'd better stop pretty soon then. Because I want to spend the ENTIRE afternoon just finding new ways to make you feel good! How am I doing so far?"

"Oh Mom!" He closed his eyes, and strained harder to hold his climax at bay.

She finally pulled her finger from his anus. She had a knack for telling how close to orgasm he was, and she realized he really was getting too close. So her hands took the place of his. She focused on the titfuck as she resumed talking. "Naturally, I never did any anal poking with Carl. I would have, if I knew that trick years ago, but lately, it was like he was TRYING to make sex with me as bland as possible. Hmmm. I wonder if that has anything to do with his affair with Joanie? Maybe he didn't want to do anything with me he wasn't doing with her? Or that could be just speculation. Oh well, we'll find out soon enough."

Tommy just groaned at the waves of intense pleasure sweeping through his body. Really, only his erection was being stimulated, but he could feel tingles all the way down to his fingertips and toes.

A good ten minutes passed, as Leah alternated between titfucking, cocksucking, and handjobs. She'd done a great job keeping him maxed out on pleasure, especially since he was on a hair-trigger when they began.

But he finally lost it.

She wasn't doing anything extra special at the time. She'd been blowing him, but she was still resisting the urge to deep throat him, and she'd just been licking his sweet spot while tugging on his balls. But his resistance had been gradually wearing down, and he'd unexpectedly lost all control.

Leah was delighted just the same. She directed his boner at her face, and closed her eyes while she made sure he unloaded all over her delicate and perfect facial features.

Tommy was normally pretty quiet during sex, aside from the usual moans and groans everyone made. But as his dick continued to fire off like a machine gun emptying all its entire ammunition belt, he screamed at the top of his lungs, "FUUUUUUCCCK! MOM! OH MOM! FUUUUUUUUUCCCK!"

It had only been chance that they'd wound up standing, and now he couldn't stand any more. He collapsed to the floor like the orgasm had turned his bones to wet noodles.

Luckily, Leah caught him and guided him most of the way down so he wouldn't hurt himself.

He wound up lying on the floor with his arms and legs splayed out. "FUUUUCCK!" he still panted occasionally. "Motherfucker!"

She struck another sexy pose, and teased, "No, you're the motherfucker. I'm the son fucker, remember?"

After another minute of heavy breathing, he said in a much calmer voice, "Mom, in addition to being the best cocksucker on the motherfucking planet, you're gonna KILL me with your teasing!"

She put a finger to her cum-soaked chin. "A motherfucking planet. Interesting idea. But I like this planet better. If everybody fucks their mothers, then what you and I do wouldn't be so wicked. And I luuuve the wicked!"

He just whimpered at that. "Seriously, Mom, you're amazing. I thought I had a lot of resistance and willpower, but you absolutely take the cake. When you were playing around and doing your striptease, I just couldn't handle it! I had to have you then and there, or I was gonna die! But you. It looked like you could have been happy spinning just out of my reach for another hour! It's almost cruel!"

She said seriously, "Yes, and no. I do love to tease. I guess I've gotten pretty good at that in recent years, trying to get Carl to show any interest in me at all, and now I love teasing in and of itself. It was fun enough when Carl barely responded, but now it's like I'm doing it with a younger, stronger, more virile and all around better version of him. It's almost like I'm seeing the Carl I knew when he and I first started to date."

She paused, as that hit her. "Whoa! I think I just realized one reason why I'm so hopelessly attracted to you. It's like I've got some kind of reverse Freudian thing going on. You're like the Carl I wanted when I married but I never really got, and you do look so much like him that it's uncanny. But in any case, I do love to tease you, and you need to get ready for a lot more of that from now on. But at the same time, I love all the other things just as much as you do. It was a really close thing that I didn't just burst through the door earlier, and bee-line straight to you so I could start sucking your cock before the front door even slammed shut!"

She eyed him hungrily, licking her lips. "So prepare yourself, because there will be many days I do just that, believe me!"

He exhaled heavily, overwhelmed by her sheer sexual power and appeal.

Sitting up, she ran her finger in lazy patterns on his tummy's six pack muscles. "What's wrong? My sweet Mr. Hot Cock, you seem almost sad."

"Not sad," he replied. "Not at all. Just overwhelmed. I feel like I'm riding a wild tiger, and I'm barely holding on. If you're this intense and passionate every day... Well, I don't know what, to be honest! I don't think a boy can actually die of amazingly intense orgasms, but if one can, it'll probably be me!"

She chuckled. "Oh, come on. You're just saying that. I'M the one riding the wild tiger! I must admit I do have the tiger by the tail, but that's all." She lifted up his flaccid penis, and it flopped into her open palm. She'd just wanted to illustrate what she meant by the "tail," but to her surprise, his penis started to engorge.

"Oh my God! Tommy! Look, you're getting hard again."

"I know," he groaned. "But please don't kill me yet. Give me a few minutes to recover. I was so hard and horny all day from thinking about you, I was half-dead before I even came home."

"Okay, we'll take it easy for a while. I promise nothing but some gentle suckling on your cock at first. But you have to admit this is damn impressive! You talk about worrying you'll orgasm to death - what about me? I've climaxed three times since I got home, and it's still ages until Carl comes home!"

He suppressed the urge to just sigh and whimper at that. He gathered his strength and sat up. He knew he'd need all the energy he could muster, because she was already gently fondling his penis back to full mast.

"Look at you rebounding," she said. "I couldn't be more proud. You look a lot like your dad, but you couldn't be more different in some very important ways. He's a follower, but you're a natural leader."

"I am? I'm not the head of any school clubs or anything."

"No, but you're the leader of your gang of friends. In fact, you're the Alpha Male in any group you're in. That's one reason why women like me get so wet for you."

"But Mom! I'm only 16!"

She'd managed to stroke his penis back to full size already, and now she was steadily jacking him off. "I know. And that gets me hot, knowing you're a mere boy yet you seduced and fucked a foxy and busty older woman like me, and turned me into your personal sex toy in a matter of a couple of hours. It's positively SCARY to think what you'll be capable of when you're a few years older, especially if this incredible cock log of yours keeps growing!"

Aroused by her own words, she sat up on her knees next to him and brought her mouth down to his newly stiff boner. This set her huge tits dangling and swaying enticingly, just as she knew it would.

Even though he was still recovering, he couldn't resist that. He leaned forward and cradled her heavy tits in his hands. His busty mom’s tits were just so damn big and perfect, it was sometimes hard to imagine that she was 34 already.

Encouraged, she slid into an even MORE arousing position. Still on her knees and sucking, she arched her back to send her bare ass jutting high up into the air. Her body didn't actually move that much, but suddenly she looked much more stiff and submissive, like she was a professionally trained cocksucker in an official position.

Tommy kept his hands on her tits but lay back down, as he still needed to rest and gather strength. As he sank his fingers deeper into her soft and spongy tit-flesh, he thought, I've gotta rise to the occasion; that's all there is to it! I know I'm not "all that." I'm certainly not some naturally dominant "alpha male." The other kids look to me 'cos I'm the star running back. If I was just a place kicker, Jack would probably lead our group. But on the other hand, I'm not a wallflower either. And the girls seemed to like me a heck of a lot before I even tried out for the team. Maybe she does have a point. I've always had a special way with girls, at least. 

But in any case, the reality doesn't matter much. What matters is how she perceives me. And she wants and needs for me to dominate her with quiet confidence. I can't cry "mercy" and complain that she's sucking my soul and brain out along with every last drop of cum I've got to give, even though she is! I've got to be the man she wants me to be! 

Suddenly, Leah pulled her lips off to change positions. They were practically in a sixty-nine already. All she had to do was rotate some a throw a leg over his torso, and her pussy would be directly over his head, and that's just what she did. Then she very deliberately reached down, in full view of her son, and pulled a very sodden, wet tampon out of her pussy. She let it dangle and sway like a pendulum above his eyes.

"I told you I wanted to feel your cum in me all day long today," she said with a saucy wink.

"Fuck, Mom, you weren't lying about that?"

She tossed the used tampon away. "No, Son, I wasn't lying. I'm your fuck slut, so of course I want to keep all your cum in my horny cunt for as long as I can. Look at me, Son. This cunt of mine is yours to fuck, now and forever."

He could see her wet nether lips right overhead. He could even see a drop of pussy juice forming that was about to hit him on the nose. But her hips were still way too high for him for the moment. He could only watch her rivulets flow and sniff her intoxicatingly sexy aroma.

She rested her upper body weight on just one elbow, because she had one hand holding his big cock. But instead of getting back to licking it, she continued to talk in her obscene position. "You know what I really liked? Remember how you and your friend Dave got into a big fight? It was over that beautiful girl Leona. She was dating him, but suddenly started going out with you instead. It was hard to say who was right on wrong since she asked YOU out, but Dave was pissed, and tried to beat you up. But what did you do? You kicked his ass, got him to apologize and be friends again, and then you fucked the shit out of his girlfriend! That's what winners do. That got me so horny!"

He was very surprised. "Really? But that was a month ago!"

"I know. And just because I didn't want to really have sex with you then, I wasn't blind. I could see my son was growing into a real hunky lady killer! But in any case, that's why I know that even though I'm a department head with a six figure salary and you just had your first glass of wine last night, there's no escaping from your natural charisma and the lure of your big cock! I know I'm gonna have to get used to the feel of all this cum on my face, 'cos you're gonna keep my tits and face in a near constant shiny sperm-glaze. Two blowjobs is probably the bare minimum either of us will be able to stand. This next week or so is going be tough, until we get the report from the investigators!"

Before he could think of a reply to that, she lowered her ass until she was sitting on his face. He had no choice but to start licking her honey straight from her pussy lips, while she went back to her happy and contented cocksucking.

He thought, Gotta be tough! Tough! It's like being thrown into the deep end of a swimming pool. Swim or drown. In this case, lick or drown. But I'm not gonna wilt in the face of her white hot sexual heat. I AM gonna dominate and control her, just like she wants me to. This "fuck slut" stuff is mostly just talk now, but I'm gonna turn her into my real fuck slut! 

Inspired, he licked her to a nice climax. Then he ordered her to change positions. He stood and she knelt before him, and he held her hair with both hands, just like before. Only this time he wasn't hobbled by being so close to a climax. He announced, "I'm going to fuck your face!" and that's what he did.

Leah was in seventh heaven, now that Tommy was taking charge and using her roughly. She decided she absolutely loved having her face fucked; it was at the very least on par with deep throating, which was saying quite a lot for her.

The two of them continued like that for a full additional hour. It was a seemingly endless blur of shifting sexual positions and techniques. Just about the only thing they didn't do was anal or vaginal fucking. Neither of them was ready for anal sex yet, and she was adamant about delaying any more vaginal sex until she got the investigative agency's report about Carl's possible adultery.

At one point, she called up Carl to find out when he'd be home exactly. She used the excuse of wanting him to pick up some special foods for her to make dinner with (and that had the bonus of delaying him still longer).

When Carl got home, things couldn't have been more Norman Rockwell domestic and normal. Leah was in the kitchen cooking, and Tommy was in his bedroom doing his homework.

The only unusual things Carl noticed was the heavy smell of air freshener in the living room, plus the strange taste on Leah's lips when she insisted on getting kissed on the lips by him.



CHAPTER 7

 

The next few days were tough on Tommy. Leah kept her promise about waking him with a blowjob and greeting him with another one when he came home from school. But neither of them really wanted to just stop there and be satisfied with that. Her slurping on and sucking of his cock took the edge off their lust, but it wasn't enough to sate it. Both of them wanted more.

Since they were a rich family and Tommy was the only child, he had his own bathroom. That was a lucky thing, because it meant the two of them could move from his bed to his shower with ease. They usually had a lot of wet and slippery shower fun until he finally shot a load on his mother or in her mouth.

Carl usually was gone before Tommy woke up, which meant they could play all through breakfast too. In fact, Tommy generally shot two loads at his mother before he had to leave for school, but she technically called their entire morning adventure a single blowjob. However, they had to restrict themselves to just the wake up and shower blowjob if Carl was still there.

They usually had an hour at the very least between when they both returned home, because Carl was still at work. Tommy would come home and find Leah dressed in some insanely arousing outfit, like Daisy Duke cut-off jeans shorts and a see-through top tied in a knot below her big tits, or an erotic nurse's uniform that involved a corset which seemed designed to emphasize the breasts even more than usual and which had special front panel release catches, allowing Tommy to nurse and suckle on her outrageously bared assets. There was even a scandalous version of her "business hot" work clothes which Tommy found particularly arousing and irresistible. Then they generally spent that hour in an endless combination of cocksucking, titfucking, and pussy licking. One evening, Carl called to say he'd be home a lot later, and they got to spend a couple extra hours naked and entwined.

Surprisingly, the weekend didn't change much. Leah had errands to run for most of Saturday, and could only give him the same two blowjobs. On Sunday, they went to church and Carl always seemed to be near, so Tommy was lucky to even get two blowjobs again.

The blowjobs were incredible beyond description. Since that was all they could do, she really went all out. She even bought some how-to books and instructional videos at a sex shop, and her skills seemed to improve with each minute of slurpy licking and bobbing.

And she usually spiced things up with stripteases, creative filthy talk, and shameless posing and flirting. On Saturday afternoon while Carl was out doing errands of his own, she even entertained Tommy with a private lingerie fashion show. She'd show him a mouth-wateringly sexy outfit, and then gauge how much he'd liked it by voraciously sucking his cock for a few minutes. Then she'd put on another and she'd "test his reaction" again. She actually kept him going for two hours of sexy dancing, stripteases, titfucks, and blowjobs before he finally climaxed.

All of that was beyond awesome for a 16-year old boy. But still, Tommy wanted more.

Leah resolutely prohibited him from fucking her pussy at all times, and she banned any sexual activity from the time Carl came home until he left again, which was usually from about five p.m. until seven a.m. the next morning. She wouldn't even allow any furtive teasing, kissing, or groping while Carl was there. Given how incredibly sexually satisfying she was for him the two times of day she allowed them to play around, such limitations were extremely frustrating for the constantly horny boy.

She had gone ahead and set a detective agency on Carl and Joanie. But she was told it would take them a week to deliver a report.

So Tommy was forced to bide his time. He could scarcely count the minutes until that report was ready. The agency had even called after just one day and cryptically revealed they had "bad news," so there was little doubt what the final report would say. But still, Leah resolutely stuck to her rules.

Like most boys his age, Tommy was impatient. He wanted to enjoy his fuck slut twenty-four hours a day and not for just two daily cocksucking sessions, no matter how incredible and prolonged those were. So, almost immediately, he began to push things as far as he could with her at every possible chance he had.

On the second day, a few hours after the agency mentioned the "bad news", Carl was on a long phone call to one of his old college buddies, while Tommy talked to Leah in the kitchen down the hall. Tommy had tried to plead his case. He argued that it was obvious what the "bad news" was, and it was a pointless torture for both of them to wait any longer.

But Leah just replied that Carl deserved at least a little respect for all the good years they'd shared, and waiting a mere week was hardly too much to ask.

Tommy argued that Carl had been cheating on her for years, and deserved no respect at all. In fact, they had years of cuckolding to make up for, and they should stick it to him every single chance they could get.

Leah verbally and physically put her foot down. Then she turned away from him and declared the conversation was over.

Suddenly, Tommy came up behind her, pressed his raging hard cock against her tight ass, and reached around to squeeze and roughly fondle her soft yet firm melons.

Leah couldn't help but moan with need as her son's hard dick pressed against her. She was amazingly horny again tonight, even though she'd last sucked her son off mere hours ago. She was discovering those sessions didn't satiate her sexual hunger, but only whetted her appetite for more. Already, the mere sight of her son's crotch in any condition caused a Pavlovian reaction and made saliva build up in her mouth.

Tommy slid his hands under her blouse and brought them right up to her firm globes. Ever since the Halloween party, she'd followed through with her promise to stop wearing any underwear around the house. It was a sad commentary on the state of her marriage that Carl hadn't even noticed. But Tommy knew that secret, so he wasn't surprised at all when his fingers were able to slide straight to her nipples. They were already growing erect, and he quickly pinched them to full hardness.

He whispered in her ear, "Hot Stuff, you know I'm right. What's the point of waiting?"

"Please don't call me 'Hot Stuff!' You know how hot and wet that makes me!"

"Answer the question, my fuck slut!" He pulled hard on her nipples, distending the shape of her tits.

"And please don't talk like that either! It makes me even hotter when you take charge!"

"At work, you're a big shot, but at home you're my personal fuck slut." He was thrusting his hips, causing his cock to slide up and down her ass crack.

Her resistance was crumbling by the second. It's so true! If my staff could see me now, every single one would keel over from a heart attack. It's all I can do not to turn around and suck on his huge cock log, even with Carl so close! 

"I'm waiting," he growled.

She replied, "We don't really know what he did, or how bad it is! And I don't want the shit to hit the fan by him finding out what we're doing. Imagine if he walked in on us right now! He may be an adulterer, but so am I. He doesn't deserve to see something like that. Nobody does! Finding his virile and well-hung son totally dominating his slut wife would destroy him!"

She tried to push him away by backing up, only to realize that she had just pressed his cock harder against her ass. Then she moved forward, only to find that she was squashing her big tits into her son's palms.

"Why would that hurt him so much?" Tommy pressed her, in more ways than one. He was basically dry humping her ass, even as he pulled hard on her hard nipples.

She moaned lustily at the way he was surrounding her and dominating her, but fear of getting caught compelled her to try to break away again. After all, if she was close enough to hear Carl's voice on the phone, it was way too close to play around! She panted, "Because, because, he would see... that you're his sexual superior, and a mere 16-year old had bested him and stolen his wife! And not only that, but you turned me into a cock-loving fuck slut who lives to suck on your fat knob while on her knees, when I'd only blow him once or twice a year!"

Her words were arousing herself much more than convincing anyone of anything. She knew that if she didn't do something fast, she'd find herself getting fucked standing up. She was also trying to remember why that would be a bad thing.

Turning around, she tried to ignore the feel of her son's thick and hard dick pressing all the way up towards her belly button, and pushed his muscular chest back with her hands. However, even though she was fit and strong, he was much stronger, and her heart wasn't really in her attempt to push him away. So her attempt to gain some space between their bodies utterly failed.

His hands went right back to playing with her nipples under her top. She didn't know which was worse: his cock grinding against her clit, or his talented fingers pulling on her hard nipples. Both actions sent electrical jolts through her body, so much so that she was tempted to fuck him right there.

But she hissed, "We can't! He's so close, he can probably hear that we're talking."

Tommy replied, "So? That's perfect. That means he'll never suspect. And we can stop the instant we hear him hang up the phone." He had her backed up against a wall now, and he used that to his advantage. He freely kneaded her ample tit-flesh under her blouse, and even unbuttoned his way down the front of her blouse just so he could enjoy seeing her huge pale globes completely exposed as well as feeling them as much as he liked.

She knew she was losing control by the second. At work, when she said "jump," her entire staff jumped. In fact, that very afternoon she had fired a lazy worker. But she knew Tommy had all the power and she had none. She loved her son's cock so much that the urge to drop to her knees and suck him right there in the hallway was nearly overwhelming. She whined, "We can't! It's too dangerous!"

Tommy responded to that by kissing her on the lips.

She tried to keep her lips closed together, but that worked for all of about two seconds. Soon, her tongue was hungrily dancing with her son's. She even slid her ass up and down against the wall, enabling his cock to grind all over her pussy mound and not just against one spot.

But then she heard Carl laughing on the phone, and that snapped her out of her fog of lust. She pleaded, "Please, Son! Please! Have mercy!"

As horny as Tommy was, he knew he could never force her to do something against her will. He reluctantly pulled away, but said, "You know I'm right. You do! I don't understand! Are you my willing fuck slut or not?"

Those words hurt her deeply. She wanted nothing more than to be a good fuck slut for him. But she was determined to wait out the week. It was one thing to have sexy fun the two times a day when Carl wasn't there, but the danger of getting caught at other times was just too great. She knew herself, and she knew once she started working on her son's cock, there was no telling when she'd stop.

Besides, there was a lot of money at stake. She wasn't just waiting around for the investigator's report and she was looking into securing her finances. She'd also contacted a divorce lawyer to start preparing papers. All that took time, if it was done right.

Tommy stomped back to his room and slammed the door. He felt extremely frustrated.

Leah was tempted to rush after him and blow him in the privacy of his room, but just then Carl called for her. She buttoned her top back up, and checked herself in the hallway mirror. Then, exhaling with frustration and nervous tension, she reluctantly went to her husband.

---

Over the next couple of days, Tommy tried to take advantage of his mother at every chance he had. And each time, she grew hornier and needier for him and her willpower grew weaker.

Tommy would walk up behind her and cup her huge, fim tits by usually sliding under whatever top she was wearing (he'd noticed she always wore tops that made that easy to do, despite her protests). Sometimes, he would spend a few minutes playing with her soft and inviting melons before something spooked her. Once, he even managed to suckle on her rosy nipple before Carl called out to ask when dinner would be ready.

But those weren’t the only things that Tommy did to test the patience, and more importantly, the horniness of his buxom and beautiful mother. He would rub his dick against her ass or stomach whenever they passed each other. It wasn't like they'd ever had trouble passing each other in the hallway without bumping before, but suddenly it seemed like they were incapable of getting within five feet of each other without their bodies sticking to each other and his hard cock rubbing against her for a minute or more. About the only times this didn't happen was if Carl was in the same room, or just one room away.

Tommy also discovered he was usually able to pull his mother close to him and French kiss her for a minute or two before she pulled away and walked off. Often, he would kiss her, fondle her tits, AND grind his cock against her before she finally pleaded, "Please! Have mercy!" On a few lucky occasions, she wound up unzipping his fly and jacking him off for a few minutes before she was spooked.

At least she'd discovered those words seemed to work magic, and he'd always reluctantly pull away.

His aggressiveness was always related to how close Carl was at the time. Naturally, Tommy would be more aggressive if Carl was further away, but she wasn't safe even if Carl was close. Tommy slapped and pinched her tight ass, ran his fingers across her flat stomach as she passed him in the hallway with Carl sitting just a few feet away, or he gawked at and caressed her ass cheeks as she bent over to pick something up. Once, he even reached out and grabbed her tit and gave it a good squeeze in the middle of the kitchen as Carl was sitting reading the paper at the dining room table.

After so many years of neglect, Leah could scarcely believe how much her son's sexual harassment of her was turning her on. And she had to admit to herself, that she very much preferred it to the alternative of getting a cold shoulder and a shrug of indifference from her husband.

It seemed that Tommy was always horny. And that was pretty much true - if his hot and busty mother was nearby, he generally had a raging hard-on looking at her and thinking about her. He knew she was "easy" in the sense that she was pretty much ready to drop to her knees and suckle on his boner whenever she saw him, so that only encouraged him to repeatedly take advantage.

Leah was in a near constant state of heat too. As the week went on, she became increasingly convinced Carl was having a long-term affair with Joanie, because he was so utterly oblivious about her. He still hadn't noticed she was going bra-less and panty-less, even though she wore an increasingly revealing outfit for her son every day while Carl was home too.

For instance, after five days, she wore a tank top that did absolutely nothing to hide her nipples, even when they weren't erect. There was a zipper over her cleavage that just begged to be pulled down. Her huge double-D's bounced lewdly with every single step she took, and still Carl couldn't be bothered to tear his eyes from his papers or dinner or the TV. It was like he had no sexual interest in her whatsoever, even though she could grace the centerfold or cover of any racy magazine. It just didn't make any sense, unless he was in love with someone else.

Other obvious clues, like the way she suddenly was wearing high heels and subtle amounts of make-up around the house nearly all the time, were completely missed by him. But in his defense, the idea of his wife and son having sex together was so off the wall and wildly improbable that he had no reason to be suspicious in the first place.

Of course, such outfits only encouraged Tommy even further. He also soon figured out that she was finding the flimsiest excuses to go to this or that obscure corner of the house, just so her son could trap her and play with her for another couple of minutes. She always protested, but she wouldn't utter the words "have mercy" until a couple of minutes, at least.

But the twice daily blowjobs at least kept Tommy's libido at bay enough for him to more or less control himself the rest of the day. However, his mother looked so tempting and beautiful most of the time that it often was a very close call.

One slip up happened five days after the party, the same day she wore the tight tank top.

The three of them were sitting in the dining room eating dinner. Carl sat in his usual chair at the head of the table, and Leah sat opposite him with Tommy sitting on her right.

Leah wasn't just inexplicably wearing a revealing tank top (with no bra underneath). She also wore high heels, and had her hair up in a pony tail that let her black hair fall in waves halfway down her shapely back. Her skirt was cut to just below mid-thigh and clung loosely to her curves, showing them off perfectly. She was so endowed that if one had been able to look up at her from her feet, one would have seen most of the bared undersides of her breasts, since her tank top hung loosely below her nipples. Yet Carl either didn't notice how sexy she looked, or he simply didn't care very much.

They all chatted for a while. Carl actually fully participated in the conversation instead of reading something or another like he usually did. They chatted about Tommy's school, Leah's job, and lots of other odd things. For once, Leah found herself thinking about something other than her sexy son and how much she longed to feel his thick cock in her mouth, cleavage, or pounding away deep inside her pussy.

At one point, Carl said to Leah, "Oh by the way, I was talking to Harold today and he told me how hot you looked the other night at the party. He was really impressed." He smiled warmly at her. Even though they were half-way through dinner, it seemed like he finally noticed her outfit for the first time, because he added, "And I must say, you look pretty impressive right now too."

She just smiled back, "Thanks. Yeah, that was a really fun party. But you've got some rude coworkers. I'm sure my dress didn't help, but all the same, I was grateful my son was there to protect my virtue." She smiled lovingly at her son.

Tommy was so shocked at her ironic comment that he nearly choked.

Carl added, "Not only that, but Harold complimented me on my dancing skills. How cool is that? It's like I was dancing up a storm AND getting a lot of work done."

Tommy thought, Sorry, Dad, but you're just too dumb to breathe. Do you WANT me to take your place in her bed or something? Sheesh! 

Leah secretly found Tommy's hand under the table edge and held it. She said, "Oh, by the way, that reminds me. Remember how I said there's that other dance coming up, and I wanted Tommy to go with me? I'm still trying to talk him into going, and he's still resisting. I'm grinding down on him relentlessly, and I think he's close to wanting to cum."

He squeezed her hand harshly. They'd agreed days earlier to avoid such blatant double entendres, and they'd mostly kept to that. It was just too risky, and if they were going to do something risky there were a lot more fun things to do. But every now and then, either Tommy or Leah would be unable to resist saying comments like that. Usually, the other one would have to put a stop to it, like Tommy was doing now.

Trying to return things to normal, Tommy sighed. He said to Carl, "I dunno. I hear they play cool music, like at the Halloween party, so that part would be fun. But it would be weird to be with my MOM, you know? I mean, what if someone I know sees me? That would be totally embarrassing!"

Carl said, "Why don't you pretend to be me again?"

"What?" Tommy almost felt like facepalming himself, Carl was so clueless.

"Sure, why not? You look so much like me and even sound like me that it would work, even without the mask you had last time. You'd have to cut your hair more than usual and part it like I do, and of course you'd have to wear the same kind of glasses I have. Everyone but our close friends would be fooled. True, you're a couple of inches taller than me, and more muscular, but no one will see that if you wear a dinner jacket."

"I dunno," Tommy replied. "I'll think about it." Man, Dad is soooo moronic! Why doesn't he add, 'Oh, and bring some condoms, because I'm not ready for Leah to have another baby?' Sheesh! What a lazy ass. Can't he see where me pretending to be him in public could lead? Why doesn't he just up and make me the full time substitute dad? He totally deserves to lose her, even if he wasn't cheating. There's something seriously WRONG with him. He has the best wife he could possibly ever want! 

Leah kicked Tommy's leg, and then rubbed her foot up it. She was trying to get him to agree to go to the "dance." In fact, there was no dance. But she was looking forward to doing a horizontal tango with her son for about five hours in a hotel room. She thought that could be a great opportunity for him to try and take her anal virginity.

She knew it would be a serious challenge to relax her ass enough to accept his prodigious thickness, since Tommy wasn't by any measure small in that department, but if there was even a chance she could manage it, she was determined to do it. She had no doubt that if she could take his cock in her ass, she'd be not only loving it but begging for more whenever they had the opportunity.

Tommy understood her message and pretended to have an epiphany. "You know what, Dad? Maybe I will go. Why the hell not? There's not much else going on, and I do love to dance to good songs instead of the usual techno dance crap."

Carl smiled. "Good for you. Like I said, I'll give you some spending cash, and you can even drive the Jag."

"Cool." Idiot! 

Leah furtively reached under the table and gave Tommy's boner a couple of squeezes to show he'd be rewarded for that answer later. But then she pulled her hand back, because that kind of sexual contact close to Carl was the very kind of thing she was trying to discourage Tommy from doing.

The conversation continued and all was going smoothly, until Leah felt a hand touch her bare thigh. Blinking, she looked over at Carl first, thinking he was playing with her now that he'd noticed she was looking good today. But Carl was looking down at his plate and was busy eating with both hands.

Then the answer dawned on her and she turned to look at Tommy. He didn't seem to be paying her any special attention, but he only had one hand showing. Besides, the angle of the hand meant it could only belong to him. She realized he was playfully getting back at her for her daring cock squeeze.

Slowly, to avoid notice, she slipped her right hand under the table to push Tommy's hand away.

But as she did, he just moved her hand aside and put his hand back on her muscular yet creamy thigh.

Once again she tried to move his hand, but he just did the same. So she gave him a look to tell him to stop, but he still wasn't looking her way. They continued secretly pushing at each other's hands under the table.

"Are you okay babe?" Carl asked as he looked up and noticed her flushed face.

"Yeah honey, I'm fine." She brought her hand back on top of the table and shook it a little bit. "I just have a hand cramp that's bothering me."

She smiled at her husband, who returned the smile and nodded as he ate.

She tried to casually rest her arm across her big boobs, so as to hide the way her nipples had just become fully erect. But it wasn't a pose she could plausibly maintain for very long.

Tommy's hand continued sliding up her smooth thigh painfully slow, and yet all too fast.

But Leah couldn't stop him with her hand as Carl brought up another conversation and continued to look her way as they talked.

She feared that if she moved her hand under the table, Carl might get suspicious. She couldn't even tell Tommy to stop because there was no way to even whisper to him without Carl noticing. Giving Tommy a sharp look also didn't work because he didn't seem to be paying her any attention at all (no doubt on purpose).

His hand continued to slide to only a few inches from her pussy.

What frightened her was the mounting sense of anticipation and longing she was feeling for him to get on with it and touch her, THERE.

She clamped her legs shut tightly to stop his hand from moving any further. She would have glared at him too, if Carl hadn't been looking at her. Instead, she put on her best smile and continued talking, even though she had a hard time focusing on what she was saying.

Tommy tried for a while to push his fingers closer to his mother's hot pussy, but her legs were too strong. That was the downside to her working out every day at her office's fitness center. So instead, he pulled his hand from between her legs and ran it up the outside of her thigh, right under her dress.

He smiled at his mother when she looked at him.

Outwardly, she looked calm, but her eyes flared with warning.

He just ignored her, knowing that she couldn't use her hands to stop him as he ran his fingers to the top of her pussy.

She was really regretting not wearing panties anymore. She shivered slightly as his fingers walked across her pussy lips, but then she remembered she could cross her legs. She did, and that stopped Tommy from exploring her pussy much more.

However, he kept his hand resting on the top of her bare thigh under her dress, gently stroking her leg as he ate.

She thought, I'm slowly going crazy with lust for my bold son! He's gonna get us both killed, if Carl sees! But then she thought with chagrin, Not that Carl would care enough to kill anyone. 

"Can you pass me a beer, hon?" Carl asked her a few minutes later.

Leah smiled lovingly at her husband as she got up and walked over to the fridge. She was smug and satisfied on the inside because Tommy had been forced to let go of her leg so she could walk away.

But when she sat back down after giving Carl his beer, she realized that she hadn't immediately crossed her legs. She attempted to close them tightly, but she was too slow.

Tommy's hand quickly moved in. He pressed his fingers against her moistening pussy lips. But he couldn't go any further because her legs had closed on his hand and they stopped it from moving. With her thighs trapping him, he couldn't do more, but he also couldn't pull it away.

Leah realized she was in quite a fix. She was sitting opposite her husband with her son's hand pressed against her naked pussy. Even worse, she discovered that rather than feeling aggrieved and outraged, she felt relief, followed by a surge of longing and sexual hunger. She was struggling not to let him poke his way inside her while also trying not to let her husband notice that anything was happening at all. She would have laughed at the absurdity of it all if it had happened to someone else.

Suddenly, while she was talking to her husband about local government budget cuts of all things, she felt Tommy's hand moving again. It wasn't his whole hand time this time, but just his thumb. He'd managed to find a little wiggle room between her thighs after she'd inevitably relaxed them slightly, and he moved closer to her clit. Before she could figure out what to do, his thumb found its target and he began to massage her exposed and rapidly engorging clit.

She felt herself shudder and exhale heavily at how good it felt to be secretly played with like this. Her legs still held his hand in place, but that didn't do anything to help block his thumb. And if she tried to shift positions, he might just take advantage and plunge a couple of fingers into her needy slit. So she just sat at the table, eating her dinner with her husband and acting like a typical suburban housewife while her son kept playing with her clit under the table.

As time went on, and Tommy's thumb continued to relentlessly rub her, she began to relax. She decided that she was her son's fuck slut after all, and if he wanted to play with her clit, that was his right. Besides, it felt too good to let him stop now.

Somehow, she managed to keep talking about local politics through it all. The only clue about what was happening beneath the table was that her wide smile failed to match the serious and slightly boring topic.

The more her son played with her clit, the more relaxed she got, until she relaxed too much and stopped tensing her legs altogether. Tommy's index finger immediately sank into her ready and wet pussy lips. She let out a happy and very audible sigh as they plunged in deeply.

"You okay?" Carl asked.

"Uh-huh," Leah replied and smiled at him. "Sorry, I just can't concentrate. I was thinking about that trip we all took to Florida a couple of years ago. Wasn't that a great time?"

With that clever ruse, the conversation shifted. Now, at least she had an excuse to look blissed out, which she most certainly did.

But Tommy didn't stop there. He'd only started with the intention to tease her a little bit, but events were developing their own momentum, and he just couldn't stop himself. Soon, he added a second finger, and then a third. Before long, he was vigorously fingerfucking his mother under the table.

She bit her bottom lip trying to stifle a moan of lustful pleasure. She opened her legs and slouched a little so that Tommy's fingers had easier access to her increasingly juicy pussy. She told herself that it was safer to go with it than fight it, but really that was just an excuse. She loved how her son was taking control and proving that she belonged to him and him alone.

He didn't waste the chance, his fingers got even busier on her clit and pussy lips. However, he was limited in his movements, because certain moves made noticeable squishy sounds while others ones didn't.

To Leah's simultaneous delight and dismay, Tommy discovered there was a lot he could do to stimulate her without actually moving his fingers all that much.

Carl, blissfully unaware of what was going on at the other end of the table, continued speaking.

But Leah was hardly listening. All of her mind was focused on what her son was doing to her under the table, and how good she felt. Her pleasure was so intense that she had to resist the urge to lift her legs up, spread them wide, and hook her high heels onto the edge of the table so as to give Tommy better access.

She honestly couldn't believe her son was fingerfucking her under the table while her husband, and his father, sat opposite her. What shocked her even more was how much she loved it. Not only had she stopped fighting it, she would have been upset if he stopped.

Slowly but surely, Tommy was working his fingers deeper and deeper into her towards her G-spot. He carefully watched Leah's face every time he probed a tiny fraction deeper. He could tell when he finally reached it because of the excited and giddy look on her face. Slowly and very deliberately, he began lovingly massaging it.

Her eyes went wide. Oh no! Not that, you little shit! You're trying to send me to an insane asylum, aren't you? You're making me too horny, as usual! 

She gave his nearest leg a swift kick, and his fingers immediately retreated from her G-spot, because she worried she'd get too aroused and have to cry out. Of course, she could have kicked him like that at some earlier point to stop him, showing that deep down she hadn't really wanted to discourage him too much.

She began to feel the usual flutters in her stomach, and she knew that she was going to cum soon. She was getting very familiar with those flutters, as she'd probably climaxed more times in the past week than in the entire rest of her entire marriage. Sometimes when she sucked Tommy's cock while playing with her clit, she started cumming and kept cumming so many times there was no way to keep count. But her problem was that if she came now, she would moan at the very least (even though she wanted to scream at the top of her lungs). She knew there would be no way to hide just how erotic and lusty her moan was. How would she be able to explain it away?

She didn't know what to do. Tommy, I pray you'll stop! Please stop! But don't stop too much, because I love it! It just feels too fantastic, and I'm soooo close to a great big climax... 

I know! They say the best defense is a good offense, right? So take THAT! Ha-ha! She carefully reached a hand under the table until it was in Tommy's lap. She quickly found his erection, protruding lewdly through his clothes, and started jacking him off.

However, she realized with considerable chagrin that her plan backfired. Holding and stroking his boner only doubled her arousal, even though the fabric was in the way. She loved it so much that she couldn't let go. She knew she'd be cumming soon, no matter what.

Then, finally, an idea came to her. Everyone in the family was big sports fans, including her, and she figured out a way to use that to her advantage. "Honey, what time is the game on tonight?"

Tommy's fingers continued to pump rapidly in and out of her, and those butterflies were growing in her belly. So close! Everything seemed to slow down when she needed it all to hurry up. So close now! Dammit, if I'm gonna cum, I'll make Tommy cum at the same time, since he's been far too naughty! 

She couldn't really stroke rapidly because of the fabric in the way, so she threw caution to the wind and stuck her hand down past the waistband of his pants.

Tommy's eyes went wide. He didn't realize she'd be that bold. He grimaced and struggled with the overwhelming urge to cum.

She saw his expression and smirked, knowing that her plan hadn't entirely failed after all. At the very least, they were in the same boat together.

Luckily, Carl wasn't even looking (and she made sure not to move her upper arm just in case he did). "Shit!" He looked at his watch and realized the football game he wanted to watch was starting in a little while. He looked apologetically at his dirty dishes. "Will you..."

She interrupted him, "Sure, I'll put it all in the dishwasher." She was eager to say anything that could get him out of the room so she could cum. I'm too close! Damn my clever big cocked son! This cock log I'm stroking is so incredible that if I don't have it totally stuffing my cunt soon, I'm gonna die! 

However, she had to quickly remove her hand from Tommy's pants, because Carl was starting to walk around the table. She made it just in time.

"Thanks, hon," Carl said, standing and smiling down at her.

However, Tommy STILL hadn't removed his hand from her crotch. Leah was glad that she was leaning on her elbows on the table as he kissed her on the head, because her body blocked his view of what was happening underneath the table. Tommy wasn't stopping his thumb and finger movements, because he looked to where Carl was standing and figured out the angles of vision were still safe, especially since she was pressed up against the table edge.

As soon as Carl left the room, Leah felt electricity start to shoot through her body.

She turned to look at her son as his fingers plowed relentlessly into her loving hole.

"You're a very bad boy!" She growled quietly at him. She heard the TV turn on down the hall, and she took that as the final signal that it was safe. She wanted to get back to jacking her son off, because the best she could do was put her hand back in his lap and give his boner a good squeeze through his pants, because she felt a great orgasm coming on.

She came quietly, her mouth opening wide but no sound coming out. But she came so hard, her eyes rolled back into her head and entire body shook.

Actually, she didn't stay quiet for long. As her orgasm continued to wash through her, she hissed, "UGH! Fuuuuck yeah!" Then she groaned with passion as she leaned back against the chair and gripped the edge of the tabletop with both hands (letting go of his dick again in the process). She wanted to scream, but there was no way she would get away with it. Instead, she groaned some more, trying to slowly release her pent up lust instead of having it soar out of her all at once. The room was practically spinning around her. All that existed in the world was her son's fingers and her orgasm. It felt so good that she wanted to cry tears of joy.

As her senses began to return, Tommy withdrew his fingers and smiled at her. His cock was stiff as a steel pole and throbbing wildly, plus there was a big wet spot in his pants now. But he stood up and put his dishes in the sink like nothing unusual had happened at all.

Leah sat there, stunned at everything and still reveling in the aftershocks of her orgasm. She watched her son's every move. She knew for sure he wasn't done with her, not when they were both this hot to trot, and Carl was out of the room.

After he put everything away, he walked over to her, pulled her chair out, took hold of her hands, and pulled her gently up until she was standing facing him.

With a big smile on his face, he whispered, "Now, it's my turn." He pulled her voluptuous body to him. His lips mashed against hers and his tongue darted forcefully into her mouth.

She'd furtively kissed him like this too many times to count in recent days. But the big difference was she still had some resistance all those other times. Now, her resistance was completely broken. She feared he could do anything with her, and that he would.

She moaned into his mouth and wrapped her arms around his neck. Yes, all her recent blowjobs had helped take the edge off her need a little bit. But her pussy was needy and demanding after that orgasm, and she knew she needed to be fucked the same way he had fucked her nearly a week ago. I don't care anymore if it's wrong or too dangerous! Screw Carl! I'm a very horny woman who needs to be fucked like a slut. I'm Tommy's slut, his fuck slut, and a good fuck slut gets fucked! A lot! 

Their tongues danced quickly and passionately with each other. His hands found her ass, but he didn't just caress it over her dress. He slid his hands down her back and under the waistband of her dress, so he was able to squeeze and knead her ass cheeks without any bothersome clothes in the way.

Her only reply was to moan loudly into his mouth and kiss him harder.

Then he pushed her towards the table edge.

As her ass hit the edge, she began to lean back, ready to lie down on the table. But alarm bells rang in her head. She stood straight again and pushed her son's mouth away from hers. "We can't do it here! Your Dad's down the hall watching the game!" she said as she looked lustfully into his eyes. But her complaint was undercut by the fact that she grasped his erection through pants and started to stroke it.

"We can be quiet," he said back to her, his eyes burning with desire.

"Keep quiet? With your big cock log in me? That monster is gonna root and churn around, and drive me wild! You know how I get when I fuck that thing! He'll hear us for sure!"

"Let him," he growled. He unzipped her tank top down to her belly button, opening it up completely in the front. "He's been cheating on you for years. It's time for some payback!"

She crossed an arm over her chest, half-heartedly trying to keep her tank top from opening up wide. But she also kept jacking him off. "No! Please! You know that you've got me so hot you can fuck me anywhere you want. But please have mercy! Not here! Not now! I used to love Carl, and he still is your father. Please, hold out a little longer!"

He groaned with frustration. It killed him that she'd learned those words always managed to stop him. But he realized his hot passion was getting the best of him and he was being too reckless. He knew full well that if they started to fuck she'd be screaming his name in a matter of minutes, and even the oblivious Carl couldn't help but catch them then.

But they'd crossed a line. Not fucking simply wasn't an option. They both stood there in each other's arms desperately trying to think of somewhere they could go to fuck each other's brains out.

As they still stood there brainstorming while she caressed his hard-on, the phone rang.

That startled them, and they pulled away from each other.

Leah reluctantly went to get the phone, but she realized it had quickly stopped ringing, meaning Carl had answered it. She snuck off towards his room to listen from the door and find out who was calling. She didn't bother to button back up, but just held her top closed with her hands. She was hoping it was some gabby relative who would keep Carl busy for a good long time, maybe even long enough for a satisfying but quiet fuck upstairs.

But the result turned out to be even better than that. She eavesdropped until the call ended. Then she snuck back to the kitchen and finally zipped her tank top back up, knowing he'd be talking to her soon. She didn't say anything to Tommy, but she looked towards the hall and motioned for him to appear as normal and non-horny as he could.

Carl walked in a minute later, ready to deliver the news that Leah secretly already knew. "Listen, babe. Gary just called and asked if I wanted to go over and watch the game on his wall screen TV. You're always saying I should get to know the neighbors better, so I think I'll head on over there before the pre-game show ends. Do you want to come with?"

She struggled to just smile like a good wife, and stay calm. "No, Tommy and I have some things to do together. I'm gonna help him with his homework."

Carl shook his head and smiled with chagrin at Tommy. "Homework. That sucks. I certainly don't envy you to be your age, Son!" He turned back to his wife. "I didn't know you're helping him with that."

"It's kind of a new thing," she lied. "He's having trouble in a couple of his classes, and I've agreed to give him some tutoring sessions."

Carl smiled. "Wow. You are just the best mother a son could have. That's great. Tommy, do you need my tutoring help too? I know a thing or two too, you know."

"No, that's cool," Tommy replied. He quickly came up with an excuse. "You're so busy lately, and Mom's got lots of time, so that works out well." His penis was throbbing and straining in his pants. It was a struggle to look and talk normally.

Carl nodded and was secretly glad to be let off the hook. He said to his wife, "I'll be back after the game, okay?" He gently kissed her on the lips, ruffled Tommy's hair, and then turned to walk out of the room.

Tommy and Leah stood looking down the hallway at the front door and waited until they saw Carl close the door behind him.

Tommy turned around to his mother. "Damn! THAT was lucky!" He immediately slid his hands under her the bottom of her tank top and caressed her hefty tits while Carl was still walking just a few feet from the front door.

She replied, "You know what's even luckier? Finding out that you have a son who's a total stud! Finding out that there's nothing better in the whole world than when he fucks you into sweet oblivion!" She dramatically unzipped her top and opened it up wide in front to make Tommy's fondling easier.

"Well, that's true," he joked. "When do you think Mr. Clueless will be back?"

"Too soon, Mr. Hot Cock!" She wrapped her slim arms around his waist and immediately began pulling his pants down, while he struggled to pull her tank top all the way off. "So let's not waste any time!"

And with those words, their lips locked once again, their tongues danced, and once more Tommy pushed Leah back against the table.

But this time, she let herself be pushed down on top of it. Her only concern at the moment was how they could get their clothes off as fast as humanly possible so the fucking could begin. Luckily, she'd already taken all the dishes away, so there were only place mats remaining underneath her.

As he roughly yanked her dress down her legs, she said, "I'm mad at you, you know! What you did to me under the table was wrong, and naughty, and way too dangerous! Just for that, you're gonna have to fuck me senseless now!"

He laughed. "How is that a punishment?" He climbed on top of the table and positioned himself above her.

"I don't know! Just shut up and fuck me already!"

However, he just stayed frozen in position, holding his boner and looking down at her.

"What?!" she exclaimed impatiently.

"Sorry, but you're just so beautiful. Especially when you're naked. It takes my breath away!"

She beamed, and her heart pattered a little faster. But she growled with need, "Get your breath back fast, 'cos you're gonna need it to fuck me right!"

He continued, "Seriously, I'm in awe. The way your breasts sag to the sides but still hold their shape, your perfect face, the fire in your eyes, the way your belly button is just so, well, cute..." He trailed a finger down her cleavage, and circled her belly button.

She closed her eyes tightly, and screamed like a little child having a temper tantrum. "Fuck me NOW!"

He laughed. "Good idea." He lined up his erection with her slit, and slowly pushed in. "Yeeeesss!" he hissed. "Fuuuuck yeeeeessss!"

She was tremendously relieved, and let out a long and happy exhale of air. Then she kidded, "I thought it was supposed to be 'fuck yeah.'"

"FUCK YEAH!" he bellowed triumphantly.

"That's more like it!" She chuckled. "Now, listen to me, Son. You need to fuck me good and long and hard. Carl's gonna be gone three hours, and I want you fucking me every single last second you can. So start slow. That way, we can keep going and going and going!"

"But I'm really close to cumming," he complained. "To be honest, that's why I was doing all this talking just now. I was stalling for time."

"You still are," she noted with amusement. "You haven't started thrusting."

"I know. Your pussy is like some kind of furnace of lust. If you start churning your hips at all, I'm gonna lose it. Hell, just THINKING about that is almost too much for me."

She cooed, "Don't worry, baby. We'll make this work, and make it last. Start thrusting, but reeeaaaally slow. We'll build up slowly, and keep you a hair away from cumming all the while. Leave it to me."

Ten minutes later, Leah and Tommy Bryton were both completely naked, joined as lovers, and still fucking on the dining room table. Somehow, Leah had managed to keep him from cumming, even as he'd slowly picked up the pace. By now, he was driving into her as hard and as fast as he could manage. He knew he wouldn't last much longer at this pace, though.

Driving his dick into his mother's wanton pussy drove him crazy with lust, especially after so many days of doing without this.

She moaned from the incredible feeling of her son's dick completely filling her pussy. As she'd been doing for most of the past ten minutes, she screamed his name and begged him to fuck her some more.

"OH TOMMY BABY! I NEED THIS! I NEED THIS SO BADLY! Never stop! If I ever tell you again not to fuck me, don't listen! FUCK me, Tommy! Oh yeah! Fuck me!"

She screamed as her son continued to nail her hard into the table top. "Yes! Yes! You're so fucking big and thick! This is it! This is the only cock I need! Great God Almighty, FUCK I LOVE YOUR COCK! UGH! OH! LOVE IT! LOVE IT!"

He groaned as his mother's naked tits flew around in circles and sometimes slammed against each other. She looked so hot, gripping the table for support and fucking him back with fast thrusts of her own, that he almost seriously felt she was going to cause the wooden table to spontaneously burst into flames.

Her thin waist made her already big tits seem even bigger. Her long black hair was spread across the table and fell over the edge. Her pussy was frantically trying to milk his cock for every drop of cum in his balls. It was almost like her pussy was deep throating him even better than her mouth usually did.

He gripped his mother's tits from where he stood. He fucked her with long, fast, and very deep strokes.

"Oh, Tommy! Tommy, Tommy, Tommy! Fuck yeah! Squeeze my tits! Please! Squeeze 'em! UGH! Squeeze 'em hard as you fuckin' NAIL me to the table!" She screamed as her legs locked tightly around her son's waist.

The entire sturdy table shook back and forth a little bit as his dick pistoned in and out of her.

"Fuck me, Tommy! Fuck your mother! Don't stop, for the love of God, don't stop! You're so fucking amazing! You OWN me! UGH! You're soooo much better than your dad! Fuck Mom, baby! Fuck your hot and busty mother! She needs your pussy splitting cock log! She needs your CUM! Gimme your goddamned cum, dammit!"

With that kind of encouragement, he climaxed inside her only a couple of minutes later.

"Oh, GOD that felt good!" he said as he collapsed on top of her. After about a minute passed, he added, "I needed that!"

"YOU needed that?" She playfully poked him here and there. "What about me? I need you to fuck my horny cunt like I need to eat and breathe and sleep. That was so good that it's beyond words! Damn you for stealing my soul with your fucking incredible cock log. Let's do that some more!"

"Ugh!" he muttered into her neck. "Give me a minute, okay?"

They'd enjoyed the taboo pleasure of fucking on the dining room table, but it wasn't comfortable at all, especially for Leah. Besides that, it wasn't safe. It was too close to where Carl would walk in when he came back, and there was always a small chance he could come home early.

So they decided a bed was better. As they briskly walked while holding their clothes through the house towards the stairs, Leah complained, "Why couldn't you wait two more days to get me that hot and bothered? You're a meanie. You know when we're going to get that report."

He replied, "Yeah, and you know exactly what that report is going to say. Besides, how do you expect me to go a whole week without fucking you even once? That's just cruel." He pulled her close as they walked by slipping an arm around her. Then his other hand slid down her tummy to her wet pussy.

"That's true," she admitted with a girlish giggle. She was so in love with him, she felt like her heart would burst.

He fingered her ass crack as they walked up the stairs. Then he went after her slit once they reached the upper floor and stopped there. "Isn't that just plain wrong, to go an entire week without sliding my cock into this tight little hole? And it's all your fault. I have half a mind to spank you!" He playfully slapped at an ass cheek with the hand that had been holding her waist.

She jumped a little in response to the slap, and laughed. But she also complained half-seriously, "Hey! You can't do that. I'm still your mother, you know."

"No you're not. You're my fuck slut."

She retorted, "That's only when we're having sex, or if I'm playing with your cock, or thinking about your cock. I'm just your normal mother all the rest of the time."

"So, in other words, Hot Stuff, you're my fuck slut 24 hours a day."

She laughed, and slapped his ass. They still hadn't moved, because it wasn't clear where they should go next. She asked, "So, Mr. Hot Cock, where are you going to slip your hot sausage into me this time? Should we do it in my bed or yours?"

He started walking to the master bedroom. "As if there's any question! Your bed is comfier."

She followed him, but snorted, "Yeah, right. Like that's the reason. You just want to prove to me all over again that you're twice the man that your father is and show off your total control of your hot mom."

He stopped as soon as they entered her bedroom, and lifted her up. He held her a good two feet off the ground, and kept her there like she weighed nothing. A voluptuous woman like her wasn't easy to lift, but he was strong. "Hey. Dad's not half the man you thought he was. He's not the good guy I thought he was either."

She looked down at him and joked, "So if he's not half the man, and you're twice the man he is, does that mean one of you equals four of him?" She loved being held up high like this.

"Hey, I'm being serious. Your marriage is a sham, and has been for years. Frankly, I think he's the world's biggest idiot. It's like he's neglecting a kind, smart, loving, and highly sexual supermodel-beautiful wife to fool around with some random trashy woman who's inferior in every way, just because... Hell, I don't even know why! Maybe the taboo of the forbidden? Maybe just wanting something new? Maybe they share some weird fetish? But in any case, I have nothing but contempt for him now. I wanna rub it in his face!"

She replied, "That's all very stirring. Thanks. But why are you telling me all this while you're holding me so high off the floor, like I'm some kind of barbell?"

He playfully hefted her up and down a little bit, like she was a weight he was lifting. "Beats clubbing you over the head and dragging you back to my cave."

She squealed in delight, and helplessly kicked her legs in the air. She loved how strong and manly he was.

He thought about her question while he continued to hold her up high. He admitted, "I don't even know why. I guess I'm trying to show you that I'm your man now. This isn't his room, it's my room and your room. Or at least it soon will be. He's just living in it on borrowed time."

She squealed again like a very impressionable girl. "Let me down this instant, so you can fuckin' split me in two! Nail me to YOUR bed! And if you think your little stunt has impressed me, you're damn right! You're so STRONG and manly!"

"That's why I'm on the football team," he replied proudly. He was a running back, not a huge linebacker, but he was still pretty toned and buff.

He didn't just put her down, but he carried her to the bed and carefully laid her down on it.

She immediately struck a sexy pose with her arms stretched above her head towards the headboard. She spread her legs open wide and said knowingly, "If you're a big sports star, then I think it's time you should score! Can you show me that? Can you show me how you score?"

"Jesus!" he exclaimed at what he saw. He was amazed, because his nude mother didn't just open her legs a little bit. They kept going wider and wider until they were in the kind of position normally only a gymnast could achieve. Then, for good measure, she raised them up and down.

She smiled proudly. "Looks like you're not the only one in this family who still has some mad sports skills. I was a big athlete back in my day too, you know. But this kind of flexibility is gonna come in real handy when I have my legs wrapped around your back!"

"Awesome!" He was ready to fling himself onto her, but then he remembered something he needed to do. He found the TV remote and turned the TV on. As he flipped through the channels, he explained, "I know this doesn't exactly set the mood, but it occurred to me that if we keep an eye on the progress of the game, we'll know exactly when Dad is coming back." He found the right channel and then hit the mute button. "See? That's not too big of a distraction, is it?"

She stretched her arms out to him. "My son is strong AND smart! And now he's gonna remind me that he's a master cocksman too!"

The game was actually Monday Night Football. Tommy was extremely grateful it was that and not some other sport, because football games ran three hours at least.

And, remarkably enough, they used nearly that entire time having sex. They were both so horny for each other after having to make do for days with only some sex acts that it was like their energies were boundless.

First, Tommy nailed Leah long and hard right on the spot where Carl usually fucked her. Just like downstairs on the table, it started slow, but ended up fast, animalistic, and brutal.

Once they'd both climaxed, his cock stayed hard and he kept right on fucking her there. Only this time, they took their time. Sometimes, they made love gently, and sometimes it was fast and furious, and they hit all points in between. Most of the time, it was relaxed and loving.

And it wasn't always just fucking. They did whatever they wanted as they explored every inch of their bodies. They were both desperately in love with each other, although they sometimes tried to deny the intensity of their feelings to themselves due to their incestuous relationship. They were extremely happy simply to be with each other, even if it was just to cuddle.

It seemed to go on forever, but after he came a second time, they glanced at the game and saw that it wasn't even half time yet. They went to the hot tub and fucked, talked, and explored each other's bodies there for an even longer time.

At one point, Tommy said, "You know what? I just realized something. Our nice TV just broke."

"What? No it didn't," Leah said, perplexed.

"Yes it did, or, I should say it will. I'll disconnect a wire I can easily put back, or something like that. Hell, I can 'break' both TVs if need be. After all, there are a couple of good college football games coming up on Saturday. And two big pro football games on Sunday. Just think, if we can get Dad out of the house, how many quality hours we can spend seriously fucking our brains out!"

She grinned wickedly. "You're right. The TV IS broken! I think I'll give the neighbors a big ol' barrel of beer. A fuckin' MOUNTAIN of beer, and all kinds of snacks. You know, as our way of thanking them for letting Carl watch the games with them this weekend, hint, hint."

"You're evil! I love it!" Tommy exclaimed.

Inspired, he fucked her doggy style on the patio deck, with his feet still standing in the hot tub.

Because they'd been enjoying blowjobs twice a day, they didn't do much of that this time. Mostly, it was just fucking, fucking, and more fucking. There was the occasional pussy licking, titfucking, sixty-nining, and so forth, but most of that was so various body parts could recover long enough for them to get back to fucking.

They thought about anal sex, but decided to save that for another day when they could really do it right. Besides, Leah was wary of having such a big intrusion into her tight anus quite so soon, and said she needed to stretch it out with butt plugs first.

They kept up a remarkably energetic pace for over three hours. Eventually, they found themselves cuddling naked in Leah's bed, watching the last couple minutes of the football game on TV. They were interested in it mostly in the hopes that it would go into overtime, but another touchdown by the leading team made that outcome very unlikely.

"Damn," Tommy cursed after watching the score change. He looked back at his mother. "I guess that means we have to clean up and stuff now."

"Yeah," she said sadly. "But don't go just yet. I want to feel your arms around me a little longer."

He gave her a loving squeeze. "Um, Mom... So... About tomorrow... I hope you're not going to go back to just the two blowjobs only thing. I mean, the report is just around the corner, so what's the point?"

"You don't have to worry about that. There's just simply no way I can live without your cock log stuffing my cunt, not even for two more days. Besides, you were right and I was wrong. Carl is a schmuck. I guess there was no denying that ever since we heard the 'bad news' phone call. Actually, I was the one who took that call, and they made it even clearer than that."

"What?! Why didn't you tell me?! Why have you been making me suffer these past five days?!"

"Well, technically, they didn't say anything more than what I already told you, but it was right after I asked if Carl was cheating when they said 'We have bad news for you, but we'd prefer to not go into detail until our report is ready.' So that's pretty clear. But I guess I needed some days to really wrap my head around that and admit the truth to myself."

"I think you needed some days to wrap your lips around my cockhead."

She giggled. "That too. But Carl was a good husband for a long time. A big part of me still can't believe the truth."

Tommy pointed out as he reached for her nipples, "It's no more shocking than to believe you're naked in bed with your son, who happens to be twisting and turning your nipples like radio dials."

She laughed. "The channel changer is over there, Mr. Hot Cock! I'll tell you what I can't believe. I can't believe you came in me FIVE times tonight! And that's on top of your two blowjobs earlier!"

He said proudly, "What can I say? You inspire me. Seriously. I've never come close to that with any girlfriend. But when you're a kid with the most beautiful, buxom, and flat out sexually exhausting mother in the whole fuckin' universe, who has made it her mission to drain your balls by constant fucking, you kinda sorta have to rise to the occasion."

"Oh yeah?" she said teasingly, as her fingers half-tickled and half-walked down his tummy towards his crotch. "Speaking of rising to the occasion, we'll see how many times you can rise to the occasion tomorrow, now that you can and WILL fuck me again. But you're gonna have to save your strength soon enough, because while your dad has a weekend football marathon, we'll be having a fuckathon. Oh! And there's the supposed 'dance!' We never even mentioned when that would be. I say we pretend it's on Wednesday, 'cos it's still too many days until our weekend fuckathon. I don't know if my pussy can hold out that long."

He chuckled. "You're so insatiable."

"Hey, kiddo, you made me that way. Seriously, you taught me that sex is one of the greatest things in life, thanks to the incredible ecstasy your cock gave me and is still giving me, I might add. Why shouldn't we blow our brains out every day with earth-shattering orgasms?"

"Agreed!"

She added lovingly, "I've finally found the man of my dreams, and I love him from the bottom of my heart!"

"Awww." He smiled and squeezed her hand.

"Oh, and from the bottom of my cunt too." She winked saucily.

He chuckled at that. Then he asked, "So Mom, I take it you agree there's no going back?"

"But of course! I knew that as far back as the Halloween party. Like I told you, I was a goner pretty much as soon as I started sucking your incredibly thick and long cock for the first time. Right then, I knew I was no longer Leah Bryton, happily married wife of Carl; I was Leah Bryton, fuck slut for my studly son's fat cock log! It just took me a few days to get over my hang-ups. I'm your wanton and willing fuck slut, period, and I'm damn proud of that fact."

"I love whenever you say that, but what does that mean exactly?"

She looked to the TV with worry. "Do we have time for me to answer that?"

"Relax. It hasn't even reached the two-minute warning yet."

"Well, basically, my body exists for you. Anywhere, anytime, any hole, any circumstance. I can never tell you no. If you want to fuck me in the middle of a crowded train, I'll bend over for you. If you come over to my office and I'm in the middle of an important meeting with clients, I'll drop your knees and suck your cock if you so much as snap your fingers. If you're busy banging one of your hot cheerleader girlfriends, and you say, 'Hey Mom, come here and join us,' I'll do that too."

"Seriously?!" He was so excited, he started pumping two fingers in and out of her soaked pussy.

"Yes. No limits! I'm your fuck toy any way you want me. So far, sex with you gives me so much, I literally want us to fuck as much as our bodies can stand it. No limits!"

Tommy opened his mouth to say something, but she shushed him with a finger on his lips, even as he continued fingerfucking her. "Son, I spent so many years where sex was practically the LAST thing on my list of important things to do. That's all changed now, thanks to you. From now on, sex comes FIRST with me. I am, first and foremost, a supremely SEXUAL woman. Everything else can just take a number and get in line. So when I say I'm your fuck slut, I mean it. When I say I fucking need your massive cock log in my cunt, I mean it. And when I say no limits on you being able to fuck me any way and every way you want to... I really do mean it!"

When he didn't say anything to that, she added in a more chiding motherly tone, "But that means it's up to YOU to be responsible. For instance, if you tried that first example I mentioned, we'd probably both be thrown in jail. If you tried the second example, I'd be out of a job in about ten seconds flat. And if you tried the third thing, odds are about 99% the girl will tell her friends you're fucking your mom, even if she promised she wouldn't, the news will spread, and we'll be ruined. So yes, I'm giving you unlimited power, but you have to use it wisely."

He pondered that as he continued to fingerfuck her. "Oh man! Things were sounding pretty awesome there for a second. But you're right, I'll have to be careful. Oh man, but actually, things still are incredibly awesome! I can do anything with you at any time?! Do you realize what this means? You're never going to walk normally again! You'll always be walking bowlegged on shaky legs, as you recover from your latest motherfucking nailing!"

She smiled. "I certainly hope so! That's a big reason why I'm making these rules, so you'll stay so horny all the time, and you WILL pound me senseless until I can't walk straight. There's only one thing I won't do, though. I am NOT going to have sex with another man, period! I am YOUR slut, and nobody else's slut! So don't even think about passing me around to your friends."

"What, do you think I'm fucking mental? Why the hell would I ever do that? They're just gonna have to go find their own tasty fuck sluts." He pulled his fingers from her pussy and licked on them, savoring her unique pussy flavor.

She kept smiling, and slapped his ass under the covers. "Good answer. Now, go! We still don't want Carl to find us like this, even though it would serve him right. Divorce is a complicated business. It could take a while for me to get my ducks all lined up in a row. In the meantime, we're just gonna have to keep sneaking around."

"Shoot." He sat up and stretched his weary muscles. Then he suddenly turned to her. "Wait! You said no sharing you with other guys. What about other women?! A-ha! Sexy loophole!"

She smiled at that. "Well, I already outlined a situation where I'd have a threesome with one of your girlfriends. I know there's no stopping a total stud like you from banging every hot cheerleader you see-"

He exhaled an aggrieved sigh. "Mom, they're not all cheerleaders, I keep telling you."

She waved a hand dismissively. "Whatever. I like to think of them like that. It sharpens my competitive edge. Look. I've been thinking about this over the past few days. I understand that I'm significantly older than you, and while the fact that I'm your mom is a huge taboo turn-on for both of us, it means I can never be your wife. And you need a wife. So the best I can hope for is that you'll find a girl who understands about our special situation and lets you keep fucking your cum down my throat and deep into my son-loving cunt too."

"Mom, I-"

She laid a finger across his lips. "Ssssh. Don't say anything. It is what it is. All I'm hoping is that you find a girl who you feel safe enough to tell about us. That would be better in the short term, so we could have less sneaking around and more balls to the walls fucking. But also in the long term, that's the kind of girl I'm dreaming you will marry. As for any girl-on-girl action, I don't know. I've never tried that, and I don't even know if I'd like it. I was a perfectly normal housewife with perfectly normal sexual habits before you slutted me up with your big cock. However, if it'll help the girl be okay with you and me still fucking, it might be worth trying. I guess we'd have to wait and see on that one."

She concluded, "The bottom line is, I WANT you to keep fucking girls your age. I'm not gonna try to keep you all for myself forever when I'm nearly 20 years older than you. It won't be easy for you to find a great girl who understands our special relationship, so you need to start looking now. So keep pumping your cheerleader girlfriends full of cum. That's an order!"

He stood, and pumped a fist in the air. "Cool! Hot Stuff, you're the best, most awesome, most incredibly understanding fuck slut in the history of creation! Man! But I'd better get out of here." He looked around the room and laughed. "Wait. Where the hell are my clothes?"

When Carl came home only five minutes later, he found Leah and Tommy sitting in the living room, fully dressed and watching the post-game show. Everything looked and even smelled as normal as could be.

They talked some about the game, and Carl asked why they didn't go watch it with him on the better TV.

Tommy explained that they'd been in a tutoring session most of the time, and only caught the tail end. That was a nice cover story, since they would have been lost if the game was discussed in detail.

After Carl left, Leah scooted down the sofa closer to Tommy and whispered to him, "You know, I've been thinking about this whole tutoring thing. That was just a lie I made up on the spot earlier, but I think you actually should get tutored."

"What?! Why? I'm doing great in all my classes."

"I know. But I told him I'll be personally tutoring you. Alone. Just you and me. In your bedroom. With the door locked. For hours. Every evening while Carl cluelessly watches TV elsewhere in the house. With some music on to cover up any slurpy, squishy sounds we might be making, with all that so-called 'tutoring' going on. Are you catching my drift yet?"

He grinned wolfishly. "Yeah. Hell yeah! In fact, I think I should tutor YOU. I think my cock should conduct a lot of 'drills,' until I drill into you the importance of, uh..."

She finished for him, "The importance of being a good and obedient fuck slut."

"Yeah!"

She was all smiles too. "Excellent idea! That sounds like a lot of work though. We might have to double our cocksucking and fucking hours. Oops, I mean our 'tutoring' hours. In fact, I can see you're hard again. I think we should start our first tutoring lesson right now! Have I told you lately how much I love my life?"

"Hey! That's my line."

She unzipped his pants and fished out his erection. She hissed, "I can't fucking BELIEVE you're hard again! You did it five times in one evening already! Five times!"

He brought his hand to her clit and rubbed it through her clothes. "Like I said, you inspire me, Hot Stuff. Besides, it's been at least half an hour since the last time."

She shook her head with amazement. As her fingers danced up and down his still engorging shaft, she said, "Okay, let's work on math. Let's say you have a tube, and hot and fleshy tube, that's about nine inches long. And you have a mouth. A sexy, feminine mouth that hungers for cock. How is it possible to fit that incredibly thick and long cock into that hungry mouth, and how many minutes will it take for your hot mother to suck that cock dry of all its creamy sperm?"

He joked with a straight face, "So, technically, that's actually TWO math problems."

She lightly punched him, then bent over and swallowed her son's thickness.

As she started to slide her lips all over it, he gripped her long black hair, but looked around nervously. "Um, I know it's a bit ironic for me to say this, after what I did to you under the table earlier, but should we really do this right here? I mean, yeah, Dad just went upstairs, but what if he comes back down?"

Leah didn't answer. She just couldn't get enough of her son's cock, and she was far too focused on flicking her tongue against his sweet spot to think about answering.

There was a long silence, broken only by her lewd slurping noises.

Finally, he said, "So, you're saying that I'll hear him walking down the stairs before he actually comes into view. And we'll keep your clothes on for once and the TV on, so you can just sit back up in a manner of seconds, and then everything will look normal. Yeah, I can buy that. Good thinking, Mom. Please carry on with your 'tutoring.'" He snickered.

Leah responded by increasing her suction, and then letting her lips descend towards the root of his penis in yet another intense deep throating.



CHAPTER 8

 

After that evening, Leah and Tommy fucked each other mercilessly and tirelessly at just about every opportunity they got. For far too many years now, Leah had "gone without," and she was determined to make up for lost time. She now had a spectacularly virile young lover who seemed to be the perfect match for her in bed, and neither she nor he showed any sign of getting bored of living out their lusts together.

In fact, it seemed as if the more they fucked each other, the more they needed to fuck each other. It was like they both found the other to be a highly addictive drug. Just giving each other a knowing "look" and realizing they both had the same thought, the same urge and the same need for mutual satisfaction was a most powerful aphrodisiac for them. So they looked for more times, more places, and more chances to have sex.

Most any time they were home and Carl was not, it was a sexual free-for-all.

Tommy fucked Leah in her and his father's bed. He fucked her from behind and while he held her bent over and sprawled out on the kitchen counter. She relentlessly rode his dick in a lawn chair on the back lawn. They fucked in the pool outside. The hot tub area was a particularly favorite spot.

Their bodies grew increasingly attuned to each other, and it seemed as if their orgasms grew more intense as the days passed. They came together virtually every single time Tommy climaxed. Leah had such a low orgasmic threshold, they joked that she was able to cum if he so much as called her "Hot Stuff."

The two of them did go to the "dance" that Wednesday (in reality, a hotel room), and thereafter Tommy taking her "dancing" became a part of their weekly routine, with Carl's blessing. It was a luxury to be able to take their time and scream as loud as they liked without fear.

Sometimes, they actually would go dancing when they said they would. They both really did love to dance, so they had a fun time. But they also wanted to be seen by some people who knew Carl so word would get back to him that they were really dancing. Then, later in the evening, they'd go to a hotel a fuck each other's brains out too.

They both greatly enjoyed the fact that Tommy pretended to be Carl on these dates, with Carl's full approval. They had no end of fun pretending to be married, and calling each other husband and wife as they fucked without regret, restraint or remorse.

The day after they resumed fucking, Leah took the initiative and started wearing butt plugs during the day, while at work, to prepare herself for taking him in the ass. It certainly made sitting through those long boring meetings and presentations with her colleagues a lot more interesting for her.

She would, however, take them out before driving home, because as soon as she walked in the door, Tommy would be ready and randy for her and they'd go at each other until Carl got home. Considering their usual routine, Leah didn't even want to waste the few seconds it would take to unplug her ass when she saw Tommy heading her way with yet another monstrous erection since any delay at all might spoil the mood. So every day before she left work, she would make a trip to the bathroom and unplug herself.

This did however have the side effect of keeping her efforts at anal conditioning out of sight and out of mind for Tommy, even though she let him know every so often what she was doing. She wasn't trying to keep it a secret from him.

After two weeks of ever increasing butt plugs, Leah found herself beginning to struggle with sizes and dimensions that weren't exactly completely comfortable anymore. At this point, she figured she was as ready as she'd ever be, even though she hadn't quite reached a thickness on par with that of Tommy's penis yet.

On one of their "dance nights" - actually spent in a hotel room - they went through all the lengthy preparations for anal sex. Leah started by giving herself an enema (just to be sure). She laid face down on the bed, put a pillow and a towel under her hips, and then spread her legs widely to give her son unrestricted access to her ass. She even held her ass cheeks open for him as Tommy spent the better part of an hour slowly lubing her up. He lovingly fingerfucked the anal lube she'd bought gently into her asshole while telling her in an awed voice just how incredible it was that she wanted to do this with him.

When he'd used about maybe a third of their lube supply, Tommy stopped fingerfucking her butt and instead switched to a full body massage, to help her relax. Then he then gathered up yet more lube on his fingertips and massaged her asshole, both inside and outside.

They agreed it was time.

Tommy proceeded to slather lube all over his erection. Then, when Leah nodded her satisfaction, he climbed up onto the bed and took up a position above and behind her where he could control the speed and depth and pressure of his penetration, Tommy rolled the massive head of his penis into position outside Leah's clenched anus.

Almost immediately, they ran into difficulty. When he pushed forward, Leah's anus didn't yield or open for him. After several abortive attempts, Tommy changed his strategy. He tried fingerfucking Leah's asshole again to try and loosen her up a little. That helped, and Leah's anus did begin to open, but nowhere near wide enough to accept the full girth of Tommy's prick. They both kept trying, but Tommy's dick was so big and so wide that he was simply unable to even get the entire head of his penis into her.

Tommy, keenly attuned to his mother's suffering, called it quits before Leah was ready to throw in the towel and admit at least a temporary defeat. He simply couldn't go on seeing her struggle in pain. Plus he was very concerned about the possibility of injury, far more than even she was.

She pointed out, "When it comes to this kind of thing, sure, it hurts at first. But then it gets better. Think about when a woman is a virgin and you've gotta get past her hymen. You've done that before, and you know the deal. It's like that, but this is my anal virginity."

He said, "I know, but still. I feel uncomfortable about the whole thing. It's not what I thought it would be. I mean, it's taken over an hour by now just to get you warmed up enough to get to this point, where you can't even relax enough to take more than just the tip of the head of my cock. And we just spent over an hour to try it and came up short. That right there is over an hour I could have been fucking your cunt non-stop. And all this prep work isn't gonna go away in the future, and it's gonna be a whole other ordeal getting all the way in, every single time. I have so much sexy fun with you already that it won't be the end of the world if we don't do this. The bottom line is, I can't stand to see you in that much pain."

She sat up and lovingly kissed his cheek. "That's sweet. But you know me; I don't like to give up about anything. Why don't we do this? Let's put getting your cock log into my ass on hold for a while. Meanwhile, you keep fucking your cheerleader girlfriends. Who knows? Maybe you'll find one not only willing but able to take your huge cock log up her ass. I'll bet you'll have fewer problems hearing her grunt and cry in pain if you don't know her so well. Then, after you see what it's like, you can decide if you want to give it another go with me. I'll bet you will."

"But Mom!" he whined, "I want you to be my first."

She kissed him again. "Awww, what a sweetheart. But don't worry, you'll still be my first. My first and only! And technically, I was your first. We almost got your entire cockhead in, didn't we?"

Unlike Leah, Tommy had had an excellent vantage point to visually watch his progress. He hadn't even been close to getting the head of his cock into her. He mumbled, "Yeah, I guess."

She lifted up his head. "Hey, don't look so glum. We've got this hotel room and hours and hours of fucking ahead of us!" She got up on all fours on the bed and wiggled her bare ass at him enticingly.

Needless to say, within minutes he'd put the anal sex setback out of his mind as he happily drilled her pussy.

---

After their abortive attempt at anal sex, Leah scaled back her ambitions of taking Tommy in her ass. He was right about one thing - it would take an incredible amount of time for him to get into her butt even if she could relax her asshole enough to take him back there, and that was time that they could spend fucking her other holes. So, within days, she abandoned her expanding butt plugs and put them into a shoebox in the closet. She was surprised at what a difference it made to go to work without all that anal discomfort.

As Tommy and Leah needed each other more and more, the time spent fucking elsewhere or when Carl wasn't there didn't seem enough. So they grew increasingly daring about having sex when he was there.

Just as Leah had predicted, she spent many, many hours "tutoring" Tommy behind the locked door of his bedroom. His grades actually suffered quite a bit, because they spent so much time "tutoring" naked, that he didn't have much time to really do his homework. They got very good at fucking quietly, and the music they kept playing all the time generally covered whatever noises they did make.

Leah sucked Tommy's cock before school, fucked and sucked him when he got home from school, they 'tutored' each evening while Carl was home, and then she gave Tommy one last quiet good night cocksucking before they went to sleep. He also reciprocated with pussy licking more often. He found himself enjoying that almost as much as being on the receiving end.

The only physical contact Leah ever had with Carl any more was kissing, and usually that was just a perfunctory peck on the cheek. She didn't offer Carl her lips anymore, and he didn't make an issue out of it. She'd been expecting to have to claim a headache or some such excuse if he pressed for sex, but there was no pressure from him on that score at all.

Leah would have been surprised at just how long he was content to go without sex, except she now knew he was getting his jollies with another woman.

Between the "dancing" and "tutoring" and other similar cover stories they came up with, they were spending a remarkable amount of time with each other, even with Carl's full knowledge. But Carl either didn't suspect, or was glad Tommy was keeping Leah busy. And of course they spent even more time together when Carl wasn't around.

One downside to their passion was that their work and school efforts suffered. Even Tommy's performance on the football team took a big hit. His head obviously was elsewhere much of the time during practices. He could hardly wait to get home, knowing Leah would be waiting and wearing yet another incredibly boner-inducing outfit just for him. Then usually she'd do a striptease before they got down to some serious fucking and sucking. And sometimes, even during official games, Tommy was bone tired from so much sex.

So he wasn't the big sports hero anymore, and he got some flack from his teammates, but he considered that a small price to pay for all the fun he was having. He would choose pounding away in his hot mom's pussy over pounding into other football players any day of the week.

The investigator's report had confirmed all their worst fears about Carl. It wasn't clear when his affair with Joanie had started (since the two of them didn't have any reason to talk to each other about that), but it had obviously been a couple of years at the very least.

And it continued fast and furious every day. Tommy had been right with his suspicions about the roomy sofa in Carl's office - it was being used for sex. In fact, Carl and Joanie were nearly as sexually insatiable as Tommy and Leah were. Carl was living any businessman's wet dream. His secretary generally sucked him off first thing in the morning, and then sometimes another time or two as opportunities came up later in the day, plus lots of pussy licking. Carl had his office locked most of the time, so they didn't have to worry much about interruptions or getting caught. And their lunch breaks did involve eating (or they'd go hungry), but they spent more of it fucking.

Upon reflection, it was rather surprising he'd been able to keep his job.

Leah was livid when she got the first report. But that wasn't the end of the painful news. She paid the investigators to continue their monitoring, and more shocking revelations were gradually uncovered.

For one thing, it turned out that most of Carl's "overtime" was so he could take Joanie to places after normal work hours (and generally fuck her some more). He even managed to sneak off to see her for at least a couple of hours each weekend. Many times, he said he had to work all day Saturday, but he really was somewhere else with his lover. In fact, they found out that Carl never had a "late business meeting" on that pivotal Halloween night, but had spent the time with Joanie.

But what upset Leah even more was that Carl and Joanie were clearly in love with each other. However, Joanie was also married, and she was unwilling to get a divorce for some unknown reason (it seemed they'd made peace with their situation a while back, so it was hard for the bugging to come up with some answers).

They did however get a better idea why Carl and Joanie were going so hot and heavy. While in his office, their sex was fairly ordinary. But elsewhere, Joanie was a dominatrix of sorts, and Carl was her "little pet." She got off on dominating him, and, to Leah's great shock and dismay, he apparently got off on being dominated. It wasn't heavy S&M stuff with whips, chains, and leather outfits, but it was there.

This enabled the investigators to look upon what they already knew in a new light. It had looked like Carl was enjoying blowjobs and other sex acts from Joanie in the office whenever he wanted. But it was Joanie who was dictating the what, where, and when. She liked blowjobs because she controlled his orgasm on her own terms and for her own pleasure, and punished him if he came too soon.

And Joanie also got off on denying Leah sex. Joanie only allowed Carl to have sex with his wife at increasingly rare intervals, which by now had dwindled down to pretty much never. He had to report back to his mistress every physical intimacy he had with his wife, and she punished him in various ways, including harsh spankings, if he so much as kissed Leah on the cheek without permission. Over time, this had worked as very effective Pavlovian conditioning, so much so that Carl barely even found Leah arousing anymore, despite her great beauty.

Leah was shocked, horrified, and disgusted by what she found out. She felt like she'd never known the real Carl in the first place. She also found it ironic that she and her husband had started out "normal," but they became increasingly sexually incompatible with each other as they independently discovered their submissive tendencies. In other aspects of life, such as their careers, they were dominant, which made their real sexual natures all the more unexpected.

It was obvious they never should have gotten married in the first place. Carl and Leah had only been 18 and 17 years old respectively when they'd wed. This was before Leah turned into a raving beauty, and frankly she could have done a lot better if she'd waited. She only knew a few fumbling and inexperienced boyfriends prior to Carl, and she was just beginning to learn what life was about in general. Neither of them had enough sexual experience to realize just how sexually incompatible they were for each other. But she'd given birth to Tommy a year later, so they'd been obliged to try to make things work. Then, both of them were too nice and easy going (and naturally submissive) to confront their growing problems.

Leah, by the way, was slowly discovering the extent of her submissiveness. It turned out she didn't get off on calling Tommy 'sir' or 'master,' or being whipped or bound, or publicly degraded. She definitely let him know when he was going too far and she wasn't enjoying things. She did like the occasional playful spanking, but she wasn't about to let him seriously punish her with a real spanking. Mostly, she just liked it when he took charge and told her what to do sexually, she loved to constantly sexually pleasure him in every way, and she loved thinking of herself as his "fuck slut."Otherwise, in non-sexual aspects, her relationship with Tommy pretty much continued as before, except for the fact that those times where she wasn't being blatantly sexual with him weren't too common anymore since they were just too hot and horny for each other so much. They remained absolutely insatiable.

As Leah put it to Tommy once, "We're damn lucky. Ninety-nine plus percent of the people will never get to experience the kinds of mind-bending orgasms you and I share most every day. We should celebrate that we're so sexually compatible, and use this lucky gift we've been given until we're just too exhausted to keep going."

Tommy couldn't help but agree. He was still quite young, but he knew they had a very unique and special thing, and he tried hard not to screw it up.

Leah was dead set on getting a divorce. But she was also determined to financially screw Carl as much as possible, and that took time. She consulted a ruthless financial advisor, who knew many ways for her to slowly and secretly shift her money and possessions so it wouldn't count in divorce negotiations. But some of these maneuvers were borderline illegal, and all of them took time, in order to reduce suspicions.

That meant that Leah had to continue her charade of a marriage with Carl for at least a few more months. She hadn't been intimate with him since well before the Halloween party. At first, he didn't seem to care (since that only made Joanie happy), but she came up with a vaginal infection cover story just in case, to help keep him at bay indefinitely.

The more she learned about how much Carl was cheating on her behind her back, the more blatantly she wanted to cheat on him behind his back.

And sometimes, "behind his back" wasn't just an expression. It got to the point where Tommy and Leah sometimes would kiss and fondle each other furtively when Carl was in the same room but just sitting facing the other direction.

They could afford to be that daring because they didn't care too much if they got caught. True, that would cause some difficulties, especially if he tried to make their lives hell over the incest, but mostly it would just speed up what was going to happen soon anyway. They knew so many embarrassing details about Carl's relationship with Joanie that they were fairly certain he wouldn't be able to blackmail them over their incest. Sometimes, Leah in particular felt like she actually wanted to get caught, so Carl would hurt about her cheating like she was hurting about his cheating. But still, there was no way to know for sure how he'd react about the incest, and in theory they could even go to jail. Such worries were always just enough to make her to come to her senses.

Once, Tommy was fucking Leah doggie style in the lounge when Carl phoned from work, and she spoke to her husband while her son continued driving his nine-inch cock deeply into her pussy. That caused her to moan and groan occasionally down the phone, but Carl failed to suspect anything.

That was hardly the last time something like that happened. Whenever he called, the odds were fairly good they were doing something sexual to each other, or they'd start in as after finding out he was the one calling.

Another time, Leah was bouncing up and down on Tommy's big dick in the bathroom as she pretended to take a bath, and then she got fucked by him again in the shower, even as Carl was talking to her at length from the other side of the door over whose turn it was to take out the trash.

Once, when Carl thought that Leah had gone out and Tommy was upstairs, he heard a noise coming from his son's room, so he went up to see what was happening. But instead of knocking, he stood and listened for a while, because he thought his son was nailing one of his girlfriends from school. Proud of his son's sexual prowess, he smiled and walked downstairs. But Tommy had Leah pressed against the door, deeply impaled on his rigid cockmeat and was fucking her hard against the wood.

It was a very lucky thing they were just moaning and panting, because Leah had grown to love saying nasty things during sex. Tommy was fairly quiet, but she was a chatterbox, and her filthy words invariably made them both hotter. It seemed like half the time Tommy had his dick in her, she was yelling something like, "Tommy! Tommy! Fuck your fuck slut's cunt with your fuckin' huge COCK LOG!"

As it was, Tommy nearly had a heart attack when he came downstairs and saw Carl watching TV. Luckily, he was able to return upstairs undetected and then sneak his mother out of the house so she could officially "come home."

---

But that close call gave Tommy an idea. It had been almost a month since the pivotal Halloween party, and his sexual habits had changed a lot. Previously, he'd been taking full advantage of his local sports star status, and having sex with just about any good-looking girl who wanted him. A great many did, because word had gotten around that he had an exceptionally big penis and knew just how to use it. But most of those were just one-night stands, or several nights stands at best, since he refused to make any commitments.

However, since Leah had asked him to change his ways so he wouldn't get an STD and even pass it on to her, he'd been looking at girls in a new way. In addition, now that he was unloading into or onto his mother a handful of times every single day, he didn't have any pressing need for a girlfriend in the first place. Frankly, Leah had him running ragged with constant fucking, and he wasn't about to complain!

But he continued dating girls nearly as much as before, for two reasons. One, he needed to date to keep up appearances at school, since he was already known to be very sexually active. But more importantly, he discovered the more he dated girls, the more his competitive mother would go all out to please him. He had the best of both worlds: he'd have a great time fucking some fun girl in his bedroom all evening. Then, after the girl left, Leah would sneak in and she'd practically fuck him to death to prove how much better she was. Carl would never be the wiser, because he assumed that Tommy was still fucking his date (due to the sad state of their marriage, Carl rarely bothered to wonder where Leah was, or go look for her).

There were about ten truly exceptionally beautiful and sexually talented girls in Tommy's high school. He'd had sex with most of them already, even though he was only 16 and most of them were 18. But only about half of those were nice enough to consider seriously dating long term.

But he was lucky, because one of the nicer and more beautiful ones, Misty, had many physical similarities to Leah. True, Misty's face was completely different from Leah's. For instance, she was more of a cute girl next door type instead of a sultry vixen in heat like his mother. No one looking at their faces could ever confuse them, and she had brown eyes instead of Leah's blue ones. But Misty was exceptionally curvy and busty for an 18-year old. She wore D-cups, which were close enough to Leah's double-D's. More crucial, however, was the fact that her hair was as jet black as Leah's.

Tommy's idea was that if Carl knew he was dating Misty, and then walked in on him fucking Leah in a dark room, he'd assume that he was slipping his sausage into Misty instead.

So he began dating Misty. It turned out they got along great. They shared many of the same interests, and Misty even was a huge football fan. They loved to joke, and shared the same sense of humor. Best of all, Misty was very down to earth and easy to please despite having such outstanding looks.

There were only two snags. One, Misty didn't wear her hair the same way as Leah, and her hair wasn't as long either. But he was able to get her to change her style and grow her hair longer, while Leah cut hers some. Two, Misty was lightly tanned instead of pale like Leah. That was slowly fixed over the next weeks as Leah developed a sudden interest in getting an all-over tan.

It was a very good thing Tommy had developed this plan, because only two weeks after he started dating Misty (and mere days since Carl had first met her), Carl walked into his bedroom somewhat drunk one night, only to find Tommy and Leah naked and wildly fucking on the bed. But the light was off, and Carl naturally assumed it was Tommy and Misty instead.

He paused at the door, and said, "Oh, man! Do you have to do that in MY bed?"

Tommy pretended to be disturbed about that (which wasn't hard to do, since he was frightened out of his mind about Carl finding out what was really going on). As he kept Leah's face pressed closely to his chest, he said, "Oh shit, Dad! I'm so sorry, but Misty and I kind of made a really big wet spot on my bed. I was totally gonna do all the laundry later. Can you go downstairs for five minutes, and we'll move?"

"Uh, sure." Carl was trying to check out Misty, and was frustrated that most of her body was blocked by Tommy's. But he was thinking that she looked pretty damn sexy.

As soon as Tommy and Leah were in Tommy's bed, with his door safely locked, they resumed a very boisterous and bouncy fucking.

Leah whispered, "That was just too hot! We should do that again soon!"

He laughed. "What happened to you wanting to protect him from the trauma of discovering our incestuous secret?"

She snorted. "Yeah, right. One word: Joanie!"

As he drilled her deeper with his big dick, he said, "I loved how you kept squeezing my cock with those Kegel moves your pussy has gotten so good at, even as I was trying to talk to him!"

"Heh-heh! Sorry, but I couldn't resist!"

Things went very well between Tommy and Misty. When he'd dated before, he was all about the sex. It wasn't surprising that he didn't last long with any particular girl, because although his fucking was always impressive, they were looking for something serious with long term emotional commitments. But ironically, now that his considerable sexual energies were being taken care of by Leah, he was happy to talk and go to fun places instead of just wanting sex, sex, sex. In fact, Leah was such a sexual dynamo, sometimes Tommy was happy to go on a date with Misty just so he'd have a chance for his penis to recover for a few hours.

However, a big problem for Tommy was that Misty's body was very similar to Leah's, and she was good at sex by the standards of girls her age, but she couldn't hold a candle to Leah's sexual prowess. So it was like he had to make due with a poor imitation when the real thing was eagerly waiting for him at home. He tried to teach Misty some of the things he'd learned through Leah, but that was very dicey, because it was hard to do that and not to imply that she was somehow sexually inadequate in the process.

Finally, he just explained to Misty that his mother Leah had been really wild in her younger years, and was reputed to have great sexual skills. Furthermore, he claimed she was considering teaching sex classes at a local community college, but wanted to use Misty as a guinea pig of sorts and teach her first.

Misty bought it, and began taking formal lessons from Leah every week.

The change in Misty was substantial and dramatic.

Before long, Tommy was nearly as eager to fuck Misty as he was to fuck his mother. He didn't fuck Leah any less, but just added regularly fucking Misty to his already hectic sexual schedule. He'd already stopped dating all other girls shortly after he started to date Misty.

For months, Leah and Tommy fucked like rabbits at least three or four times a day. They fucked so much that some days it seemed that all they did was fuck, eat breakfast, go to school or work and eat lunch there, come home, fuck, eat dinner, fuck, sleep, and then get up to begin the cycle again. With luck, he'd squeeze homework in there somewhere. If he didn't have any "luck," it was because Misty was squeezing him with her Kegel muscles.

One bonus to all this sex was he quickly learned how to cut virtually all goofing off out of his life. He had no interest in surfing the Internet or channel surfing on the TV, when he had Leah or Misty waiting for him. And Leah made sure he was at least getting his homework done or she'd deny him sexual access, so he learned to finish his school work quickly. (It wasn't necessarily his best work, but it was always done on time.)

He saw Misty about every other day, and on the rare occasions they didn't fuck, she would at least suck him off.

Then there was football, and his other sports the rest of the school year. Sometimes, he was so exhausted that he felt he couldn't even get out of bed. But after about twenty minutes of Leah's passionate wake-up cocksucking and/or fucking, he always found renewed energy. He liked to joke "what doesn't kill you makes you stronger," and in fact all the extensive sexual activity, plus sports, put him in the best shape of his life.

---

It was a very, very good life for Tommy and Leah. In fact, things were so good, they were in no great hurry to get rid of Carl, since he impeded their fucking so little (plus, sneaking around him made the sex even more exciting). And all the while, Leah continued to secretly transfer money out of his reach. Leah's job paid very well, but she was nonetheless determined to get all they could so they would never want for money once she and Tommy were living as a couple.

Tommy and Leah fucked in every room in the house many times, in the car, in the garden, against the windows, and even against the front door only seconds after Carl had left for work. They fucked on, over, or against nearly every piece of furniture in the house.

Tommy had once told her, in all seriousness, that he felt like he had been born to fill his mother's hungry pussy it ought to be filled. Leah had corrected him, again, to call her pussy a "cunt" and that her son loving "cunt" needed a "motherfucking monster cock log" fucking into it right NOW!

Just thinking about how perfectly her vagina fit his penis, as if they were made for each other, never failed to get her wet. That led to her thinking that his penis almost certainly WAS made for her, since Tommy was her son.

Leah lived a strange triple life. She lived a double role of fuck slut and wife at home. But her time at work was so different, she felt like that was her third life. She still excelled at her job, but oftentimes her thoughts were on her son and his big cock. Sometimes, even in the middle of important meetings, she would space out, smile, and lick her lips hungrily.

She'd invented a cover story to explain this behavior. Ever since the night of the Halloween party, she'd been walking with a spring in her step and a near constant smile on her face. She told her co-workers that her marriage had fallen apart, but so slowly that they didn't realize it until it was almost too late. But she'd patched things up with Carl, and it was like they were having a second honeymoon. That removed any possible suspicions, because she acted like the woman wildly in love that she was, even months after the party. And her story had some truth to it, but it was her son that was keeping the smile on her face by giving her more sex than she'd had in her entire married life.

With an eye to the future, she gradually exchanged the photos of her husband on her office desk and even in her wallet with pictures of Tommy. She carefully chose pictures of him in business suits or otherwise angled or dressed to look much older than his sixteen years. It helped that Tommy had kept his hair style cut just like Carl's ever since the Halloween party. That way, if he was seen out in public with Leah and they were acting like a couple, they could just claim they really were Leah and Carl (unless, of course, Carl was the one who saw them!).

One day, Tommy had only a half day at school, and Leah hadn't realized it. He had a car of his own by then, so he decided to drive to her work and surprise her by taking her out for lunch.

Well, that was the plan. Virtually no one in Leah's office knew Carl, so he'd put on his duplicate of Carl's glasses and went to her office dressed in a business suit and tie like his father would be.

Leah had been working on her computer in her inner office when she was buzzed that she had a visitor.

Stella, Leah's personal assistant and the person on her staff closest to her, came into her office seconds later, and said, "I've got a pleasant surprise for you. Guess who's here to visit you?" She paused dramatically and turned towards the door. "Ta-da! Your husband!"

Leah struggled mightily not to show her annoyance and disappointment, thinking it really was Carl.

Tommy walked in, all smiles.

Leah's secretly sour attitude vanished in an instant.

Stella naturally assumed Tommy was Carl, because she was familiar with the family pictures Leah kept in her office, plus he introduced himself as Carl from the get-go. She might have thought he was Tommy if he'd dressed like a teenager. But the business suit and glasses he wore made all the difference.

Tommy walked right into her inner office without knocking, and closed the door behind him, but not before Stella joined them too.

Shocked, Leah stood up and rushed around her big desk. Thanks to her surprise, she wasn't thinking and very nearly called out "Tommy!"

But Tommy had been anticipating that, so as soon as he walked in, he exclaimed, "Wife! My beautiful, lovely wife! How has your day been, Leah?"

She threw her arms around her son and they started French kissing.

Stella just grinned and started to walk away. "I'll just leave you two lovebirds be."

But before Stella could close the door behind her, Leah abruptly broke the kiss and looked up. "Wait! Hold all my calls, and cancel everything on my schedule for the rest of the day!"

Stella was surprised. "For the rest of the day? Are you sure?" It was only 12:30, and Leah usually went home between 3 and 4, depending on Tommy's sports practice schedule, so she could get there just before he did.

Tommy spoke up. "You don't need to do that, honey. I just came here to take you out to lunch."

Leah said, "Nonsense! You never ever come to work, and I'm the boss, so I get to do what I want! Besides, there's nothing of great import happening this afternoon. Isn't that right, Stella?"

Stella just nodded. But even before she did that, Leah and her son were necking again and didn't see her. Amused, she closed the door behind her.

Leah immediately broke this kiss and started unbuttoning her blouse. "Now, what's this bullshit about taking me to lunch?"

"It's not bullshit. I really love you, and can't wait to spend time with you."

"Awww, how sweet! I love you too. But unfortunately, that's not what's gonna happen today. I've got a burning hot CUNT, now that I've seen you, and I need Mr. Hot Cock to fill it!" With her blouse unbuttoned to her belly button, she reached inside, fiddled about, and then pulled her bra out.

She held it up and chuckled. "Can you believe it? A bra! I have to wear these damn things at work every day. But not if you're here!" She pulled her long skirt up and attempted to wiggle her panties down her sleek legs.

He said, "Wait a minute. I really did come here just to eat. We don't have to fuck. I figure that would be too dangerous anyway."

"You are just so sweet! Gawwwd, am I gonna reward you for that. But don't worry, Stella has discretion. She'll know not to let anyone in here without warning me. She'll warn my secretary and everyone else to leave me alone too."

As she unbuttoned his slacks, he said, "Wait. I thought she's your secretary."

"No, she's my personal assistant. My secretary is the woman you passed sitting at a desk in my outer office. Your mom is a high muckety-muck. I have both!"

"What's the difference?" he asked.

She dropped to her knees and held his erection with both hands. "Do you want me to talk, or suck your cock?"

"Here?!"

She started to stroke. "Hey, I'm the boss of this whole floor. What I say goes! And what I'm saying right now is that I NEEEED to deep throat your big cock!"

Stella was pleased. She was Leah's good friend as well as her assistant, and she was glad to finally meet the husband of her boss. She was a good judge of character, and instinctively felt he was a nice guy. Besides, any fool could see from the way they looked at each other that they were deeply in love.

She was quite startled at just how young he looked though. But she reminded herself that Leah looked quite young as well.

About twenty minutes later, Leah buzzed Stella on her intercom and had her get enough take-out food for two from a local restaurant.

Stella was amused when she knocked on Leah's door a little while later to hand over the food, but the door only opened a crack, a hand reached out and grabbed the bag of food, and then the door shut tight. She laughed, figuring Leah and her husband were busy getting "reacquainted."

Stella made sure to redirect all of Leah's work elsewhere. If something really important came up, she would notify her by e-mail or intercom message, so she wouldn't be a disturbance. But she was used to freely coming and going to Leah's office. As Leah's personal assistant, she was like her shadow, standing near her most of the day (it had been quite unusual that she'd been in the outer office when Carl first arrived). To be completely barred from her office was a totally unfamiliar experience for her.

So when she intercepted a call and found that one of Leah's important higher-ups from the company's main headquarters was coming to their office later than afternoon, she fell back into her usual habits and burst into Leah's office after only a perfunctory knock.

She didn't look up straight away, because she was multi-tasking and looking at an incoming message on her Blackberry. But she detected a scramble of activity at the edge of her vision, and when she looked up, she got a shock.

Leah was nowhere to be seen. Instead, Carl (in reality Tommy) was sitting behind her desk in Leah's usual chair. But that wasn't the only surprising thing. His business jacket was nowhere to be seen, and his tie was hanging very loosely around his neck.

He looked up at her and tried to act normal, but it was impossible to miss that his hair was tussled, and he was flushed and sweating like a pig, even though the room was air conditioned. His glasses were gone, and he hoped that didn't expose the fact he wasn't Carl. He looked much, much younger without the glasses, and he was only 16, after all.

As the door closed behind her, Stella asked incredulously, "What's going on? Where's Leah?!"

"Um, she stepped out." It was a bald-faced lie, and it looked like one too. He stared everywhere but at Stella.

Stella said, "Out?! But that's impossible! There's only one door in and out, and I've been on the other side of that door the whole time! I go where she goes and know what she knows! There's no way she just slipped out!"

"Uh, well, she did." He knew he wasn't convincing her, but he didn't know what else he could say.

Irked, Stella put her hands on her hips and gave him a hard look. "Now, what the hell is going on here?!"

"Um, nothing!" He sounded even more like a guilty liar.

After a long pause, Stella narrowed her eyes and asked, "She's hiding under the desk even as we speak, isn't she?"

He blushed and looked away, appearing as guilty as hell. "Um, well, not exactly..."

She had a realization. "She's not just under the desk, she's blowing you, isn't she? She's giving you oral sex!"

A voice drifted up from the general vicinity of Tommy's crotch. "Thank you, Stella. That will be all!"

Stella knew she should have left, but she couldn't help but exclaim, "A-ha! I'm right! Leah, what's gotten into you?!"

Annoyed, Leah's voice said from under the desk, "It's called my husband's damn penis! It's gotten into me for about the last hour straight! Now, can you give us some PRIVACY please, or do I need to find a new personal assistant?"

Stella blanched and staggered back a step. "I'm sorry! I just... I'm sorry!" She noticed Carl's face (actually Tommy's) looked quite pained and strained. She figured he was mad at her, but was trying to hold back.

She was about to turn and flee from the room, but then she heard Leah ask from under the desk, "Why did you come in here anyway? I thought I made it clear I was not to be disturbed!"

Stella stuttered, "I'm, I'm s-s-sorry! It's just that, uh, John Dawson, he's, he's coming from headquarters, and he's, he could be here in half an hour! But I should have buzzed you. I'm sorry!" She found it bizarre to be talking to Leah while only seeing a silent man in front of her.

Leah said "That's okay, just so long as you didn't see or hear anything in here. Is that clear?"

Stella stood up straightly, like a soldier taking orders. "Yes, ma'am! I'm like Sergeant Schultz! I know nusssink! Nussink!"

Surprised laughter drifted up from under the table. But it sounded rather muffled. Worse, Stella realized a distant sound she couldn't place was growing louder and was actually a kind of slurpy and squishy sound. She was floored.

Then, Leah's voice was even more slurred and muffled when she said, "Ssstthella, you are dishmisshed."

Shocked, but also terribly aroused, Stella finally turned around fled.

Once Tommy saw Stella close the door behind him, he looked down to his crotch. He quietly admonished her, "Mom, you're so bad!"

Leah popped Tommy's thick cock out of her mouth and beamed up at her son. As she licked circles around his cockhead, she said, "You're the one who's bad, calling me 'mom' again. I told you not to do that, but you've been saying it about every other minute! Remember, in the office, I'm your WIFE! And that turns me on like you wouldn't believe!"

She paused to slide her lips over his entire cockhead. Then, after bobbing directly over his sweet spot, and moaning lustily she pulled off again and went back to licking. "You like to call me 'Hot Stuff,' but I suppose you think you're the one who's hot stuff right now. You've got your big-titted mother so hot for your cock, she'll even suck and fuck you where she works!"

He asked, "Do you remember the last time we fucked and sucked right on the desk where someone we know works?"

She looked up, and her eyes went wide as she realized he was talking about the Halloween party and fucking in the real Carl's office. "Oh Gawwwd!" Overcome with a wild jolt of lust, she opened her mouth wide and swallowed Tommy's cock like a sword swallower performing an amazing feat. In a matter of seconds, she'd deep throated his dick all the way to his root, and she frantically bobbed up and down on him.

He snickered with glee. He'd learned in recent weeks that any mention of that party at any time invariably fired her desires so much, it was almost like giving her an instant orgasm.

He looked down and loved what he saw. He was naked from the waist down, and it had only been total luck that he still wore a dress shirt and tie. They'd been doing a lot of role-playing in the last hour, and that was also why she still wore her business jacket, even though she was otherwise naked from the waist up. She still had her skirt on as well, but it was jacked up high as she frantically frigged her clit.

He said, "I can't believe what a naughty little fuck slut you are. I tried to flop down in this chair and act like normal when she burst in here. You COULD have helped, and at least just stayed still. But nooooOOOOOooooo! What did you do? You snarfed my cock down and sucked like a Hoover, even more so than usual! You wanted to make me cum while she was still talking to me, didn't you?"

There was no answer.

He complained, "Hey, don't think you can avoid answering just 'cos you're deep throating me! Admit that you're a naughty big-titted fuck slut!"

She pulled off again. At the mention of big tits, she sat up higher and trapped his boner in her cleavage. But she still was able to reach the top of his cockhead with her tongue. As the tip of her tongue swirled around his piss hole and her tits rose up and down on either side of his shaft, she said in a small and shy voice, "I'm just a naughty big-titted fuck slut."

"I'm sorry, I didn't hear you."

Her voice was suddenly much louder, almost too loud. "I said I'm nothing but a naughty, big-titted fuck slut! YOUR naughty, big-titted fuck slut! There! Are you happy? And you're right. I was trying to get you to cum! You think you're the Hot Stuff, with not one but two horny sluts at your exclusive beck and call. All you have to do is snap your fingers and we'll come running to serve your big cock in every possible way!"

She paused to devote more attention to her cock licking and titfucking. "Mmmm. MMMM! ... Mmmm, yeah! ... Where was I? Damn you, your cock is so big and powerful and tasty, I can't even think straight! Where was I? Oh yeah. You shame me every single day, using me as one of your personal sex toys. Even the fact that I'm your mother doesn't stop you, but just makes you fuck me more and more and more! I totally love it, of course, but just for once, I wanted to embarrass YOU!"

He chuckled. "And how did that work out for you?"

The titfuck suddenly ended, because she was compelled to dive down on his pole again and bob madly all over his sweet spot for nearly a minute. She loved it when he got cocky.

But then, just as suddenly, she came up and replied, "Damn you! You know how that worked out! You bested me once again! Look at me! I'm a powerful woman! I'm in charge of an entire fucking department! But when it comes to you, I'm nothing but your helpless, horny fuck slut! Naturally, you turned things around and embarrassed ME, by having such a yummy giant cock log that I couldn't help but lewdly slurp all over it while Stella was still in the room! Now, whenever I open my mouth she's gonna picture your fat cock sliding between my ruby red lips, and it's all your fault!"

He chuckled some more. But then he asked with concern, "Is that gonna be okay? Stella's not gonna tell on you, is she?"

"Are you kidding me? She's totally got a crush a me. She'd throw herself in front of a car to save me. She'll be quiet. You could fuck me doggy-style as I'm literally lying on top of her, and she'd never say a thing!"

"Hmmm! Nice idea for next time," Tommy mused.

"Bastard! And why won't you cum already? Do you plan to just sit in my chair and keep me on my knees as your personal cocksucking cumslut for the rest of the afternoon?!"

"Hell yeah! You're just so full of helpful ideas today!"

She groaned in aggravation and gave him a sharp look before she deep throated him again in an increasingly desperate attempt to get him to cum sooner rather than later.

It wasn't all sucking and fucking though. Tommy actually spent a very long time eating her out as she sat in her usual desk chair. He'd gotten much better at doing that, and they had great fun pretending he was the one secretly hiding beneath her desk and licking her while she had meetings with important people.

They continued like that until the possibility of her higher-up John Dawson arriving made their activities too dangerous, and they had to take their fun elsewhere (she knew Dawson would be visiting for a couple of days, and she would see him tomorrow). They made good their escape with Stella's willing assistance.

Tommy's visit was such a big success that he came back for repeat visits to her office as often as he could. Unfortunately, that wasn't very often though, since he usually had school. Leah loved those visits, because not only did they have their usual great time together, but she didn't feel so pulled apart, as two of her three personas had a brief chance to intersect.

It could have gotten tricky if the real Carl had ever showed up and started talking to people. He would have been very surprised to learn about "his" previous visits. But he seemed to be drifting farther away from Leah with each passing week, so there wasn't even a remote chance of that happening. Leah and Carl still never argued, because both of them had their own reasons to want to see their marriage slowly fall apart.

As Leah had predicted, Stella never said a word to anyone about the sex in the office (which not surprisingly was a violation of company policy). She went out of her way on Tommy's subsequent visits to make sure her boss and her husband had all the privacy they needed, even though she knew they were going to spend most of their time fucking like wild monkeys.

Stella did have her suspicions about Carl's age, but the possibility that Leah was actually fucking her son never occurred to her. Instead, she suspected she'd married someone much younger and was lying about Carl's true age. She wondered if "Tommy" was an entirely fictitious creation designed to make it seem like she and Carl had been married a long time.

But these were just idle musings, and she thought about them less and less the more she got used to seeing "Carl" come by the office for a visit. And no one else in the office had any suspicions at all.

---

So Tommy's life was pretty great.

But things got even better for him as the months passed. Misty and Leah became good friends during their weekly one-on-one sex lessons. Tommy and Leah also conspired to have Misty join them for many dinners and movies and so forth. As they grew increasingly relaxed with each other, Tommy had been brought in to serve as a "practice doll." For instance, Leah would talk about various cocksucking tricks, and Misty would try them out on Tommy then and there.

It was a gradual process that took place over many sex lessons, but Misty slowly became open to the idea of Tommy and Leah having sex together. At first, Tommy had just been brought in for a few minutes here and there while the three of them remained mostly clothed, but before long all three were naked for the duration of the sex lesson. Then, Tommy and Misty might be trying out a difficult sexual position, and Leah would be right there with her hands on them, pointing out this and that.

One day, Misty came in to the house and went straight to Tommy's room. Now that Tommy was fully participating, it was safer to hold the lessons in his room, in case Carl came home unexpectedly. Tommy was pretending to work on his computer, but it wasn't much of a pretense, since all of them knew he'd be joining in momentarily.

Misty asked as she started to strip, "So, teach, what'll we be working on today?" (Misty had gotten in the habit of calling Leah "teach," especially during the lessons.)

Leah was keeping her clothes on for now, so the attention could be on Misty. She said, "Hold on. Don't move. As long as you have to take your clothes off anyway, this is a good opportunity to practice your striptease skills for your master."

Leah didn't think of Tommy as her "master," and she never called him that. But she'd detected a submissive streak in Misty early on, and she'd worked with Tommy to bring that out in Misty as much as possible. They figured that the more submissive she was, the more obedient she'd be, and thus the more she would accept the mother-son incest. Once the notion was sufficiently ingrained in Misty, Tommy could simply order her to accept it, if need be. So, over the weeks, the lessons had become just as much propaganda sessions emphasizing Tommy's "dominion" over her, in addition to being practical sex lessons.

Misty had taken to these submissiveness lessons so well that Leah had deemed it was time to take the big gamble.

Tommy watched intently as Misty stripped right in front of him with all the agility and talent of a belly dancer.

Leah hadn't told Tommy that she was planning anything special today, but she went to his CD player and put on the song "Brick House." Since Halloween night, that had become "their song," or at least one of their songs, so Tommy raised his eyebrow and glanced at Leah, wondering what she was up to.

But she just grinned enigmatically back at him, so he went back to watching Misty.

Misty turned it into an interactive striptease from the very start. She'd worn a sexy bright red blouse, and slowly unbuttoned it down to her belly button. Then she went to Tommy, and while still swaying to the funky music, she slowly pulled his shorts all the way down his legs. As she did that, she made sure to stay bent over at an angle that gave him an ideal view of her dangling D-cup boobs, just barely contained in her lacy bra.

Tommy began lightly stroking his hard-on once she had his shorts past his knees.

Once she got them all the way off his feet, she stayed with her face practically in his crotch. In fact, she decided to go all the way with that idea, and blew on and licked his cockhead a little bit while he kept jacking off.

But once she engulfed his entire cockhead and started bobbing on his sweet spot, Leah said to her, "Very good so far, Misty. But I think you're forgetting the point of the striptease. A little cocksucking is good, to get him really hot and bothered. But remember, this is a TEASE. Don't go so far so fast."

Misty pulled off. "Sorry. That was my plan. It's just that once I get his big cock log in my mouth, I can't stop myself!" After all these weeks learning from Leah, she had picked up Leah's sex lingo to the point that she thought of Tommy's penis as a "cock log" as much as Leah did.

Leah knowingly said, "I know what you mean." She deliberately used those words, testing to see if Misty would pick up on the implication or be shocked by it. But Misty was busy dancing again and taking her bra off, so she continued, "A powerful, thick cock like that pretty much demands obedience. So yeah, once you start sucking it, it's hard to stop. But that's all part of becoming a good fuck slut - sometimes you have to overcome your natural desires to better serve him."

Misty just nodded as she grooved to the music. She flashed a fiery, passionate expression at Tommy as she suddenly pulled her white lacy bra out of her red blouse and tossed it away. She opened her blouse in the front with both hands to show off her bouncy boobs, but only for a few seconds. With a petulant pout, she covered up again and then spun further away from Tommy as she got more into dancing.

After a minute or two, she realized she was getting into dancing to the funky song so much, she was forgetting about the striptease. She turned to Leah and asked her as she churned her hips to the beat, "Too much dancing?"

"Possibly," Leah nodded. "Why don't you ask your master?"

Misty danced her way back to Tommy, and then dropped to her knees before him. She removed his hands from his erection and said, "Let your fuck slut take care of that." Then she blew on it from only an inch away as she jacked him off. "What do you think, Master? Too much dancing?"

"Not at all," he replied. "I'm really enjoying watching the way you move your slinky, sexy body. You're really good! And with your blouse open but your bra off, I get a lot of exciting glimpses of your boobs bouncing all over the place."

Misty smiled even more than usual. She had a thousand watt smile, and loved to smile all the time. "That's good to hear. But I'm kinda eager to get back to more cocksucking lessons. So I'm gonna hurry it up."

She got back up, and resumed her sensual dancing. But she was true to her promise, and very quickly wiggled out of her skirt and panties. That left only the red blouse still hanging loosely from her shoulders.

Since her sex lessons had started, she'd come to greatly respect Leah, and especially her opinions about sex. So she turned to her and asked, "Too fast now?"

"No," Leah replied. "You don't want to leave your master jacking himself off too long. But before you finish, I think now's a good time for a lap dance."

Misty's eyes lit up. "Good idea! I love these lessons!" She giggled.

Misty immediately straddled herself over Tommy's thighs. She took his hands and brought them to her big melons. "Watch out, naughty boy. If I'm not careful, you're gonna slip your cock log into my pussy. So you just have fun with these for a while." She held his hands until his fingers sank deeply into her ample tit-flesh.

Then she began gyrating, churning her agile hips all over his boner.

Leah was a little jealous, because Misty was quite agile. Misty was double jointed, so she could do some sexy moves Leah could not.

Misty held Tommy's dick most of the time. She was too busy writhing all over to stroke it much, but it was good for her to know exactly where it was at all times, so she could slide her pussy lips all over it.

"Brick House" had long since ended but the CD kept playing the rest of the Commodores' greatest hits. Those were mostly romantic ballads, so Leah changed the CD to War's greatest hits instead, to keep the funky groove going. "Spill the Wine" started to play.

Tommy was getting eager for more, so he pulled Misty's blouse off and tossed it to the floor. Now his girlfriend was totally nude and happily bouncing on his cock while his mother looked on approvingly.

Leah was eager to get in on the action, especially now that another funky song was playing. Misty was bouncing more vigorously, and looked to be having a great time. So she said, "Very good, padawan, very good." The "padawan" was a jokey name for "apprentice" from the Star Wars movies that she used with Misty sometimes. "But how can you take it up a notch?"

Misty slowed her bouncing and gyrating as she tried to consider that. Now that she was a more stationary target, Tommy bent forward and began suckling on one of her nipples. "Um, I'm not sure," Misty admitted after giving it some thought. "I really want to slip his huge cock log into my tight gash, but it's too soon for that, isn't it?"

"It is," Leah replied. "A good fuck slut takes advantage of the opportunities given her. Look at me. I'm still fully dressed, yet I need to get naked before we start our lesson."

"I've got it!" Misty said. "While you dance and strip, I can work on pleasuring his cock while giving him a good view." She began climbing off him to get between his legs instead.

"Good," Leah replied, "but I think his dick is getting overexcited already. And we've got a full hour to go."

"Awww," Misty griped. "Just an hour? Last week, we went two hours."

"Well, we'll see. But in any case, try licking his balls for a while until he cools down."

Leah proceeded to perform a striptease and dance that was as sexy as Misty's, and then some.

All the while, Misty lapped at Tommy's balls and shaft. (But since she was mindful of Leah's concern that he would get too aroused, she generally stayed away from his sweet spot.)

Once Leah ran out of steam and out of clothes, she said, "Okay, Misty, turn around and pay attention."

"Do I have to?" She was objecting to the turning around part, because that meant turning away from Tommy's big penis.

"Yes. His cock log needs more of a rest for a couple of minutes anyway." Once Misty had repositioned herself, still sitting between Tommy's legs, Leah went on, "Now, it's time to begin. Last week, we focused mostly on deep throating. I told you to practice that a lot. How did that go?" Actually, Leah already knew the answer since she and Misty saw each other most every day, or at least talked on the phone, but she thought it would be good to get a summary anyway.

"It's been great!" Misty exclaimed. "As you know, I've been deep throating my Master pretty much every day, usually right here in this room. At first, it wasn't much fun. I was just doing it because it was my homework assignment and because he's my boyfriend and my Master. But each time, it gets a little bit easier, and I can go down on him a little longer. The last couple of days, I've been really enjoying it! It's such a sense of accomplishment, getting all nine thick inches down. I totally feel like a sword swallower! I love it so much that I even insisted on deep throating him when we snuck away during lunch."

"Good, very good," Leah pronounced sagely like she was some kind of martial arts teacher, and not sitting buck naked. "I figured that would happen. And you made some important points. I especially approve of your comment that you'll do it simply because he's your Master. That's the only attitude a true fuck slut can have. And like I keep telling you, the more you totally dedicate yourself to serving his cock, the more pleasure you will receive in return. So, that said, I think it's time to take your deep throating to the next level."

"Oh good!" Misty leaned forward and listened eagerly. "What's next?"

Leah proceeded to outline the advanced deep throating skills she wanted Misty to do. They mostly involved additional stimulating moves while the deep throat was happening. She claimed that the hands and tongue and lips should all stay busy, even during a deep throat.

Misty repeatedly tried to do what Leah asked, but she wasn't successful. And all the while, Leah held Tommy's boner, on the pretense that it needed to stay in place. She'd been doing that last week as well, but she pushed the envelope by openly jacking him off most of the time.

Misty didn't blink or say one word about that.

Both Tommy and Leah found that very encouraging, and gave each other approving looks when Misty wasn't looking.

However, after about ten minutes of struggling, Misty exclaimed, "I don't get it! It's impossible! When I'm deep throating, that's all I can do. It's like you're asking me to take my S.A.T. test while playing in the basketball finals. It can't be done!"

"Sure it can," Leah said, still casually stroking Tommy's dick even though there was no "need" during conversations like this. "You have the skills. I can see that. The only thing you lack now is confidence. Believe in yourself! It's easy! I swear, it really is."

Misty complained, "If it's so easy, let's see YOU do it."

Inwardly, Leah wanted to jump for joy. This was the big opportunity she'd been waiting for. In fact, she'd been on the verge of making that very suggestion. But outwardly, she played it cool, and acted surprised. "Me? You want me to show you?" She touched a hand to her cleavage. "But, you know, he's my..."

"I know," Misty said impatiently. "But it would only be for a minute. Besides, you're already jacking him off, so what's the big deal?" She nodded towards Leah's hand, steadily pumping up and down his shaft, but focusing on stimulating Tommy's sweet spot.

"Well, if you insist," Leah said. She started to bend over towards his crotch. She wanted to do this before Misty had a chance to change her mind.

However, Tommy said, "Um, Mom, if you do that, I just may cum! I've been on the edge, for like, over ten minutes now!"

But she wasn't going to lose this chance, so she just winked, and said, "Try your best." Then she dove down, down, and down some more, until her nose was in his pubic hair.

"WOW! That's cool!" Misty said excitedly. "I know you haven't done your special tricks yet, but just seeing a deep throat from close up is incredible!"

Knowing that she might not have long, given how close Tommy was to cumming, she motioned with her hands towards her face, and then moved her tongue so it bulged out her cheeks. With Misty staring in awe, Leah tried to nod and motion down with her eyes. She wasn't really able to nod, given the fact that she had nine inches of thick cock in her mouth, and Misty wasn't looking at her eyes, but some additional hand waving got the point across.

She brought her hands back to Tommy's balls, and started cupping and fondling them.

"Wow," Misty said again, more in quiet awe this time. She was watching from so close, she almost could have stuck her tongue out and licked Leah's neck. "I get it! Fingers, tongue, lips, throat - everything's going at once! And you say it's easy?"

Leah gave Misty the thumbs up, and went back to caressing his balls. (It actually wasn't that easy at all, but she wanted to be encouraging.)

Tommy had been desperately holding out, knowing this moment was absolutely pivotal for his future with Misty and Leah. He was afraid that if he came all over his mother, that might cause Misty to freak out. But she was reacting with such enthusiasm that he figured things were okay, so he waited until Leah pulled back and regained her breath. Then, just as she engulfed his cockhead in her mouth, he let go.

Leah loved his timing. She disliked when he came while she was deep throating him, because then the cum shot straight down her esophagus and she didn't get to taste any of it. With her lips already sliding over his big knob, she had the perfect excuse to bob frantically over his shaft until he'd shot his entire load into her mouth, and that's just what she did.

Misty vigorously played with her clit and pussy. Leah was doing the same to herself, so Misty came at the same time the other two did. But she was the only one to scream out loud, as if she was being royally fucked.

Once it was clear that he was all done, Leah bobbed on him for another half-minute or so, just to be sure. Then she pulled off and immediately fell back into her teacher role. She asked Misty, "Now, padawan, what did I teach you to do each and every time your master cums?"

"I lick his cock and balls completely clean, to say thank you and show how much I love him," Misty said, reciting a rule from one of her earlier lessons.

"Correct. Now, do you want to do the honors?" Leah pointed the penis towards Misty.

But Misty waved it off. "No way! I'd love to, but you did all the work, so you deserve the prize."

Leah obviously liked that answer. She smiled and went back to licking him. She'd noticed that he hadn't actually shown any signs of going flaccid yet, and she hoped that would hold true. This was the perfect time for such staying power, if they wanted to ease Misty into accepting their incest.

Now that Tommy was recovering, he reached out and ran a hand through Misty's hair. She was still wedged in between his legs, right next to Leah, so it was an easy reach. His voice was still a bit ragged, but he asked, "Misty, you know... Leah is my mom! That fact doesn't bother you?"

"Why should it?" Misty asked cluelessly, as if she'd never even heard of incest before. "It's obvious she loves you, and she's not going to try to take my place as your girlfriend, because she is your mom. And how else am I supposed to learn all these incredible things, unless she shows me?"

Leah was extremely pleased to hear that. But rather than respond to those comments, she pulled her tongue off her son's boner and said seriously to Misty, "We have a situation here. We aroused him so much that he's not going flaccid!"

"Oh! Goody!" Misty exclaimed. "Can I try doing what you just did?"

"Certainly!" Leah tilted Tommy's hard-on towards Misty's face, intending to hand it off to her.

But Tommy groaned. "Ugh! Please! I don't mean to sound ungrateful, but just because I'm still hard doesn't mean I'm ready for that. I'm in a super sensitive state. Mom knows just how to lick me clean afterwards and be gentle about it, but to have another deep throating would be a whole other thing."

All three of them realized at the same time that he'd just inadvertently confessed that this was hardly the first time Leah had deep throated him. Tommy and Leah saw the recognition of this dawn on Misty's face, but she just kept on smiling.

Even though Misty was trying to play dumb, it was still an awkward moment. So Leah quickly suggested, "You know, Misty, when you have a boyfriend who's as handsome, hugely well-hung, and charming as Tommy is, there are going to be chances when you can share his cock with another girl. Not often, mind you, because there are all kinds of problems that can arise from that. But every now and then, everything will align just right."

Misty's smile widened. "I think this could be one of those times." She winked at Leah.

Leah beamed with happiness. "It could be. That said, this is a great opportunity to practice a dual blowjob. Are you up for that? While his cock log recovers, we can work on his balls together."

"Definitely!" Misty bent forward a couple of inches and started licking the testicle on "her side." But then she added, "Whatever you say. After all, you're the teacher."

Leah could tell by now that Misty wasn't going to put up any resistance to sharing Tommy, not just today, but into the future. Nothing could have made Leah happier, because her biggest fear was that some remarkable, beautiful girl who was opposed to incest and/or just didn't want to share would steal her son away. In an instant, Leah had become Misty's biggest supporter all the way up to and including marriage, as long as she kept that sharing attitude.

Her heart soaring, she bent forward too and started licking the testicle on "her side."

Tommy was so high on life and lust that he felt he could fly. Even though he was so aroused that he could barely think, the importance of this moment didn't slip past him either. After all, this is what he and Leah had been aiming for after all these many weeks of lessons. He tilted his head up, closed his eyes, and savored the moment.

He had a lot of savoring to do, because only a minute or so later, the two buxom beauties started licking their way up his shaft. Before long, they were intently lapping all around just below his crown.

Sensing that the Rubicon had successfully been crossed, he reached down and fondled a boob from each woman at the same time. He'd been longing to do that for months, pretty much ever since he'd started dating Misty, and now he could.

The two women licked and licked and licked. But all that licking didn't preclude talking, especially since they both needed to take breaks from time to time to rest their tongues and lips. So, after about five minutes, Misty said as she licked up and down her side of Tommy's shaft, "Sharing is fun! I really love this!"

"Mmmm! Me too!" Leah was too intent on her licking to want to talk much. She kept her eyes closed, as she found that helped her concentrate on savoring the joys of cocksucking.

Then, Misty added, as if talking about nothing important, "Teach, you know your way around Tommy's cock pretty well, don't you?"

Leah's heart started to pound wildly, because this was another pivotal moment. However, she tried to act casual. She "stumbled" with her licking briefly, but quickly got back into her rhythm. "Mmmm-hmmm."

Misty hadn't opened her eyes either, and kept right on licking. "That's cool. A big cock like this needs a lot of loving, don't you think? I don't know if one woman alone could handle it all."

Leah opened her eyes at the same time Misty did. She was a bit frightened at first, but she made reassuring eye contact with Misty, despite the towering slab of fuck meat in between them. Her spirits were soaring, but she still tried to play it cool. "That's probably true," she said as she went back to licking right on Tommy's sweet spot.

Still maintaining eye contact, yet continuing to lick, Misty said, "I know so. As his girlfriend, I'm gonna need a lot of help. And who better to help me than you, my teacher?"

Leah was so happy to hear that, she forgot all about playing it cool. She even temporarily forgot about Tommy's stiff cock. "Oh, Misty! THANK YOU!" She wrapped her arms around the beautiful girl, and gave her a big kiss. Without really thinking about it, she kissed her right on the lips, because that's what she was used to doing with Tommy.

Misty didn't quite know what to do about that. She liked it, but in the surprise, she kept her lips closed.

Their big tits also mashed together. They were in such tight quarters that they couldn't avoid that if they tried.

Leah pulled back, feeling very embarrassed. "I'm sorry! I didn't mean to do that; I'm just so excited!"

Misty giggled. "That's okay. I didn't mind at all." To prove that, she bent forward and kissed Leah on the lips. Again, it was only a close-lipped kiss, but the fact there was lip to lip contact at all showed great promise.

Tommy didn't mind at all that his dick was poking straight up, completely ignored for the moment. He was following the conversation quite closely.

Misty was feeling so good, she took a big leap. "You know what, teach? We could keep sharing his cock under the pretense of you teaching me more stuff, or we can just get everything out in the open. He fucks you a lot, doesn't he?"

For some reason, that didn't frighten Leah. Misty's tone and gaze was very reassuring. "Yep. You could say that." She giggled nervously.

"Good! Don't stop! I kinda figured that, for months now."

Both Tommy and Leah were gobsmacked to hear that. They both asked at the same time, "You have?!"

Misty giggled. "Yep. Don't worry, you didn't give it away with anything; you were very careful. But there's just a kinda knowing lusty vibe between you two whenever you're together. It's impossible not to know you're both deeply in love."

Tommy asked, "And you don't mind?! You know, I love you very much too."

Misty nodded happily. "I know. And that's why I don't mind. And I love you so much, you're not going to get rid of me easily." She wanted to kiss his lips, but they were too far away, so she just pulled his erection in closer and kissed it. She liked that so much, that she resumed licking it.

Leah didn't want to be left out, so she resumed licking on her side too.

But Misty wasn't done talking. She said, "In fact, I've been looking forward to getting everything out in the open for a couple of months now. I just didn't know how to do it. I mean, how do you ask a mother and son, 'Are you two doing it?' I was just too shy. But I figured if I played along with these lessons, eventually we'd get there. I'm as keen on dual blowjobs as anybody!" She giggled some more.

Leah asked as she licked, "You mean you were just playing along? You didn't really want these lessons? I'm kinda hurt."

"Oh no! I didn't mean that at all! These lessons have been great. I've honestly learned so much that it's not even funny. I'm so far ahead of all my girlfriends now in everything sexual that it amazes me. Master, looking back, I can see now that you had a lot of patience, putting up with my fumbling attempts."

"Not at all!" Tommy said gleefully. "I haven't exactly suffered. I've been living the high life. And it just keeps getting better and better. I love both of you so much!"

Misty nodded happily at that, but added, "Oh! That reminds me: do I have to keep calling you 'Master?' I have to admit I was playing along a bit with some of the submissive stuff. I mean, I'm submissive, but I'm not THAT submissive!"

The three of them had a very good, long laugh over that. The lingering tension in the room was laughed away. It wasn't THAT funny, but they laughed so much, they almost cried. Tommy's dick was temporarily forgotten again, but again he didn't mind, because bonding was more important.

Finally, they calmed down enough for him to speak. "Misty, feel free to call me anything you want. Truth be told, I'm not that into that 'Master' stuff either. Mom doesn't call me that." He added after thinking some more, "However, I do call her my fuck slut. I hope that doesn't offend you."

"Not at all! I love it when you call me that. Leah, teach, we're his two happy fuck sluts, aren't we?"

"We are!" she exclaimed.

Tommy shook his head in wonder. "Man! Today is a good day!"

The two proceeded to jointly suck and lick him until he had a great cum. In fact, he pronounced it, "If not the most joy I've ever felt, then it's tied, at least." Of course, much of that was from his euphoria over Misty completely accepting the incest and the sharing.

His orgasm was all the more enjoyable because he was able to shoot his cum all over their faces and chests. They both loved it when he did it to them individually, so this wasn't a big surprise, but still he felt a much bigger thrill seeing their beautiful faces and all those massive tits splattered with his seed.

It helped that they loved being sprayed so much. Soon, they were playing with his cum like some kind of fun food fight. They got a bit carried away smearing each other with cum gobs, and even licking it off each other's fingers.

Leah started to say, "As Tommy's two fuck sluts-"

Misty interrupted. "There aren't any others, are there?"

"Oh, God no! Like I said before, I'm not averse to letting him fuck someone else if ALL the stars align perfectly. But I presume that would just be a once in a blue moon thing, like a special birthday or Christmas gift."

Misty nodded in approval.

Leah continued, "The way I look at it, Tommy needs someone nice like you as a girlfriend now, and who knows? Maybe as a possible wife someday. And I'll be there for both of you as a mother, teacher, adviser, and of course - fuck slut!"

They both giggled at that, and closed in for a face to face hug.

Misty kissed Leah on the lips, and this time they shared just a little bit of tongue. "I'd like that. No, I'd love that!"

The two of them shared a loving look that suggested they'd be doing more than just kissing each other in the future.

"I'm so lucky. I know a lot of girls my age would be upset at having to share, but Leah, I like you so much, it's almost like a two-for-one deal." Misty looked down at her big rack pressed tightly against Leah's. "Oh my! Would you look at us? Tommy, don't look! I have this uncontrollable urge to rub my spermy tits all against Leah's equally spermy and even bigger ones, and if we do that and you watch, you just might get all horny again!" She winked playfully at him. She was big on winking.

Leah gasped in mock horror. "Oh no! We don't want that, do we?"

'Well... yeah, we do!" Misty replied, resulting in another round of laughter from all three of them.

Then Misty and Leah got busy with their sensual tit rubbing, while also kissing and licking his cum off each other's faces. They were clearly putting on a show for Tommy, and kept stealing glances at him to see how he was enjoying it.

Not surprisingly, he enjoyed it tremendously, and it wasn't long before he was able to stroke his penis back to full size, even though he'd climaxed twice recently.

Leah said to Misty, "I'm so glad you suggested a tit rub, because I was just about to suggest the very thing."

Misty said matter-of-factly as she rubbed her nipples directly against Leah's, "It's what good fuck sluts do. It's like what you said earlier: a fuck slut has to take advantage of the opportunities presented around her. But you know what would be even better? We should try a double titfuck! I'd just love to see the look on your face, Tommy, as you slide your huge cock log through all that tit-flesh!"

Leah's eyes lit up and she squealed without restraint. "Oh God! Oh God! This is so great! I was JUST about to suggest that very thing. It's like you can read my mind!" She leaned forward and licked a big cum gob dangling off Misty's nose, as their tits continued to slide around, greatly assisted by all the spermy lubrication. But she added with some chagrin, "Geez! Just listen to me. I sound like some kind of thirteen year-old girl about to go to a Justin Timberlake concert or something. I mean, look at me! Who would believe I'm a department head in charge of an entire floor of employees?"

Misty said, "Well, I think it's way hot that you don't let all that success go to your head, and you're still in touch with your inner fuck slut. And I think it's even hotter that YOU'RE FUCKING YOUR SON! Ohmigod! That is just too hot!"

Leah gave up all attempts to maintain decorum. She held both hands with Misty, and they screamed excitedly right into each other's faces.

Tommy had a good laugh at that, but he also kept stroking himself, because it looked really sexy too, especially all the continued tit mashing.

The three of them retired to the bed, and gave Tommy a double titfuck he would remember for a long time. Just for fun, he shot another sizeable load all over their faces and tits, so they'd have even more cum to play with.

Afterwards, they lounged around with their arms and legs sprawled all over each other. Leah and Misty seemed to have no hang-ups about touching each other.

They talked some more, mostly about incest. Tommy asked, "Just to be TOTALLY sure, you REALLY have no problem with that? Or are you just going along with it, like you went along with calling me 'Master?'"

Misty replied, "I know, I know, I'm supposed to be all freaked out. But I'm not. I'll admit I was kinda shocked at first, but that was months ago, when I first had good suspicions. I've had a lot of time to get used to the idea. And sure, if it was MY dad or MY mom, then yeah. No way! Yuck! But you two are so happy with each other, there's just no way to disapprove. Oh, by the way, what about Carl?! Does he know?"

A long discussion about Carl followed, and that eventually led to telling the story about how Tommy and Leah first got involved. And the retelling of what happened on that fateful Halloween night soon got all three of them so aroused, they got physical again.

Leah declared it was Misty's turn to get fucked, because she'd been such a good sport.

But Misty insisted that she wanted to see a mother and son fuck.

They argued back and forth for a minute, until Tommy cut in and said, "Okay, I'm not the 'Master' per se, but you still are my fuck sluts, and I'm taking charge. You two, lie down face to face, because I'm gonna fuck you both at the same time!"

That led to lots more happy squealing. And sure enough, he thrust in and out of one pussy for a few strokes and then did the same to the other pussy, and back and forth until all three of them came at the same time.

After that, they fucked another hour and then some, until they were all completely exhausted and covered in sweat and cum. Plus, Carl was expected to be home soon. About the only thing they didn't do was any direct lesbian sex between Misty and Leah, but they shared increasingly passionate kisses that left little doubt they'd be doing that soon. Today though, the focus was on things the three of them could all do together.

When they were all done, Misty rested in the middle of the bed, with her head resting on Leah's tummy and her feet up on Tommy's torso. Her toes on one foot idly tickled his flaccid penis. She sighed happily. "That was the BEST sex. Ever! No doubt. I feel like some girl playing on the high school softball team who gets spotted by a talent scout, and then next thing she knows, she's playing in the big leagues! Tommy, you know I totally love getting fucked by you, and I still do. Nothing in the world beats being completely filled by your fucking cock log. But three is soooo much better than two!"

Leah said as she caressed Misty's long black hair, "I completely agree. I have to admit, I've been into sharing him mostly for selfish reasons. I figured it was better to get half a loaf than risk getting no loaf at all.

"And what a loaf it is!" Misty joked, as she ran the underside of her big toe up and down his flaccidness.

"Indeed." Leah grinned. "Anyway, I have to agree that the whole is greater than the sum of its parts. I'm sure that's not always the case, or even usually the case, but we all fit together so perfectly that it just feels right!"

Tommy said, "I couldn't agree more. I say instead of next week, our next sex lesson should take place tomorrow."

Misty joked, "And the day after tomorrow, and the day after that, and the day after that!"

In fact, that's exactly what they did. Of course they were no holds barred threesomes instead of lessons now, but Leah continued to teach Misty all the sexual knowledge she had.

---

Tommy's life got a lot better than that. Misty never told anyone about their incest secret, and her relationship with both Tommy and Leah grew much stronger, as deeper bonds were forged between them thanks to lots and lots of sex.

Leah hadn't known how she felt about lesbian sex, and Misty had also been uncertain. Neither of them had been intimate with another woman before. But before long, she and Misty were going at it like old pros.

Misty never told anyone at school that she was part of a torrid bisexual threesome relationship. As far as anyone knew, Tommy had simply stopped playing the field and settled on the one girl he loved. Misty's happy and dreamy look whenever anyone asked her how things were going was enough to tell anyone who knew anything that Misty was getting seriously laid by Tommy on a regular basis, and loving it.

Another month passed. It had been seven months since the Halloween party. In a couple of months, Misty would graduate from high school, while Tommy still had two more years to go. But by this time, she loved him and Leah so much that she made plans to go to college in town instead of far away so they could continue to stay together.

One day, Leah was talking to Tommy in a rare moment when they were lying on his bed, but just talking and even fully clothed. She said, "I really like Misty. I think she could be the one."

"What do you mean?"

"The one you should marry."

"You keep hinting at that, but come on! I'm still only 16, for crying out loud! And she's only 18. That's not even on our radar screens."

"I know. I don't mean right now. Maybe when you're 18, or later. It's up to you, Mr. Hot Cock. But you should lock her up as your special 'girl-slut' now, and don't let her get away. Think about it. I know she's not super brainy, and she's not in the school's gifted track like you are, but she has many remarkable qualities. I suppose it's possible that you can find someone else who's gorgeous, busty, bisexual, kind, totally in love with you, submissive, willing to permanently share you, and even open-minded about the incest, but don't exactly hold your breath. She's special. And in a couple of years, she'll finish growing into her body and she'll be just as voluptuous and curvy as I am. So you'll have two remarkable horny fuck sluts to take care of your big cock, usually together, for decades to come."

"That sounds pretty good."

She teased, "Can I get a 'hell yeah?'"

"Hell yeah!" Then he grew serious, and asked shyly, "But what if I want to marry you?"

Leah had to pause to catch her breath as her heart went all pitter patter. To cover her true feelings, she gushed, "Awww! That's so sweet. I love that you'd ask me that. If you haven't guessed already, I fantasize about that all the time. You know that I'm head over heels in love with you. You'll always be the one true love of my life, even though I'm growing to love Misty more as well. But I'll always be your mother, so your idea is illegal, for starters. Besides, we've got our extended family. Can you just imagine how far your grandparents would freak out? Or your cousins? I've thought about that a lot, and there are just too many reasons why that isn't a good idea. But don't worry, I'll be more than happy to be your de facto second wife."

"Really? Are you sure?"

"Yes. I've given this a lot of thought. I'm also always going to be 18 years older than you. You need someone your own age. Eventually, somewhere way down the road, our relationship will become less sexual. I hope we'll remain soul mates, but you'll still need someone to take care of your big cock many times a day. Misty is perfect for that. She's a cock-loving slut just like me, but she's totally loyal to you too. I tell you, she's a keeper!"

He sighed happily. "You're right about that. I'd love to play the field some more. You know I have a way with women. There are soooo many gorgeous ladies I'd love to fuck. But I don't want to lose Misty, or what the three of us have. If only I found her a couple of years later, after I got to sow my wild oats some more."

Leah said, "Brace yourself, but I've been talking about this kind of thing in private with her. And I can tell you that if you asked her tomorrow to marry you, she'd say yes."

He sat up in surprise. "Really?! Are you serious?!"

"Dead serious. Of course, she thinks it's way too early too, but she'd rather do that than lose you, if it came to that. But she and I are looking to the future with the assumption that our threesome will have no end. Just the other day, she hinted to me pretty strongly that she'd like to move in with us as soon as the Carl situation gets resolved. She's kind of afraid to bring it up with you though. She fears you think it'll be too much too soon."

"No way! That would be great! God, Dad gone, and living with you two? Getting to wake up with you on one side of me and her on the other? Hell yeah! I'm all over that. True, I'd have to give up fucking my way through the rest of the prettiest girls in school, but-"

She interrupted. "She and I have been talking about that too. You know that neither she nor I have any interest in any other man. As she told me the other day, 'Once you have the best, why bother with the rest?' And I wholeheartedly agree. But we also recognize that men and women are wired differently. Guys have some kind of biological need to 'spread their seed.' I've told you several times before that if there's a 'perfect storm' where we could invite another woman to your bed where all the complications and dangers are worked out, I'd be willing to do that. Maybe just every now and then, as a special thing. Misty agrees. She figures that's the best way to keep your urge to wander in check. Besides, she or I or even both of us might just have a lot of fun with your 'special guests' too." She winked.

He pondered that a while, and concluded, "Hmmm. That's such a good deal, there's just no way I can turn that down."

And so Tommy and Leah agreed to the general outlines of how their future would go. Tommy redoubled his efforts to deepen his relationship with Misty, and increasingly saw her as his wife to be.

---

The physical similarities between Misty and Leah were obvious, despite their different faces. After Misty came to know all about Carl and his cheating, she worked directly to coordinate their appearance to better fool him. Misty and Leah spent so much time together, whether with or without Tommy, that they even began to sound alike. They proudly called themselves Tommy's "fuck sluts," but Misty also went by "girl slut" and Leah went by "mom slut." As Leah semi-jokingly pointed out once, "The main thing is the slut part. Never forget that neither of us can't get enough of you and your cock log!"

They were like three peas in a pod, always together. But one night, this created a new crisis. Leah was riding Tommy's cock as usual while he was sitting in his father's big leather armchair in the living room. They were both completely naked, and fucking with speed and intensity. The chair was tilted way back, allowing him to be hunched over and sucking on her big tits as they bounced up and down in time to their fucking rhythm.

Misty was right there with them, looking just like Leah's nude twin except for their faces. Her tits had even grown some in recent months, and were just a little bit smaller than Leah's. She'd been royally fucked already a short time before. Normally, the three of them would have been entwined together, but with the nearly violent way Tommy and Leah were bouncing up and down, she had to make do with watching and playing with herself for a while until she got her turn to play with Tommy's cock some more.

Leah had been spouting her usual nasty talk. She'd been growling about how much better a fucker Tommy was than her husband, how much bigger his cock was, how proud she was to be his fuck slut, how happy she was he'd given her a girl slut to play with, and so on.

Then they heard the door open. It could only be Carl, but Carl wasn't supposed to be home for hours! They froze and looking at each other, knowing there wasn't enough time to get their clothes on or even flee the room. Carl was walking their way, and he would be able to see them in a matter of seconds.

Without even thinking about it, Misty dropped to the ground like she was trying to dodge a sniper's bullet. She flattened her naked, busty body against the base of a nearby sofa. She wasn't even sure if the angle was right to remain hidden from Carl's gaze, but she hoped the room was dark enough that he might just think she was part of the sofa if she stayed perfectly still.

Tommy also acted fast. He pushed Leah off his lap and she dropped to all fours between his knees. Then, he quietly hissed "Blow me!" and pulled her mouth down over his throbbing pole.

She was terribly frightened, but she immediately started to suck and bob. She'd come to love sucking his cock so much that doing that blowing him actually relaxed her somewhat, despite the scary situation.

As he heard the sound of Carl quietly walking closer, he arranged her long hair so it would fall over her face. Then he cupped her tits with both hands. They were dangling enticingly since she was on all fours, and he figured, What the hell, I might as well enjoy myself! 

Carl was under the impression that his arrival had gone unnoticed since he saw Tommy and "Misty" had made no effort to stop their sex act. He was fascinated and aroused. It wasn't every day one got a chance to watch a beautiful naked woman suck the cock of a boy from only about twenty feet away. He couldn't see much, but he could see the silhouette of "Misty's" tight, round ass thrust up high.

Leah simply didn't know how to give a bad blowjob, and she was licking and sucking with her usual passion. In fact, she was even putting a little extra into it, because the more she focused on pleasuring her son's cock, the less she had time to think about the danger of getting caught. As a result, her entire body was swaying back and forth as she made increasingly deep passes up and down Tommy's cock.

Plus there was the fact that she was cheating on Carl while Carl was watching. That never got old for her.

Carl popped a boner watching a remarkable, bare bubble butt swaying in time to an obvious cocksucking rhythm.

Tommy had his head tilted back, and pretended to be lost in sexual ecstasy (and it wasn't all pretending, but he was too frightened to relax and fully enjoy her bobbing and tongue lashing). He moaned, and muttered, "Misty! Oh Misty!" He said that just loud enough and often enough to make sure Carl heard her name.

For five minutes or more, Carl just stood there with a raging hard-on, watching his son get blown. Carl could tell that was a better blowjob than Leah or Joanie had ever given him. He found himself sexually longing for Leah for the first time in months, since "Misty's" curves and especially her ass reminded him of Leah's so much. Of course, he had no clue he actually was staring at his wife sucking on his son's thick and long erection.

Leah couldn't look up, and had no idea what was going on. So much time had passed that she doubted Carl was still there. But since Tommy hadn't given her any indication otherwise, and eventually he put a hand on her head to make sure she kept her bobbing going. She decided to just remain totally focused on her cocksucking duties and kept at that until she got some signal to stop.

And suck she did! There literally hadn't been a single day since the Halloween party where she hadn't blown her son's fat dick at least once. It was a proud tradition for her to wake him each and every morning with a blowjob lasting a good ten to twenty minutes, before they moved to the shower to suck or maybe fuck some more. And that usually was just the first of several times over the course of the day she would feel her son's thick cock sliding down her throat. Sometimes during the course of her work day, she would find herself in the middle of a boring conversation or project and the saliva would build up in her mouth as her thoughts drifted off to sucking her son's long boner.

Now that Misty had come onto the scene, there was even more cocksucking than before, not less, because dual cocksucking was something they both loved, and it was a way they could enjoy him at the same time. They'd spent many hours in what they'd dubbed a 669 - Misty and Leah would lick his dick together while he licked one of their pussies.

Needless to say, Leah had gotten damn good at blowjobs. She was a vivid dreamer, and often she would think up new moves in her dreams and then try them out on Tommy just as soon as she woke. Even now, she got so lost in her lust for her son's fat fuck stick that she turned her head this way and that to make devastating corkscrew moves, forgetting the danger of exposing her face. Luckily, it was very dark and her hair continued to cover her.

Carl was mesmerized, watching the mass of long black hair bobbing up and down, over and over and over. Seeing the outlines of her sexy long legs and her swaying butt was even better. He wished he could turn the light on to see more of "Misty's" bombshell body. As he stood there, he was reminded of when he was just married and Leah would give him blowjobs kind of like that (though obviously not as prolonged or intense). In fact, the scene was so similar, it was startling to him. He was proud that his son was able to snag such a beautiful and obviously very sexually talented girlfriend. He was also impressed with Tommy's stamina in the face of such an ardent tongue lashing, not realizing that Tommy was so used to being blown like this that he wasn't even in danger of blowing his load.

Finally, Carl decided he'd seen enough. He desperately needed to go upstairs and masturbate to relieve his sexual tension. But to do that, he needed to "officially" come home. He snuck back out the way he'd come in.

Misty had remained frozen in position on the floor, frightened out of her mind, and trying to act like a sofa.

Tommy had remained tense, not fully giving in to luxuriating in the great blowjob, because he'd been keeping an eye on Carl. Suddenly, Tommy hissed, "He's gone! But only for a second! Leah, run and hide! And Misty, take her place!"

Leah got up and bolted to the closest room, which happened to be a bathroom. She crouched as she ran naked through the house to lower the odds of being seen.

She made it just in time too, because Carl merely walked out the door he'd come in, turned around after a moment, and then loudly banged it open.

But Tommy pretended he was so lost in the blowjob that he didn't hear even that loud noise.

Misty had started sucking, and she was channeling the energy of her fear and excitement into doing a particularly excellent job. She'd spent weeks in her sex lessons with Leah learning how to deep throat and then perfecting that technique, so that's what she was doing at the moment.

Tommy had made sure that she'd gotten on all fours instead of kneeling as she usually did. Her body was thinner and less curvy than Leah's, but not by much, so her swaying bare ass looked just like Leah's swaying bare ass.

Carl clomped and banged his way closer to the blowjob, but still Tommy pretended not to hear. Finally, he turned the light on and spoke loudly. "Tommy! What are you doing in the living room?! Can't you do that somewhere else?"

Tommy acted surprised, but he kept on kneading the dangling tits he'd just grabbed. "Oh! Hey, Dad! Sorry! You're not supposed to be home for hours." He only looked up briefly, as if Carl being there wasn't worth his full attention.

"I know, but I had to... Hey, could you at least get her to stop that while I'm talking to you?"

Misty continued to bob up and down with long passes down to the root of his cock. She was having fun now, since she at least was who she was supposed to be. She even kept her ass swaying on all fours, despite the fact that the light had exposed her entire naked body to Carl's eyes.

Tommy ignored Carl's suggestion, and in fact seemed too distracted by Misty's relentless bobbing to even reply. But then he looked up again and asked, "Sorry, Dad, but could you walk out again, stay out there for a minute or two, and then come back? We'll be so long gone by then, you'll never know we were even here."

Carl sighed. "Okay, fine. But in the future, do that kind of thing in your own damn room! Please!" Now that the light was on, he stared for a couple of seconds at Misty's perfect ass, and Tommy's hands kneading her heavy, dangling tits. He really wished her hair was out of the way so he could see what her lips were doing to her son's boner. He also wished he could walk to the other side of the room so he could check out Misty's pussy, but he couldn't figure out how to do that without looking like a pervert.

As soon as Carl left again, Misty stopped her powerful suction and looked up at Tommy's face. She quietly purred, "You're soooo bad!"

"Hey, did I say you could stop? ... Just kidding. Come on, let's go before he gets another good look at your ass. You're mine and I won't share you with anyone, not even just to look at your private parts."

"Just how I like it," she cooed happily.

He took her hand and they briskly went up the stairs.

A minute later, Carl stomped up the stairs, more determined than ever to jack off. He knew he'd have to tell Joanie and she'd make him pay with a very painful spanking, but in this case he felt it would be worth it.

A minute later, Tommy, Leah, and Misty were all safely standing in Tommy's locked room, all of them still totally nude.

Misty exclaimed, wide eyed, "That was so scary!"

Leah said, "Yeah, but an arousing kind of scary! I'm so horny, I could die!"

"What's new about that?" Misty joked.

Leah and Misty both cuddled their naked bodies against Tommy's. Their hands ran up his chest.

Leah said, "Son, you played that so well! Again, you proved that your father's not half the man you are. I love how you forced Misty and me to take turns sucking you off for so long, despite the danger!"

"God, yes! I'm so hot from that, I'm gonna burst into flames!" Misty was the first to grasp his still stiff penis. As she pressed her big tits into his chest and started to stroke his hard-on, she said, "I'll bet this big guy is pretty close to exploding."

Leah also moved in closer, pressing her even bigger tits into him as she also grasped his cock. As her hand tried to find some unoccupied inches to jack off, she said, "Misty, as Tommy's personal big-titted sluts, I think it's up to us to reward our man for handling that so masterfully."

Misty joked as she stroked, "Yeah! In fact, as his busty double fuck slut team, it's our duty! We can do that by handling our man masterfully, if you know what I mean, until he rewards US with another creamy load!"

"Nice!" Leah said, pleased with Misty's wordplay. "But I call 'tie.'"

This was the system they'd worked out to avoid fights. Leah was just as competitive as ever, only now she didn't worry about being outdone by Tommy's "cheerleader sluts," she worried about being outdone by Misty. Since they had become best of friends and she was still Misty's sexual mentor, the competition was a friendly one, but it was still there.

Often, in fact multiple times a day, Leah and Misty wanted Tommy's cock at the same time. To avoid hard feelings, either one could call "tie" and then they'd have to share him together in a dual blowjob, dual titfuck, or a "fuck sandwich."

So, the two of them slid down his body as one until they were kneeling side by side. Both of their mouths were hungry for cock since their blowjobs had been interrupted, so they didn't even have to discuss how they'd share. As they usually did several times a day, Leah took "her side" of Tommy's cock, and Misty took "her side" too.

Tommy closed his eyes and tilted his head back as he reveled in their tantalizing tongue work, dancing up and down his shaft. His "fuck sluts" were getting exceptionally good at sharing. They didn't just lap willy nilly on their sides. They kept a close eye on what the other one was doing, and often imitated that, or did something quite contrary to it. It almost seemed like a carefully choreographed ballet, the way they worked as one.

Competition did not equate to selfishness. They generally kept to "their" sides, if only to avoid head butting, but each graciously allowed the other free reign.

For instance, Leah suddenly felt like sucking one of his balls into her mouth.

Doing that temporarily freed up his entire erection, so Misty suddenly swallowed his cockhead and then kept on diving down and down and down. She'd learned her deep throating lessons well, and she managed to swallow every last inch.

Inspired by that, Leah succeeded in stuffing both of his balls into her mouth at the same time, despite the fact that they were just as proportionally oversized as his penis was. It was a struggle, but it was also a kick to do, because it meant that at least for a few wonderful seconds, every last bit of his cock and balls were either in Leah's mouth or Misty's. Their lips actually touched.

Then Misty bobbed up in and down with long passes, her tongue flitting and tickling everywhere as his shaft slid by it inside her mouth like a slowly moving train. When she finally ran out of air, they switched positions.

One thing Leah still trumped Misty at was at deep throating. She'd discovered that some exceptionally fit and talented human beings could hold their breaths for up to four minutes at that time. She wasn't that good, but she'd learned to deep throat Tommy for up to two minutes before finally having to pull off.

All this constant incredible cock stimulation had slowly increased Tommy's stamina, but even he could only take so much. After they finished taking turns deep throating a couple of times and just went all out with two tongues madly licking his sweet spot, he finally lost it.

As per usual when they were "tied," they pulled back so he could paint both their faces and/or their tits. And, as usual, he did his best to fire roughly equal amounts of cum on both of them so he wouldn't be seen as playing favorites.

Then, in keeping with their personal tradition, Leah and Misty licked his penis and balls completely clean first, and then licked each other clean of all his cum. That often led to a full blown lesbian session while Tommy recharged, but not tonight.

Tommy had fallen back to his bed and rested on it. His women went to him as soon as they'd finished cleaning each other while also sometimes snowballing his cum back and forth in a series of hot kisses.

Leah clung to his left leg, while Misty clung to his right. Leah looked up at him. "So, you having a good day yet, kiddo? You're doing pretty well for a mere 16-year old, I'd say!"

He laughed. "Yeah, I think so, Hot Stuff. Although I think I've gotta redefine what a good day is. This is an ordinary day for me now. Every day is this good, and miles and miles better than the best day in my old life."

Leah said, "Before you start waxing philosophically, I think it's time you give us both a good fucking! Misty, I have a special request. I'd really like to go first this time if you don't mind, 'cos I'm so horny from my son cuckolding my cheating bastard of a husband that I can't take it!"

Misty laughed. "Sure. Go ahead." She looked up at her boyfriend. "Just save something for me, okay?"

They celebrated with an hour of quiet but wild fucking. They could make enough noise for Tommy to be nailing one woman hard, but his two women couldn't talk or cry out at the same time. His women had grown used to having to take turns crying out.

Finally, Leah had to sneak out of the house so she could pretend to come home as a supposedly faithful wife. She'd been making more and more excuses to stay away from her husband, but the later it got at night, the harder it was to justify not being with him in bed. That was about the only semi-intimate thing they did with each other anymore, sleeping in the same bed naked, but hardly ever touching.

Misty also had to go home, since it was a school night. But she pretty much lived with Tommy on the weekends, even regularly sleeping with him all night both nights.

Leah was terribly jealous at that. That was one of the things making her antsy to get her divorce over with.

Sometimes, Leah woke up in the middle of the night, and if Carl was deep asleep, she'd sneak out of the room for a "midnight snack." But instead of heading downstairs to the kitchen, she'd go into Tommy's room and start sucking on his cock. Inevitably, he would stir, and she'd give him a quick blowjob. Or, if Misty was there too, his two women would suck him off until he came. But sneaking off like that was extra dangerous, and she only did it when she couldn't handle her jealousy any longer.

---

The next afternoon, the three of them were in Tommy's room again for what had become their regular after school threesome fucking session.

After they'd each climaxed at least a couple of times and they were feeling lazy and tired, Leah sat up in the bed. She cleared her throat. "I've got something important to say, so please listen up. Last night was too close. As you know, I've gone back and forth on letting Carl catch us or not. Sometimes I've been soooo tempted. I've practically willed him to stand up or turn around, but he never did. Maybe it was fate, but my anger and desire for revenge has kind of cooled lately, and I think it's for the best that he never finds out. Most importantly, if he ever did find out, he could REALLY make life difficult with the divorce proceedings. We might even have to move away and start again with new names. It's just not worth it."

Tommy said, "I agree. My anger has cooled too. Lately, I mostly just have pity on him. I still think he's the world's biggest idiot. Joanie? Please! I still don't get that. Why does he let her treat him like shit? I used to think he was so cool, but now I'm just embarrassed he's my father. And I use that word loosely - he stopped acting like my father years ago."

Misty added, "You know what I think. I keep saying we should do this kind of thing at my house where we don't have to worry. You know my parents know everything, and have made their peace with it."

Leah smiled wickedly. "If there's no chance of getting caught, what's the fun of that? But seriously, I think it's time to end this charade. Now that we're pretty much fucking in threesomes every day, our 'identical twin' trick isn't gonna help. It's just a matter of time before he finds out, if we go on like this."

Tommy nodded solemnly. "Agreed."

Leah continued, "I'm gonna give him the divorce papers and let him know about the evidence we've collected, so he'll just go away forever. I don't know why, I guess I'm just a softie at heart, but I'm gonna give him one last gift. Carl and Joanie are meant for each other, but Joanie still stubbornly clings to her sham of a marriage. We know from the wiretaps that she'd go with Carl if her marriage hit the rocks, although she'd led Carl to believe otherwise. So we'll give some of the evidence to Joanie's husband. Then the two cheaters will run off together and she can happily whip him forever after and keep his cock in a cage or whatever it is they like to do."

Tommy said, "I have mixed feelings about that, but I guess he is still my dad." He pondered the issue some more, and concluded, "We should cut him some slack. If nothing else, I still feel bad that we cheated on him and disrespected him one night BEFORE we had the evidence he was cheating on you."

Leah looked down sadly. "Yeah. I keep thinking about that. I feel bad too."

Tommy concluded, "So it's agreed. Just as long as he has to leave the state and never come back. That way we can live our incestuous threesome lifestyle more freely without him finding out."

Misty clapped her hands excitedly upon hearing that. "I can't wait! Leah, can you just imagine, the two of us sleeping with our man, each and every night?! We'll be able to wake him with a double blowjob every single morning!"

"I know!" Leah agreed. "And that's just for starters! I can't WAIT to try and sleep with a fat fucking cock log stuffing my cunt all night long. No more getting out of bed in the middle of the night to get my heaping helping of MAN FLESH!" She lasciviously licked her lips hungrily before turning serious again. "But there's more I have to say before we get hopelessly horny thinking and talking about that."

She paused, and took a deep breath. "Hold on to your hats, kids. I have a much more important reason why we need to start the divorce proceedings immediately." She looked down, afraid to meet their eyes. "I didn't mean for it to happen... But no birth control method is 100% effective. ... What I'm trying to say is... I'm..." She looked up and stared into her son's eyes. "I'm pregnant."

That statement hung in the air for what seemed like years. One could hear a pin drop.

Tommy felt like his heart had stopped beating entirely.

But he suddenly threw his arms around his mother's nude body and squeezed her tightly, even though he'd painted her tits (and Misty's) with cum just a few minutes earlier. "MOM! MOM! That is so GREAT!"

She exhaled with great relief. "You're not mad?"

"Mad? No! Shocked? Yes! Stunned, yes! But I'm psyched! This is epic!"

She smiled from ear to ear. "As epic as my usual blowjobs?"

"Even MORE epic, if you can believe it!"

Now, Leah's face positively beamed with joy as they all laughed at that.

Misty was also smiling so much she thought her face would split into two. Even though she wasn't sure how it would be received, she eagerly joined in the naked hug, and squeezed them both tightly.

Even as he kept squeezing Leah with all his might, he looked at Misty's face from inches away, and asked, "You're okay with this, right? The three of us can raise the baby together!"

"Of course!" Misty replied. "I'm so psyched, I think I'm gonna burst!" She bounced up and down as she hugged. But she added to Tommy a bit more soberly, "But you and I are still going to get married, right?"

"Definitely! In fact, HELL YEAH!"

Leah laughed with joy as she heard that, and said to Misty, "Think about it! As often as he fucks us, even if we use several layers of protection, we'll probably both pop out a dozen babies by the time we're all said and done!"

Misty liked that idea, and gave Leah a high-five. They even did a "tit bump" - their own little celebratory tradition of bumping and then rubbing their big racks together.

Tommy rubbed Leah's bare tummy, although there obviously was no bulge there yet. But he was already looking forward to the day he could rub it when it was bigger than a basketball.

"Mom, I hope you don't take this the wrong way or anything, but... um..."

"Yes?"

He continued rubbing her belly excitedly. "I am SO going to be fucking your knocked up CUNT every single day until my fuck slut is ready give birth!"

Leah held his hand against her belly and then slid his fingers lower down onto her pussy mound. "I'm going to hold you to that promise..." she breathed, excitedly.

Staggered by the intensity of her gaze, he asked her, "So, um... like, how did it happen exactly?"

She smirked. "I believe you sticking your big fat cock log in my cunt, like you do every day, might have something to do with it." She chuckled. "And you plowed me deep and hard in my cunt, knowing I was nothing more that your helpless fuck slut who lives to get fucked by you, like you do every day. Then you shot a big spermy load practically straight into my womb, like you do every day. And by the way, don't you dare ever stop!" She winked at him. "Naturally, you didn't wear a condom, since you never have with me. And if I have any say in the matter" - she paused and looked at him intently right in the eye - "and you never will!"

"Ditto with me!" Misty happily added.

Leah continued, "That's sweet, Misty. You're a good fuck slut. But even with all the protection I had, given the number of times he deposited his loads in my cunt, even very small odds add up over time. So know that getting fucked bareback carries risks."

"I don't care!" Misty said defiantly. "It's like you always tell me: our master deserves only the best cunts to fuck, and bareback is the only way I want it! Besides, getting fucked will be even better now, knowing that THIS time MIGHT be time he drills his baby into me, even though I'm using protection."

As Leah nodded in happy agreement to all of that, Misty frowned. "But what about... birth defects? I mean, he really is your son!"

Leah shrugged. "Don't worry. I've looked into it. There's only a slightly elevated chance of a problem. In truth, there are many more important factors, especially age. There'd be a much greater risk if I waited a few more years, like a lot of women my age do."

That mollified Misty's worries, and she shouted, "Okay then! Let's celebrate!"

Tommy was all smiles as he asked, "How?" He knew the answer already.

Misty placed a finger on her chin and pretended indecision. "I don't know... Maybe we should..." - her deadpan face exploded into a joyous rapture - "FUCK!"

Leah laughed. "Why, future-wife-slut, I do think that's a most excellent suggestion! We'll fuck the rest of the afternoon away until we sluts can't walk, and then we'll fuck all evening until his cock is ready to fall off! Then tomorrow, I'll hit Carl with his walking papers!"

"Oh and by the way, Son, I'll have you know that I'm still not giving up my ambition of taking your fat fucking cock log all the way up my ass at least once. I don't know if it'll happen before or after your baby is born, but I will get that cock log of yours into my ass, and that's a promise."

Misty was inspired by Leah's determination to have anal sex with Tommy. But having seen Leah in action in all their sex lessons, she didn't doubt that Leah would achieve her desire, someday. She said, "Again, ditto with me! You know I'm kinda scared to take you back there, but if she can do it, I can too!"

Tommy though, was still focused on the paternity issue with the baby. He worriedly asked, "Wait a minute. Is Carl going to be listed as the father?"

"Are you kidding me? Son, the last time he and I had sex was over a month before the Halloween party! If he was it, I'd be giving birth by now!"

That got them all thinking.

Tommy sighed. "Oh yeah. Unfortunately, we'll probably have to put 'unknown' or else we'd be asking for all kinds of trouble."

Leah though, was confident. "Carl won't know I'm pregnant until after the divorce goes through, and we can fudge the conception date a little bit so it happened just AFTER he got the divorce papers. In fact, if we do this right and he moves far away, he'll probably never know at all."

Tommy nodded, and then said, "I just have one request."

"What?" Leah asked, excited that her plan was being approved by her two lovers.

"Tomorrow, I want you to wear the black dress you wore at the Halloween party. You know how special and symbolic that dress is to me. Then, both before AND after you serve him his divorce papers, I'm gonna fuck the shit out of you until you pass out!"

Leah joked, "I'm all over that, just like a fuck slut mouth on Tommy cock!"

He smiled widely and shouted, "Can I get a 'Hell yeah?'"

The three of them shouted in unison, "HELL YEAH!"

So it was agreed, and the three of them began the next phase of their extremely happy, entwined, and fortunate lives.

 

— THE END —
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