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Prologue

And Jesus said,

A certain man had two sons. One day the
younger of them said to his father, “Father, give me the portion of
goods that falleth to me. And he divided unto them his living.”

Not many days after the younger son gathered
all together, and took his journey into a far country, and there
wasted his substance with riotous living. And when he had spent
all, there arose a mighty famine in that land; and he began to be
in want. And he went and joined himself to a citizen of that
country; and he sent him into his fields to feed swine. And he
would fain have filled his belly with the husks that the swine did
eat: and no man gave unto him.

When he came to himself, he said, “How many
hired servants of my father’s have bread enough and to spare, and I
perish with hunger! I will arise and go to my father, and will say
unto him, Father I have sinned against heaven and before thee. I am
no more worthy to be called thy son: make me as one of thy hired
servants.”

And he arose, and came to his father. But
when he was yet a great way off, his father saw him, and had
compassion, and ran, and fell on his neck, and kissed him. And the
son said unto him, “Father, I have sinned against heaven, and in
thy sight, and am no more worthy to be called thy son.”

But the father said to his servants, “Bring
forth the best robe, and put it on him; and put a ring on his hand,
and shoes on his feet: bring hither the fatted calf, and kill it;
and let us eat, and be merry, for this my son was dead, and is
alive again; he was lost, and is found.”

And they began to be merry.

Now his elder son was in the field: and as
he came and drew nigh to the house, he heard musick and dancing. He
called one of the servants, and asked what these things meant. And
the servant said unto him, Thy brother is come; and thy father hath
killed the fatted calf, because he hath received him safe and
sound. And he was angry, and would not go in: therefore came his
father out, and intreated him.

And he answering said to his father, “Lo,
these many years do I serve thee, neither transgressed I at any
time thy commandment and yet thou never gavest me a kid, that I
might make merry with my friends. Yet as soon as this thy son was
come, which hath devoured thy living with harlots, thou hast killed
for him the fatted calf.”

And the father said unto him, “Son, thou art
ever with me, and all that I have is thine. It was meet that we
should make merry, and be glad: for this thy brother was dead, and
is alive again; and was lost, and is found.”

Luke 15:11-32 (King James Version)






An ancient proverb says, “Every problem in life
has a hidden blessing inside. When you face the problem, don't get
upset, it may have a more beautiful ending than your dreams.”
Supposedly, a Blessing in Disguise is something that seems
bad at first but later turns out to be beneficial. I used to
believe this was a crock of shit. I used to doubt a lot of things.
Johanna changed this.

How?

Let me tell ya a story:

Volume One: The Prodigal Son


Chapter 1

“The best things happen when you least expect
them,” my mother quoted.

Unsuspectingly, it seemed an ordinary evening to
a run of the mill day. Earlier in the afternoon, after my college
classes finished I returned home. Now seated on my mother’s bed in
the master bedroom to our comfortable three-bedroom home, I
listened to her tell me about her workday where she worked in the
accounting department of a regional grocery chain.

Our usual routine had become, after she got home
from work she decompressed by recounting her day to me, using me as
a sounding board. Although our discussion usually began in the
living room or kitchen, it seemed to always end in the same
fashion. While continuing our conversation she would head off
toward her bedroom with me dutifully following behind her, and from
behind enjoying the view.

Having done this dance for so long I no longer
thought it odd my mother, whom I loved, was in love with and lusted
for, would partially undress in front of me. As is life, this daily
routine slowly evolved into an everyday custom. While she changed
out of her work attire before she headed off into her master
bathroom to shower, and afterwards relax for the night, she would
continue to tell me about her day. It became commonplace for my
mother to discuss her day with me all while she casually,
nonchalantly, stripped down to her bra and panties or pantyhose and
then end our conversation by going to take a shower.

This evening, I paid just enough attention to
hold up my end of the conversation as she told me about how a sale
for one product was not producing the results expected, a concern
about the rising prices for fresh vegetables, and if it could be
offset somewhere else. Really exciting stuff, huh? We
discussed these topics while I sat behind her on the edge of her
well-made queen-size bed. She was fastidious about this. I admired
how nice my mother dressed and enjoyed getting the opportunity to
watch her shed her clothes.

Tonight, first to come off was her dark charcoal
blazer with a petite white lace trim along the collar. Beneath, she
wore a silvery off-white satin blouse, which softly shimmered from
the light as she moved. Without her intending it to be, to watch
her was seductive. She pulled her blouse from her skirt and began
to unbutton it. Sitting on her bed about five feet behind her, as
she unbuttoned her blouse I saw hints of the black bra she wore
underneath.

Blithely, my mother removed her blouse as she
spoke to me about different sales options they might try. Do you
think I paid attention to what she said?

No, I was too busy taking in the sight, in the
mirror, of her tremendous breasts. Could my mother be completely
unaware how enraptured I was by the sight of her magnificent
Thirty-Four Double-D boobs? I wondered this many times, as she
tormented my inflamed cock with her seemingly oblivious undressing
before me. Nightly, she teasingly tortured me by tempting me with
the sight of her in only panties or pantyhose and a bra that
valiantly attempted to constrain her beautiful bosom.

This night, my cock throbbed from seeing her in
a sexy black bra that was attractive yet revealed little. While
fashionable, her bra was one of those full-support bras layered
with rows of small black clamshell lace, each row building upon the
former row. The apex in the middle of the two large cups was a
smooth black triangle with a quilted pink bow embroidered onto it.
My eagle eye vision noted the middle of her bra hovered about half
an’ inch from her breastbone. Her magnificent globes were too proud
to be fully held back, defiantly bulging from their container. I
noted how her bra had wide shoulder pads at the top, and squeezed
into her body around her sides. In the back was a wide strap with
four rows of hooks. I dreamed, Oh, if I could be that
bra.

“Dalton, can you unzip me?”

Entranced as I was, it took me a moment to
realize she asked me to unzip the matching charcoal skirt to her
blazer. I walked up behind her and had to quickly, subtly shift my
raging boner. I was pitching a tent that pushed out from my loose
gym shorts. I couldn't have her bumping up against that, could
I?

Nervously, I reached for the buttoned flap that
covered the top of her skirt's zipper. This was because the flap
rested on the top of the charming upswell of her rump. The sultry
skin of her exposed lower back was right there. Fittingly, the
button fought me. I placed my other hand on Mom's hip,
ultra-conscience of how perfect her hip fit within my hold.
Tugging, I got the stubborn button to release but not before I got
to watch her hips sensuously sway beneath my tugs.

The zipper was more accommodating; it simply
unzipped its few inches without any protest. V'ing open about four
inches at the top, it revealed the top of her semi-sheer black
pantyhose. Opened, her skirt seemed to defy gravity as it remained
in place. This was because of the sweet swell of her hips. Still, I
stared at the feat.

“Would you?” she asked. From previous
experience, I knew she meant for me push down her skirt. She seemed
blithely naïve to my rampant, raging lust. I placed my other hand
on her hip, and in an easy motion her skirt slipped down, gliding
over the smooth nylon material. She squatted down and stepped out
of her skirt, still wearing her tall black pumps. Lying when she
claimed to be 5-foot-5, my mother always wore heels. Tonight, her
heels were tall, thin spikes that seemed at least four inches.

She stood back up and I marveled at the sight
she presented me.

“Mom, how come you never seem to date?” I
curiously wondered as I reached around my mother’s waist, and
loosely hugged her. Although this was an unusual thing for me, or
for us, to do, it felt more like a natural response to my question
than a conscience decision to hold her. As I loosely hugged her,
her eyes dropped to my hands.

“Sweetie, who wants an old hag like me?” she
derisively replied.

“Don't say that Mom, you're beautiful.” I
earnestly corrected.

“That's really sweet, but I know the truth.” She
countered.

Pulling her closer to me, I questioned,
“Really?”

With my head over her shoulder and looking at
her reflection in the mirror, I told her, “Look at yourself,
Mom.”

“Look at yourself, Jóhanna,” I ordered.
Perhaps the surprise of me using her first name, forcefully and
pronouncing it correctly got her to comply. Although my mother’s
name is Johanna, from her Slavic and Nordic origins it’s supposed
to be pronounced Yo-Hahn-Nah. However in one of those
European to American crossovers the shortened nickname is, Jo. As a
result, most mispronounce her full name as Jo-Anne-Nah.
Grudgingly Jóhanna, Yo-Hahn-Nah, lifted her eyes to see
herself in the mirror.

“You have this mane of beautiful black hair,
that's still all natural. You don't have to do anything and it
looks great. Women would kill to have your hair.”

It was true, although in her forties, Mom still
didn't have a grey hair. She was delighted by this and proud of her
hair in general. She crowed over her friends how it was only she
who did not dye her hair. She snickered and they envied her; they
hoped for the day to come. This day, she wore it loose and lazily
parted in the middle. From there, her raven-black locks hung
straight down, framing her face before cascading down to the middle
of her back. I could smell its familiar scent of the lavender and
lilac scented shampoo she used. From her faithful use of this
particular brand for years, when I smelled its scent in a
supermarket it reminded me of her and would create longings in my
pants.

“And tell me you don't have the most beautiful
eyes.” Making eye contact with her in the mirror, I continued, “You
know it’s true. You know you can paralyze someone with a look.”

Mom knowingly smirked. This was because she had
piercing ice blue eyes. They were so pale a blue that in bright
sunlight they sometimes seem almost white. With her dark hair and
fair skin, her eyes stood out. They were startling and an attention
grabber. When she wanted to, she could use those eyes to her
advantage. Even after seeing her do it to others, I still fell prey
to That Look.

“You have beautiful, clear skin…” I watched
myself as I reached up and with just the barest tips of my fore and
middle fingertips stroked her cheek. In an odd way, I felt as if I
was in two places at once. There was the one where I physically
existed; the other was an almost detached view where I watched the
scene occur. While I was a principle actor in the scene, there was
also a dissociative sense of watching myself act.

“…and such soft cheeks.” Placing my thumb and
forefinger on her jaw, I squeezed my fingers together, tenderly
running them along her jaw to meet on her chin. I always loved how
she had a petite chin that seemed separate from her jaw, as if
attached later. Her soft U-shaped line deliciously defined her chin
to create this dynamic effect.

My penis ached I was so damn hard. I was so
friggin’ hard it felt as if the stiffness of my cock threatened to
tear through its thin skin.

“Yeah, but what about the rest?” she inquired.
For reasons beyond me, my mother was hypercritical of herself. Her
weight hovered between 135 and 150 pounds. When it was below 140,
she was happy. If it crept toward 150, she became neurotic. She
worked out at an all-women’s gym that supposedly celebrated a
woman’s curves. Yet Mom thought she should be a twig. I couldn’t
understand it.

“Mom, lift your chin.” When she did, I asked,
“Do you see a turkey neck?” and she laughed. In the past, we
maliciously laughed at the ‘turkey necks’ some of her friends
developed. Her neck was mostly smooth, with her neck muscles just
barely hinting at her throat.

As if a voyeur, as I watched, I even surprised
myself. My arms wrapped around her ribs. My hands reached out and
cupped my mom’s boobs. Gently holding them, they were more than a
handful. I beheld them in my hands; lifted them and felt their
heavy mass; caressed them and felt their softness.

“What man wouldn’t love to have these in his
hands? To worship, to caress, to love, to taste, he would be in
heaven.”

Again, my mother possessed a bizarre attitude
toward her breasts. She felt they were too big; that they made her
top-heavy. She complained about how she sometimes had to get her
blouses tailored so the middle didn’t pucker open after she
buttoned it. Did she not realize the boner she gave her horny
son when she spoke about her tits?

She would complain about how at the gym she had
to work extra hard on her chest muscles to “prevent my boobs from
sagging.” Hearing her talk like this, she unknowingly had me ready
to cum. I wanted to volunteer for duty, to spot her as she worked
out; but she trained at a women’s only gym, so no luck. When she
told me about how she rubbed lotion every night so she didn’t get
stretch marks, I wanted to offer my assistance. I was very willing
to complete this chore upon her. I knew she didn’t like to call
them Tits once joking, “When they’re this big, they’re
boobs.”

Now holding them, to me they were perfect. “Mom
you don't realize it, your breasts are perfect. I know you don't
believe me, but your boobs are beyond incredible.”

If she leaned back a quarter of an inch, she
would have felt how stiff-as-steel my cock was. She’d feel how
earnest I was. Instead, she just looked at me in the mirror,
holding her breasts. I squeezed them together, and they surged
upwards filling her whole chest.

Mom reached up and covered my hands with hers.
We stood there like this for an eternal second; my hands cupping
her breasts, her hands cupping mine.

One of my hands escaped from her hold and began
to trace lines across her stomach. With just the tips of my ring
and middle finger, I barely touched her skin. Still the feeling was
riveting. I drew zigzags and felt electricity pass from her skin to
my fingers.

“Your skin is so smooth,” I whispered into her
ear.

“So soft,” I softly said as my fingers made
another pass.

“So luscious,” I breathed on her neck as I drew
another line with my fingertips.

“So delicious,” I breathed as my fingers
delighted on her bare skin.

Keeping my fingers in contact with her skin, I
let them drop down until they rode over the edge of her pantyhose.
To feel the silky, satin nylon material was exhilarating. Pausing
at the point where her shapely thigh connected to her hip, I drew
circles and then ovals on the front of her thigh.

“Mom… Jo, you know you have great legs.” She
probably would've argued with me but said nothing. “Instead of
twigs, they have shape and form. They are divine. Why else do you
always wear skirts?”

This was true. The one body part my mother liked
of herself was her calves. From years of wearing heels, they were
developed and well-shaped, flaring out from her thin ankles. She'd
laugh and say, “Thank god, no cankles!”

Tonight, she was quiet, just allowing my
fingertips explore her body. My fingertips left her thigh and began
petting the soft spot beneath her stomach. My fingertips drew
swirls along her pantyhose as, in disbelief, I watched in the
mirror.

“Johanna, any man would be lucky to have someone
as great as you, to have someone as wonderful as you, as beautiful
as you. Any man dreams of this,” I whispered into her ear. By now,
her alluring ass had bumped into my steel rod a few times. The last
time it stayed against it. My fingertips, on their own, slipped
underneath the elastic band to her pantyhose. Touching her
forbidden, hidden flesh, my fingertips continued their swirls.

“I wish I could find someone as great as you. If
I could find someone as beautiful as you. If I could be so lucky.”
While saying these words my hand slowly slipped lower. Then my ring
finger brushed against the softness of her pubic hair. On the
second swirl, both my ring and middle finger touched her fur.
“Johanna, I wish I could find someone as perfect as…”

Suddenly Mom jumped and spun around. Pushing me
back, my mother screamed:

“WHAT ARE YOU DOING? I'm Your
Mother! Go to Your Room and think about what you've
done.”

Faster than the Flash, I fled my mother's room
and bolted into mine.


Chapter 2

How could I not think about what just
happened?

Hidden in the darkness of my bedroom, my mind
replayed the scene over an’ over again. Whether I wanted it to or
not, the video in my mind was stuck on loop. My fingertips
continued to tingle as if I could still feel Mom's fuzz. I was
still hard; my balls throbbed; my lust cried out for release. It
urged me to masturbate, to squeeze one out, to choke the chicken
and bust a nut. Guilt and shame prevented me. I was as mortified at
myself as my mother had been.

With the curtains pulled tight, the edges
pressed against the wall, light stubbornly trickled in to create an
eerie twilight haze of darkness. I lay on my bed and tried to
sleep. My brain was having none of this. Instead, images of what
just happened continued to play again an’ again. Yet, I seemed to
have some control. I was able to analyze the film. Studying the
film, two thoughts ran through my skull. The first was, What
have I done? I was stunned. What the fuck? I just made a
move on my own mother. I was horrified at myself at what just
happened. It wasn’t a planned action but instead a mish-mash
conglomeration of my many fantasies of her. I had so many fantasies
that seemed so tempting, yet none seemed 100 percent and I held my
back waiting for the right plan and the right time and the right
place. Now I wondered, Did I lose my chance? While I loved,
desired and fantasized about her, I never thought I would lose my
self-control like I did.

The second thought was more analytical, looking
for where I made my mistake. Legend holds that at the bottom of
Pandora’s Box, they find hope. My second thought had hope. As if it
had taken on a life of its own, it said, ‘Let’s see where you
screwed up, and what you did right. Then we can figure where we
grow from here.’ My first train of thought was about grief, misery
and heading toward the Land of Sorrow. The second train of thought
didn’t have a known destination, but it was driven by hope. In the
darkness of my bedroom and the blackness in my mind, I climbed
aboard the second train. Filled with hope, no matter how small, I
laid down on my bed to think and dream. Eventually I fell asleep,
because when I opened my eyes it was night outside.

Quietly, meekly opening my bedroom door, I
sensed the house was empty. I knew my mother was in her room,
behind the closed door. Soundlessly, I scurried to the kitchen.
Using only the light over the stove, I made a couple of roast beef
and Muenster cheese sandwiches, grabbed a can of Coke and the half
bag of Doritos. Before leaving I realized I better stock up. Get
provisions in case there was an extended siege. Filling a thermos
with milk, I grabbed one of those plastic bags from the supermarket
and filled it with my sandwiches, the Doritos, a bag of Chips Ahoy
cookies, some Met-Rx power bars and two more Cokes. Stealthily
returning to my bedroom, I figured I had enough provisions to hide
from my mother for a few days. If necessary, I might be able to
last a week in there. Back in my fortress of solitude, watching TV
in the dark, I crawled into my bed. As I lay there, in just pajama
bottoms, I realized how alone I was and…

…that my balls ached so bad it reached up into
my stomach.

I wondered to myself, How did I get to this
point?

***

My parents divorced over three years ago. Since
my father was basically just a sperm donor to his three offspring,
nothing really changed after he left. Years later, I was eighteen
and the only one still living at home, or more accurately back
home.

My 24-year-old brother, Damien, was the golden
boy. After graduating high school, he joined the Marines. While the
old saying is, Once a Marine, Always a Marine, I'm proud to say
he's still in the Corps. My 23-year-old sister, Olivia, was the
nerd. Graduating valedictorian, she received a scholarship to an
Ivy League college. While pursuing her Master's degree, she lived
full-time in New England.

Although the youngest, I was never ‘the baby’ of
the family. Instead, I am forever their “younger brother.” I was
always five or six years behind them, never to catch up. Since they
were good kids, driven to succeed, their sibling rivalry was a
competition between themselves of who was better. It was a contest
to top the other. Their tall shadows allowed me to hide until I
could find my own distinct role, and I found it.

It was a role I excelled at too well. I was the
best at being the black sheep, too good in fact. So good that at
age 14, the State stepped in. I got arrested for some nefarious
activity and off I went to what was then called DFY, the Division
for Youth, informally known as JuVee or Reform School.
Having experienced this wünderland, I can tell you there wasn't any
reform happening and the only schooling was how to commit better
scams, hustles, and crimes. The guards claimed, “It teaches you
what to expect for your eventual entry into adult prisons.”

After surviving 30 months of a 48-month
sentence, the State declared me reformed and granted me parole.
During my sojourn, I learned to become what I call a Bear.
According to prison mythology, there's wolves and sheep; for the
most part this is true. However, there is one more animal stalking
this steel, iron and concrete jungle and that is the Bear. Like the
bears in the wild, they just go about their business not fucking
with anyone, and not being fucked with by anyone. Bears are busy
foraging; hunting game and fish; and taking care of their business.
Yet, both the wolf packs and herds of sheep know to give a solidary
bear wide berth.

The irony here: If I had been a prickly,
don’t-fuck-with-me grizzly bear before my sojourn, I would never
have gotten into the trouble I did, or earned my nickname.

As a kid, I got the nickname Dibs from
constantly tagging along with the older, less-than-honorable kids
of my neighborhood. Wanting to be noticed by them, ‘wanting to be
down,’ my favorite three words became, “I got Dibs.” This constant
refrain reached the point my ‘idols’ would point at me and ask
“Dibs?” Eventually, whenever I met up with The Gang, they welcomed
me with, “Hey, Dibs” or “Yo, Dibs, wat’s up?” and a nickname
was born. Proud to be noticed by these budding hoodlums, I embraced
my new name. In time, everyone but my mother called me Dibs and I’m
sure some people didn’t even know my real name.

Upon my release from DFY, my isolation
continued. At home, my brother and sister were gone: one in the
Corps, the other college. In the neighborhood, most kids either
avoided me or were assholes.

“How'd it feel to get butt-fucked?” or “How'd
you like getting gang-raped?” they'd ask, as if this was the
funniest joke they ever told. In a flash, I'd spit a razor into my
hand, a skill reform school taught me. I would quiet them quickly
by replying, “How'd you like to taste my steel?”

To add to this fun was the fact one of my
release conditions was a 7 o’clock curfew. Supposedly, it was to
help keep me stay on the straight and narrow. Honestly, I viewed it
as a trap. By restricting a teen from going out at night, I knew
they hoped I'd eventually get frustrated and say, “Fuck it.” Then
bang! violated.

Being sixteen my reward for violating my
supervision would be a one-way trip to an adult state prison. If
this sounds a bit paranoid, accept the fact that upon first meeting
my probation officer she offered to make a wager with me. She
wanted to bet on how long I would last until she, “had the pleasure
of locking me up.” She picked the date of my 17th birthday, which
at the time was eight months away. Fucking cunt! I fuckin'
hated that fucking bitch. I now had my reason to succeed, I was
gonna prove that ‘government slave, supporting a corrupt system,
where her only joy is lockin’ people up, bitch-ass’ wrong. I
thought, ‘Oh Hell, No, she ain’t putting me back in no
cage.’ Period! I was gonna do whateva I had to do to make sure I
win and she lose! (and yes, I realize all of that rant was
absolutely horrible bastardized English, but this was the raw
emotions I felt.)

Besides remaining an anal virgin, my biggest
accomplishment at DFY was receiving my GED. This proved to be
fortuitous. After my release, my high school wanted nothing to do
with me; nor did any college or university. Knowing that to succeed
I needed more schooling, I enrolled at the local community college.
They didn't seem too thrilled at having to accept me but their open
enrollment policy forced them to.

Do I sound a bit paranoid? Accept this
then:

Since I was 16 and attempting to enroll in
college, the admissions counselor demanded to see my GED. When
presented with a document that boldly announced, Awarded through
the auspices of the Division for Youth, this sent the young
woman scurrying to her supervisor's office. It was one of those
offices with a large window, so they can look out in the bullpen;
and the opposite is true, we can see everything going on inside the
office. As I sat at the admissions counselor’s desk, I watched as
more people were called into the supervisor's office, until six
people were huddled in there. It was both frustrating and
humiliating.

Eventually, the admissions counselor returned.
She seemed embarrassed to ask if I was willing to meet with the
Dean of Admissions. I readily agreed and scheduled an appointment
to meet with him in a couple of days. After meeting with him, I
gotta admit, the Dean was a straight-up class act. I
straight-forwardly told him ‘the error of my ways’ and its
unfortunate results. I explained how I was trying to move on and
knew this meant I needed an education, not an
Ed-ju-ma-kay-shun. In time, the Dean became my rabbi
at school.

While GED is supposed to stand for General
Equivalency Diploma, people jokingly refer to it as a Good
Enough Diploma. Having one, I learned this was close to true.
While it meant I was supposedly the equivalent of a high-school
graduate, it also meant I wasn't college ready. I begin my college
career taking a slew of prep classes necessary to reach the
entry-level courses. In most of these classes, I was the youngest
student by 20 years. The vast majority of my classmates were adults
returning to school after a long time out of school.

If you are thinking, Oh cool, maybe some of
the moms took him under the wing and taught him the ropes, fat
chance! The women treated me as a leper to be avoided; or a wolf in
the sheep pasture to be suspicious of. The men were even worse.
They would puff up their chests and tried to act tough. Give me a
fuckin’ break! Trying to stay on the straight an’ narrow, I
remained focused on my studies.

Before my sojourn, my relationship with my
mother could be described, at best, as distant. This was as much on
me, or even more. One reason was I gravitated toward my father more
than my mother. While he was distant, this distance gave me
liberties I took advantage of. Being the black sheep, I mastered
the art of deceiving my parents. At a very young age, I learned
that if I didn’t get into trouble, my parents didn’t suspect I was
getting into trouble. If I wasn’t getting caught, my parents had no
reason to think I was doing things I should be getting caught
doing. I mastered being quiet and inconspicuous, which allowed me
to go unnoticed. While my older brother and sister had the
spotlight, the shadow they casted granted me a freedom I
abused.

Now, reunited, my mother was supportive of my
efforts. She pushed me not to let the barriers thrown in front of
me discourage me. In many ways, she was my greatest cheerleader.
From her enthusiasm, I was motivated not to fail her, again.

An adult in the eyes of the law and in maturity,
Mom and I began to develop a bond, a new relationship; a different
relationship than in the past. Until I got my driver's license, she
drove me to or from school as our schedules allowed. She often
helped me with my homework, and I discovered my mother was pretty
damn smart. The head of the accounting department of a regional
supermarket she should have been. Yet as kids, Do we ever think
our parents are anything but idiots? Besides running circles
around me in math, my mother gladly volunteered to help with my
other subjects.

From this, we began to have interesting and
insightful conservations on a variety of diverse topics, such as:
politics, world events, economic policies, and the role of religion
in the world. She taught me Question Authority doesn't mean
to be just a blockhead. Instead, she taught it meant don't just
accept the dogma of the main stream; don’t accept everything on
MSNBC as truth or believe everything on Fox News is fact, no matter
how either presented it. I began reading about libertarianism for
fun. From her suggestion, I read Ayn Rand’s novels. I read, as
leisure, books about the differences between socialism, capitalism,
and other economics systems. Although I no longer partook in it, I
began studying about the legalization movement and started
supporting it; not as a reason to get high, but as a human and
civil rights issue.

As time went by, Mom and I began to get to know
each other. I wouldn't say we became friends but we certainly
became comfortable with each other. As nerdy as this may sound, for
my birthday we attended a political rally for a libertarian
presidential hopeful.

After two and half years at the community
college, I graduated and received my Associates Degree. With the
Dean of Admissions’ help, I transferred to the nearby State
University, to pursue my Bachelor's degree.

Trapped at home every night, first by a curfew,
then my course load, I noticed my mother almost never went out on a
date. I think she went on three dates in two and half years. Twice
with one guy and once with another, but that was it! Yet I also
realized my mom was hot. Not hot as in she’s my mother so I’m
biased. Not hot for a forty-plus cougar. No! Johanna was just
simply a hot chick.


Chapter 3

Many hours later, there was a knock on my
bedroom door.

I ignored it, hoping the person knocking would
go away. There was another knock on my door. I didn't answer. The
door opened and she cautiously asked, “Dalton, can we talk?”

How does someone react after being busted for
feeling-up their own mother? I pled the Fifth. I
remained silent. While she silently stood at my door, I didn't say
anything. With my back to the door, I hoped she would leave.
Instead, she continued into my room. If my shame wasn't enough
already, I couldn't help but notice how amazing she smelled. As I
pleaded with god for me to be anywhere but here, her perfume
invaded my nostrils and tickled my fancy. My body rebelled against
my mind and started to become excited. My cock twitched; the
sleeping giant was waking up. I cursed myself for being ‘the
Ultimate Perv.’

She continued into my room and came around to my
side of the bed. I became cognizant I only wore a pair of pajama
bottoms but no shirt. I felt underdressed for this expected
confrontation. When she reached about halfway, she sat down on the
bed. When she sat, her hip touched mine; she rested against my hip.
I rolled from my side onto my back, and looked at my mother for the
first time since this afternoon. Oddly, the expression she wore was
a mix of nervousness and determination.

Being the Ultimate Perv, I noticed Mom might
have makeup on or just lip-gloss as they shined from the glow of
the TV. I also noted her nightgown was whitish and semi-sheer. From
the bluish light cast by the TV, I could see the swell of her
breasts and suspected, or hoped, she may not be wearing a bra.

Thankfully, since I was lying on my back, when I
started to get a chubby it lay flat against me. I was
especially thankful when she leaned slightly forward and rested her
hand upon my bare abs. From my exposure at DFY, I developed a love
for weight lifting. Never getting bulky, I was lean but strong.
With her hand on my abs, she didn’t seem to notice my growing
excitement, just inches below her touch. If I was conscious of the
physical contact between Mom and me before, when her hip touched
mine I was ultra-aware. Her hand was a burning ember on my stomach,
and I ached to catch fire.

“Umm… Dibs,” she started to say and this
immediately caught my attention. Never before had she called me
this. Previously she yelled and cried about how she hated my
nickname. She thought it was a drug reference, as in “I got
dibs,” meant either I have drugs or I’m next to get some.
Then even when I finally convinced her otherwise, she felt it was a
reminder, link or anchor to my less-than-honorable days. Before
this moment, she was the only person who called me, Dalton. This
was a first. She had my full attention. Mom continued, “I'm sorry
about before…”

She's sorry? I wondered. Shouldn't I
be the one apologizing?

“…and I thought about what you said,” my mother
stated. I was dumbfounded. When she began to rub my stomach, I was
speechless. She continued:

“I know you would be good to me…” Did I say
that?

“I know you love me. I know that you would never
hurt me…” Clueless, I wondered if I said that.

“I realize you would do everything you can to
make me happy. If it was anyone I'd ever really want, it would be
you.” Really? my mind screamed. I was totally at a loss. I
expected to be yelled at, or at least chastised. Instead, she spoke
to me tenderly, with soft affection. Mom's hand wandered up to my
chest. As her touch sent sparks through me, she continued, “It's
just that this afternoon, you caught me so off-guard that I just
freaked.”

With her hand rubbing the space between my chest
and throat, my mother asked, “I'm so sorry, can you forgive
me?”

I couldn't speak. I was barely able to think.
Has the world gone inside-out, upside-down crazy? I was
beyond confused. I must have nodded my head because she smiled as
if reassured. Placing her hand firmly on my chest, Mom looked
directly at me and we made eye contact. I stared up into those
beautiful, enticing, entrapping blue eyes. She held me trapped with
That Look.

“Whatever happens between us, has to stay
between us; you can't tell anyone,” she softly whispered. In any
other situation, she spoke so softly I would not have heard her. I
almost didn’t hear her over the thumping of my racing heart.

I realized she wanted a response. “Of course
Mom, I ain't no snitch.”

“Dalton, I hate when you talk like that,” she
chided. I nodded my head with understanding, apologizing and
agreeing with her.

“You have to always remember that no matter what
happens between us, I'm your mother and you will respect that.”

“Of course, I will,” I readily agreed while
unsure what I was agreeing to.

“And no matter what happens between us, it can
only be here in the house. No matter how affectionate we are here
at home, we must behave ourselves when we are out. That means no
touching or inappropriate behavior outside, okay?” Mom questioned
in a soft, breathy voice. With the last part, I wondered, Is she
suggesting what I think she is?

“Of course Mom, I'll do whatever you say.”

“I know you will,” she agreed and graced me with
a warm smile.

Then, she surprised me by vaulting up and upon
landing, straddled my waist. As soon as she landed, and her ass
made contact with my abs, my chubby was replaced with a full-on
raging boner that demanded satisfaction. Once while we watched
gymnastics, Mom told me that with her “being a shortie,” she
used to do gymnastics herself until “I started developing
these,” meaning her ample bosom.

Placing her hands on my cheeks, she leaned
forward and gave me a quick peck on my lips. She leaned back maybe
three inches, as if to determine whether I was kiss-worthy or not.
I must've passed because Mom laid a full lip-lock on me. I puckered
my lips and returned her kiss. We held this kiss for maybe two
seconds but to me it seemed a lifetime. It was also enough time to
realize her lips tasted like peaches. Ending our kiss and breaking
our bond, Mom leaned forward and huskily whispered in my ear:

“I love you… Dibs.” To hearing her utter those
words, I came close to exploding; I was so ready to cum.

“I love you too…” I was about to say Mom and
caught myself. I switched to a confusing, “Jo…
Yo-Hahn-Nah.”

She giggled at my attempt to use her first name
and then rewarded me with another kiss. When I felt her tongue on
my lips, I opened my mouth to accept hers. When she licked my
teeth, it tickled but when her tongue made contact with mine, it
was as if an explosion occurred. Even she felt it. She paused as
the surge of lightning passed through us. Then we returned to our
tongue wrestling.

As this occurred, I tried to figure out what to
do with my hands. Where do you put your hands when kissing your
Mom for the first time? I finally settled on her thighs. When I
tentatively put my hands on the outer edge of her thighs, Mom
mischievously laughed. Even with her tongue in my mouth, she was
able to do this!

Breaking our kiss, Mom leaned back. With a
girlish giggle and a naughty wink, she roguishly said, “I think
these are what you want.”

Straightening up fully, she sat upright and
lifted her hips so that she was straddling me. Raising her arms, in
one fluid motion she lifted her nightgown over her head. With a
beautiful ease, one second she wore a nightgown and the next Mom
was before me, nude! Yet even as quick as she shed her nightgown,
my mind processed it in slow motion.

When she sat up and lifted her gown, first she
exposed that she wasn't wearing any panties. Then I saw my mother
had a thin thatch of dark pubic hair over her hairless pussy. I was
amazed. I was stunned to see Mom had a beautifully groomed mons
pubis. It’s one thing to fantasize about what your Mom’s
pussy might look like. It’s a whole ‘nother thing to learn,
firsthand, that she trims her pussy, shaving all the hair from
around her pussylips and then leaving a thin triangle above the
defines and highlights her pussy’s beauty. Images of her creating
this feat raced through my mind.

These thoughts disappeared as the hemline of her
nightgown passed over her chest. And yes Mom wasn't wearing a
bra! Seeing my mother’s bare boobs made me so hard my teeth
ached. Her breasts were big, full, and breathtaking. If possible,
now bared and unleashed, I discovered that her tits were bigger and
better than I fantasized about. Being all real, God-given, Mom's
boobs had an enchanting natural pear shape, with more of the mass
at the bottom.

All of the work at the gym she complained about
was paying dividends. Her big boobs seemed to have only a slight
natural amount of sag. The sag that existed in fact added to their
sexiness. It created about a three inches of succulent, tempting
underboob. From the bluish light of the TV, the glow and shadows
helped accentuate their majesty. Her areolas were a soft dark
lavender, and I was surprised by the smallness of them. They were
only slightly larger than a quarter; imagine flattening a quarter,
maybe three fingers wide. Centered, her nipples poked out, almost
shyly.

When her arms swung back down, she took
possession of her son’s wrists and confidently placed my hands on
her breasts.

“There,” she announced. If cupping my mom's
boobs through her bra this afternoon was stupendous, this was truly
mind-boggling. I held them in my hands, unable to think. While more
than a handful, I cupped them firmly. With my hands securely
attached, she leaned forward to press those peach-flavored lips
upon mine.

Miraculously, Mom's kissing freed my mind and I
started to squeeze, cup, caress, rub, and tease those wonderful
orbs that were being crushed into my hands. I knew I had to have
one in my mouth. I began pulling one up toward my mouth, not fully
thinking her mouth was still on mine. With an amused giggle, she
knew what her son wanted. Being a loving mother, she shifted and
there it was.

One of Mom's boobs hung before my hungry mouth.
As I attached myself, Mom lowered her breast, feeding me her
succulent tit-flesh. Opening as wide as possible, I sucked as much
as I could into my mouth, and then tried to suck more in. It was
unbelievable, and from her sigh, she told her son she enjoyed it
too. One of her hands began stroking the top of my head.

“Oh babe, that feels so good. Oh Dibs,” she
sighed. To hear her moans was ecstasy. To hear her use my nickname
made it surreal. Releasing my vacuum-lock on her boob created some
space within my mouth, which allowed my tongue to explore the yummy
treat I suckled on. I ran my tongue along the outside edges of her
areola and every time I touched her nipple, I bounced to a new
spot.

“Oh babe, yes. Oh Dibs, lick my nipple, lick
it,” she moaned and I did. One hand still held her more than a
handful of boob, yet none was wasted! My free hand began to explore
the rest of my mother’s offerings. As I stroked her body, she
giggled.

“Not there sweetie, I'm ticklish there, babe,”
she lightly warned. Mom grabbed my wrist, I guess to prevent me
from tickling her further. I didn't complain. She placed my hand on
her bare butt-cheek. My hand wasn't gonna wander from this newfound
territory!

If Mom hated that her breasts were “too big,”
she complained even more about her ass. I thought this was bizarre
since her hips were only a 38. Sure, her waist was actually a 30 –
she lied and claimed 28 – but that gave her a 34DD-30-38 on a
5'3”-ish frame. While shorter, I thought Snooki had bigger
measurements. Wasn’t this supposed to be the time of the plus-size
model? My mother would be considered ‘too small’ to be a plus-size
model, so why was Johanna always claiming she couldn't eat the
smallest piece of chocolate “without it going straight to my
ass!”

With her ass in my hand, it felt smooth, soft,
and perfect. It had just the right amount of give when I squeezed
it. Her ass felt so good my other hand released its hold on her
breast to join its twin on my mom's ass-cheeks. With two handfuls
of Mom's butt and a mouthful of tit, I wondered if it could get any
better. My brain answered Yes. My mind sent me an idea.

I began pushing her hips, and butt upwards,
trying to draw her toward my head. Johanna felt this and was
confused. She inquired, “What are you doing?”

When I released her bountiful breast, with a
guilty giggle she knew what her son’s intentions were. Mom knew
what I wanted to do to her. She shimmied up toward me and sat up
straighter. Grabbing the iron railings of my headboard, she
delightfully lowered her pussy toward my eager mouth. She knew her
son wanted to eat Mom’s pussy and she was willing to let me. I
knew: my Mom is better than your mom.

Once Johanna sat on my face, I discovered true
Nirvana is better than any chemical induced one. First, she grinded
her wet mound upon my face. She alternated from the smoothness on
the tip of my nose, the slickness of my moistened lips, to the
slight roughness of the stubble on my chin. When I began to stick
out my tongue, she settled on hovering over that. She teased both
herself and me.

She'd hover just enough for my tongue to make
contact with her pussylips. She sighed with delight. Yet every time
I tried to press my tongue in further, she pulled herself up
denying me. Then she'd lower herself only enough for my tongue to
kiss her lips. After a few more times, I began to figure how to win
this game.

Instead of straining, to force my tongue to
resemble Gene Simmons', I stuck out only half of my tongue. Mom had
to lower herself further, before she bounced back up. I gave her
less tongue and she had to descend further. Next, only the tip of
my tongue stuck out. Finally, it was just my lips Mom touched down
on.

At that moment, my hands sprung up and captured
her hips. Holding her tight, I snaked my tongue into her pussy.
Giggling, she playfully tried to pull up. I could tell she was only
half-heartily trying to escape my probing tongue. Between giggles,
she sighed, “Oh Dalton, oh Dibs… oh Dibs, that feels so good.”

She surrendered to her son’s incestuous desires
and sat upon my face. My tongue explored her inner folds. I savored
her sweetness and delectably inhaled the aroma of her scent. She
slid up further and began to gyrate with soft, lazy circular
motions. At first, I tried to twist my head and move my nose out of
the way but she taught, “No babe, keep it right there, keep it
there.”

Straightening my head, I opened my eyes and was
treated to a dreamlike vision. There was Mom's bare tummy, above
were her world-class tits and between the Grand Canyon they forged,
Mom's face floated above looking down at me. Smiling down upon me,
Johanna watched herself smush her son’s face with his mom’s
pussy. Watching each other, she started rubbing her nub against my
nose again.

“That's it… oh god, you're so good to me. Oh,
you're all I need. You’re what I want,” she called down to me. I
was glad her hands were still holding the iron rails, ‘cause my
cock was so enflamed one touch would've caused the fireworks; a
warm breeze would've been enough to ignite my Fourth of July. As
Cleveland Brown would say, “And boom goes the dynamite.”

Blissfully, she continued her facial dance. We
continued to look at each other. She watched her son eat her pussy.
I watched my mom respond carnally as she smothered me with her
pussy. Time ceased to have meaning. Mom loved having her son dine
on pussy. I loved feasting on her fruitful bounty. After a few
seconds, or maybe after a few years, her eyes rolled upwards and
her eyelids began to flutter. Her breathing quickened and she
moaned, “Oh… ooh… oh god…oh gaaaa…” and she stopped. That's the
best description, she just stopped. My Mom was cumming!

After an eternal moment, she returned. After she
finished cumming, my mother’s loving body slipped down off my face
and her butt plopped upon my chest. Breathing deeply maybe three or
four times, Mom reached down and ruffled my hair, “Oh Dibs, I love
you.”

She sat there shamelessly naked, huffing and
puffing from her cumming. She sat on my chest gloriously nude, her
mighty boobs heaving from her deep breathes, her pussy was puffy,
wet and her pussylips were slightly open. She saw me admiring her
beauty. She confessed, “I love you, Dibs.”

“I love you, Johanna,” I promised her, this time
saying her name with authority. Approving of her son using her
first name, proudly she sat up straighter. She knowingly presented
her son an even grander sight. With a sinful smirk, she took two
more breaths. Looking at me, she wickedly asked:

“Are you ready to make love to your Mom?” she
solicited. Johanna hadn’t asked Dibs if I was ready to make love to
her. No, my mother asked if her son was ready to fuck his Mom. My
face told her the answer.

***

“Come, my love,” she called as my mother
dismounted me.

“Come, my son,” Johanna urged. I watched in awe
as my naked mother claimed off her son, acting if this was a
commonplace event. Her comfortable nudity made it even more erotic.
Lying next to me, my beautiful mother offered herself to me.

“Come, Dibs. Come to me, my man.” When Johanna
stated this as an indisputable fact, Mom proclaimed to all that I
was now her Man and by extension she is my Lady. Not just son and
mother, not just man and woman; we were more. Unified, her and I
became us. Our love, pure and blessed made us King and Queen.

“Come to me, Dibs. Take me and make me yours,”
she called as she settled onto her backside. Her head rested on my
pillows, she spread her legs open and enticingly invited her son to
return from whence he came. She didn't have to ask me twice. Before
she finished those words, I was above her.

She wrapped her arms around my neck. Pulling me
down, she kissed me deeply. As we kissed, I started to hump away,
excitedly trying to penetrate her. In my excited state, forming
coherent thoughts seemed impossible. I operated on primal
instinct.

“Get rid of those pajamas, Dummy,” my mother
instructed with a beguiling laugh. I reached down and pushed them
down past my hips. Then flailing away, kicked them and the blankets
off.

Have you ever stuck your tongue on a 9-volt
battery? The buzzing tingle you feel, yet you want to keep your
tongue there anyway. This was how my naked flesh felt upon my mom's
nude body. I buzzed and tingled everywhere and loved it. She
expertly reached between us and guided me home. As my sword slid
into Mom's sheath, it felt perfect. When I was fully inside her
pussy, I realized the hole in my soul I thought never could be
filled was finally filled. Inside my mother's pussy, I was
complete. I arched my back, raising my head up and gazed upon her
beauty.

“Oh babe, you feel so good. I love you,” she
pledged.

“I love you, Jo,” I promised. I lowered my head
and kissed her. We kissed so deeply we became one soul, a mother
and her son united.

Breaking our kiss, Jo licked the outside curve
of my ear. Mom whispered, “Go slowly.”

An instance of anger flared in me. I thought,
this maybe the first time in this saddle, but I've been to the
rodeo before. Still, I would've gone slowly anyway. I didn't
want to break the bond between our bodies. I gently rocked back an’
forth; my body upon hers, never separating, my cock gently rode in
her pussy. The feelings flooding my brain were beyond
mind-boggling, they were awe-inspiring.

As hair-trigger ready as I was, I was astounded
I didn't blast-off. I could feel my cum right there, ready to fire.
My cum was eager to bathe Mom’s womb with my seed; but as if a
scene from Woody Allen’s Everything You Always Wanted to Know
About Sex (but were afraid to ask), my semen storm-troopers
couldn't seem to figure out how to open the door! I didn't complain
as my rocking intensified; my strokes extended; and Johanna
lovingly cheered me on.

“Oh Dibs, that's it,” Jo softly cheered as I
gently thrust my cock into her welcoming pussy.

“Oh babe, that's it… oh god, you feel so good,”
she breathily celebrated. I thrust into her with an increasing
urgency. Her pussy felt so perfect, tight yet supple. Her big boobs
pressed hotly against my chest. Her body softly molded beneath
mine. Mom’s body perfectly fit to her son’s. She held me tight and
hung to my neck as I drove my cock into her pussy repeatedly.

“Oh Dibs, make me yours, make me yours,” she
cried out.

“Oh god Jo, I can’t believe this. You are
incredible.” I vowed I would make her mine. I began to give her all
I had. With each long stroke, I thrust forcefully into her. My bed
bounced beneath our incestuous coupling. My bed shook from our
kindred bonding. Our bodies collided together with thundering claps
that shouted the celebration of our familial union.

“Oh god babe. Yes, yes, yes,” Johanna sang as I
rode my cock in an’ out of her loving pussy. As excited as I was, I
was amazed I hadn't cum yet. As fantastic as it was to finally fuck
my mom, I was thankful I was able to hold off from cumming too
soon. Then…

“Oh, FUCK!” I screamed. She released her
hold on my neck. She grabbed hold of my back. She drove her nails
through me; I screamed in erotic pain. I howled in tortured
bliss.

“Oh Dibs, fuck me… fuck me, Dibs,” Jo loudly
called out. If anyone else was in our home, they would have heard
her cries, her screams for her son to fuck his mother. Our bodies
sang in harmony as we slammed together, loud carnal thunderclaps
rang out, proudly heralding our union.

“Give your Mom the fucking she needs,” she sung.
Hearing my mom speak like this fired my depraved lust to higher
heights. I drove into her with greater determination. Feeling the
effect her words had her son, she continued with her fiendish
cheering.

“Fuck me, Dibs. Fuck your Mom,” she scandalously
demanded and I charged into her. She drove her hips up to meet my
downward driving hips, my cock dove deep into her pussy. It’s one
thing to fantasize about your mother saying these things, but
imagine the splendor when Mom actually cries them out!

“Give your mom the fucking she deserves,” Jo
ordered and I obeyed. Repeatedly, I drove my cock deep into her
hungering pussy.

“Oh god yes, that's it you motherfucker,” she
brazenly howled. Hearing my mom call me a motherfucker set me on
fire. Like a dedicated fireman, I worked hard at her burning lust.
Settling into a steady rhythm, I slammed my cock into her pussy
over an’ over. Miraculously, my eighteen-year-old body hadn’t
betrayed me by cumming as soon as possible.

“Oh god yes, that's it you motherfucker,” she
shamelessly cursed. My balls throbbed with need to cum. Still my
front line storm-troopers couldn't figure out the lock that held
them back; yet they pushed more an’ more against the door. Urging
her son to fuck her, Jo’s nails tore tracks across my back and I
loved it like nothing ever before.

“Oh god babe, I love it… I love it, oh god
Dibs,” she shouted. “God yes, that's it!”

“Oh god, you're giving your Mom the best fucking
ever,” she extolled. I couldn’t believe she called herself “Mom.”
She seemed proud it was her son ramming his cock into her
pussy.

“Oh, fuck your Mom like that… yeah like that,
you motherfucker,” she praised her loving son as I rammed my cock
in an’ outta her hot, wet pussy.

“Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck, Fuck!!!” she
squealed. I continued to give Mom all the fucking I had in me.

After a lifetime, we were both gasping for air.
The harder I tried to cum, the more it eluded me. Grunts and groans
replaced her chants. She was too exhausted to keep up her sinful
symphony. I could no longer draw breath. I had to pause. Putting a
hand on my chest and through her labored breaths, my mother
taught:

“Hold up. Give me a chance to catch my breath.”
Pushing me up, she crawled out from under me.

“Here you go.” Getting on her hands and knees,
her ample ass proudly on display, Jo offered herself to her son.
Standing on my knees, I knelt behind her. I admired Mom’s big butt,
her phat ass. I rubbed my hands on her majestic ass and slid
my cock in the valley between her butt-cheeks.

An urge over took me. I lowered my head before
one of her ass-cheeks and…

…I bit down hard. Lust fueled my hunger; my
teeth sank into her tasty ass-cheeks. Mom yelled in shock and I
held fast. When she silenced, I released my hold and saw my bite
mark imprinted deeply on her ass. My mark was an angry red on her
pale pink skin. It boldly announced, Property of Dibs.

I got behind my Mom; and pushing down on my
cock, lined it up with her wet pussy. She accepted me eagerly,
hungrily. Her pussy felt even more welcoming then before. I slid
back inside her until my hips made contact with her ample rear.
Leaning my chest against her back, I whispered into her ear, “I
love you, Jo.”

“I love you, Mom.” Reaching around her, I cupped
her hanging breasts. They overflowed my hands. Without withdrawing,
I commenced ramming into her and grunted from the effort. I tried
to hold tight to her boobs, but as she began to buck back against
me, I couldn't hold on. Rising up, I straightened and seized her
hips. Securely anchored, I was able to thrust into her as fervently
as I burned to.

She wasn't satisfied remaining stationary. At
first, our motions were chaotic but with our close, familial bond,
we quickly found a natural rhythm. Every time my hips crashed down
upon her ass, it produced an erotic slap and a ripple would run
through her ass and up her back. Mom continued to grunt, and I
groaned my own arousal.

“Mom, you're incredible!” I declared. “Goddamn
Jo, you are fuckin’ incredible.”

“Grab my hair.” she yelled back. Releasing one
of my anchors from her hips, I grabbed a handful of her raven
locks. I held tight to it as she tossed her head, threatening to
tear loose from my grip. As I thrust my cock into Mom's pussy, I
pulled back on her hair.

“That's it… yeah, you motherfucking bastard,”
she wantonly yelled.

“Yeah fuck your Mom, you mudda-fucka.” I
was so excited my heart pounded against my ribs, threatening to
burst through my chest. From the heat of our motherfucking sex,
sweat was pouring off me. After a bone-jarring collision between
us, I held tight, buried inside her. My hand released her hip.

In a blur of motion, my hand swung back and…

Whap! I slapped Mom's meaty ass-cheek.
She shrieked like a hellion. Replacing my hand to her hip, I
tightened my grip on her hair. On one ass-cheek, Johanna sported
the brand of her son’s bite. On the other, my handprint glowed on
Mom's ass-cheek. I rammed into her over, an’ over, an’ over. She
was more than my Mom, Johanna was my fuckin’ Queen. Her butt
proclaimed this.

“Again,” my hellion demanded. I spanked her ass
hard enough to produce a commanding thunderclap. Mom screamed a
house-shaking howl. Raising my hand, my handprint throbbed an angry
red, matching my bite-mark on her other cheek. My mother’s ass bore
the marks of her son.

Jo dropped down to her forearms, resting her
head on a pillow. I knew she was tiring. A loving devoted son, I
reached over and grabbed two pillows. “Here,” I said as I kindly,
selfishly placed them under her hips. Now, her hips had a more
upwards direction, offering even more of her to me.

“Fuck Yeah!” I shouted when I resumed my
thrusting into Mom's glorious pussy. I could still feel my cum
right there. My cum zealously wanted to burst out, yet my semen
storm-troopers were unable to figure out how to open the door. With
one hand holding her hip, I rhythmically slammed my cock in an’ out
of her pussy. With her raised position tempting me, I sucked on my
middle finger, then touched Mom's backdoor. She cooed with
pleasure. As I tickled her sphincter, she giggled. Into the pillow,
she moaned in approval.

“Oh, I like that,” she hailed and I tickled her
puckered asshole.

“Oh that's so wicked,” she applauded her young
pupil. My cock slammed into her pussy, my finger massaging her
asshole.

“Oh my god, I can't believe you're doing that.”
I sucked more on my finger, covering it with spit. However, when I
tried to penetrate her backdoor, Johanna yelled back, “Whoa…”

I stopped. I stopped playing with her backdoor.
I stopped my thrusts. I think I may have stopped breathing. Mom,
surprisingly, swiftly spun around. In a blur of motion, she was
seated before me. Jo teased, “Sweetie, there'll be time to do that
another time.”

With her before me, Mom was about eye level with
my cock, and she took hold of her son. I think she meant to take me
into her mouth. However, when she pulled my cock level with her was
the moment my semen storm-troopers finally figured out the door
swung outward and they all rushed the door. Slamming open the door,
they frantically charged. Bursting out, my cum struck like a
tsunami, an avalanche of cum.

My first cum-shot slapped Mom in the forehead;
my second cum-shot fired high, into Jo’s hair; the third and fourth
aimed for her eye. Mom quickly turned away, one blast of cum
hitting the side of her closed eyelid, the other next to it.
Numbers five and six pelted her ear; two more slammed into her
cheek; one hit her chin; then the strugglers dribbled out, landing
on her forearm.

Finally, my cannon emptied and my mother was
coated with my cum. Jo was covered with her son’s cum. Mom’s face
wore the evidence of our immorality. Feeling around for something,
anything, she finally clutched the T-shirt I tossed off many hours
earlier. Attempting to wipe her face clean, she succeeded more in
smearing it. Persistently, she finally got most of my spunk off her
face. Mom still had a sticky sheen, when she said:

“We're gonna have to work on that.”
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Chapter 1

“We're gonna have to work on that,” Johanna
deadpanned. She still sported a sticky sheen.

Once she got most of my spunk off her face, Mom
used my now ruined T-shirt to catch the last couple of drops of cum
leaking out of my cock. She wiped my slicked cock as it slowly
deflated from its former majesty. Finished, my cock headed toward
Time Out.

After Jo climbed off my bed, my Lady stood and
held her hand out to me. Taking her hand in mine, I allowed her to
lead me out my bedroom. As we left my room and entered hers, I
admired my mother's well-formed ass. She always complained her butt
was too big but I had no idea what she was talking about. Sure, it
was bigger than the twigs I knew at college but to me this was a
plus.

Her ass had a pleasant plump heart-shape. With
my mother’s slightly insane attitude toward her body, she goes to
the gym three or four days a week and her ass showed the results.
Her butt had a succulent firmness to it. She walked nude in front
of me and I watched Mom’s ass sway with feminine grace. I admired
how her ass-cheeks proudly bore my marks. On one was my handprint;
the other my teeth-mark. As I enjoyed the sight of my mother’s
bared ass, it was impressive how firm her ass was for a woman of
42, and there was no cottage cheese. A charming noticeable feature
was where her ass met the back of her legs. There it folded in and
the crease created two happy smiles.

Johanna confidently led her son through her
bedroom. As we passed her bed, I noticed a yellow-colored legal pad
and pen. Amused, I wondered, Who still uses pen and paper?
These thoughts vanished when she led me into the large master
bathroom. In some ways, this was my mother’s sanctuary. The shower
was a huge walk-in affair built into an alcove. On the floor,
across the front was an ornate brass grille that served as a border
and drain. Behind was dark Jerusalem limestone, which stood in
contrast to the light-colored rough texture of the granite blocks
that lined the walls. There were three showerheads, one on each
wall, and I watched enchanted as she turned them on.

To watch my mother move about nude was
mesmerizing. She was completely oblivious of how beautiful a sight
she presented, which made it even hotter.

Once she had the showerheads set to an agreeable
temperature, Mom stepped in and promptly was every son's shower
scene fantasy. With three shower heads she was soaked instantly and
after rinsing off her face, she reached up and slicked back her
raven locks into a ponytail that reached down to the beginning of
the gentle sweep of her buttocks. She turned to face me and I
watched the water cascade over her magnificent heavy breasts. It
washed over in sheets, to split at her nipples. Some followed the
curves of her body while some rained down in the most erotic
waterfalls I ever observed.

I watched the clear liquid run down the sweep of
her stomach and funnel down to her pussy, where it dripped freely
from her slightly spread legs. Still, enough water showered her to
slick her powerful shapely legs giving them a sheen no pantyhose
could match.

With a twist and sway, Mom shook her head clear
of water and opened those piercing, vibrant blue eyes of hers. When
she saw I just stood there dumbfound admiring her beauty,
Amphitrite the exquisite goddess of the sea invited, “Aren't
you gonna join me?”

I didn't need to be asked twice. I walked into
her welcoming arms and kissed her as every son wishes to kiss his
mother. Our lips meet and her mouth opened to accept my probing
tongue. I felt her arms wrap around and pull me tight to her wet
body. Feeling the hot water wash down upon me, I realized how tired
and weary I was. It had been a long day. It was an exciting
night.

Still, my hands wanted to explore this wet
nymph's body. My fingers glided over her smooth, soft back and
settled on her moist, warm butt-cheeks. Their heated flesh seemed
to melt into my hands as I cupped them. Squeezing them, I pulled
her even tighter to me. We suspended our kissing. She reached up
and pushed my hair off my face. Brushing it back with her fingers
sent quivers through me as she rubbed my scalp. Looking up at me,
she smiled and announced, “I love you so much.”

“Jo, I love you too,” I promised, kissing her
wet, eager lips. Her wet form caressed my chest and I was ensnared.
I released my hold on her exceptional ass. Stepping behind her, my
back was in line with one of the water sprays. While the hot water
felt incredible, what I felt next was even better.

As I reached under her arms, I wrapped my arms
around her and took hold of my mother's magnificent breasts. To
hold my mom's warm, wet boobs in my hands was beyond description.
Her grand globes overflowed over my hands. I heard people say,
‘more than a handful is a waste;’ to them I say they are fools!

To feel the weight of her boobs was amazing;
they were firm and solid. With the natural amount of suppleness she
had, I was able to bounce them in my hands. As I played with Mom’s
wet boobs, I knew I was the luckiest man alive. Arrogantly, I knew,
my Mom is better than yours.

“Oh god, oh god yes,” she slowly whimpered in a
long panted whisper. The water washed over her breasts and onto my
hands. I reached up further and brought my hands across her points,
palming her nipples. I could feel her hard bullets on the palms of
my hands. In small circles, I rubbed her wet tits.

“Hey Now,” I laughed as I played with my mom’s
great tits.

“Hey Jo…” I sang while she let her son fondle
her hot naked body.

“Oh god, Dibs, oh that feels so good, oh my…” my
water nymph breathed.

Even though I had just cum less than ten minutes
ago, I was surprised, and disappointed, my cock hung at half-mast.
My hormones raged. My lust was a burning inferno. I was eighteen
and believed I should be ready to go again. I wanted to fuck this
mermaid I held in my hands, yet my cock was in a Time
Out.

I squeezed Mom's boobs tight to her, which
pressed her into me. With our height difference, my cock laid on
the upswell of her rump. I humped myself on her and urged my
sleeping giant to wake.

The water nymph knew what I was trying to do and
saved me from myself. Reaching up and back, she grabbed hold of my
head and pulled it down to her shoulder. My nymph cocked her head
back and she gave me a quick peck. “Sweetie, we have plenty of time
to do that so many more times.”

To hear your Mom state that you and her will be
fucking “many more times” may be the greatest sentence someone can
say.

“Hey Jo,” I again sang. She kissed me again,
keeping her warm soft lips attached to mine until I felt her tongue
licking my lips. Opening my mouth, her tongue snaked its way in. I
held my warm, wet, naked mother to me so that she could kiss me
deeper. After a lifetime, we severed our kiss and she said, “Okay,
now help me get soaped up.”

She handed me her loofah and I poured a big blob
of her body soap onto it. Instantly, I could smell the lavender and
lilac scent of the soap. Beginning at the underside of her chin, I
soaped up Mom's neck. By the time I reached the bottom of her neck,
the loofah had built up a mighty mound of suds. I left a smear of
soap bubbles across her chest. I washed the valley between her
mountains. I lovingly washed her breasts clean, focusing on the
mind-blowing feel of washing the underside of her boobs. As I
washed her right underboob the loofah stuck beneath the mass of her
breast, but I didn't realize it at first. My soapy hand continued
its travels.

“Sweetie, you lost something.” The nymph took my
hand into hers. I realized my hand was empty. Looking at the floor,
I couldn't see where the loofah had fallen. Looking over her
shoulder, I still couldn't find where the damn thing disappeared.
My mermaid started to giggle.

“Where'd the damn thing go?” I wondered aloud
and Mom laughed with mirth; her wet form shook upon mine. After she
let me search a few more seconds she laughed. With her left hand,
she removed the loofah from her hiding space and handed it back to
me. At my speechlessness, she laughed even more. Finally the water
nymph took pity upon me.

“That happens to me all the time, too. Only
difference is I can feel it dangling there,” she giggled and I
laughed with her.

As I soaped up the soft swell of her stomach, I
said into her ear, “Johanna, you are the most beautiful woman I
know.”

“Honey, that's really sweet but I know you're
only saying that because you're molesting me right now.”

“Still it's true,” I promised.

“Listen, I know I don't look like those girls at
college. You…”

I cut her off there.

“Mom, Johanna, I'd take you over any girl
at school. They are all girls with a girl's body. You are a woman…”
I took her bountiful boob in my left hand, “…with the body of a
woman. I'll hear none of this nonsense.”

“Now kiss me,” I ordered. She obeyed by twisting
her head around and we kissed. As we kissed, my hand began to soap
her pubic mound. While washing between my mermaid's legs, she
pressed her lips against me with increased force. Swirling the
soapy loofah along her urging body I felt her sigh with desire.

With a last sigh, Jo removed my hand from her
treasure. She took a step forward and called over her shoulder,
“Okay, time to do my back.”

I took her soaked dark mane, squeezed it into a
ponytail and tossed it over her left shoulder. Reloading the
loofah, I started at her neck. I lovingly washed her back. As I
reached about halfway down I knelt behind her and continued my
descend down her body. When I reached her butt, I had to taste her
flesh.

First, I simply licked Mom's fiery wet globes.
As I kissed her right butt-cheek, the cannibal in me took over.
With a mouthful of her ample meat, I bit down hard. Locking my
teeth into her skin, my nymph squealed. Releasing my hold, she
jumped.

“Oh my God! What kind of savage have I made?”
she laughingly asked. Admiring my branding, I pulled her close to
me and rubbed her tender flesh.

Gently kissing each globe, I rubbed the loofah
across her butt. I thoroughly washed her clean. I joyfully slide
the loofah between her ass-crack. At one point, I left it hanging
in there to see if it would stay. It did. When I went to retrieve
it, Mom clinched her cheeks tight and I couldn't get it out.

“Think of that next time you wanna put something
in there!” she teasingly warned. Instead of deterring me, it made
me want to explore her Forbidden Zone more.

I washed her strong shapely legs. Reaching her
left foot, I directed her to lift it to me. Bending her leg at the
knee, I took her offered foot and lovingly scrubbed it. Holding
onto my shoulder for balance, she giggled from the ticklishness as
I washed the soles of her foot. After her other foot returned to
the floor, I watched with delight as she rinsed the remaining soap
off her gleaming physique.

Putting her hand to my chin, my Queen summoned
her King to rise up. Upon standing, we kissed and she took the
loofah from me. “I hope you don't mind smelling like lavender and
lilac,” my love asked.

“For you anything,” I pledged.

Arching my chest, I held out my arms, palms
cupped upwards posing as a preening Adonis to Aphrodite. Refilling
the loofah, she playfully slapped me in the face with suds. It was
charming to hear her girlish laugh. To have Mom soaping me up was
delicious, delightful and decadent.

She rubbed the loofah across my chest and I
realized why women use it instead of a washcloth. I tightened my
abs as my water nymph washed them and marveled at the soft, light
feel of the loofah instead of an abrasive, heavy washcloth. It was
magic as she washed the middle of my back, with none of my trying
to twist into odd contortions to reach everywhere. I tensed as My
Queen seized my ass but after a squeeze, she simply washed me
without any funny business.

Spinning back around in front of me, Mom began
washing my family jewels. Even with a mermaid stroking my sleeping
giant, he only stirred to half-mast; I remained in Time
Out.

“It's so nice to see my son has grown into such
a fine young man,” the mermaid commented as she washed my sac.
Looking into my eyes she continued, “Yes, you've become a real man,
Dibs. I love you.”

Before I could respond, she kissed me devotedly.
She kissed me lastingly. She kissed me committedly.

Finished, we stepped out of the shower nook. In
the spacious bathroom, a cloud of steam hovered and obscured the
ceiling. We each grabbed a towel and dried off. I watched Johanna
as she watched me watch her dry her back. Holding a corner of the
towel in each hand, she vigorously rubbed it across her back. In
the process, her pendulous breasts swayed from side-to-side in
jaw-dropping fashion.

When she finished drying herself, she wrapped
the towel across her chest. It was sorta-kinda at breast level, in
that the towel ran over her boobs; and she tucked it closed in the
middle between her tits, as if to emphasis their greatness.

Wrapping my towel around my waist, I stepped
behind her as she stood in front of the mirror trying to wipe it
free of mist. Taking the hairbrush from her, I began to adoringly
comb out her luxurious hair. When I finished getting every knot and
tangle loose, her brush flowed through her mane bringing out its
sheen. Mom cooed with pleasure from my attention.

Satisfied, she took the brush from me. She
placed the brush on the counter and took me by the hand. Mom
requested, “Come.”

She led me through the door to the master
bedroom. At her plush king-sized bed, she pulled back the covers.
Dropping the towel to the floor, she slinked her sumptuous form
into the bed.

“Get in,” Mom summoned. I followed her into her
bed. It seemed strange to be crawling into my mother's bed,
something I hadn't done since I was five years old. It felt natural
to be getting under the covers with my new girlfriend.

After I settled into her bed, Johanna snuggled
up to me. I was lying on my back and my girl took my right arm and
placed it underneath the back of her neck. Her head rested on my
shoulder and she draped an arm across my chest. I looked down at
the top of her head and watched as she gently rubbed my chest.

“Do you know how many times I wanted to do
this?” Jo wondered.

“Many a night, I lay awake in this big bed, in
this big room that felt so empty. I knew you were right across the
hallway. I wanted to come and curl up with you while you slept. I
thought about how nice it would feel to have your arms around me,
to feel your warmth. I'd think about how you would hold me until I
fell asleep.”

“Don't say anything,” my angel put one finger on
my lips.

“Let's just go to sleep,” With a quick peck on
my cheek, “I love you, Dibs.” I felt her snuggle even closer upon
me. Within three blinks of an eye, Johanna was asleep.

I alternated between staring at her head and
staring at the ceiling. I thought, how crazy is this? I
wondered, how upside down had my world become? Less than 10
hours ago, I fled this room after being yelled at for feeling up my
mom. Now, I was lying in my mother's bed with her nude body
sleeping alongside me. I wondered if I slipped through the rabbit
hole and joined Alice in Wonderland.


Chapter 2

I awoke with a start. Something was wrong, I was
in someone else's bed; I was in someone else's room; and someone
pressed their soft, warm body against mine. I searched my environs,
wishing my eyes would hurry up and adjust to the darkness. Blinking
multiple times, things began to take shape. I started to recognize
the furniture. I was in my mother's room and I was in her bed!
Looking at the sleeping form, I realized who it was. I thought,
‘Holy shit, this hasn't all been a dream.’

When she pressed her pliant form even tighter up
to me, it seemed to make it even more real, especially since it
took me forever to get back to sleep. Suddenly the bed was
uncomfortable, the pillow not right and as great as it was to have
my naked mother molded to me, she felt like she was a 1,000
degrees. I wanted to shift positions but was confined by her
sleeping figure.

‘Yeah, this definitely ain't a dream,’ I thought
as I stared at the ceiling wishing for sleep to come. In the
darkness, looking at her dresser, I saw her cat staring at me with
those creepy, wise cat’s eyes. It didn’t look happy I was in my
mother’s bed instead of it. Eventually, sleep came.

The next time I opened my eyes, Johanna was
kinda half lying on me with her chin on my chest looking at me with
those intense blue eyes. “Great, you're finally up…” giving me a
quick peck, “Güten Morgen,” my dream girl sang. She
climbed over me and off the bed to head to the bathroom. I heard
the shower running.

Still groggy, I laid there in her bed.
Recognizing the surroundings, appreciating I was in Mom’s bed,
comprehending I just slept with her, I put my hands behind my head.
I thought, ‘Yup, it's good to be the King.’

“Hey now!” I growled. Finished with a quick
shower, comfortably nude Mom reentered our bedroom. She smirked at
her son’s enthusiastic admiring comment while she walked over to
her dresser.

“Hey Jo,” I sang to her. She reached into one of
her drawers and pulled out a light sky-blue bra. As she put it on,
I could see the bottom half of the cups were a solid shiny satin
material, the top half a sheer lace material. It was beguiling to
watch her stand nude before her dresser and the mirror above it. In
an effortless, practiced fashion, she wrapped her bra around her so
that it was backwards. With the hooks facing her, she closed it and
then spun it around.

Looking up, from the mirror, she saw me watching
her. With a bemused smile, she lifted the straps of her bra up onto
her shoulders. While looking at her son watch her in the mirror, Jo
adjusted her boobs into place by erotically bouncing and jiggling
them. Finished, her bra perfectly held her breasts proudly on
display. It was almost as enchanting seeing those mounds held in
such an attractive container as seeing her breathtaking boobs on
open display, almost.

I was astounded to see Mom pull out the matching
boyshorts-style panties. I never seen her wear these before.

When I was a budding teenage pervert, I made it
my duty to learn all about the different styles of bras and panties
that exists. I always found boyshorts to be ultra-sexy.
Originally designed to resemble a man's brief they evolved into
their own style. I thought boyshorts remind you of a tube-top for a
woman's hips. Women's boyshorts panties feature leg openings that
cover the top portion of the thighs and usually an invisible
waistband. Boyshorts hug a woman's butt to sit flat along her body.
This is what I find so desirable about them, how they embrace what
they’re asked to hold.

Watching Mom slide her boyshorts on, I wondered
if I was still dreaming. Similar to her bra, the bottom half was a
solid light-sky blue satin material about three inches wide; the
top half was sheer lace material, like her bra about three inches
wide. When she had them in place, I drooled as her boyshorts hugged
her shape tight and the bottom-half of her butt was charmingly
exposed.

My amazement didn't stop.

My lingerie model next pulled out a white
camisole tank top. It was a simple cami with spaghetti straps. When
she donned it, it had to stretch to hug her chest tight. Below, it
hung loosely. Seeing it hang away from her mid-section, I found the
slackness enticing, knowing her lovely breasts above were the
cause. With white lace trim on the bottom, it barely reached her
hips. What was the loveliest was how it seemed to more reveal than
cover her bra. Along with the exposed thick bra straps, most of the
top-half of her bra was exposed underneath the low-cut camisole my
mother wore. I drooled in appreciation.

Finished dressing, my lingerie model turned to
me. As I admired Johanna’s easy beauty, my mother demanded:

“You gonna lay there all day? Get up and get
wash up. I'm gonna make us some breakfast. See you downstairs.” I
watched her ass dance in those boyshorts as she sashayed out of our
bedroom.

After I got out of my mother's bed, my body
sorta operated on autopilot; and so, I headed over to the smaller
bathroom in the hallway I normally use and took a quick shower.
Finished and dried off, I went into my bedroom. There I threw on a
black Nike T-shirt and a pair of loose-fitting red with black
basketball shorts. Descending the stairs, I heard Mom watching a
business news channel in the kitchen and smelled breakfast cooking:
the wonderful smell of pork sausages frying.

When I entered the kitchen, she graced me with
the vision of an angel performing her miracle at the stove. I took
a seat at the kitchen table and watched her. Unknowingly, Mom had
the artistic grace of a ballerina. In the outfit she wore, watching
her bounce about I was soon sporting major wood.

“Oh, you're out of bed finally. How did you
sleep?” my angel asked as she continued to face the stove. Without
pause, she babbled, “I slept incredible. I haven't slept like that
in so long. God, it was nice to have a man to hold tight to. I told
you I often thought of crawling into your bed as you slept; just to
have you hold me as I slept.”

Watching Johanna prance and purr got me so hard
I couldn't resist the urge to start stroking myself. It felt so
good, so wicked to be jerking off as I watched my mother cook in
nothing but her panties and camisole.

“It just felt so good to snuggle up against you.
I hope I wasn't too clingy and I didn't keep you up…” With my hand
down my shorts and wrapped around my crank, she suddenly spun
around.

“…Oh, I see you're already up,” Jo quipped. I
burned with embarrassment and quickly made to remove my offending
hand from my shorts. Amused, she assured me, “It's okay, honey. I
understand you're young and get like that, don't stop.” She floated
toward me. “In fact, it's kinda hot knowing you were doing that
thinking about me.

“Do you do that often thinking about me?” Jo
teased, already knowing the answer. She stood before me. Leaning
down, she took my head in her hands and kissed me. After our kiss,
our faces still close she whispered, “Can I watch?”

I kept stroking and Mom pulled the front of my
waistband to expose my raging boner. She laughed, “Look how big he
is. I remember when you were this small,” and held her fingers a
few inches apart. Smelling the food cooking she jumped up. “Let me
not burn my man's breakfast. He needs his energy.”

In a couple of graceful leaps, she was back
before the stove. As I kept getting familiar with myself, Mom
called over her shoulder, “What do you have planned for today? Are
you doing anything?”

‘Besides jerking off behind your back?’ I
thought. Instead, I answered, “Nah, I got nothing special
happening.”

“Good, I was thinking maybe we could hang-out
together and then maybe go do something. You don't mind being out
with your mother, do you?”

“Jo, I’d be honored.” I assured her.

Putting the food on the plates, my mother
ordered, “Good. Now wash your hands. Breakfast is ready.” Washing
my hands in the kitchen sink, I saw Mom cooked some egg whites with
spinach concoction for herself; for me, she loaded my plate with
French toast, sausage links and three fried eggs.

“Thanks, Yo-Hahn-Nah.” Taking my plate, I
kissed her on the lips. Mom smile prettily, charmed by being called
her by her full first name in its exotic form. We sat down at the
kitchen table. After we sat, the news began a story about a rival
grocery chain; well trained, I knew not to say anything during the
report. We ate breakfast in silence. Nothing needed to be said. We
just enjoyed each other's company.

When finished eating and putting my plate in the
dishwasher, I wandered over to the living room. Plopping down on
the sofa, I threw on SportsCenter to get some scores and
highlights.

After she finished in the kitchen, Johanna
joined me in the living room. Lifting my arm up, she just casually
curled up beside me on the sofa. So casually she acted, as if this
was an everyday routine! Grabbing the remote from me, she began
flipping through the channels.

“Hey! I was watching that.”

“So? There's no baseball scores or news. It
doesn't matter then,” Jo announced. I guess as much as some things
changed, something's were gonna remain the same. Pinned by her to
the sofa, I was trapped and just prayed she didn't subject me to
The View or similar torture. Up in the 300 or 400's of
channels, in the On-Demand channels, she stopped.

“Oh good, I've been wanting to see this movie,”
she declared. It was, Another Earth; a movie I never heard
of.

“What's it about?” I asked, prepping myself for
two hours of chick-flick hell.

Hitting a button on the remote the synopsis
appeared. Mom read aloud to her apparently illiterate son, “Rhoda
Williams, a bright young woman accepted into MIT's astrophysics
program, aspires to explore the cosmos. A brilliant composer, John
Burroughs, has just reached the pinnacle of his profession and is
about to have a second child with his loving wife. On the eve of
the discovery of a duplicate Earth, tragedy strikes and the lives
of these strangers become irrevocably intertwined. Estranged from
the world and the selves they once knew, the two outsiders begin an
unlikely love affair and reawaken to life. But when one is
presented with the chance of a lifetime opportunity to travel to
the other Earth and embrace an alternative reality, which new life
will they choose?”

“A friend of mine told me about it a while ago.
I’ve wanted to see it for a long time. So shut up and enjoy it.”
Johanna ordered. Hitting the Play button on the remote, Mom
consoled me with a quick peck and snuggled against me. Considering
my own past, I found the beginning of the movie a bit unsettling.
The rest of the movie was really good and definitely not a
chick-flick, of what I saw! I was a little busy getting to know my
new girlfriend better.

As Jo nestled up to me, every so often she'd
look back at me with those pleading eyes. Every time, I granted her
request for a kiss.

My hands began to explore my newfound land. My
left hand focused on the upper peninsula: Mom's stupendous tits. At
first, my hand caressed them over her bra and camisole. To feel
their fullness beneath the ultra-smoothness of her cami was
exquisite. I vainly tried to wrap my hand around one of her orbs
and savored my failure. I delighted at their perfection. It got
even better when my hand mysteriously worked its way under her
cami. Jo quietly chuckled at her son exploring her body, Mom softly
giggled at my boldness. The only thing between my palm and Mom's
bare breast was her silky satin bra. Even after last night, to
touch your mom in such an intimate way, and her letting you, is
extraordinary! I trembled at the change of texture from the solid
satin bottom half to the sheer lacy top half. I could feel her
heat, especially when she put her hand over mine. Mom held my hand
tighter to her tits.

My right hand wasn't idle. It was busy exploring
my girlfriend's lower peninsula. I started by rubbing her bare
thigh, my fingers amazed at its miraculous mix of softness with a
firmness underneath. When I explored the tenderness of her inner
thigh, Mom giggled with pleasure. When I discovered a sensitive
meadow, I strummed the tips of my fingers along its suppleness. Jo
cooed with appreciation and kissed me with fervor. My hand
continued to explore further north, discovering her Promised
Land.

Using the tips of three fingers, I delicately
petted her pussy, just curling my fingers across the slickness of
her satin panties. She rewarded her son by sighing in a breathless
whisper, “Ah, Ooh, Aaah… that's nice.”

By flexing my wrist, I extended the stroke of my
petting. As I petted my mom’s pussy, I could feel the fire it
stoked. Jo's head tilted back and she purred with longing.

“Oh you like that, huh?” I teased. She nodded
her erotically. I palmed her pussy and petted my girlfriend's
Paradise.

“Ooooh god, oh that feels sooooo good,” Jo
softly purred. I felt the same, the tingles from my hand raced up
my arm into my heart and then exploded like a firecracker in my
brain. As we kissed, Mom's mouth hung open, breathing her lust into
me. I pressed my fingers harder on her and I could feel the swell
of her aroused pussy mound. I felt the outlines of her pussylips.
Soon my fore and ring fingers danced across her folds as my middle
finger traced the slit between them.

“Oh god Dibs. Oh god, you're gonna make me cum.”
I didn't know if my mother was asking me to stop or if Jo was
begging me to continue. I choose the latter.

“Aah… Aah… ah god. Oh god Dibs, I so… fuckin’…
love you,” Mom confessed in a long, drawn-out drawl.

“Oooh gaaa…” in a breathless voice, she started.
She didn’t finish, couldn’t finish because she was busy cumming. Jo
kissed me. Biting my lower lip, Mom groaned some incoherent garble.
Her eyes searched the sky; on my fingers, I could feel the hot damp
rush of her climax. Returning back to this Earth, Mom released the
hold she had on my lip and her body simply melted onto mine. As her
breathing returned, she reached back. Grasping my neck, Jo pulled
herself up to me.

“I love you so much. Oh god, do I love you,” Mom
promised and gave me a loving kiss. We watched the end of the movie
as two satisfied lovers.

“How would you like a second chance?” Jo asked
when the movie ended, referring to the movie's ending. Kissing my
mother fully on the lips, I replied, “Johanna, I already have
mine.”

“I got Dibs,” she claimed and laughed at the
first time using this expression, but probably different than
anyone else did when calling dibs. She had me some more, an’ more,
an’more…

“Before you get me going again, let's go
upstairs to our Lover's Nest.”


Chapter 3

After Jo stood up, my new girlfriend extended
her hand to me. I took her delicate hand and rose up. Following her
out of the living room, we headed toward the stairs. Stopping
before the base of the stairs, my doll bent over and picked at some
invisible lint on the first step.

Standing directly behind her, I took Mom's hips
in my hands and pressed my rigid cock against her rump. Even with
our clothes on, to be rubbing myself on her ass was breathtaking.
She took hold of the second step and allowed her son to mount her.
Pressing my stiffie firmly upon her butt, I dry humped my mom with
wild abandon. Even as it happened, I had trouble believing it was
happening. ‘Holy fucking shit,’ my mind screamed as I firmly held
her hips humping her ass; as Jo thrust her ass back upon her son’s
cock. Neither of us cared the front door was only six feet behind
us, with opaque sidelights flanking both sides.

Holding her with my right hand, my left reached
forward and took hold of one of her world-class tits. Squeezing
their malleable flesh, I hot-dogged my hard cock between the warm
buns of her soft ass-cheeks. I couldn't take it anymore I had to
have the real thing. I tried to peel off Mom's panties. She stopped
me by standing back upright.

“Wait until we get upstairs,” Mom patiently
instructed. Like a gazelle, she sprang up the stairs. Like the King
of the Jungle, I chased after my prey. I caught my prey when she
fled into my room.

There, she surrendered by taking me into her
arms. She launched herself upon me, kissing me with wanton abandon.
I wrapped my arms around her neck and it was her turn to explore my
body. As her tongue sought refuge in my mouth, my gazelle's paws
reached under my T-shirt. Her hands pawed at my flanks; everywhere
she touched my flesh, her hands set me on fire.

Without delay, Jo yanked down my shorts and
boxers in one fluid motion. Before my cock sprang completely free
from its captivity, Mom seized it in her hand. She yanked my cock a
couple of times to make sure it was firmly attached to me.
Satisfied with her son’s development, my Queen knelt before her
master. I watched with astonishment as she washed her face with my
cock.

Along her cheeks, my cock graced; across her
forehead, my cock danced; bouncing back and forth upon her nose, my
cock sprang. With her chin, she stroked the underside of my cock.
Her head arched back and the rim of my cockhead rested on her chin.
Rolling her head forward, her jaw stroked my underside until her
chin rested at the base of my cock. Arching her head back again, my
cock slid along her chin. When she opened her lips wide, Mom
effortlessly took me in her mouth.

To feel my mother's warm moist breath on my cock
was phenomenal. With an amazing grace, her full luscious lips
wrapped themselves around my shaft. Reaching around, she took hold
of my butt. Gently bobbing forward, she slid down my cock. Mom took
more of me into her mouth. She was only able to take about half my
length when I felt my helmet reach the back of her mouth. She held
there, within I felt her tongue massage my cock.

Instinctually, I placed my hands on her head
combing my fingers into her hair. Approvingly, Jo looked up at me
with those piercing eyes. Even with my cock in her mouth, she
smiled at me. Gracefully she let my cock slip from her mouth until
only the rim of my helmet held to her lips. Reversing direction,
Mom sucked my cock into her mouth.

“Oh god Jo, that feels sooooo good,” I moaned. I
held her head tighter to me. Her tongue rolled beneath my
stick.

“Oh, Jesus Christ, oh god,” I whimpered as her
moist lips burned along my tool.

“Oh my fucking god, Jo,” I prayed. With just my
cockhead in her mouth, Mom's tongue made love to my super-sensitive
tip.

“Oh god, that feels so fuckin' good,” I said to
those watching eyes as she again slid her wet lips onto my aroused
cock. Pausing with my helmet pressed into the back of her mouth, I
playfully pushed her further. She responded by grasping my
butt-cheeks tighter.

Softly gagging, she pushed away from my pelvis
and her lips seared along my rod. As soon as she reached my crown,
Mom quickly reversed direction. With a slow bobbing motion, she
jerked my cock with her lips.

Too soon, I could feel my orgasm threatening.
Trying to pull her off my cock, I warned her pleading eyes, “Jo,
I'm gonna cum if you keep doing that.”

Instead of releasing her hold on my cock, she
tightened her lips on my enflamed flesh. A devilish look of control
washed across her face. She enjoyed the power she had over her son.
One of her hands disengaged from my butt to take my sac in its
grasp. Focusing on the feel of her hand manipulating my sac, I
fought with my body not to cum. Mom did not help. Johanna
enthusiastically sucked her son’s cock harder.

“Oh my god, oh god, oh god” I appealed. Mom
returned to her bobbing motion. My body wanted to cum, I didn't
want to. My body screamed for release, my mind yelled back,
No.

“Jo… Jo, I'm gonna… I’m gonna,” I implored.
Mom’s warm hand on my sac, my mother’s hot lips on my crank had me
in a frenzy. She sucked my cock with ever more determination. My
mother sucked my cock with devotion. My Mom sucked my cock with
enthusiasm. JoJo sucked my cock steadfastly.

“Jo… Jo,” I tried to warn. With heightened
enthusiasm, she played with her son’s balls; Mom’s lips glided upon
my slickened shaft; her tongue frolicked beneath my cock. I
couldn't take it anymore.

“Mom… JoJo,” I besieged. My cum launched from
its silo. As my semen storm-troopers charged down my cock, JoJo
ceased her bobbing and braced for impact. With just my helmet in
her mouth, her lips milked me. This time she knew her son was gonna
cum.

I was cumming with gusto. My first shot fired
followed immediately with a second, third, fourth blast. Mom took
it like a veteran warrior; she drank my cum without reservation. I
fired a fifth and sixth shot; she absorbed the blows. The cavalry
came, charging down my cock and the stampede of cum flooded into my
mother's mouth. She took it all with an amazing grace even
squeezing out the last few remaining stragglers with her hand from
my emptied rifle.

“Oh my god JoJo, that was incredible.” I wept as
I held her head tight to maintain my balance. I was so spent I felt
weak at the knees. My mother just gave me the best blowjob I ever
received.

Releasing my cock from her mouth, Mom looked
like a pleased cherub. Whether from me gracing her with her new
nickname or how great sucked her son’s cock, I didn’t know. But
did it matter? She gracefully fell back from her knees onto her
ass. Wearing the grin of the Cheshire Cat, JoJo sat there for a
moment with the look of a contented kitten. When I sensed she
wanted up, I held my hand out and helped my Lady up.

“Did you enjoy that as much as I did?” JoJo
whimsically whispered into my ear, leaning her supple form upon
mine.

Pushing back from me she asked, ““Mind going out
shopping with your Mom? I hope you don't mind being seen with this
old lady.”

Looking at my angel who gleamed with
satisfaction, wearing a cami with her tits threatening to escape
from underneath and her boyshorts panties, I knew I would have no
problem parading my new trophy. Before I could answer, she laughed
and hugged me tight. To answer her question I just simply kissed
her and grabbed me some of that mighty fine ass of hers.

“I love you…”
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Chapter 1

Tonight as we laid in what had become Our
bed, I allowed my mind to drift. I thought about the journey that
got us to this point. It was with an amused thought I wondered,
How did this happen? Lying on my front-side in only a comfy
stretch cotton & nylon black sports bra and panties, my elbows
were beneath me, my chin rested on my hands.

Woven into my hands was one of my boyfriend's.
My beau lay beside me. Watching a hockey game, he was kinda propped
up as he half-laid on his back and half sat upright. His upper back
was atop a pile of pillows and his head rested on the headboard.
Dibs wore only a pair of black boxer briefs. The upper body of a
strong, young male was proudly on display. I loved when he wore
boxer briefs. They hugged his luscious body unlike boxers yet don't
have the ridiculous look of what kids today call Supermans,
or my generation called, tighty-whities.

Since our union, we've become comfortable laying
with each other despite our state of partial undress. He spoke
about something but I really wasn't paying attention to what he
said. I guess I should listen when my man shares with me but
there's probably a whole list of things I should do. There's
probably an even longer list of things I shouldn't do. At the top
of the list would be, Taking my son as my lover!

Or, did he take me as his lover?

It's been more than half a year since our first
night together yet I still remember the day so clearly. Forgive me
please as I reflect. That night I went from thinking of my son as
Dalton, his birth name, to Dibs, his preferred nickname. It was
also the day I went from thinking of him solely as my son. It was
the night when he became my love and my man.

As his mother, I hated his nickname. My dislike
was an evolving aversion. When he was a young boy, I didn’t
understand why he resented, and resisted, being called Dalton. Yes,
it might be more formal than some names, but was that a bad thing?
I was never cognizant he knew his father picked his name; or that
he was aware my preferred choice would have been Dorian. And so, I
never understood why he preferred to be called a name “picked up
from the streets,” as Dalton’s father termed it.

Unaware of its meaning, at first I thought, “I
got dibs,” was some kind of drug reference. I mistakenly assumed it
was code for saying, “I have dope”; meaning they are selling
heroin. When another parent claimed, “I got dibs,” was a way to
call ‘next’ when drugs are passed around, I believed them over my
children’s assertion to the other. When Dalton’s older brother,
Damien, explained how guys use the expression, “I got dibs,” or
just “dibs” to claim possession of something, I still had my
doubts. Even when my daughter, Olivia, said, “Mom, you are the one
being a dope,” I felt the three of them were in cahoots against
their parents.

In time, I accepted “dibs” wasn’t code for drugs
or their use; and that my son wasn’t selling, possessing, or using
narcotics. Yet, as a mother, I didn’t like his continued use after
Dalton returned home from that unfortunate incident and ‘stint’ in
DFY. I felt this was his unwillingness, or inability, to completely
give up that life and turn the page. I stubbornly believed his
final surrender to all that being a past life would be when he
stopped being known as Dibs and became Dalton. As with everything
else, I was wrong.

Actions speak louder than words; my son, whether
called Dalton ir Dibs, proved he was on his way to a successful
life by ‘walking the walk.’ The final evolution of my
uncomfortableness with Dalton’s nickname was when I began to become
aware my feelings toward my son were more than just a mother’s
love. As these emotions became stronger and I was ever more
attracted toward him, it felt too strange to call my son Dibs.
While I tried to deny to myself my attraction toward him; or that I
wanted to claim “I got dibs” on him, to call my son Dibs was too
close to the line for me.

“I got Dibs,” I can now say and mean it in all
its ways.

Back then, aware of Dalton’s attention toward
me, I considered it a harmless crush he had on his mother. As an
educated woman, I was aware it is not unusual for a son to more
than adore his mother. We are the first women they ever know and we
are their first loves. Having raised his older brother, I
experienced how eventually our little boy becomes a man and they
outgrow us. We are replaced and we have to accept this. I figured
this would happen with Dalton and was prepared for the day my son's
attentions turned elsewhere.

Still I wasn't entirely innocent. Single, and
without a man in my life, I allowed myself to indulge in a little
harmless flirting with him; or what I thought was a little harmless
teasing. Do you think I didn't notice whenever Dalton sat behind me
and brushed my hair, he'd have to… ahem, shift? I savored
his devotion. At night as we watched television, he would caringly
brush out my hair. It was so relaxing, so soothing yet so
intoxicating I would become turned on. Oftentimes, I worried,
‘there was no way he could not smell my arousal.’

No, I wasn't innocent, at all. Do you think I
did not notice how any time I took off my blouse before him, his
eyes would go all bug-eyed?

His father and I separated while he was away.
Then his brother joined the Marines and his sister left for
college. When Dalton returned home, it was only him and I in the
house. For various reasons, we spent a lot of time together. In
time, we became comfortable and casual around each other. After a
while, we settled into a routine where after I got home from work,
Dalton would join me in my bedroom. He would sit on my bed and
listen as I decompressed from my job. I would stand before my
dresser with my back turned to him. However, with a guilty
pleasure, I was able to watch his reactions in my dresser's mirror.
I saw his rapt attention as I removed my jewelry and undressed.
Getting ready to take a shower, I decadently delighted in watching
his hungering eyes. Although he was my son, it felt nice to have a
young man lust for me.

When I unbuttoned my blouse, do you think I did
not notice the usually slick-tongued Dalton suddenly fumbled for
words?

Dalton may have thought he hid it well but I
watched him from the mirror. When I'd remove my blouse I'd see his
eyes go bOOng! I loved the thrill of being able to arouse
such a handsome young man; the fact he was my son only added to the
guilty thrill.

I loved the naughty thrill when I asked him to
unzip my dress or my skirt. Do you think I didn't notice how the
usually nimble fingered Dalton would become all thumbs? I loved how
after he helped me with the zipper and my dress or skirt would slip
down around my hips and thighs, then fall to the floor he just
stood dumbly behind me, not knowing what to do with himself.

It may make me a horrible person but I enjoyed
the effects I had on my son. As a result of his adoring attention,
there were many times where in the sanctuary of my master bathroom
I was oh-so-thankful for the pulsating showerhead at the end of its
flexible hose as I masturbated. The shower in my bathroom was a
wonderful custom-built alcove. On the floor, across the front was
an ornate brass grille that served as a border and drain. Behind
was dark Jerusalem limestone, which stood in contrast to the light
colored, rough texture of the granite blocks that lined the walls.
A huge step-in unit, it was deep enough there’s no need for a
shower curtain or confining the space with shower doors. There’s
three powerful showerheads, the middle one a detachable hand
shower.

In the beginning, I simply enjoyed the throb of
hot water massaging my body. Like many women, I often didn’t have a
specific fantasy or image in my mind but ingenuously reveled in the
sensations. While savoring the hot water wash over me from the
other two showerheads, I would lean against the rough textured
walls of my shower and let the pulsating water stimulate me. While
not only for this sole purpose, I openly kept a bottle of Johnson’s
baby oil on the rack. Its seemingly innocent presence heightened my
naughtiness. Pouring the baby oil onto my hand, I made sure my hand
was slicked and rubbed more onto my pussy mound. Then while my
lubricated hand petted my pussy, I let the refreshing water from
the massaging showerhead do its wonders.

Aroused from Dalton’s attentions, with my eyes
closed, I savored the feel of its pulsating water throbbing upon my
body while I rubbed my even wetter pussy. Filled with horny desire,
I treasured the feel of the hot steamy air, the warm water washed
over me, the pumping shower-jet massaged my body, my oiled hand
caressed my pussylips. With one hand, I let the pulsating
showerhead work over my entire body as my other hand petted,
stroked, and caressed my pussy. I fingered my pussy with my index
and middle finger while my thumb toyed with my clit.

The showerhead was too powerful to spray upon my
aroused, enflamed pussy. I would roll the pulsing streams of hot
water around my tender, sensitive inner thighs; I’d roll the
stimulating stream of water along my hips; I would pelt my pelvis,
enjoying the vibrations it sent through my body and upon my pussy.
Using the baby oil would cause the water to bead around my
sensitive pussylips as it washed down on me. The mixture of oil and
water created increased stimulation and pleasure. I would caress my
pussylips; toy with my clit, finger my pussy awash with
arousal.

Blessedly, my shower has its own high-efficiency
hot-water heater where with even as much water as the three
showerheads pump out, my shower never runs out of hot water.
Endlessly, I can stand beneath the beautiful flow of steaming
moisture and let it flood me. The pleasure from my ministrations
was so grand, so comforting, so enjoyable I prolonged my indulgence
by delaying my orgasm until I couldn’t take it anymore.

Oftentimes, within minutes I was close to
cumming; still, I would hold off. I wanted to prolong the pleasure
of playing with myself as the warm waters relaxed me. I loved the
feel of how hot and aroused my pussy was as the rest of my body
felt as if melting. When I did finally cum, my climax was intense,
intoxicating and invigorating. Alone in my sanctuary, I could
loudly cry out my release. As my orgasm rained down upon me, I
could uninhibitedly moan from my cumming. As I climaxed, I was free
to express the pleasure of cumming.

When finished cumming, I felt ready to take-on
the world.

***

Perhaps this was part of his plan to seduce his
mother.

He won’t admit it but I have my suspicions.
Dalton’s attentions made me feel special. His devotion and admiring
looks helped me feel better about myself. Some knowingly, some
unawares I was doing so, I responded with slow changes in my
behavior toward my son.

Indulging in how he responded to seeing me
undress, I began to wear sexier undergarments; not so much as more
revealing but more stylish and definitely more colorful. Whereas
before I wore primarily white or beige bras, I began buying a
varied array of colors. I, secretly, thrilled at seeing how Dalton
reacted to the different bras I wore; and, I noted how he
especially seemed to like seeing his mom in fancier bras. I saw how
he responded as his mother shifted away from wearing
granny-panties to wearing more stylish high-cut briefs,
hipsters, and bikini-style panties.

I was aware of how he went through my dresser
drawers when I wasn’t home. Shamefully, I kept my bras, panties and
pantyhose in jumbled messes in the top two drawers to my dresser.
While I should take the effort to sort or organize my undies, from
the laundry basket I just stuff them in the drawers haphazardly.
Then I’m rewarded with having to search through the mess to find
the specific bra I desired for the day and its matching panties.
Although they were a disheveled heap, I could still tell when
someone else sifted through them since the last time I rummaged
through them. Given that it was only us in the house, I knew who
rummaged through my bras and panties, my son.

Instead of been offended by his violating my
privacy by exploring his mother’s undies, I secretly found it
titillating. I assumed he used them to masturbate with but since he
had the courtesy not to cum directly on them or stain them with
lotion, I refrained from saying anything. Not being able to tell
which ones he may have used to stroke his cock with, in the morning
if I felt horny, I imagined today’s undergarments were his latest
trophy.

In the afternoon while undressing before him I
also noted my son seemed to really like seeing me in pantyhose, to
the point I wondered if he had a fetish for this or if he simply
enjoyed seeing his Mom partially undressed.

His fixation with my breasts made me reexamine
my opinion about myself, my body and my boobs.

***

I’m going to discuss the insanity of women,
their fashion and their undergarments. If you wish to skip this
information – and guys, most of you need to learn this –
Jump to Chapter
2. In Chapter 2, I share about how I love to
masturbate.

As a young girl, I loved gymnastics and was
talented. As a shortie, I was petite with strong legs. I
excelled at performing the vault and the floor exercise. I enjoyed
the challenge and the hours of practice needed to master the
balance beam.

Then when I was thirteen my body began to
transform, rapidly changing. As if my beginning to menstruate was
the Go signal, suddenly within months, I blossomed into a
woman. Within six months, I grew from 4’8 to 5-foot tall and went
from under 75 pounds to almost weighing 100 pounds. In less than a
year, I went from wearing a training bra size 28A to wearing a 32C
bra!

However, I felt ungainly, awkward and top-heavy.
With the changes occurring so quickly, when trying to perform
gymnastics I felt out of whack. As a young girl, my
center-of-balance had been below my hips. Suddenly, my
center-of-mass was higher up and climbing. My equilibrium was
screwed up. Sprinting down the 25-meter runway to hit to
springboard before launching onto the vaulting horse became an
adventure. I now had boobs, and no matter how much I tried to
constraint them, they wanted to bounce everywhere. Doing tumbling
routines on the floor was clumsy; my body’s momentum wanted to
continue throwing me forward. Literally, I outgrew gymnastics and
blamed my body for betraying me.

To add to my discomfort, by the time I was
fifteen, I was five-three and weighed only 110 pounds; yet my boobs
were a 34D-cup! In ninth grade, a freshman in high school, I was
one of the bustiest girls in school. I was self-conscience about my
body. Some girls resented me; and when boys thought I was easy just
because I had big boobs, I became even more uncomfortable with
myself.

Then as a young adult, like so many young women,
I developed a warped sense of what I thought I should look like.
Told I was supposed to be tiny and thin, instead I was short and
thick. After I finished growing, filling-out and became an adult, I
had trouble finding clothes that fit me properly.

(A quick women’s clothing size explanation:
Junior, although originally intentioned for young women now
encompasses all ages, has a smaller ratio between the bust and
waist; and the waist to hips. They are slim through the hips and
tend to be slimmer in the thigh. Misses have a larger ratio
between the bust, waist and hips; and more room in the thighs.
Petites are for woman who are 5-foot-3 or under, but with
the size guide and ratio used in Misses.)

With pants and jeans, I was borderline between
Petite and Junior sizes. Sometimes I was a Petite, with other
brands I was a Junior. From my years of gymnastics, I had shapely
well-developed thighs and butt. To fit me in the hips, Petites were
usually too big in the leg. Juniors fit me in the leg but were too
small in the hip and waist.

Yet for tops, it was a different problem. With
my bust size, I definitely did not fit Juniors. Instead, I was
in-between Misses and Petites. Often, I found it a problem finding
properly fitting dress shirts. In Misses, I would be a size 6, yet
often found the tops too long for me; yet a Petite size 6, I was
too thin. While the blouse fit me in the bust, it was too wide at
the waist; a smaller size would fit me in the waist, but then the
buttons would pucker open across my chest. For a fitted blouse to
fit me properly, I had to get a Petite size 8 and have it tailored,
getting the waist taken in. Often, Petite-size dresses were too
short, the waist too high, and I needed a Misses size. Then I
needed to get the dress rehemmed because the Misses were too long.
Imagine finding a Petite size 6 blazer and it’s matching Junior
size 5 skirt!

While this may sound like a woman bitching, the
problem was I could not buy my clothes off-the-rack but instead had
to get almost all of my clothes tailored. This meant either
shopping at high-end department stores which had someone there to
do the fitting, which is a shrinking few; or, taking my clothes to
be altered by a tailor. So, any savings by shopping at a store such
as Marshalls, T.J. Maxx or any of the discount department stores
was off-set by the cost of the tailoring.

Thankfully, from my years of gymnastics, I
developed a love for fitness. With my body-confidence issues, I
always thought I needed to be slimmer. I am probably a bit neurotic
about my weight and endeavor to stay in the one-thirties. Conscious
about my body and especially my breasts, I strove to keep them firm
and perky; if big boobs can ever be called perky! I worked
especially hard at keeping my chest muscles strong so they could
support my boobs’ mass. I worked at strengthening my back to offset
my front-heavy upper-body. I knew from own mother and other women’s
problems, the effect of gravity, and sometimes pain. I sought,
successfully, to prevent this from happening to me.

While I resented the size and weight of my
breasts, I also liked my big boobs. I loved how my older sister
hated my boobs. We were of similar height and body-type except as
only a 36B she was small-busted. As a result, Camille had the shape
of a pear! Enjoying my sister’s resentment and other reasons, I
cared for my boobs like a man cares his prized sports car.

Knowing the importance of a proper fit, I
endeavored to learn about the many different aspects of a brassiere
and know how all the different components affect their fit. To wear
a properly fitting bra involves considering much more than simply
the band and cup size. Guess what guys, bras are highly
engineered and thoughtfully designed undergarments. They generally
take many months to design and modify before going on the market.
It is not unusual for a bra design to include as many as 40 fabric,
trim and hardware pieces. Critical factors include the bra’s style,
the underwire, cup design, the center panel or bridge and back
design, along with others.

A bra with an underwire gives the best shape and
definition to the bustline so it’s worth the effort to find an
underwire bra that fits properly. Underwire design is vital. An
underwire is designed to have some spring. Usually made of heavy
gauge wire, sheet metal or a plastic, underwires are designed to
splay or spread wider once a bra is put on and fastened. It’s kind
of like stretching a spring. Once the bra is removed from your
body, the underwires return to their original shape. This
horizontal pulling on the underwires gives additional support and
containment. By understanding underwires and how they are sized
went a long way in helping me find perfect fitting underwire
bras.

As we all know, or should, breasts have a
diameter measurement: the number; and a projection measurement, the
distance the breast tissue protrudes from your chest wall: the cup
size. When you select a cup size be it a C or DD, you are making a
breast projection measurement selection. The breast
diameter measurement is predetermined by the manufacturer and
built into each band size. So, changing band size also changes your
underwire diameter. Here is an example. Going from a 34C to a 36C
takes you up one breast diameter measurement. Going from a 34C to a
36B keeps the same breast diameter measurement. This is why going
up a band size means you also need to go down a cup size if you
want to keep the same cup volume.

Manufacturers use the exact same underwire size
in multiple band sizes. For example, the actual underwire used in a
34DD is the exact same underwire used in a 40B, 38C, 36D and 32F.
All of these bras have the same breast diameter; just different
breast projection measurements in relation to the band size, but
all have the same cup volume. Confused? You’re not
alone.

With my bust size, I favor a full-cup bra. These
cover the entire breast and are designed to give more support.
Full-cup bras are great for the comfort and support I look for. I
also prefer the multi-panel design over a molded cup.

The term full-cup bra is used to describe
a bra with full-coverage, replacing the term or is interchangeable
with it. It typically completely embraces the entire breast,
wrapping around it, encasing each breast individually thus giving
them enhanced definition. Full-cup bras are great for women with
large breasts who want more coverage or shaping. Unlike other
styles, a full-cup bra will not dig into the top of the breasts or
cause a visible line or indentation across them; and so, is a great
design choice under form-fitting clothing. Full-cups also tend to
have center pull straps. This is important for ladies with larger
breasts as it helps to keep the shape and fullness of the breast,
plus it can help stop back pain as it offers extra support.

For years, full-coverage bras were thought of as
being frumpy; the brassieres’ equivalent to granny panties.
With the success of Victoria’s Secret, others followed suit and new
sexy styles have put a stop to this. This is also why manufactures
moved away from calling them full-coverage. A full-cup bra can be
suggestive, sensual, and sexy.

With all the advances made, hands down,
multi-panel cups are the most supportive bra style made; yet it can
also be the most attractive. There are 2-panel cups, 3-panel cups
and even 4-panel cups. Most three and 4-panel cups have a vertical
side panel on the outside of the cups. This vertical panel helps
pull breast tissue out from under the arm and keep your boobs front
and center, giving you a thinner and more youthful silhouette.

Lace bras must have seaming in their cups in
order for the lace to lay properly and by using this fact, lingerie
companies now incorporate sexy fabrics into our bras. With lining
beneath, a bra-cup with multiple panels can be made out of many
fabrics such as lace, satin, silk, etc. Bras with beautiful details
are almost always a multi-panel design. Another advantage of the
panels and seams is it gives your breasts a beautiful shape and
centers your breast tissue.

With Dalton’s attentions, I began wearing more
vibrant, colorful bras. I began buying those with lace panels and
the tantalizing opaqueness that comes with them. In the morning, as
I got dressed putting on a sexy bra and its matching panties helped
me feel attractive. Besides ‘perking me up,’ they boosted my
confidence.

While it is a hotly debated issue, with my size
I prefer wearing a bra at night to sleep in. I feel more
comfortable when ‘my twins’ aren’t flopping about; and I’m not
alone in feeling this way. Armed with this knowledge, lingerie
companies even provide us with Sleep Bras! A sleep bra is a soft,
gentle bra that provides the necessary support and intended for
sleep and leisure activities. Sleep bras provide support for women
whose breasts are heavy enough to cause discomfort while sleeping.
These bras are designed to provide just enough containment to keep
your breasts from moving in a manner that will disrupt your
breathing or interrupt your sleep. They're typically made from
cotton or soft fabric blends and wireless. Usually non-underwire,
they offer greater comfort and are great to wear after work or
while relaxing.

Sleep bras are very similar in design to sports
bras, without the level of compression sports bras can have.
Quality sports bras are rated for its impact level with low, medium
and high. While I wear either a medium or high-level encapsulation
sports bra when at the gym, I found with moisture-wicking
breathable fabrics; the lycra and other stretchy elastic materials;
bounce control and comfort straps, the lowest level sports bras are
often the more comfortable for nightwear. I prefer them to many
sleep bras. Their form follows function and with their large
wrap-around, encompassing design, they are less likely to shift
while I sleep.

Having accepted I been blessed with big boobs,
it was my obligation to ensure they never sagged halfway to my
waist. While 95% of the claims are total bullshit, there is a
little bit of truth as to the effectiveness of breast creams. For
years, I used lotions containing retinoid such as Tretinoin that
help firm by encouraging collagen production, strengthen elastin,
and keep skin tight and supple.

Believe it or not, from my physician I learned
there is a method besides just slathering lotion on and rubbing it
in. After giving me a prescription for a cream with active retinoid
in it, she showed me how to massage my breasts to help firm my
breast tissue, promote circulation and strengthen the supportive
ligaments of the breasts. It also helps discover any lumps you may
have earlier.

Begin by making short, smoothing strokes from
your nipple outward toward the base of your breast. The strokes
should be gentle and a little pressure is applied. Cover the entire
breast area, making sure to get the full outside and undercurve.
Place your entire hand on your breast and make kneading motions;
push onto the breast tissue, squeeze it lightly and lift it. Work
up to firmly massaging the lotion into the skin. Twist the breasts;
hold your breast in your hand and turn it clockwise and
counter-clockwise. Then finish with Palm Presses, where you push
the palms of your hands together in front of your chest and hold
the tension for five-to-10 seconds before releasing; repeating this
exercise for fifteen to 20 minutes.

From years of repetition, I developed a routine
of rubbing lotion onto my breasts every night before going to bed
during which I wore a comfortable stretchy sports bra. Usually
while watching a late-night talk show or repeats of some syndicated
sit-com, I would ritually rub cream over my breasts and it reached
the point I thought nothing of it. Until…


 







 Chapter 2

When Dalton returned home, he was a young man.
He left a scared, scarred boy but those years away transformed him
into a mature, confident yet quiet young man. Dalton had been a
cute little boy. While he was gone that boyishness had been lost,
replaced with attractive manliness. He became a very handsome
man.

One of the effects he had on me with his
adorable fixation was at night. Previously, alone or with his
father asleep next to me, I didn’t think about it while I nightly
massaged my breasts. After so many years, I focused on the TV as my
hands did their job by rote.

Aware of Dalton’s admiration for my boobs, and
knowing his desire for me, I began paying attention while I
performed my nightly ministrations. Whereas before it was with an
almost clinical detachment, now I was conscience of my caressing.
At first, I wondered what his fascination was; then understanding
or coming to accept that I had great boobs, I learned to enjoy them
too. Behind my closed bedroom door, I knew Dalton was either in his
bedroom or downstairs, and as I rubbed the breast cream onto my
boobs I began getting very aroused. Nightly, rubbing, touching,
massaging my boobs was turning me on.

Like never before, I would get oh-so-horny from
touching my own boobs. My nipples would harden while the rest of my
breasts became more sensitive; my heart rate would increase and I
could feel my heart thumping; my breathing shortened; my breaths
shallow and rapid. As I became hotter and hornier, I could feel
myself start to perspire. My touches became more and more sensual
reaching the point I would stop pretending what I was doing wasn’t
anything else but playing with myself.

I would focus on my hard nipples; toying with
them, twirling my fingertips lightly on their tips, pinching them.
I would cup and squeeze my boobs. At this point, my pussy was
soaked and demanded attention. It was time to play, time to play
with my toys.

Like all women, I had a few toys and kept mine
in a safe place, literally! I kept mine hidden inside the fireproof
home safe in my bedroom closet. I figured no one would discover
them there until after my demise, at which point I was no longer
around to be mortified by others finding them. When it came to my
toys, I was very conservative and a bit shy. In a small jewelry
box, I had only three toys.

There was the classic slimline vibrator, with
its cylindrical shape and rounded tip and a powerful little motor.
Small and soft pink, its familiar shape was comforting and not
intimidating. Another toy of mine was a slightly larger version and
textured to be realistic yet was blue silicone. Although fun, its
size and blue color did slightly intimidate me. My favorite was an
odd shaped vibe that purported to be a clit and G-spot stimulator.
Slightly curved, its tip was flattened to create a wider surface
pad that was smooth, soft and, unlike my other vibes, supple. While
I never found it to be a G-spot vibe, its flattened tip worked
wonders on my clit, pussy and other sensitive areas. In my jewelry
box hidden in my case was those three, plus a bottle of lubricant
and a bottle of sex-toy cleaner.

To the uninitiated, the lubricant isn’t used
because of a moisture issue but to heighten the pleasure. Applying
a little bit of a water-based lube allows the vibrator to glide
upon your skin easier. Think about it and this becomes obvious! And
while women have a better assortment of toys to play with, we also
have to clean them when we’re done playing with them. Guys get to
toss away their shot-rag and, hopefully, wash their hands; women
have a little more clean-up. For me this was fine, since I needed
to replace them back in their safe place when done anyhow.

At night, as I ran my hands over my boobs, I
fantasized it was Dibs who was touching me. As I played with
myself, I dreamed it was my son who touched me all over my naked
body. This was when I began to think of Dalton as Dibs. For me, I
thought of Dalton as my son and so, it was easier and more
comfortable to imagine Dibs as my lover. I could differentiate them
this way.

If my sessions in the shower and my parading
before his approving eyes in sexier an’ sexier undies were feeding
my sexual deviancy, entering my forties I was now masturbating
every night. In the past, I either had sex or masturbated maybe a
couple of times a month. I thought my sex drive was average but now
it was in hyper-drive. My sexual appetite was becoming voracious.
Looking back, I laughingly wonder if I was training for all the
fucking and sucking Dibs and I currently have, and I am often the
initiator!

Playing with myself quickly became part of my
nightly routine, climaxing as I imagined it was Dibs making hot,
passionate love to me. I couldn’t believe how in my forties I was
hornier than ever before. Foolishly, I thought I might be starting
menopause and went to see my doctor about this.

“Jo, you are fine,” she assured me after doing a
series of tests to check my estrogen and other hormone levels, plus
other stuff. The lab seemed to draw fluids and samples from every
place they could get one from me.

“Really?” I wondered. “But there’s times I
became so hot and horny I thought I must be having a hot flash. I
feared I was starting menopause and my body was trying to go out
with a bang.”

“No, darling,” my gynecologist laughed. “Hot
flashes are something completely different. It is non-sexual. A hot
flash is a momentary sensation of heat that may be accompanied by a
red, flushed face and sweating.

“You should be happy. While your cholesterol is
borderline high, your hormone levels are of a woman in her
twenties. So, you are a long way away from menopause. While some
women start in their early forties, others don’t start until in
their sixties. You seem like you’ll be the latter.

“In fact, if you are having sex you should be
very cautious because with your high levels you are extremely
fertile,” she warned. She joked, “You planning on popping a few
more out?

“Otherwise, just keep doing what you’re doing
because you look great and healthy,” she finished on me. Assured,
my libido remained at peak capacity. I was masturbating so often,
it reached the point where if I didn’t cum before going to bed, I
couldn’t sleep. Almost like a drug-addict, I needed my fix
to function, I had to cum; and the best way for me to climax was to
fantasize about Dibs taking me, touching me, fucking his Mom.

As my fantasies grew, developed, became more
vivid and ever more realistic I was surprised to discover how a
part of the fantasy was my wanting to suck Dibs’ cock. It’s not
that I’m against oral. In real life, I enjoy it and think I’m a
good cocksucker. It’s just this wasn’t a usual part of My
fantasies!

While two of my toys were phallic shaped as I
played with myself, sucking on them was unsatisfactory. This seemed
to fuel my desire to suck Dibs’ cock even more. I never used a
dildo before. In fact, I had only seen a dildo once in my life. It
was years ago at a friend’s bridal party. Her sister gave her a
huge black dildo, hopefully, as a gag gift. Bigger than my arm, the
thing looked more like an anaconda than a penis. When I thought of
a dildo, this was the image that sprang to mind. So, it was with an
odd mix of trepidation and determination, I went out to buy a dildo
to use in my fantasies in lieu of my son’s cock.

Luckily, I knew of an upscale adult shop that
tended to cater to couples. Although I never been there before,
with it being on a main roadway I seen the place many times and it
didn’t have that sleazy, skivvy look to it. Still, upon entering
the store when I first encountered their selection of dildos, I
almost fled. Up front, they had giant-sized fake dicks with names
like King Dong, the Destroyer, and John Holmes; beyond, the store
seemed to have over a hundred different sizes, shapes and colors to
choose from. Before I could flee a petite, perky young salesgirl
intercepted me.

“Hi, can I help you?” Christie asked. She was
dressed in black slacks, a loose tee shirt with the store’s name
printed on it, and she wore a nametag. While she worked in a sex
shop, she seemed as if dressed to work anywhere. In my mind, I
imagined the place would be run by a creepy old man; or women
dressed in the cheap, slutty lingerie they sold. Seeing Christie
put me at ease.

“I’m a newbie to this,” I explained. Fighting to
overcome my embarrassment I confessed, “I’m looking for a toy I
could use to both suck and fuck comfortably.”

“That’s great and don’t be embarrassed. We all
have something like that. I have a couple like that myself,”
Christie reassured her skittish customer. Knowledgably, she asked
me more questions and we narrowed the choices down to a limited
few. Ultimately, I ended up excitedly heading home with a Doc
Johnson dildo named Mr. Softee. I found its name quite
amusing since my new toy wasn’t flaccid but named for its
ultra-smooth soft rubber shaft.

On my first night with it, I discovered the
incredibly soft texture of Mr. Softee was so smooth and
lifelike that sucking on it was almost like having the real thing.
With my eyes closed, I saw myself eagerly sucking Dibs’s cock while
I fingered my pussy. Within minutes, I was cumming like it was the
Fourth of July. I knew I was hooked. I was addicted.

I began using a dildo for the first time ever.
Shamelessly, I would lie upon my bed my legs spread wide as I
worked the rubber dick in an’ out of my pussy. Uninhibited, I
fucked myself silly dreaming it was my son slamming his cock into
my cunt. Late at night, in the silence, the wet, squishy sound of
me fucking myself was a new thing. Without the grunting, the verbal
interplay, the bed rocking, and other carnal sounds, in the quiet
of night the sound of a dick fucking my pussy was clearly audible.
It’s was very arousing.

With one hand, I used my newest toy and with my
other played with my boobs. I’m busty and flexible enough that I
can suck on my own breasts. Easily, I was able to fantasize it was
Dibs sucking on my boobs as his fat cock fucked his Mom’s pussy. I
would suck on my rubber dong imagining it was Dibs’s cock while
running a vibe on my pussy dreaming it was my son’s mouth licking
my cunt.

I was amazed to discover how much fun I had
fucking myself with that dildo. Gloriously, I would run the thing
in an’ outta my pussy. Luxuriously, I laid on my back, my legs open
vigorously working the dildo in an’ outta my cunt, loving the
feelings I gave myself. I found the wet sound of the dong fucking
my pussy exciting. The fact I feared it might be audible to others
in the house added to my guilty arousal. When I pulled the dildo
from my pussy, it glistened from my wetness. I would titty-fuck my
boobs, dreaming it was Dibs’ cock squeezed in there riding my
boobs. Sliding the dong further up, I would suck my son’s tasty
cock. My pussy would beg for more and I’d return to fucking myself,
dreaming it was Dibs who was doing me.

Being late at night and with Dalton in his
bedroom across the hall, I had to be quiet and would silently moan
my pleasure as my imaginary Dibs made me cum again an’ again. As I
masturbated to visions of Dibs, I often wondered if Dalton was in
his bedroom touching himself while fantasizing about me. I was near
certain he was.

At night, alone and hidden away in my bedroom,
my depravities knew no bounds. My nightly masturbatory sessions
took on a surrealistic affect. On one level, I knew I was touching
myself; I knew I was playing with myself; I was fucking myself.
Yet, my fantasies blended in perfectly. Or, better yet like layers,
my fantasies overlaid upon reality. Similar to using multiple
layers with Photoshop to create a richer, deeper grander picture,
my nightly sessions had multiple layers; each enjoyable but layered
together they were, “mo’ better,” as Dibs would playfully say.

Whether my son knew it or not, seeing a
well-built handsome young man look at me that way created
images that stayed in my mind. He often walked around our house in
a tight tank top or even shirtless and I appreciated the view.

At night as I lay on my bed I would begin to
touch myself; sensually, delicately running my fingers over my
charged flesh. With images of my son’s sexy body dancing in my
head, my fingertips danced on my body; however, I would deny myself
from touching there. My eyes closed, I replayed this
afternoon’s undressing before my son. As my hands mimicked the
unbuttoning of my shirt, I now saw Dibs sitting on the edge of my
bed naked. His hard cock is huge, it’s unrealistically colossal but
his hand fits around it as he openly jerks off before his mom,
while she strips in front of her son. One of my hands is stroking
my dildo, imaging it was both me and him jerking my son’s big
dick.

“You want this, don’t ya?” I tease him. Yet in
the richness of my fantasy, it was three of us who wanted it. Dibs
wanted it; Dalton, my son wanted it; and I nodded yes to my fantasy
self.

When I’m aroused my breasts become incredibly
sensitive. I don’t know if it’s true but my boobs feel as if they
become hotter, softer and bigger. When I’m super-duper turned-on,
my nipples will leak moisture, sweating from their own hotness. In
my fantasy, I feel so deliciously guilty as I began to remove my
bra before my son’s rapt gaze. I have Dibs’ absolute attention,
even while he strokes his huge cock; while my fingertips smear the
moisture my nipples give me. In my fantasy, I teasingly delay
removing my bra. With one or two fingertips, I play with my
nipples, my hands cup my boobs. God, they are so hot, so sensitive,
so pleasurable-inducing I’m close to cumming. I bring one up to my
mouth. I bring my mouth to it.

My eyes open, I watch as I lick my nipple. My
lust is so powerful my imagination gives me the sight of Dibs on
the other side. Crouching over me, he also licks my breast.
Together, our tongues lick my tender, wet nipple. When our tongues
touch and we kiss, it sends shockwaves through me.

Even as this is happening, my hand is toying
with my toy dick. In my fantasy, Dibs is jerking off like a mad man
at the sight of me and him sucking on his mom’s boobs. Along with
this, I see him still sitting naked on my bed as I undress. His
huge cock seems to continue to grow as his lust for his mother
keeps growing. I continue my striptease before him. I hold my
removed bra in front of me delaying the inevitable, even as we
enjoy my boobs and we jerk his cock.

I gotta suck him off. I gotta taste him. He sits
on my bed and strokes his cock. In my fantasy, Dibs’ cock has grown
to tree-trunk proportions and I gotta have him in my mouth. The
fact it’s his mom who wants to suck her son’s dick, makes me feel
guilty; and feeling guilty is such a rush! It’s ten times the
thrill of shoplifting. I wonder if Dalton is aware of how I like to
boost things when we go shopping. Nothing big, or expensive; it’s
mostly dumb shit I don’t even need. Part of the thrill is it’s his
mom doing this; the risk of getting caught while with my son!

But if boosting while shopping with my son is
such a naughty pleasure, then imagining I’m sucking his dick is ten
times more so. Being pretty-damn sure he’s in his room doing the
same damn thing adds another thrilling layer to it. My eyes open, I
watch as I suck my incredibly realistic fake dick, in my fantasy
I’m sucking on Dibs sweet cock; and beyond a cock in my mouth, I
see my closed bedroom door. I envision that on the other side,
across the hallway, and behind his locked door, my son is jerking
off to dreams of his mom sucking and fucking him.

‘God, I wanna fuck him,’ I think; asking for His
permission. I tell Him, ‘I want him to fuck me.’ Am I praying to my
higher power while knowingly masturbating? Am I asking for His
permission to fuck my son while fantasizing about doing just that?
My depravity knows no bounds. If wanting to get fucked by my son is
decadently wrong, then jerking off to the idea is even more so. If
masturbating to fantasies of my son is even more decadently wrong,
then asking for my Father’s consent is even more so. Layer builds
on top of layer. It’s a confusing mess, but as Dibs would say, “I’m
a hot mess.”

As I suck on my dildo; as I suck Dibs big cock;
as my son jerks off across the hall; as I strip before Dibs while
he runs his hand up an’ down his monster-size cock, I play with
myself. Layer upon layer my depravity builds. I gloriously
masturbate and think, ‘I need him. I want him. I must have
him.’

I take a ‘pause for the cause.’ I remove my
panties. Being fully nude is yet another thrill. The fear of
someone barging in while naked exists. The terrifying thought of
someone barging in while naked is akin to the fear you feel
climbing the hill of a rollercoaster. The horrifying image of
someone barging in while naked while playing myself while using
multiple sex-toys is the fear-induced scream while racing down that
hill. I quiver at the thought.

I reach over and grab one of my vibrators. A few
drops of lubricant is all I need on it, just enough to let it glide
upon my sweaty hot flesh. Yet, doing this is another guilty
pleasure. My parents would be horrified I have these things and
shocked I know how to use them so well. They would disapprove. In
the corner, they watch their daughter and their judgmental frown
pleases me.

‘I’m a very bad girl,’ I tell them as my hand
rubs my vibrator getting it slicked with lube. Ignoring them, I can
see Dibs eagerly watching me; he knows what comes next. My parents
might not approve but I know Dibs wants to watch his mom cum using
her toys. I wanna get off as he watches me play with my toys while
his mom fantasizes about him. Layer upon layer, my depravity knows
no bounds.

Today, I am holding my ‘nub’ vibrator, the
odd-shaped, flattened-tip, purple one. I’m feeling giddy because
this one gets me off so good. I’m so juiced up, I’ve already had a
few mini-tremors and I haven’t even touched my pussy yet.

“Oh god,” I whimper. I try to be silent, try to
quiet but it’s hard, so hard. The soft buzzing of my vibrator
creates a Pavlov response. Before it touches me, I’m already
enjoying it. To shut myself up, I stuff my mouth with my
slick-with-spit dildo. My eyes closed, Dibs is over me,
face-fucking me to shut his mom up.

My body jitters, jingles, trembles and quivers.
Involuntarily my body squirms and writhes with pleasure. As my
lubed-up vibrator slips an’ slides on my pussylips, I envision it’s
Dibs’ lips doing this magic. Not to cry out my pleasure, I suck
even harder on his cock. I’m chocking on his cock as he face-fucks
me, as he eats my cunt. I suck crazily on my dildo as I run my
vibrator on my pussy mound. When it touches my clit, I’m there!

‘Oh god, baby,’ my mind screams as I cum.

‘Oh god, Dibs,’ my mind congratulates him for
getting me off.

“Oh faaah,’ I pant as a series of mini-tremors
race through me. One right after another, my body is racked with a
series of tiny orgasms. My body shakes and my vibrator parts my
pussylips and Pow! The big one is ready to strike.

“Urrrrggghhh,” I moan. Clenching my body tight,
I pull Dibs’ dick from my mouth and look down my body. I see my
clean-shaven pussy. It’s glazed with my wetness. I see my favorite
toy in my pussy, my pussylips wrapped tight to it. I also see Dibs’
fingers in my pussy. He has two fingers in me and he has a look of
amazement as he fingers his mom’s pussy. I wanna show him something
really special, something that’ll blow his mind.

“Oooooh…” I groan. The massive wave of my orgasm
is upon me. Seizing it, I ride its wave. I know I need to both
clutch it tight and relax for it to happen. I need to force it out,
yet not force it. And… And… And…

I’m cumming! My climax hits with the force of a
hurricane. I’m cumming…

and then, I cum! With relief, with pride, with
effort, and effortlessly, I cum. I watch amazed and reassured when
I spray.

‘Oh god, I’m doing. I’m fucking squirting.’ I
watch a thin silverish liquor eject from my pussy. I feel it
and it’s unbelievable. It arcs in the air like a beautiful rainbow.
My body pulses and I cum again, a smaller squirt comes out. With
pride I watch it arc. My body pulses once more, but this time I
only rain onto myself. I’m done cumming and finished cumming still,
my body convulses from my orgasm. My legs shake as my climax
recedes.

Satisfied, sated and exhausted, I lay back onto
my bed, my head on my pillows. I stare up at the ceiling. I’m still
naked, my legs spread open, my dropped vibrator lays there, and I
don’t care if anyone sees me this way. My breaths come in loud,
shallow huffs. In the quiet, they seem amplified. They seem loud
enough anyone and everyone can hear my hard breathing and know what
it signifies. I don’t care.

‘I did it,’ I think. For only the second time, I
was able to squirt. After learning how to, I was able to do it once
before, but failed a hundred other times. This time, I now knew I
could do it; the first wasn’t a fluke or one-time thing. I could do
it. Better yet, I think I could sense how I did it.

“World, you better watch out now,” I warned as I
cleaned up my toys and put them away. I needed another shower, but
just a shower. Finished, I was hungry. Getting dressed, I left my
room. I was ravenously hungry. As I passed by Dibs’ closed bedroom
door I prayed, ‘God, grant me the serenity to Accept the things I
cannot change; the Courage to change the things I can; and the
Wisdom to know the difference.’ I wasn’t sure if I had to accept
wanting to fuck my son and needed the courage to do it; Or, sought
the courage to change I how felt toward Dibs and needed to accept
that as his mom I cannot fuck him.

Nevertheless, as I struggled with my emotions
and enjoyed my fantasies, I thought what we had was harmless. I
believed it was just mischievous fun for both of us; that neither
of us would ever cross That line. While I fantasized about
fucking my son, I didn’t think I was ready to commit incest in real
life.

***

On the night Dibs made his move, I was totally
and completely caught off-guard. It was so ingenious and delicate I
was not aware he was luring me into his trap.

It did feel marvelous to be touched by him in
that way. The words he spoke hypnotized me; his hands paralyzed me.
I just floated on a dream as he touched me with a gentleness I
never felt before. As he whispered in my ear, it was as if he sung
me a lullaby. I felt as if I was clay in his hands and he could
mold me any way he wanted.

As I floated along in my dreamy state, my
conscience tried to tell me how wrong this was; how I must stop
this. My conscience reminded me that he was my son and I am his
mother. I just shushed my conscience into silence and went back to
luxuriating in the feelings he created within me. No other man ever
had this kind of effect on me. I wanted the moment to last forever.
By his words and his touch I was blissfully aware he wanted me. His
words and touch created the desired effect in me. I wanted him,
too.

So he's my son; what harm is there in a
little pleasure? I dreamily thought. My conscience watched,
muted, as I drifted along on my dream-cloud.

Johanna! my conscience shrieked. I was so
startled I jumped out of my skin. I watched with shame as my
conscience took control of my body.

“WHAT ARE YOU DOING? I'm Your
Mother! Go to Your Room and think about what you've
done,” it screamed at Dalton. As I watched him flee, I
wanted to run to him and tell him how sorry I was. My conscience
forbade it.

I curled up on my bed and cried. I cried from
shame. I cried in frustration. I cried from anger. I cried in
confusion.

What am I going to do now? I begged my
conscience. I got no answer back. I felt my body still longing.
Dibs' tender touch burning on my flesh, even as my tears stung my
cheeks. All cried out I drifted off to an uneasy sleep.

When I awoke, I felt like a fright and knew I
probably looked even worse. In the shower, I let the hot water wash
over me and tried to think. As I stood there, I faced inwards.
Looking up, I saw my trusty showerhead. I knew tonight it offered
no relief. As the hot water washed over me and I soaped myself up,
I knew it was Dibs’ touch I needed.

Quietly, I opened my bedroom door and was
relieved to see Dalton’s door firmly shut. Stealthily, I crept down
the hallway hoping to avoid my son. Light as a bird, I flew down
the stairs. Successful, I reached the kitchen unobserved. Quickly I
heated a Lean Cuisine dinner; like a thief in the night, stopping
the microwave a second before it beeped. Quiet as a mouse, I
retreated to my room with it.

For some time, I argued with myself, or rather
with my conscience, about what was I going to do, how the hell am I
going to fix this, how could I make things right between my son and
me. Once I, and my conscience, came to accept the now-obvious truth
about my feelings for Dibs and the fact his feelings for me were
obviously the same the real battle was won. Still, I knew had to
establish some rules before he and I took any more steps down this
path.

With a pen and pad of paper, I sat upon my bed
trying to figure out how I could justify a relationship with my own
son. Next was to figure out how to make it work and the rules
necessary. Perhaps influenced by Isaac Asimov’s Three Laws of
Robotics, the three rules I finally decided upon were:


	
Whatever happens between us, it has to stay between
us; we can't tell anyone.



	
No matter what happens between us, I am still his
mother and the parent. He will have to respect that.



	
No matter what happens between us, it can only be in
the house. No matter how affectionate we are here at home, we must
behave ourselves when we are out. This would mean no touching or
inappropriate behavior outside.





It took me a few more hours to work up the
courage to knock on his door. When he didn't answer, I was tempted
to flee back to my room. It was my chutzpa that ordered me
to open it.


Chapter 3

Thinking of that first night of the rest of our
lives brought a warm smile to my face. Returning from my reverie to
the present, I tugged ever so lightly with the hand that held his.
Using my Witchy Woman ways, I looked Dibs in the eyes. Startled, he
fumbled with whatever he was saying. I adored how I still had this
effect on him. Playfully I told him:

“I got Dibs!” Joyfully pushing myself up, I
landed on him, my chest on his. Laying my lips upon his, I kissed
my boyfriend. I smooched with my love. I was making out with my
son.

As we kissed, Dibs touched my back and sparks of
passion ran through my body. He touched my lower back and my lust
burned. Never before had I been so sexually responsive. Just his
slightest touch or kiss would set the butterflies fluttering in my
stomach. Anything more than just the slightest touch or kiss and it
was almost impossible for me to resist his charm. With nobody else
had I been able to achieve an orgasm so quickly or so easily; just
a few strokes from his hand, tongue, or cock and it was, And
boom goes the dynamite!

As my tongue sought refuge in his mouth, his
hands travelled lower and grabbed my bare butt-cheeks.

Wait a minute, you're saying to yourself:
I thought she said that she was wearing panties.

With my son's encouragement, I began wearing
thongs. Previously, they always intimidated me. I thought they were
only for young women; that at 43, I'm too old to wear them. I
feared I was too big for them; remember lingerie models are walking
X-rays and I am not. I also presumed there was no way they could be
comfortable.

One day Dibs and I were at Victoria's Secret.
With his irresistible charm and pestering encouragement, I bought a
pair. I wished I could model them for him right there in the store.
But one of our rules is: ‘No matter how affectionate we are at
home, we must behave ourselves when we are out. That means no
touching or inappropriate behavior outside.’ I had to behave myself
at the mall. To be perfectly honest, I have more trouble following
this rule than does Dibs.

The benefit though was I got to torment and
tease him by making him wait. I knew he was eager to see how his
‘old lady’ looked in her new panties. But first, there were some
things I needed done around the house and dinner needed to be
cooked.

Satisfied with his devotion while he washed the
pots and pans, I changed into my new outfit. After he finished, I
modeled a lace-trim thong and its matching revealing balconette bra
for my son. The thong had a wide black lacey waistband, attached
below was a leopard print patch in the front narrowing to a T in
the back. Dibs, as expected, flipped out when he saw me in it and I
had to beat him off me. After he assured me my ass didn't look the
size of a freight train, he refused to appease me by saying I
didn't look like a cougar on the prowl.

Instead, he mauled me like a big-game hunter. He
grabbed at me and I tried to resist by scampering out of his grasp.
I playfully tried to slap his paws away from me but eventually he
seized me. Laughing, we tussled and he tackled me to the floor. I
discovered a perk of wearing thongs over other panties’ styles.
Right there on the floor, my son took me. He just pushed the thin
strip of material out of the way and mounted his trophy. As he
triumphantly fucked me, I was a believer.

“Get off of me,” I yelled at him when he grabbed
at it me. Using my athleticism, I fought him off, mostly. Yet, Dibs
was determined to have me.

“Help!” I screamed when he had me in his
clutches. Yet, no one answered my pleas. From my years of
gymnastics, I was able to still squirm within his grasp but
couldn’t break free. I tried to contort in attempts to escape his
grip.

“Help!” I again screamed while he attacked me.
He was too strong, too powerful; his size and strength too much for
me to deny; his height, his mass, his totalness too much for
me to resist.

“You fuckin’ animal,” I cursed at my son; and
the bastard laughed at my futile resistance. He stood behind me;
with one arm, he held my pinned to his strong, bare-chested body.
To prevent his mom from getting away from his attack, his right leg
blocked my escape. His strong, masculine leg twinned over mine. He
wore only boxer-briefs and I could see the muscles in his leg flex
in their effort to pin me to my son’s over-eager body.

“Oh my god, what are you doing?” I screamed.
With the power of one arm and one leg, Dibs restrained me. I was
trapped, squeezed tight beneath his body. His hard cock pressed
against my back; and my son unapologetically started humping
himself upon his mother.

“This is incest!” I yelled. The brute, the
breast my loving son transformed into laughed. With his free hand,
his tore at my clothes, what little I wore. With a skimpy bra, it
was no surprise when one of my big boobs flopped out. Instantly, my
savage son was upon my breast. As he mauled me, Dibs tenderly
caressed my breast.

“Oh my god, what are you doing?” I demanded to
know. While I fought, as I resisted, my son held me trapped within
his clutches; he was fuckin’ dry-humping me, while Dibs lovingly
fondled my breast. My conscience claimed: You shouldn’t be
enjoying this. You need to stop this. You need to fight back and
resist. You shouldn’t be getting aroused.

“No,” I ordered, not at Dibs but to myself. I
should be enjoying this, and was! I did not need to stop this, and
wasn’t. I wouldn’t fight my desires for my son or resist my wanting
him. And, incest be damned, I was aroused.

“Fuck you. Fuck me,” I cursed, fighting.

Ooofph… my breath escaped my lungs.
Suddenly my world turned upside-down. I been standing in my bedroom
trying to beat off my son, try to get him off. Although I stood
with his greater height and size, he seemed to tower over me, he
engulfed me. With the strength of one arm, he forcefully held me to
him. No matter how much I fought, his strength was too much to
resist. His other hand massaged my responsive breast, and my hard,
tender nipple rubbed against his palm. I felt his hard cock on me.
His right leg was a snake wrapped around mine, blocking my
release.

Then the world spun and I was on back.
Breathless, I looked up at the ceiling to my bedroom. I wondered,
How the fuck did I get here? I fought to figure this
question out, but I was still in the clutches of my attacker.

My world spun again. I went from looking up at
the ceiling to being face first on the floor. With surprising ease,
Dibs had tripped us to the floor, with me landing atop him; near
instantly he rolled us over. My body spread out beneath him, my son
pinned me beneath him, ripe for the taking. I was astonished how
savage his attack was. I was aroused how primal his lust for me
was. I was amazed he easily he had conquered me, overcome me,
captured me. Even more remarkable was how careful, loving and
protective he was of me.

“I want you,” Dibs huskily whispered in my ear,
voicing my desire. I fuckin’ wanted him! Yes, in reality, we were
just playing, roughhousing, wrestling but I was using my full
strength. In spite of this, as hard as I attempted to fight I knew
I never had a chance. Like with Chinese handcuffs, the more I
struggled, the more he imposed his will upon me. No longer was I
the in-charge-parent, I was the smaller, weaker woman being mauled
by a brute.

Yet through it all, Dibs ensured he didn’t hurt
me, even with his incestuous lust driving him wild. To get me to
floor when he tripped us he somehow twisted to make sure I had a
soft-landing. Fueled with testosterone and a need to have me, Dibs’
devotion insured he protected me from harm by falling atop him.

Yes, he was young, he was strong, he was a stud
of a man and I’m not much compared to him but that musta
hurt, at least some; it could’ve hurt a hell of a lot. When pro
wrestlers do stunts like this, they do it in conjunction to keep
each other from getting hurt. Yet, Dibs put himself at risk to
guarantee I didn’t get hurt. Without thought, he made sure I was
safe, even if he wasn’t.

Actions speak louder than words. I knew I loved
him and he showed his unstoppable love. I wanted him. I wanted to
kiss him. I wanted to touch him. I wanted to hold him. I wanted to
fuck him. I fought to get out from beneath him to do these things.
Yet, the more I fought to do these things, the more he wouldn’t let
me. I screamed with frustrated rage.

We were breathing hard and grunting heavily from
our exertion. He held me pinned to floor. His size and mass trapped
me beneath him. The harder I fought to get free, the more he denied
me. I couldn’t get out of his grasp. I squirmed and twisted in a
desperate need to get free. I was consumed with a need to show him
my love for him but he refused me release.

“Let me go,” I demanded. My love for him was so
intense I couldn’t think of anything but a need to get free from
beneath him. I knew once released, I could then demonstrate my love
for him by fucking his goddamn brains out. My legs kicked wildly in
my attempts to escape. His legs hooked themselves onto mine and his
strength easily subdued them. He rose up, lifting off me and I
attempted to join him. Yet with one arm, Dibs held me in place. One
hand pressed into the middle top of my back, he held his mom where
he wanted her.

My love and lust were raging and I couldn’t
think straight. It was almost bizarre. I was so ‘jacked-up’ I
struggled to form coherent thoughts. My mind was in a fog, yet my
senses were heightened to enhanced levels. I heard the thrashing of
our bodies, our hard breathing, our grunts. I smelled his sweat,
his manly scent, his primal desire. I smelled my own scent. My
sense of feel was magnified. He bore down upon me and his mass atop
me felt tremendous. I felt my body flattening into the carpet below
me. My breasts were crushed between the floor and me. I could feel
how one was still in my bra slipping along the slickness of the
bra’s inside lining. My other breast was pelted by the thousand
fibers of the carpeting, sending charged tingles through me. My
body hummed with near electric sensations.

“What are you doing?” I growled when I felt him
pawing at my ass. This wasn’t the first, tenth or hundredth time
Dibs fondled his mom’s ass, but something felt different. It was a
new physical feeling that created the usual emotion, arousal. When
I felt my thong being pulled taut, it was a new sensation that
confused me. My raging lust continued to cloud my mind. While I
felt everything, I couldn’t figure out what was happening. I
couldn’t understand why he wouldn’t let me up and let me fuck him.
In frustration I cried, “No. Oh god, no.”

“Fuck!!!” I shrieked. One instant, I was empty
and hungering him. The next I was stuffed full of him. Then, I
needed him; now, I had him. I had been consumed with a need to fuck
him; now, I was being fucked by him. It was near instantaneous.
Yet, I was ready for him.

“Fuck me, motherfucker,” I yelled in glorious
rage. Without pretense or preamble, my son penetrated me. Dibs
shoved his big cock into his mom’s cunt. It was incredible and
unbelievable. For all our tussling, it was only seconds. Ten
seconds ago, I was in charge. A naughty mother, I teased my son in
my new lingerie enjoying his wolf-eyed appreciative look. Then a
few ticks of the clock, he had my pinned beneath him and was
fucking his mom. In those seconds, my body responded quicker than I
did for anyone else. One moment, I was being a cock-teasing bitch,
the next I was an in-heat slut.

This is so wrong. Your son is… my
conscience tried to argue. I didn’t want to hear from my inner
Jiminy Cricket. I wanted to succumb to my primitive, familial
needs.

‘Don’t you say it. Just shut the fuck up and let
me enjoy this,’ I silenced my conscience. I was stuffed full of
Dibs’ cock. His mass atop me, smothering me, protecting me, I was
gonna enjoy the pounding I knew my young son was about to unleash
on me.

“Fuck me,” I ordered, trapped beneath his great
size. His legs twinned to mine, I spread my legs open, to offer
more of myself to him. Spread open, he was able to drive deeper
into my pussy. Each time he rammed his cock into me, a triumphant
grunt accompanied it. The great hunter was mounting his prey.

“Goddamn it, you bastard,” I cursed. His
response was to slam his body onto mine repeatedly. Ramming his
cock into my pussy, he drove us forward as much as down. With each
thrust, he drove my body forward. With carnal indulgence, from his
thrusts I glided upon the carpeting. I was sandwiched between my
son and the carpet and felt as soft an’ sweet as the cream of an
ice cream sandwich.

“Yeah, that’s it, you big dick motherfucker.” I
felt so nasty, so naughty. I could feel the back of my thong hooked
over an ass-cheek. I felt the thong cutting into on my ass-cheek,
my ass holding my panties out of the way to allow Dibs better
access to his mom’s pussy; and he took advantage of this by
stuffing me full of cock.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I cheered as Dibs and I fucked.
This wasn’t ‘making love;’ it wasn’t ‘sex.’ It was fucking, pure
and simple. I felt the thin triangle of material from the front of
my panties pushed to the side. I felt it pinned between swell of my
aroused pussy mound and my inner thigh. I knew this mere fraction
of an inch granted my son access; and Dibs used it with glorious
results. His cock’s motion caused my body to quiver and shake, my
thong rubbing alongside my outer pussylips.

“Yeah fuck me. Fuck me good,” I demanded, pinned
beneath him. It was a new yet strange place to be fucked. It wasn’t
my first time on the ground, or my first time with Dibs down there,
but it was my first time I wasn’t on my back looking up at my
lover. My son was the first to fuck me on the carpet of my bedroom,
taking me from behind.

Strangely as I enjoyed the fucking Dibs gave, I
surveyed this new outlook. I could hear, feel, smell and almost
taste him atop me, in me. Yet, eye level four feet in front of me
was the baseboard heating. On our right, we were inches from my
dresser. I noted how one of the top drawers, one of my lingerie
drawers was open a tick. Dibs slammed down atop me, rammed his cock
into me and I was again back in my body focused on its fuckin’
pleasures.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I grunted from my bedroom
floor. The carpeting was new yet its stiff shorthaired fibers were
rough enough to be stimulating. As Dibs rammed his cock in an ’out
of my pussy, he thrust me forward an’ back. My pussy rubbed on the
carpet to give me added pleasure. Although still trapped beneath
him, I fought with him now. I pushed my hips up to meet his driving
hips and in unison, we drove forward. He fucked me deep as I humped
the carpet hard.

“That’s it, take it,” Dibs commanded. He knew
his mom was the greedy slut he turned me into. He knew that as much
as I loved getting fucked by my son, his mom loved fucking him. He
knew as much as I sought to give Dibs as much of myself as
possible, I also fought for my own satisfaction.

“Goddamn it, woman,” he growled, enjoying how
his mom was no ‘dead fish.’ I never just laid there and took it. I
fought to give as much as I took. His free hand joined its twin on
my back, to hold me firmer beneath him. As I worked at fucking him
back, his hard hands pressed me down and granted him a more secure
hold. With two hands, Dibs kept me where he wanted me. With his
great strength my son kept me in my place; he showed his mom his
power by continuously hammering his cock into my pussy.

While the woman in me enjoyed the fucking Dibs
gave me, the mother in me noticed other details. From this new
outlook, I could see underneath our bed and noticed a couple of
‘dust bunnies.’ They were tiny gossamer wisps, but unacceptable.
While Dibs mounted his conquest, as I humped the carpet, I thought
about how the carpet needs to be vacuumed before we go to bed
tonight, including moving the furniture. This last fact meant it
would have to be a job done by a man. It would be his job.

“Oh god,” I moaned with erotic ecstasy. While
indulging in incestuous delight, I laughed at the thought: How
crazy is it that as dirty as it is for a mother to be getting
fucked by her son, she’s worried about a dirty carpet? So goes
the female mind. Enjoying these disparate thought, I was close to
cumming. Did the idea my son would have to vacuum my bedroom after
Dibs finished fucking me help me get off? It didn’t matter because
I was just about there.

“Oh fuuuahhh…” I groaned in release. I drove my
hips up to meet my son’s incoming thrust, and let him drive me
down. My body slumped, my body stiffened. I melted and became hard.
I was cumming and loved how Dibs’ big dick was stuffed into my cunt
while I was cumming. On the down stroke of our last lunge, he gave
me that extra push. I knew what it signaled and loved how close we
are. Without effort or word, we were cumming together.

“Oh, fuck!” Dibs moaned; his cock was as far
into his mother’s pussy as possible. I was cumming. My body
trembled from my cumming; I felt Dibs’ cock spit his cum out. His
first shot was hard, heavy and hot. It slapped the walls of my
pussy was authority. His next squirt followed, quickly by another
and another. With him so deep inside me, my pussy was full.

A loving son, he withdrew and his cum fired from
his cock to fill his mom’s pussy. My body shook from my climax, my
body was rocked by the last hoorah of my orgasm. Dibs’ body humped
upon me that one last time, and his final load of hot cum filled
me. I loved how I knew my son’s rhythms, knew what they were and
could even anticipate them. Beyond our kindred bond, our familial
connection, Dibs and I are so close we are one.

“Oh wow,” one of us moaned. It didn’t matter
who. I was he and he was me. We were more than mother and son, more
than girlfriend and boyfriend. We were more. I lay flattened out
beneath him. Well trained, Dibs knew what his mom liked. He lay
atop me with his full mass pressed on me, his cock still in me.

“I love you, Johanna,” he whispered in my ear,
saying my full name with an erotic appeal only he possessed. His
breath was warm and steamy. When he licked my ear, I sighed with
satisfaction.

“I love me, too,” I laughed and savored the feel
of Dibs’ laughter. As my arousal ebbed away, thought returned.
‘Damn, I’m fucking hungry,’ I thought. Even though we ate dinner
less than an hour ago, I craved chocolate. My body and mind agreed:
‘I hope there’s some chocolate somewhere in this damn house,
otherwise I’m gonna have to send Dalton out to get me some.’ Then
my earlier thoughts resurfaced. I began chuckling at them. Dibs
joined me, and I enjoyed the feel of his naked, sweaty hot body
shake atop mine.

“I’m gonna need you to vacuum in here because
the furniture is gonna need to be moved, and can you get under the
bed?” I softly asked of him.

“I think I might need to use stain remover
also,” Dibs immediately replied. We laughed together at the
probable mess we just made. Like all men, it’s easier to get Dibs
to do something if I ask rather than if I demand. I knew he would
do this for me and I loved him for it.

After that night, I discovered the T-back style
thongs are actually comfortable. It took me only a day to get used
to the T in the back instead of the elastic on the leg opening from
bikini-style panties cutting lines across my ass. From then on, I
prefer them to other panty styles, except for the occasional
boyshorts that always wakes my love's sleeping giant. I also love
how I still feel attractive, even sexy when dressed in a
conservatively cut pantsuit. As the head of the accounting
department of a regional supermarket, I sometimes have to attend
boring as death meetings. However, as the only woman in the room, I
felt wearing a skirt seemed inappropriate. Beneath my boring
Hillary Clinton-inspired pantsuit, I wore a tiny, sexy thong. Best
yet, during the most boring parts of these meeting, I reminiscence
of my first time.

***

“I love you,” I informed him.

Ending our kiss, I looked upon my son. As Dibs
gripped my bare butt-cheeks tight, my lust flared even higher.
Before he could answer, I returned my lips to his. Sliding my body
down his, I kissed his chin. I kissed his throat. I licked that
hollow at the base of his neck.

I reached his chest and enjoyed its strength.
Wrapping my arms around its breadth, I inhaled his scent. I could
smell the vestiges of his cologne, the faintness of his body soap.
Below was the scent of a man. Holding my man, I rubbed my face upon
his might. I was trying to get every part of my face covered with
his manliness. Across his chest, I rubbed my cheeks. I rubbed my
forehead against his pecs. I nuzzled my nose on his sternum. My
chin drew along its outline. I reveled in its power.

Dalton had always been into weight training
since that unfortunate incident got him sent to DFY. Nevertheless,
since our becoming lovers he really dedicated himself to his
training. He was determined to show his Mom his prowess. He didn’t
have to, but who am I to stop him? We now both go to the gym
3 or 4 times a week. Dibs gained 20 pounds in all the right places.
Any boyish residue he may have had had disappeared.

“Dibs, I don't want you using steroids,” I
warned.

“JoJo, do you think I'd take something that'll
make my balls shrink when I have as fine a girlfriend as you?”

I love when Dibs calls me by my new nickname.
The way he says it, his tone and inflection gives it such a sexy
and youthful appeal. The fact JoJo comes from him muttering, “Jo…
Jo…” the first time I sucked his cock adds to its hidden
naughtiness. This part was our secret. Yet similar to Dalton, I
never really liked to be called Jo. Joe is the name of a guy. Am
I a guy? But my parents first started calling me this as a
young girl and it was too late before I realized I hated it. Now,
when Dibs or anyone else calls me JoJo, I feel sexy and secretly a
bad girl, a very bad girl.

“Mom, I love the way you look. Do you not
believe me?” My own weight continued to hover around 128-134
pounds. Of course, I obsessed about this even as my boyfriend
reassured me otherwise. Although I loved when my son called me
JoJo, I also liked how Dibs also called me, “Mom.” Eighteen-plus
years, he was still conditioned to call his mother this. Yet,
depending on the circumstance, when he did it made me feel naughty
and guilty; and with Dibs, I enjoyed feeling naughty and
guilty.

“By the way you walk around with a hard-on every
time you're near me, I guess I have to believe you.”

It was true. Anytime I was near, he sprang to
attention. Sometimes I thought I would need to beat him with a
stick to get him off me. I guess it was my fault though. Since we
became lovers, I became comfortable walking around the house in
just a bra and panties; and as my bras and panties became more
lingerie and less underwear, how else did I expect a 19-year-old
male to react?

My body continued sliding further down his body.
Reaching my boyfriend's abs, I envied and hated him for how great
his stomach looked. Without any effort, he had the faint outline of
his abs muscles showing.

At the gym, I used a stair climber or an
elliptical machine and my eyes would wander to where he was working
out. I couldn't help it. Worse, I had to resist urge to go over
there and watch him.

Once while I was weight training in the girlie
section, I kept looking over at him. My son was across the gym, in
the big boy weight-pit section of the gym. He had his shirt off and
was doing a shoulder routine while he faced a mirror. My personal
trainer noticed my glances.

“Thinking of taking that young one down, huh
JoJo? If you don't maybe I'll eat him up myself,” the 20-something,
young, hard-body joked with me. I knew what she meant. Was the
cougar on the prowl? she wanted to know. I'm a non-violent
type. I've never been in a fight yet my urge was to smash Stephanie
with the 5 Lbs. weight in my hand.

“Don't you think he's kind of too young for me?
I mean he's young enough to be my son.” I wondered what she would
think if I dated someone like Dibs.

“JoJo, if that was your son, you wouldn't have
to go out looking for any when it's at home,” Steph said in a
strangely serious tone.

“You're joking, right?” I was oddly curious
about her attitude. I was tempted to tell her that, in fact, he was
my son and he fucked me silly last night.

“No, I'm serious. If I had a son like that, I'd
keep him to myself. I wouldn't share him with anyone else,”
Stephanie stated so bluntly I knew she was being honest. I was
pleased this was exactly what I was doing. I dared to say:

“Then, I got Dibs.”

***

Shaking my head of these stray thoughts, I
focused on what I was doing in the present. I was licking my love's
abs. Drawing waves, my tongue trailed down his young, firm, fine
body.

“God, JoJo that feels so good,” Dibs
complimented. Looking up at him, I winked at him. I twirled my
tongue along the edges of his belly button.

“My god that's good,” he praised. Placing a hand
on my head, he gently guided me further down his body. Following
his obvious longing, my tongue continued to dance down his lower
abs until reaching the waistband of his black boxer briefs.

I loved how the waistband didn't mold perfectly
to his body. This was because his erect cock pushed up the middle
of the elastic waistband, to create its charming gap. I knew his
hard cock was lying flat against his body; and, I was the cause my
son was so hard. I felt honored. I felt wickedly sinful. Using my
chin, I followed the straight line his rigid pole made until I was
lying comfortably between his legs. My chin rested on the sensitive
spot where his body transitions from his sac to the base of his
cock.

His fingers began to delicately comb through my
hair. The tingles his fingers created didn't have far to travel
before popping off inside my skull. Looking at my lover earnestly I
silently shouted, “I love you.”

Nestling my body into its rightful spot between
my son's legs, my chin rested on his equipment. I breathed in his
scent. It was the reassuring aroma of a man, my man. With my knees
bent beneath my hips, my ass was cocked up at an angle inviting
itself to anyone who might be standing behind me. Thinking about
it, I chuckled.

“What?” Dibs asked, afraid he was the source of
my amusement.

“I was just thinking about your trip to the
Forbidden Zone,” I contently purred.

“Yeah, that was pretty awesome, huh?” he
agreed.

Since our first night together, when he tried to
stick a finger in my butt he has been obsessed with my Forbidden
Zone. That night, I told him, “Sweetie, there'll be time to do
that another time.” Since then, he lovingly and patiently waited
for that time.

A few months ago, before the start of his new
college semester I made a deal with him. I promised, “Get straight
A's this semester and you can tap this ass.”

Dalton had always been a good but not great
student. With four 3rd year college classes, I figured my ass was
safe from his invasion. I hadn't anticipated on how feverishly he
would attack the books. His commitment to his studies would have
seemed admirable, until you learned Dibs' motivation was to
sodomize his mother.

Last week, as his finals drew to a close I knew
I would have to make good on my promise. I was proud of my son's
dedication. I was afraid of my boyfriend's anal obsession. I was
impressed by my love's success. Surprisingly, I found myself
hesitantly eager to feel Dibs probe my butt.

It had been years since the last time I allowed
anyone to enter my Forbidden Zone. It's not that I'm opposed
to anal sex in general. In fact there have been many times I found
it pleasurable; there have also been a few total disasters. Even
one painful experience. That person had been my children's father.
By then our relationship was collapsing. The only thing that kept
us together, besides our kids, was the sex. Yet the sex was mostly
angry sex or grudge fucking. The sex was an explosion of anger,
lust, rage, hunger but after the sex, we still hated each
other.

I cannot remember why I thought giving my ass up
to my husband would fix our relationship but I did. Like son, like
father, he was a fantastic lover and that night he delivered the
goods. It was the aftermath that ended our relationship. Although
this wasn't the first time he invaded my Forbidden Zone
afterwards my husband only saw me as nothing but a slut, a whore,
as trash. When he called me a prostitute that was it, I was done.
See ya in Divorce Court.


Chapter 4

Last Tuesday, as I got my body waxed at the spa
these were the thoughts my conscience fed me. I tried to argue back
how my son wasn't his father. I argued Dibs would always love me
but my conscience was intent to browbeat me into submission. It was
Ursula, my regular wax-girl who's from the Ukraine, who rescued me
from myself.

“Yo-Yo, you are glowing. Tell me who is
da new boyfriend?” she asked in her strong Ukraine accent.

“I don't have anyone,” I lied, as I lay on her
table getting all those unwanted hairs removed. I normally love the
job Ursula does; somehow, she can yank hair from extremely delicate
and ultra-sensitive parts of my body with barely a twinge. I felt
more comfortable exposing myself to her probing hands than my
gynecologist.

“Oh Veally?” Ursula yanked a strip of wax
more forcefully than I ever felt before. “I can tell diz t'ings.
Now do you Vish to keep lying to me?” Another strip was torn
off my body.

“He's young,” I confessed and the next strip was
gentler. “Would you believe he's only 21?” I lied embarrassed my
boyfriend, at 19, was technically still a teenager. “But he
absolutely adores me. According to him there's nothing I can do
wrong.” The next strip was even gentler.

“And the sex! You can imagine what a 20-year old
can do.” I barely felt her pull the strips. “Forget all the ‘he can
go all night’ crap. What's incredible is how caring he is while
we're fucking. It's as if all he cares about is my pleasure. Would
you believe there are times I have to pull his head out from down
there?”

Ursula just nodded as she brushed warm wax on a
new spot. “I'm thinking about giving him some anal. Do you think I
should?” I questioned.

“Does he love you?” she asked as she painted my
leg with wax.

“God yes. To him, I'm his whole world.”

“Do you love him?” she asked as she laid the
cloth tape atop the wax.

I thought about it. I mean really thought about
it. I loved Dalton as a mother would love her son. In fact being my
baby and the black sheep, as a mother I tried to give him extra
love. I was so proud of how he had gotten his life back on track. I
wondered if he knew I was more proud of him then his sister the Ivy
League student or his older brother who – God bless and protect him
and all our troops – was a Marine. I felt guilty as I realized I
loved Dalton more than Damien but from early on Damien was able to
take care of himself.

What my Ukrainian inquisitor meant was did I
love Dibs. I obviously lusted for him. I loved our physical
relationship. But were my feelings more than carnal? Many thoughts
ran through my head and my conscience tried to chirp in. By the
time Ursula finished laying her strips of cloth used to pull the
wax off and the wax cooled I had my answer.

“Yes, I do.” I confessed. Ursula removed the
next strip without me even feeling it.

“I dink you just answered your own
question. Now, I can bleach you back there if you Vant?” my
Ukrainian confessor informed me.

“Do you think I need it?” I wondered. Ursula
spread my cheeks to inspect.

***

On Thursday, grades were posted. As expected,
Dibs received a 4.0 in all his classes. He presented me a devilish
grin. My sphincter twitched in excitement, my anus clinched in
fear. Saying there were a few things I needed to do beforehand, we
agreed Saturday he would “get to break through the Final
Frontier.”

Friday afternoon on the way home from work, I
stopped off at the local pharmacy to buy an enema kit. I knew if I
was going to be parking my son's truck in my garage, I needed to
make space for it by cleaning it out. Saturday morning after
serving my man his breakfast, I chased him out of the house and
told him not to come back before 4 o’clock. I'm not going to go
into detail about my using an enema except to say, ‘Thank god my
bathroom is big, spacious and comfortable enough to spend hours
in.’ Finally by 1 o'clock, I was empty and pristinely clean.

After a peaceful, relaxing shower, I threw on a
pair of loose-fitting cotton pajama bottoms. They were a simple
affair, solid red with a wide white waistband; the most decorative
part was the white laces in front, which are styled to resemble
men's football pants. Up top, to hold my girls in place, I grabbed
a Body by Victoria Full-Coverage Bra. It's a comfy bra in a wild
strawberry color and has a cute white bow in the middle. Dressed, I
curled up on our bed and zonked out.

When I opened my eyes again, I was greeted by
the sight of my sweetheart sitting at the end of the bed waiting
for me to wake. The loving man he is, while I slept, I didn’t even
notice the bed move when he sat on our bed. When I sat-up, yawned
and stretched my boyfriend rose and presented me a bouquet of
flowers. As I inhaled their fragrance, I knew, Yes, I do love
this man. I also knew I was eager for him to explore my
Forbidden Zone.

“I gotta put these in water,” I said
appreciatively and made to get up.

“Way ahead of you,” Dibs said. He pointed to an
exquisite crystal vase I never saw before which sat atop my
nightstand. Next to it was a small sherry copita filled with the
sweet wine.

“Did you buy this? It's gorgeous,” I
complimented as I put my flowers in their new vase, “I can't
believe you did all this.”

“I only got a couple of things that reminded me
of your beauty, although now next to you they both pale in
comparison,” my lover-boy replied.

Taking a sip of sherry, I ordered my son to
“come here.” He stood before me. I pulled his head down to my
level. I kissed his lips in thanks for the gifts. Then I kissed his
lips in appreciation for his kind words. Pressing my tongue to his
lips, he opened his mouth and I kissed him with love.

Already the butterflies fluttered in my stomach.
Releasing my hold of him, I sipped the rest of the sherry.
Fortified, I kissed him again, and again, and again. Lying back
down, my head rested on my pillows. I pulled him atop me. To feel
his weight on me set my passion afire. My pussy responded by
becoming sweeter than my sherry.

By now, Dibs knew how to touch my body; it
hadn’t required much teaching. His left hand reached up and began
to comb my hair. When his fingers wove their way through my hair
and touched my scalp, I was his to do as he pleased.

I wrapped my arms around his back to pull him
tight to me. I reached down and began to tug his T-shirt up his
body. When it reached his chin, we surrendered our kiss, allowing
me to pull his shirt over his head and off his body. To feel his
hot body upon mine was magic itself. My hand reached around his
broad body and commenced to stroke his muscled back.

As his left hand continued to pet my head, his
right hand worked its way down my body. Reaching underneath the
waistband of my pajamas, it sought its target. When his hand found
it, he began petting another part of my body. As Dibs' hand stroked
my pussy, I sighed with appreciation. Just his touch sent charges
of desire coursing through me.

I wanted to feel his mouth on my special place.
I brought my hands up and placed them on the top of his head; I
pushed him down my body. Well taught, my son knew what I craved.
Liberating his lips from mine, he crawled over my body to settle
between my spread legs. Placing his hands on the sides of the
waistband of my pajama bottoms, I lifted my hips for him. Deftly,
my son undressed his mother.

My son lay between my legs and admired his
mother's exposed pussy. Craning my neck, I looked down at my lover
and was rewarded with him looking back at me. Placing my hand upon
his head, I guided him to my wanting pussy. I watched as his lips
kissed my pussylips. It was immediate ecstasy. Using his tongue, he
treated me with long caresses along my slit. When his tongue
penetrated me, I pressed his head tighter to me. I thrust my hips
against his face driven by a desire to get every bit of his tongue
inside me.

“Oh god, oh god yes,” I thanked the heavens.

“Oh god, lick me,” I pleaded. His hands reached
under my butt-cheeks and lifted me even tighter to him.

“Oh, Ooh, Oooh Gaawd yes,” I sang as my son ate
my pussy. I was ready for him to probe me further.

Reluctantly, I disengaged him from my pussy by
grabbing a handful of his hair. I pulled his head up so I could
look at him.

“Have you ever done this before?” I
inquired.

“Kinda, once with Bianca,” he confessed. I knew
Bianca was an ex-girlfriend of his before we became a couple. “…but
we messed it up, I think.”

“What happened?” I asked with curiosity.

“After I had greased up my cock and started
jamming it in, she yelled that it hurt too much and made me
stop.”

I laughed at my son's ignorance. He looked
wounded at my mirth.

“That's why I love you, you're so stupid,” and I
laughed some more.

“Now follow my instructions and I'll enjoy this
as much as you. Okay?” He looked cheered by the fact his mother was
going to teach him how to properly sodomize a woman.

“It's easier and more comfortable for a woman if
you start from the missionary position. Remember this,” I
instructed. Reaching over to the nightstand, I handed him the
bottle of Astro-Glide lubricant, which now openly resided there.
Since becoming more than just mother and son, in many ways Dibs
liberated me. No longer am I embarrassed about my sex toys and
lubricant. Instead, we enjoy using them together; and even added a
few more to our collection. Because, what mother and son doesn’t
enjoy playing together?

“Ready for some fun?” I teased. I draped my legs
over his shoulders, which raised my hips up and exposed more of
myself to him.

“Okay, keep doing what you were doing and just
rub some of the lube on my butthole…” I tutored my pupil. “…until
it has gotten nice and slick.” Dibs proved to be a willing
student.

Returning his mouth to my pussy, I felt the tip
of his forefinger gently touch my sphincter. As he rubbed my
Forbidden Zone, it tickled so degenerately. I felt the lube
warm from my overheated body. Soon my entire sphincter was greased
and I was eager for more.

I pulled my lover's head up to my clit and he
sought it out. Taking it into his mouth, he gratifyingly flicked
its nub with his tongue. “Okay sweetie, finger my pussy with your
other hand.” He obeyed and I reveled in the feelings his tongue and
fingers created.

“Spread some more lube on your finger and gently
put it in my butt.” My body detected the tip of his finger try to
invade my anal cavity, it resisted. I tried to will myself to relax
and gritted my teeth as his finger forced its way in.

“Okay…” I panted. “Just hold it there…” I
pleaded when his fingertip was inside my anus, “...you'll feel when
my ass loosens up. Then slowly keep sliding your finger in.” He
kept his ministrations toward my pussy and I savored the feel of
his tongue making love to my clit.

Then I felt his finger travel further up my
asshole. No longer resistant, my Forbidden Zone welcomed his
intrusion. To feel my son's finger up my ass and another in my cunt
was the ultimate sin. When his finger was fully inserted in my butt
I thought, ‘Yup, it's now a fact, I'm going to hell.’ I chuckled to
myself at this thought.

“Oh, that feels so good. I want you to start
slowly fingering my asshole as you finger my pussy,” I instructed
and Dibs proved why he was able to get straight A's last
semester.

“Urgh, Ooh, ugh, oh yes,” I cried as, at first,
he alternated slipping a finger into my pussy or my asshole. After
a while, we both felt my backdoor loosen even more.

“Oh my god,” I growled as he began to finger my
body with both fingers in unison. It was sinfully, shamefully
incredible to have my son penetrating both my pussy and ass at the
same time.

“Oh god that's it, finger my asshole; oh god,
make my pussy sing. Oh god, I'm going to hell for this,” I
confessed. Feeling so wrong never felt so good.

“Okay, I want you to start working a second
finger in my ass.” My student withdrew both fingers from my body. I
felt empty, waiting as he lubed up both fingers.

“Urrrggghhh… aah,” I cried as he worked both his
fore and middle finger into my asshole. I panted with relief as he
paused after getting the tips of both fingers inside me.

“Suck my clit,” I begged as wanton lust surged
through me. My ass loosened and I felt my boyfriend's fingers
travel up my anal cavity. It was a naughty delight to feel my
Forbidden Zone being stretched to accept his probing
fingers.

“Now finger-fuck my asshole,” I commanded. My
apprentice followed my orders.

“Spread my asshole so I can take that big dick
of yours,” I demanded. I could feel it as he worked at spreading
his fingers apart, opening me up further for his impending anal
invasion.

“Urgh god, that's it… urgh god yes,” I growled
as my son violated me with his fingers. The feelings that came from
down there had my mind awhirl. Laying my head back on the pillow, I
stared at the ceiling and enjoyed the ride he gave me.

I couldn't take it anymore. I was ready for the
real thing. Pulling my son's head from my pussy, I looked him in
the face. “Are you ready to fuck your Mom in her asshole?”

He just gave me a beaming smile that said, ‘I
love you, Mom.’

“Grease that fucking thing up and get ready.”
Faster than lightning, my young beginner stood beside the bed
naked. I watched with devilish joy as he rubbed lubricant on his
rigid cock. As it started to glisten, I felt a twinge at the
thought that mighty cock would be shoved up my asshole. My lust
overruled my fear.

Grabbing my legs, he spun me 90 degrees and
pulled me to the edge of the bed without being told. Taking me by
my ankles, he spread me wide. I placed my left hand on his chest to
brace myself. My right hand reached between us and took possession
of his slicked cock. To hold him in my hand drove home the reality:
my son was about to fuck me in the ass.

I guided his cock to my Forbidden Zone.
When his cockhead touched my puckered hole, I trembled with fear.
My butt twitched with excitement.

“Remember sweetie, it's like you're starting all
over again. Go slowly and let me get used to it, okay?” My Sodomite
answered by gently but forcefully pressing his cock against my
sphincter. Slowly he pushed and entered my Forbidden Zone. I
felt as if he was splitting me in half and I growled in
acknowledgement of this fact.

Finally, his cockhead cleared my asshole. It
clasped down on his shaft. With both hands on his chest, I pushed
against him to signal for him to hold there.

“Oh my god,” I gasped between my heavy breathes,
“It feels like…”

“A fucking truck…” I panted, “…just entered my
ass.”

Looking up at my lover, he beamed like all men
do when you tell them they are packing a big gun. This time, it did
feel like a truck had crashed into my rear-end.

I brought my hand down from his chest to caress
my pussy. Stroking my cunt sent warm feelings and waves of pleasure
through my body. As my middle finger skillfully entered my pussy I
mewed, “Aah that's nice.”

My Forbidden Zone adjusted to its
invasion and began to relax. Loosening the tension my hand held on
his chest, Dibs began to slowly violate me further. His cock worked
its way up my ass and I welcomed the sensations he created. After
an eternity, my son was fully in my ass and I felt packed beyond
capacity.

“Come here,” I begged him and he bent down to
me. I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled him the rest of
the way to me. I kissed my sweetie with the bliss I was suffering.
As we kissed, he began to withdraw from my ass. It was a twisted
feeling as I thrilled with the emptying feeling yet I craved him
inside me too. Stopping when his cockhead only remained in me, he
paused. I panted with carnal hunger.

“Oh fuck yes, oh fuck, that's it,” I softly
screamed as he shoved his cock back inside me, “Oh my fucking god.”
With him fully in my ass, I felt full and complete again. As he
withdrew again, I could feel my backdoor loosen and began to crave
his cock.

“Oh, Oh, Oh that's it, Oh yes!” I hailed as my
young learner slid his cock into my welcoming butt. I pulled him
tight to me loving the feel of his body on mine. I loved the feel
of his cock up my ass. I rejoiced in its sinful pleasure.

“Are you ready to fuck my asshole? I want you to
fuck my ass,” I ordered and held on as my lover followed my
commands. With each of his thrusts, my asshole relaxed its grip and
urged his cock into me.

As he continously fucked in an’ out of my
asshole, my love's pelvis grinded on my pubic mound. Waves of bliss
crashed over me. My mind floated on a cloud of ecstasy. My son
continually violated my ass. I knew I was going to hell and
embraced this fact.

“That's it, fuck my ass,” I insisted, “Yeah fuck
your Mom's ass. Yes! That's it, fuck Mom's asshole.

“That's it, oh god yes, I'm going to hell for
this,” I shouted with depraved delight.

“How's it feel to be fucking your mother's
asshole?” I yelled into his ear. My son's only answer was to keep
grunting and thrusting.

“How's it feel to be sodomizing your Mom?”
Actions speak louder than words. Dibs answered by pounding my ass
out.

“Yes, keep it up. Keep riding my asshole.” My
ass screamed with profane enjoyment as my son slid in an’ out of my
former Forbidden Zone. It was pure magic to feel his cock
tunnel into my rectum. With Dibs’ muscular body atop me, I hungered
for his flesh. I sank my teeth into his trapezius. This only
spurred my young lover's ardor and I held on as he plowed his cock
into my ass.

Releasing my bite, I gasped for breath and
grunted with joy on his every penetration. I loved the feeling of
Dibs' body against mine. I could feel the sweat his exertion
created dropping onto my own hot, sweaty body. His pelvis continued
to rub on my pubic mound. Whenever he rubbed across my excited
clit, lightning raced through me.

As his cock hammered my ass, I danced on a cloud
of depraved delight. I began to feel my young stud slow down. I
could hear his labored breaths. I could feel his lungs expanding,
seeking more oxygen. I saved my student from himself.

“Hold up…” I begged between my own labored
breathing, “…sweetie. I need…

“…a break,” I pleaded. My Sodomite stopped his
motion, his cock still buried in his Mom’s ass. He released my legs
and I let them drop. Grabbing the edge of the bed to brace himself,
my ace student almost collapsed upon me.

Scooching my butt back, I disengaged his
wonderful cock from my ass. I kept scooting back until I was about
in the middle of the bed. I lay there on my back, my arms stretched
out as if upon a cross, staring at the ceiling breathless. My mind
floated on a cloud of immoral indulgence as my ass sang from being
deliciously violated.

As oxygen returned to my lungs, I noticed
motion. Looking over my body, I saw my young stud standing upright,
his cock still erect and shined with my ass-juices. I had never
seen a more beautiful and welcoming sight.

Reaching over, I grabbed a pillow. Pulling it to
me, I rolled over to my front side. Tucking the pillow under my
forearms, I slid my knees under me. In this crouching position, I
offered my ass to my son.

Looking back, I watched as my Sodomite bent down
to the floor. With most of his body hidden from view I wondered,
what the hell was he doing? When he stood back up, he held his
cellphone. He pointed it toward me. Confused, it took me a moment
to figure out what he was doing.

I couldn't believe it! The bastard had just
taken a picture of my exposed backside. “Let me see,” I demanded
and my obedient son handed me his phone. Looking at the picture, it
was a close-up of my butthole and pussy. You could see the puffy
redness and slickness on the rim of my asshole. You could also see
how it was wantonly open about the size of dime. Below was my
pussy, engorged with lust and shimmered from leaking its own
juices. I felt strangely proud of the sight. I felt scandalously
pleased with the picture. I wondered-slash-worried if anyone could
recognize whose body that pussy and asshole belonged to. Handing
back his phone I joked, “You should send that to your father.”

I think the silly bastard actually did! Tossing
the phone the floor, my young learner climbed onto the bed to join
me. Standing over my body, he straddled me; his feet were in-line
with my shins. Squatting down, he guided his rigid sword into my
eager butt. I was amazed at how easily my ass welcomed his return.
To be stuffed with Dibs’ cock up my ass as my son loomed over me
was a degenerate's paradise.

I grunted with passion when he grabbed a handful
of my hair. Pulling it taut to give him better balance, my young
stud returned to violating my Forbidden Zone. In my
compacted form, it felt as if every time his cock tunneled into my
ass it should be touching the base of my throat. I giggled at the
mental image of my son's cock reaching so deep inside me.

“Urrgh god,” I commended my pupil, “that's
it.”

“Urrrghhh that feels soooo good,” I cheered my
star student.

“Oh my fucking god,” Dibs shouted as his cock
danced in an’ out of my ass.

“Aah god, oooh yes, that's it, that's it,” I
urged. My son's hips drove down upon my butt-cheeks.

“Yeah, JoJo that’s it.’ I bucked my hips up at
him and tossed my head.

“Oh yeah, JoJo. Give me that ass.” I loved the
feel of his loins on me and his hand holding my hair tight. I
basked in the immoral ecstasy my son gave me. My mind cavorted from
the knowledge I was the cause of his sinful ways. My Sodomite held
tight to me and through labored breathing and grunts, I knew he was
loving our dance of debauchery as much as I.

“Oh fuck,” he called out.

“Oh fuck yes,” he proclaimed.

“Oh fuck, JoJo,” he professed, “…I'm gonna
cum.”

“Let me feel you cum in my ass,” I told my
lover.

“Cum deep in my ass,” I ordered my son.

“Oh Fuck, Mom!” He grunted with another
thrust.

“Oh gawd, Mom,” he grunted with another thrust.
Then he lunged into me, burying his cock deep into my ass. I felt
his cock swell and then a warm liquid flooded into my ass. I felt
his cum rush into my anal cavity and inundate me. My Sodomite kept
his cock buried deep in my ass until he emptied.

I felt his body relax and the tension on my hair
lessened. His knees bent, his cock withdrew from my absolutely
desecrated Forbidden Zone and he slumped down to almost fall
or collapse onto his butt. After he released my hair, I was free to
look back and saw my exhausted student sitting upright with his
legs spread out before him. Making eye contact with him, I saw my
son was proud at the ass-fucking he just gave his mom.

Stretching out my legs out, I laid out my
exhausted, content and thoroughly sodomized body. Crossing my arms
underneath my chest, I rested my chin on the bottom left corner of
my pillow. Relaxing, I enjoyed the feelings my violated body
transmitted to my mind. I felt my heart rate and breathing return
back from the stratosphere they had been orbiting in during out
sinful sexcapade.

I felt the bed move and my Sodomite rested his
hot, sweaty body alongside mine. He was lying on his back and his
head lay on the pillow we shared. Turning my head, I was rewarded
with the sight of my lover gazing at me.

“I love you,” I softly whispered. He smiled and
my heart leapt with joy.

“I love you more,” Dibs challenged.

Draping my right arm across his still heaving,
sweat-soaked chest, I pushed myself up to him. I kissed him.
Holding me to him, he kissed me back and his left hand tunneled its
way through my tasseled hair to caress the back of my skull.
Unbelievably, when his fingertips touched me the butterflies in my
stomach fluttered. I could not believe the pleasure this man can
give me. The happiness my lover gave to me. Releasing our kiss, I
rested my chin on his chest.

I smiled at my son and placidly closed my
eyes…

***

Opening my eyes, I found I had returned back to
the present from such a captivating and splendid memory. My butt
still resonated from the absolute thorough violation of my
Forbidden Zone he delivered upon me.

Lust and passion surged through my veins. My
chin was still resting on the base of my gorgeous lover's cock and
I was still crouched between his legs. Wanton desire raced through
my mind clouding coherent thought. My knees were bent beneath my
hips, my ass was cocked up at an angle inviting itself to all who
might stand behind me.

Looking up his young luscious body, I saw his
eyes looking back at me. I smiled at my son. With tangled thoughts
I wondered aloud, “What am I going to do with you?”

Actions speak louder than words. Dibs hand
guided my head to where it needed to be…
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Chapter 1

Monday

It's been awhile since my mother and I became
intimate. In fact, we no longer lived as a constantly horny son and
his super sexy Mom but as a family. Johanna is my cougar of a wife
and I am her young boy-toy husband. Even so, we were excited to be
taking a vacation together, alone. As a gift for my birthday, my
bride booked us a 3-day stay at a luxurious spa & resort.

The plane ride was both fun and torture. This
was because JoJo wore a red satin blouse that was lightweight and
semi-sheer. With the top two buttons open, beneath she wore a
blatantly visible black bra that did a marvelous job of displaying
her ample cleavage.

Along with this, she wore a tight-fitting black
pencil style skirt that ended on her delectable calves and a pair
of cute black open-toed pumps, which had a platform beneath the toe
and 6-inch heels to them. Worse, she knew the effect she had on
me.

“What's wrong sweetie?” she teased. “Someone all
ready to go but got nowhere to go to?”

JoJo laughed as she watched me adjust the raging
hard-on I sported. Since I sat trapped in the window seat with her
on the aisle, a couple of times she smiled and said, “Here, let me
help.” Reaching over she touched me only enough to make to my agony
worse.

Finally, I was able to doze off only to receive
a sharp elbow in my ribs. Opening my eyes, she was cupping and
bounced her pendulous breasts in her hands. Mischievously, she
wondered, “Dibs, do you think my boobs are too big?”

My eyes just simply popped out of my skull.
After picking them up from the floor and replacing them back in my
skull, JoJo just laughed and said, “Okay, now go back to
sleep.”

Yeah right as if that was gonna happen! Instead,
I tried to read some from my Ipad yet this proved to be impossible,
too. Johanna was using the e-reader feature of her Ipad yet every
so often she'd wickedly, lusciously lick her lips or would turn and
upon making eye contact smile an' wink at me or anything else she
could subtly do to arouse and torment me.

“You are gonna pay when we get there,” I warned;
but all-in-all it was a four-hour flight of cock-teasing hell.

When the plane finally landed, the shuttle van
came to pick us up. We discovered there were three other couples
joining us: two middle-aged husband and wife types and an old-timer
with what seemed to be his trophy wife. Mom whispered in my ear,
“She's cute. I wonder if those are real?”

The 20-minute shuttle ride was uneventful; we
were in one of the middle rows so my wife was forced to behave
properly. Arriving at the resort, we headed over to the check-in
counter. There, the desk clerk looked at us suspiciously as I
announced, “Mr. and Mrs. Prodigal checking in.”

After typing a few things into the computer he
said, “I'll need to see some ID.” I dug my wallet out and handed
him my driver's license. Looking at it he snidely said, “I'll need
to see yours also, ma'am.”

Mom gladly produced hers from her purse. When he
saw that her license announced she was Johanna Prodigal, the desk
clerk's look of derision and almost contempt changed quickly to
respect and admiration. When he handed us back our licenses, he
subtly gave me a head-nod that said, ‘Congratulations for bagging
that cougar.’

If wondering, after my parents divorced, my
mother never changed back to her maiden name, which allows her and
I to portray being a married couple without getting Johnny Law
involved.

The bellhop on the other hand just openly ogled
my wife. With her dressed like an in-heat leopardess, who could
blame him? After the desk clerk announced we'd be staying in room
214, the bellhop gave me a smirk of admiration. I think he would've
given me a fist bump if both the desk clerk and Johanna weren't
standing there looking at us.

At our room, the bellhop gave us a quick tour.
This amounted to pointing out these two doors are closets; this is
the bathroom, where there was a separate shower and a full-size hot
tub; and the French doors opened to a balcony that ran the
full-length of the building and overlooked a ginormous pool and
beyond was a 9-hole golf course. Giving the bellhop a tip, I
hurried him out the door but he got his fist bump and nodded his
head with a knowing smirk, which both annoyed me and made me
proud.

After shutting the door and turning to her, JoJo
held out her arms and asked, “Well, what do you think?”

“Beautiful, absolutely stunning,” and Mom smiled
because she knew I wasn't speaking about the room or the resort.
Perhaps I'm biased but to me my wife was a pure sexpot and even
more so since we became a couple as she finally became confident,
proud and sometimes even arrogant of her looks.

In her early forties, JoJo seemed more vibrant,
sexy and youthful than before she turned forty. The last few years
rejuvenated my mom’s love and lust for life. Johanna still had long
jet-black hair without a single grey in it. She liked to wear it
simply with a part in the middle or just a bit off to the side. She
allowed it to cascade down to frame her lovely soft feminine face
before her mane washed over her shoulders to end mid-way down her
back.

Her strongest facial features are her vivid ice
blue eyes. With her raven locks and soft pink skin, her eyes seem
to almost glow. Aware of their power, JoJo used them to her
advantage. Once she locked those blue diamonds on you, you are
spellbound. Hypnotized, it is impossible to look away.

Her other great facial feature was her smile.
Botox free, her whole face, and maybe even her whole body, smiles.
When she smiled, which nowadays is often, it is a comfortable fun
smile that makes you wanna smile with her. The corners of her mouth
lift pushing up her cheeks, her eyes open wider and her eyebrows
rise.

I guess you would describe her face as a blend
between heart-shaped and square. I always loved how my mother had a
petite chin that somehow seemed separate from her soft jaw, as if
attached later. This was because she had a U-shaped line that
defined her chin from her smooth jaw.

Rising from there were her beautifully kissable
lips. Not overly full or plump, they seemed to be perfect for her
smile, especially when she shows her shining white teeth; and when
JoJo smiles her full fleshy cheeks become even more pronounced. I
loved to run my fingers over the delicate skin of her face and
delighted how she purrs with pleasure when I do so.

Lying, she claimed to be five-five, but was
probably closer to five-two or five-three. Her weight hovered in
the one thirties. Thankfully, since we became lovers she stopped
being so neurotic about it. Although still a little crazy, she knew
how much I enjoy and love her body. JoJo grew comfortable with
herself and displayed her newfound confidence.

Mom used to have a bizarre attitude toward her
breasts. She felt they were too big; that they made her top-heavy.
She complained about how she had to get her blouses tailored so the
middle didn't pucker open after she buttoned it. She griped about
how at the gym she had to work extra hard on her chest muscles to
“prevent my boobs from sagging.” She used to grumble about how she
has to rub lotion every night so she doesn't get stretch marks. She
liked to joke, “When they're this big they're not tits, they're
boobs.”

However, JoJo also knew how much I loved and
sometimes am obsessed with her boobs. With this, her attitude
changed and she used her boobs and body to her advantage to tease,
entrap and ensnare me.

If you want me to tell you that Johanna has a
24-inch waist to go along with her 34DD boobs, I'm sorry but this
is reality. She had a 30’ish inch waist that complimented her big
bust and full, thick 36 to 38-inch hips. My mother, my lover, my
wife was far from fat or even overweight. She was the definition of
Thick.

She exercised regularly and it showed in her
legs. Her thighs were strong and powerful, thus full and well
formed. The same goes to her butt. No one would accuse her being a
wide-load or a wide-ass yet she also didn't have a tiny
hiney. I thought the skirt she wore was a perfect example. Snug
and tightfitting, it molded deliciously to her hips and well-shaped
ass before flowing down over her legs to end on her shapely calves,
heightened by the towering heels she wore.


Chapter 2

And so, with her gorgeous smile she stood there
with her arms open. Coming across the room, I took my lover in my
arms, I embraced my wife, I hugged my mom and pressed my lips to
hers. I kissed her with all the raging passion I felt. She wrapped
her arms around me and we squeezed each other tight. She sighed her
lust and I opened my mouth to receive her desire.

With her lips open, her tongue was free to
explore and it did. First, Mom’s tongue reached out and traced a
circle around my lips. Reaching down and grabbing two handfuls of
her ass, I pulled her up to me. Her tongue ventured further,
licking my teeth. My tongue reached out to welcome her to me. When
our tongues touched, it felt as if we were reunified: a son and his
mother, a man and his woman, one love.

With practiced experience, I expertly unzipped
her skirt without the delays, hitches or holdups that used to
hinder me. This task completed, I began tugging her blouse out from
her skirt as her tongue pressed an' pushed upon mine. I granted her
greater access to my mouth. The tip of her tongue touched the
sensitive tender small ridge behind the back of my teeth and a
quiver ran through my body.

Feeling me yank her blouse from her skirt, the
doll she is, JoJo began unbuttoning it for me. By the time I freed
her blouse from her skirt and successfully tugged her skirt down
over her hips and to the floor, she finished unbuttoning her
blouse. In a wide, almost flamboyant way she opened her blouse and
revealed herself to me. Shedding her blouse with a spellbinding
smile Mom asked, “Do you like?”

There stood my Queen in her black bra that had
tormented me on the plane; and a beautiful and sexy bra it was.
With smooth, seamless solid panels, it had a floral mesh imprinted
over it and a tiny, dainty ribbon in the middle. Since it only held
the bottom outer halves of her bosom, her top half was even more on
display then just the wonderful cleavage she taunted me with
earlier. She was wearing the matching mouth-watering boyshorts; and
if I have to explain why boyshorts are sexy, you wouldn't
understand anyway!

If I were a cartoon character my eyes would've
popped out of my skull held on only by their optic nerve, my jaw
would be on the floor, my tongue rolling further out and steam
shouting out my ears. This wasn't the first, tenth and 100th time
I've seen my mom dressed like this or wearing less; but every time
you see your mom dressed this way is magic. The best I could do was
just dumbly nod my head. Like a savage, I grabbed her. I pulled her
to me and buried my face in her bosom. She just giggled with
delight.

With my tongue hanging out of my mouth, I began
rolling my head up an' down her massive cleavage and she laughed at
her son’s neediness. Curling my head, I was able to climb up her
mountains but also sometimes getting a tongueful of bra. Laughing
some more she pulled my head from her and urged me to, “Hold
up.”

Reaching behind her back, she opened and removed
her bra easier than any man ever could, even when we're standing
behind them! Seeing my mom's bare boobs made me so hard my teeth
ached. They are grand, full, and remarkable. Being all hers,
Johanna's boobs have a succulent natural pear shape, with more of
the mass at the bottom. Her nipples and areola are a soft lavender,
and I adore the smallness of them. They were only a little bigger
than a quarter, imagine flattening a quarter and there you are. Her
nipples poked out almost shyly.

Cupping them, her small feminine hands weren't
enough to hold half of them. She lifted and squeezed them together
offering them to me. I couldn't resist but to bury my face in her
boobs and go motorboating. As my head shook side to side
yodeling away, she giggled with delightful glee at her husband’s
silliness. Her whole body shook with joy from her King’s
celebration.

Sated, I replaced her hands with my own and
still I was able to hold only more than half. I heard the
expression ‘More than a handful is a waste,’ but whatever fool said
this never got to play with JoJo’s boobs. Lowering my head, I
sucked my love's breast, I sucked my wife's tit, I sucked my mom's
boob into my mouth and she loudly sighed her appreciation.

Opening my mouth wide I tried valiantly to get
it all in. JoJo helped by taking hold of my head and Mom fed me her
boob to suckle on. As my mouth administered my love to her left
boob, my right hand expressed my admiration by grabbing a whopping
handful and squeezed the warm, pliant, delectable flesh of her
other breast. With pleasure she moaned, “Oh god, Dibs.”

“Oh Dibs that feels so good,” she breathily
purred as my tongue made love to her nipple. From experience, I
learned my wife enjoys the contrast I deliver to her breasts. Mom
savors the ecstasy I can create as I maul one of her boobs and
cherish the other. My tongue tenderly caressed her erect, hard
sensitive nipple plying my tongue back an' forth as my right hand
grabbed handfuls of boob-flesh and squeezed, bounced and played. I
mischievously played, bounce the big boobie. I relished
feeling her giggle and chuckle at my adoration. Pulling me off her
breast Johanna charmingly stated, “Oh Dibs, you're so silly. I love
you.”

She kissed me and her lips were hot with wanton
desire. As we kissed, she started to tug at my shirt. Lifting my
arms, I allowed her to pull it off before returning my lips to
hers. Kissing, my hand landed on her inner thigh. Without subtlety,
my hand traveled north. She opened her legs for me and soon my hand
reached the Promised Land. Drawing my fingers over
her panties she wantonly sighed, “Oh Dibs. Oh babe. Oh god that
feels good.”

I knew what must be done. I knelt down before my
Queen. But first, I pulled her to me and swirled my tongue around
her belly button. Grabbing my head she hooted, “Oh god Dibs, you
are so wicked.”

Yet it was JoJo who hooked her thumbs into the
waistband of her boyshorts. She pushed them off, exposing her
smooth hairless pussy to her son.

I may be biased but I believe my wife had a
beautiful pussy. When excited her whole pubic mound gets puffy
leading down to her prominent outer pussylips, which gave her a
well-defined camel toe. The opposite is true of her inner
pussylips; they are small and shy, barely peeking out from over her
vulva. What this means is that her pussy was still petite and
tight.

Still if JoJo wished to call me “wicked,” I
would prove it true. Plus, my mother still needed to be punished
for her antics on the plane. Turning her so she faced the dresser
and its full-length mirror, I took her right leg and placed it atop
the dresser. To maintain her balance she was forced to lean forward
and brace her arms atop the dresser. The result was, with me
beneath her she was fully exposed to me and helpless to do anything
but hold on to the ride her son was about to give her.

- As a side note, some women tend to be quiet
during sex while some are quite vocal and loud. Johanna leans
toward the former in that she moans and mutters a lot. Even when
chatty it's usually through breathily sighs and whimpers. While she
can sometimes be a screamer; usually when she is mumbling it's
often no louder than a breathless whisper.

“Oh god Dibs,” Mom sighed as I licked her pussy
and tasted her juices. To feel her again on my tongue was
divine.

“Oh, oh, ooh, oooh,” she purred. I licked her
using the broad of my tongue. With each lick, I could taste more of
her juice. Her pussy had a sweet tartness that just summoned me to
want to sample more. I gave in to the desire.

“Mmm,” she sighed with pleasure. Rolling my
neck, I alternated going up just off center on the right and then
on the left. Mom quickly got with the program. Swaying her hips, I
licked her full pubic mound from the outer edges of her puffy outer
pussylips to sometimes going straight up her trench. Each lick
produced a different vocal tone, as if playing a musical instrument
with my tongue and her body.

“Ooooh god Dibs,” she whined. Her pussy was so
slicked with my saliva and her juice it dribbled down her thighs
and was dripping between her legs. With her right hand, she grabbed
a handful of my hair. JoJo held me mushed upon her pussy. I gladly
smothered myself in her pussy, rubbing her all over my face and
inhaled her fragrance. She smelled heavenly. In a soft whisper, she
moaned, “Oh babe, oh gaa…”

“aah… Mmm… aah,” she moaned as I penetrated her
warm, moist tasty inner folds. Pressing my tongue in further, I
explored her womanhood. She held me tight and urged me on, “Oh
Dibs, oh Dibs, oh Dibs…”

As my tongue, mouth and head were busy on my
wife's pussy, my hands weren't idle. Johanna needed to be
punishment for her earlier tormenting of me. I kept her preoccupied
with my mouth and tongue, while I covertly opened one of the
hotel-sized bottles of baby oil I earlier swagged out of the
bathroom. Tickling the top of her pussy with the tip of my nose, I
got the cap off. Without taking my mouth from her sweet pussy,
flying blind I was able to tip the bottle to coat my finger with
lotion.

With my tongue, I searched through her folds
until I found her clit. Successful, I sucked it into my mouth and
she emitted a loud inhale of breath. Joyfully, I flicked the pearl
on the tip of her stem with my tongue and she tightened her grip on
my head as her whole body swayed; but I was just getting
started.

“Oh my god, ohmygod, ohmygod, ohmygod, What
Are You Doing?” Mom playfully wondered as my fingertip began to
tickle her backdoor. While this wasn't the first time I ventured
into her Forbidden Zone, it was the first time I had
uninvited. Sucking even harder on her pussy mound, I drew more into
my mouth and she was forced to loudly exhale her pleasure even as I
continued to caress and massage her Forbidden Zone. Flicking
my tongue, I played back an' forth, over an' around her pearl and
Mom’s body danced for me, including her butt atop my fingertip. She
moaned, “Oooh Dibs, ooh gawd.”

“What are you doing to me?” she groaned as I
reloaded my finger with oil and simply held steady pressed upon her
backdoor. I continued to play with her clit and brought my right
hand up to her pussy. Using the pad of my fingertip, I stroked her
slit once, twice, a third time. “Oh god ,Dibs put it in me. Put it
in me.”

“Aaargh…Yes,” she cried out as my forefinger
began tunneling up her ass.

Whether that's what she was pleading for or not,
it’s what she was gonna get. I paused when my finger reached the
first knuckle and she was breathing hard and heavy. After a couple
more deep breaths, JoJo surprised me and caught me off guard by
actually sitting down on my hand!

My left finger easily slid up her ass and my
right forefinger penetrated and slid up into her pussy until she
rested on my hands.

JoJo knew she surprised me. As she sighed her
pleasure, it sounded like there was a hint of laughter with it and
a giggle as her body shook. Still, I had her where I wanted her.
Releasing my clasp of her clit, I leaned back so that I had the
best seat in the house as I prepared to watch one finger sliding in
an' out of my mom's ass and another slip in an' out of my wife's
pussy.

“Oh baby, oh baby, oh baby,” she purred as my
fingers went to work opposite of each other. Something caught my
eye. Turning my head, I saw Johanna looking at me in the mirror.
She was also watching and enjoying the show. Making eye contact,
she smiled and lustfully winked at me. I took this as my cue to
start working my fingers in unison. Both of my fingers were sliding
in an' out of her pussy and ass together. Her purring changed to a
hard breathy groan of, “Oh, oh, oh, oh.”

To add to her pleasure I shook my fingers and my
paramour had her own living vibrator. She expressed her gratitude
and satisfaction by moaning, groaning and sighing as she rode atop
my hands. Turning my head back to the mirror, we looked at each
other. Maintaining eye contact, I went to work at making her to
cum. From experience, practice and her tutoring I knew when Mom was
close to cumming.

I increased my pace and soon her breathing
quickened to short hard breaths. Tossing her head like a wild
filly, I could see the sweat building on her forehead and stray
strands of hair stuck there. I could also see a flushness
developing in her cheeks and the top of her chest.

With hard, heavy short breaths, she was bucking
herself upon my hands as much I finger-fucked her. In the mirror,
we maintained eye contact and she started blinking rapidly. And
then, her head rolled back; JoJo released a powerful moan of
ecstasy; her orgasm swept her up. Her body both stiffened and
turned to putty. Her sphincter squeezed tight upon my finger while
her pussy spasmed on the other, quivering as a rush of heat washed
over us. I savored the pleasure of watching Mom cum, again. Life is
better when you get to watch your mom cum from your efforts.

When Mom finished cumming, she released her hold
on my head; she leaned heavily upon the dresser and, perhaps
unaware, buried me in a face full of sopping wet pussy.

With heavy deep breaths, she softly muttered,
“Oh god… oh god… oh my god… oh gaah… oh… oh…”

As she recovered from her orgasm, I got to my
feet and stood behind her. Unbuckling my pants, in one fluid motion
I dropped them and my boxers to my feet and kicked them outta the
way.

Running my hands along her luscious ass-cheeks,
she turned back and I kissed her. Unsurprisingly, she started to
lick my face clean, enjoying the taste of herself. JoJo purred,
“Mmm, babe I love you.”

“I got dibs,” I called as I pushed her back down
onto the dresser. JoJo laughed as she complied with her son’s
wishes.

“Oh god yes,” Mom softly whispered as I lined my
cock up with her inviting pussy. She made to drop her leg down from
the dresser. Holding her leg with my right hand, I shook my head
No at her reflection in the mirror. Aligned, I thrust my
hips and my cock penetrated her warm, velvety soft, welcoming
pussy. With a sharp intake of breath, she purred, “Mmmmm…”

“Oh babe, oh Dibs… that's sooo good,” she
whimpered as I reached around. Grabbing hold of her fantastic boobs
as handholds, I started to drive my cock into her. With short,
sharp thrusts, I penetrated her. We both watched in the mirror as
son fucked his mom.

Is there anything more captivating to watch
than your cock sliding in an' out of your Mom's pussy? Johanna
felt the same way. She lovingly whispered, “That is so
beautiful.”

For long loving moments, I maintained my pace,
continually humping into her. We exchanged a series of kisses and I
would squeeze and relax my grasp on her ample boobs. Eventually,
our lust overruled our love.

Dropping my hands down, I took possession of her
hips. Mom dropped her leg to the floor and leaned further forward
by resting on her forearms, offering more of herself to her son. At
my reflection she silently yelled, FUCK ME.

And this was exactly what I did.

“Urgh… Urgh… Urgh…” she grunted. I rammed my
cock into her with long, strong powerful strokes. I savored the
feel of my hips crashing upon her ass-cheeks. With each collision,
a shutter raced through her body and caused her boobs to wobble to
an' fro.

“Oh gaah… oh gaah… oh gaah,” she whimpered as my
hips loudly slapped upon her ass. The smack of wet sweaty flesh
carnally crashing together rang out loudly. We grunted our wanting
desire and hungering approval.

“Oh faah… aah… ck,” she groaned. I tightened my
hold on her hips and channeled my inner Thor. I hammered my cock
into my mother's pussy. From the glow on her body and look in her
face, she loved me for it.

“Oh faah… aah… ck,” she moaned. My cock hammered
into her with the might of a Viking. Her whole body slammed forward
before retracting, preparing to take another blow from my war
hammer.

“Oh gah…aaa…ddd,” she was able to spit out as my
body crashed onto, trying to crash through her body. With each
thrust, our bodies merged into one wet pool of incestuous
flesh.

“URRRrrr….aaahhh,” I loudly groaned. I was
cumming; my cum filling Mom’s pussy with more of my seed. My cum
fired out my cock in high-pressure relief. My cock pulsed and fired
once, twice, three, four times. Then with an extra hump numbers
five and six surged out to fill my mother's pussy.

Exhausted, I pulled out of my birthplace. I
rested my tired body, laying my heaving chest on her back. My cock
comfortably nestled between JoJo’s warm, wet butt-cheeks.

“Oh Dibs, that was…” and my love struggled to
find the words.

“Oh god Dibs, that was…” and my wife found she
didn't know how to describe it.

“Oh babe that was…” and my mom was unable to
describe the indescribable.

Curling her head back, we kissed the kiss of
sated lovers and I felt her body shift beneath me. We both watched
with amusement as her body helped describe what she couldn't.
Slowly, we watched a thick cord of my cum dribble out Mom’s pussy
to hang there momentarily before dropping. Then more of her son’s
cum oozed out of her pussy to drop onto the carpet in fat thick
globs. We both chuckled as another and another leaked out and hit
the carpet with a soft plop.

When finally emptied, I pulled her upright and
we stumble, staggered onto the bed. It took all of our might to get
under the covers. There we relaxed and exchanged a series sugar and
Eskimo kisses. With a soft giggle she said, “I love you, Dibs.”

“I love you, Johanna.” In each other's arms, we
went to sleep. Neither of us cared the sun shined into our
room.

Hours later, we awoke rested, sated and hungry.
The sun had set, yet neither of us felt like putting the necessary
effort to get dressed. Instead, we dined from the resort's full
menu in our room simply wrapped in the resort's fluffy robes.

Since, we were all that mattered, to be dining
alone together seemed even more special.

Afterwards, we went out onto the grand balcony.
Leaning on the wide stone railing, we enjoyed the quiet, the
solitude and the dark night sky. It was a clear night and the stars
were sparkling. Since neither of us are astrologers we started
pointing at a collection of stars and making up our own
constellations.


Chapter 3

Tuesday

Since going to a resort/spa and not getting the
spa treatment makes as much sense as going to a movie theatre but
not watching a movie, that's what JoJo and I did Tuesday morning.
We lazily spent hours getting pampered and enjoy the company of
each other.

After spending half the day being treated as a
King and Queen, we retired to the sauna with a couple of bottles of
water to relax some more, if we could become any more relaxed.

I had a towel wrapped across my waist while
Johanna had one of those giant bath sheets wrapped across her upper
chest that only hinted at the naked goodies she hid beneath it.

When we first entered the sauna, there were two
other couples. One of the middle-aged couples we arrived with and a
pair of old-timers we hadn't seen before. By a seemingly unspoken
agreement, JoJo and I retreated to our own private corner. Climbing
up to the third row of benches, I sat against the wall and Mom
curled up against me. Hooking my arm over her shoulders, I just
automatically and almost absent-mindedly began to comb my hand
through her hair and rubbed the back of her head. Like a happy
kitten, she purred with satisfaction and snuggled up even closer to
me. From her warmth, I closed my eyes and relaxed.

After only a few minutes the other couple we
arrived with left. After another 15 or 20 minutes, the OT's
left with a quiet grace and dignity. As we watched, the old man got
up first and held out his hand to help guide his wife's descent
down from the top row of benches. For his efforts he was rewarded a
polite kiss and before leaving, they graced us with discreet wave
goodbye. In its elegance, it was a poignant moment.

Now alone, JoJo got up and tossed two ladles of
water on the hot stones where it immediately sizzled. When she
returned, Mom knelt down on the second row of benches between my
legs, facing me. Reaching beneath my towel, she tickled my sac
before touching my cock. Instantly, I went from flying at half-mast
to standing at full attention.

“I wanna do something I've never done before,”
JoJo said as she graced me with a wicked wanton smile. With a
little bit of shifting she freed my cock from beneath my towel.
Upon seeing her favorite toy, Mom smiled even brighter. Stroking me
a couple of times, she moistened her mouth by taking a sip of
water. Then without fanfare, she lowered her mouth upon my
cock.

Sucking on just the crown, she swirled her
tongue around it, and my mind swirled with her motion. As her
tongue danced upon my helmet, black spots danced before my eyes. To
hold on, I grabbed a fistful of her hair and felt JoJo’s body
shake. She enjoyed her effect on her son.

Taking another swig of water, she lowered her
moistened tasty lips back onto my cock and took more of me into her
mouth. I felt her swirl the residual of her water around my cock
and never before had a liquid felt so good. As her slicked tongue
licked my underside I involuntary groaned, “Oh god.”

“Oh my god,” I whimpered as her warm, wet lips
slipped further down my cock until I felt my crown touch the back
of her mouth. Holding there, her tongue slithered upon my
undercarriage and her hand reached out and boldly took possession
of my sac.

“Oh gaaawd,” I cried after she again took
another swig of water. With her mouth and my cock properly
moistened, she slipped her luscious lips down my shaft. She was
able to gobble about half my rod before my helmet touched the back
of her mouth. Pausing there for a second, Mom slid up my cock and I
moaned a long, “Ooooh…”

“Ooooh gaaawd,” I moaned. With just my crown in
her mouth, Mom’s tongue performed wonders on it. When the tip of
her tongue played across my helmet, it was as if being erotically
zapped with electricity.

“Oooorrraaggghh,” I emitted as my mom slid her
loving lips down my rod.

“Oh god,” I panted as my wife licked my
underside.

Accompanied with my incoherent moans and groans
of ecstasy, her raven-haired head bobbed up an' down. Her lips slid
along my cock with delirious results. My mind spun and my body
swayed. I rode on a cloud of pleasurable bliss. Only my hand
holding fast to JoJo 's hair kept me grounded to this planet.

“Oh Jesus,” I groaned. At the bottom of her
descent, JoJo pushed further and released that super erotic, highly
sexual gagging sound. This she did once, twice, three times and a
fourth.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god,” I pleaded as Mom’s
bobbing increased in speed and intensity. Perhaps her hold on my
sac informed her I was close to cumming. Yet, instead of easing
things, her increased frenzy speeded things along.

“I'm gonna, I'm gonna, I'm gonna, I'm gonna…”
and then I did cum. In one mighty and powerful blast I was cumming.
This time, JoJo was ready and waiting for it. She paused at the top
with only the crown in her mouth. Mom greedily drank my cum as her
lips milked my shaft. Running her hand up my crank, she cleaned her
son’s cock of any residue, swallowing all of my cum.

When a Pop, my cock sprang free from her
mouth with a glistening shine. Johanna graced me with a big smile.
She took a couple of swigs of water. Adjusting my towel, she
returned my equipment back to its hidden position.

She climbed back onto the third row of benches
and gave me a kiss on the cheek. Something confused me about her
earlier statement of, “I wanna do something I've never done
before.” This was far from the first time my mom polished my
chrome; and so I asked, “What was it you never did before?”

With that delightful hearty laugh of hers, JoJo
laughed and between laughs confessed, “That's the first time I ever
did something like that in public where we could get caught.”

Mom laughed some more. After her laughter
subsided and giving me a kiss, my mother ordered, “Okay, I got some
things I need to do without you around. So go get scarce and I'll
see you after dinner.”


Chapter 4

And that's what I did.

Leaving the sauna, I dove into the small indoor
pool next to it. The ice-cold water instantly seized my body and
cooled me quickly. Climbing out I was glad Mom already performed
her wonders and my wife wasn't there to see the major
shrinkage.

After getting dressed, I headed over to the golf
course. Having never played before I had no interest in trying to
learn today. I simply headed over to the driving range. While I got
my first bucket of balls, I learned as a guest I’m allowed an
endless stream of them. Channeling my inner Happy Gilmore, I spent
the afternoon whacking little white balls in every direction but
straight and had a blast doing so.

Eventually I noticed the sun was starting to set
and headed back. Having remembered Johanna said we'd met “after
dinner” and not ‘for dinner,’ I took a seat in the outdoor portion
of the dining hall. There I enjoyed a fine dinner of steak,
potatoes and as a dude, no vegetables.

After my meal, I headed back to our room. There,
I discovered JoJo had my birthday present waiting for me.

Upon entering our room, I discovered JoJo sat at
the head of the bed. Surprisingly, Mom was watching TV. Yet upon
seeing me enter, she grabbed something and slid down to the end of
the bed. Standing, she was wrapped in her big fluffy white robe yet
I noticed she was wearing black sheer stockings and stiletto heels.
Instantly my imagination started running. I wondered what Mom had
going on underneath that robe.

“Happy Birthday,” JoJo merrily announced and
handed me a small giftwrapped box. Yet it was her I wanted to
unwrap. However, when I went to grab her, she jumped back. My
mother ordered, “Open it. Open it.”

Shredding the giftwrapping, I discovered a small
plain white box. From the weight of the box, I tried to guess what
it must be and thought it must be jewelry. However as I lifted the
top of the box Mom laughed wickedly at my surprise. Between her
laughs she was able to get out, “I was afraid you were gonna try to
get your birthday gift a day early.”

This was because in my hands I held a package of
Astroglide Gel. Instantly I realized why my wife dismissed me
early. This wouldn't be the first time I got to enter her
Forbidden Zone. There were other times I broke through the
Final Frontier. The first time was when we made a deal, if I got
straight A's one college semester. The last was on Christmas Eve
under the Mistletoe. However, my mother taught me she needed to
“clean out the garage so I could park my truck in there.” From my
mom’s lessons, I realized this what she must've done this
afternoon.

“I bet no son has ever got a better birthday
gift,” and together JoJo and I laughed at this sinful truth.

When I went to snatch her, this time she let me
take her into my arms. Kissing, I squeezed her tight and realized
something felt different. If possible, she felt even bigger up top.
She sensed my discovery because she licentiously laughed even more,
especially as I eagerly, almost frantically untied her robe.
Pulling it open, she let it fall off her shoulders.

This time my eyes actually did open so wide I
felt air touching the top edges of my eyeballs and the corners of
my eyelids stretched as my eyes bulged. Like a cartoon character,
my jaw did drop. My mouth just hang dumbly halfway open. The
reason: Johanna, my wife, my Mom wore a black leather corset with
dark pink cloth panels on each side. It was strapless and the cups
only contained barely the bottom half of her boobs. In fact, her
breasts, which are already magnificent, were now tremendous,
pendulous. They were truly epic. If I was a poet, I would've been
able to write a Magnus Opus on their splendor.

Her waist was cinched in about three inches
before her corset ended on the top of her flaring and now
dramatically pronounced hips. While the bottom of her corset had
garter straps connected to the tops of her stockings, I
appreciatively took in how my mom wasn't wearing any panties and
instantly grasped the meaning of this.

In one seductive move, JoJo cocked her right hip
and rested her hand on said hip. Mom taunted, “You like?”

It must've been animal instinct that drove me. I
doubt I was able to think clearly. Taking the harlot into my arms,
I kissed her with a fevered lust. Lustfully, she bit down onto my
lower lip. Grabbing two handfuls of her mighty ass-cheeks, I turned
her toward the bed. With a push, we fell onto it.

With a grunt and a shriek, we landed and we
kissed with the fury of two love-starved savages. When she started
to paw at my shirt, my instincts knew what to do next. As she
pulled my shirt up, I slithered down her body and out of my shirt.
Dropping off the edge of the bed, I was in my rightful place,
between my mother’s legs. Yet JoJo wasn't where I needed her.

“WWWWhoaaa…” she shrieked when I grabbed her
legs. In one mighty yank, I pulled her to where her ass hung off
the edge of the bed. Draping her legs over my shoulders, it was
time for her son to get to work. Straightening up, I leaned forward
and there was my mother's pussy, there for the taking. I buried my
face upon it; and rubbed my face here, there an’ everywhere. I
smothered myself in it. Grabbing my head with both hands, she
whined, “Oh god, Oh god Dibs.”

“Oh Dibs, that's it, that's it, that's it Dibs,”
she cried as I started licking her pussy with long loving strokes
of my tongue.

In her excitement, Mom was already drenched. I
eagerly drank her juices. Tasting my mom's liquor freed my mind to
start thinking. Hooking my arms over her thighs, I shrugged my
shoulders and pulled her even tighter to me. Her ass and hips were
suspended, held aloft by my body. By kneeling further upright and
leaning forward, rotated her hips up and exposed more of her to me;
including her Forbidden Zone. She simply cried, “Oh babe, oh
god Dibs.”

As my tongue made love to her pussy my hands
blindly, manically tore at the smaller of my birthday presents.
Like a savage, I tore the bottle of Astroglide Gel from its
packaging. Grasping the lubricant in my right hand, I reached up
and around her thigh. My hand hovering over her pelvis, I
chaotically squeezed out a ridiculous amount all over her pussy,
her t’aint, her pubic mount and everywhere else. In my
unbridled excitement, I squeezed the bottle as forcefully and
powerfully as I could; the result was the goo sprayed everywhere in
a rush to shoot outta the bottle. JoJo laughed at me but yanked my
head up. Looking me earnestly it the eye, my mom commanded, “Slow
down there, Superstar.”

She held me like this until my hysteria passed
and the wildness in my eyes left. Pleased with what she saw, Mom
asked, “Now, you know how to do this right, right?”

“Good,” JoJo said after I nodded my head with a
calm eagerness and she released her clutch. In the past, my mother
had done a stupendous job of teaching me how to properly sodomize a
woman. Now I would show her that her son learned his lessons
well.

“Oh god, babe, that's it, that's it, that's it,”
she softly whispered as I tenderly returned to licking her pussy,
but with short quick strokes up her slit. She quivered beneath me.
As I did this, I found a random glob of gel and smeared the tip of
my left forefinger in it.

“Mmm, that's nice,” she purred after I collected
the gel and tickled it onto her backdoor. Using the pad of my
fingertip, I smeared it in circles over and around her sphincter.
When I flicked my fingernail over her puckered opening, she giggled
at the ticklishness of it.

After scooping up another stray blast of goop
from her thigh, I gently pressed my fingertip to her butt. Knowing
the key to her backdoor was actually in front, I rode up to the top
of her pussy and sucked her mound into my mouth. There I found her
clit, focusing my attention on her pearl and stem. As I did, I
pressed against her butt with an even, steady pressure. Her ass
relented and began to grant me entrance. JoJo released a soft
groan, “Urrrgh…”

After my fingertip cleared her opening, I paused
at the first knuckle to allow her to adjust to her son’s intrusion.
I could hear her hard, heavy breaths but as I flicked her clit, she
also sighed her contentment. Her ass released its tension on my
finger and I slowly traveled up her butt. Mom moaned, “Mmmm, that's
it Dibs, nice and slow.”

“Wow that feels good,” she softly shouted. My
finger was fully up her butt and my lips milked her clit. Pulling
my finger back out, Mom sighed her relief.

“That's it Dibs, oh babe, oh Dibs you're so good
to me,” Johanna whispered as I lovingly fingered her ass and sucked
on her pussy. “Oh god yes, oh yes.”

“Urrgh…ooooh,” she grunted and then moaned. I
worked a second finger into her Forbidden Zone. I again
paused after gaining entrance until she called out, “Okay, sweetie
I'm ready.”

“Urrgggh god Yes,” JoJo moaned and groaned as my
fingers tunneled up her ass. Withdrawing, I would try to V my
fingers working on loosing and opening her up for what was to come
next.

“Ooww…Wow…oh, wow babe that feels great,” she
growled. Looking up, I realized just how blessed I was. With my
fingers in my mom's ass, my tongue on my wife's pussy, I
saw Johanna's boobs rose to such heights I couldn't see over
them!

With sharp breaths of air, she accepted my
fingers and whimpered with carnal happiness as I twirled my fingers
inside her before withdrawing.

“Mmm…mmm…mmm,” JoJo purred. My fingers were able
to slide easily up her well-lubed, relaxed, and welcoming anus.
“Okay Dibs, I'm ready for you to start fucking my ass.”

Has any man been given a better birthday
present from his wife? What better gift can your Mom give you?

Standing up, I instantly shed my remaining
clothing. Lifting up onto her elbows, Johanna watched with
debauched approval as I smeared Astroglide over my cock. With
flair, I started pumping my shaft and Mom started to lick her lips.
I asked her, “You like that, huh?”

She proudly nodded with a lusting smile.
Unashamed, she enjoyed watching her son stroke his cock before her.
Stepping between her open thighs, she leaned back and lifted her
legs up to me. I grabbed hold my wife's ankles V'ing her wide. My
mother reached between and took hold of my cock.

Johanna guided my cock to her Forbidden
Zone. There, I began to apply gentle but firm and steady
pressure. With her free hand, she reached down and started rubbing
her pussy. With a loud groan her backdoor opened to my steady
pressure and stretched around my crown, accepting my invasion of
her previously Forbidden Zone. As I watched her twirl her
fingertips atop her clit, I watched my cock disappear up Mom’s
ass.

“URRRrrrghhaaaaa…” she loudly groaned/sighed
after my helmet cleared her backdoor door and it squeezed shut
around my shaft. Breathing heavy Mom panted, “Oh god Dibs…
Wow!”

“MMmmm… Urrgh… oh, oh, oh… god Dibs, I’m so
full,” she breathily muttered. I was finally fully up my mom's ass
and I never felt more alive or more in love. My face must've shown
this. Johanna agreed, “I love you, too.”

“Urgh… argh… argh… ah, ah, ah,” JoJo whimpered
as I began to softly hump against her. I wasn't withdrawing just
pushing, grinding my body further into hers and this was exactly
what she wanted, “Oh babe, that's it, that's it, that feels
good.”

“Oh yeah, oh yeah… Mmm… yeah,” Mom cheered. I
started to withdraw out her ass only an inch or so before lunging
back up her ass. With my hard, sharp thrusts of my hips, she
approved, “Yes, Yes, Yes,”

“Mmmm, yeah… Mmmm, that's it, that's it,” she
sung as I extended my motion. Her ass adjusted to my intrusion and
her Forbidden Zone welcomed my anal assault. Holding my
wife's legs high, I thrilled at watching my cock sliding in an’ out
of my mom's ass. I was grunting from my efforts and JoJo matched my
grunts. The sound of the two of us grunting harmonized with the
charged sucking sound of my cock working its way in an’ out of her
tight asshole.

“Oh god… yes, Yes, Yes,” she softly screamed. My
love and lust ran higher. As I fucked my mom's ass, she was
fingering her pussy and never was there a more picturesque sight.
JoJo lay on the bed with her epic boobs bounced in rhythm in her
barely-containing-them black leather corset. My wife slid her
middle finger into her gorgeous pussy. My cock tunneled in an' out
of my mom's ass. All while holding her black stocked legs high and
wide.

“Oh god Dibs… Oh god Dibs… Oh god baby,” she
loudly whispered. JoJo pushed back on me as I thrust forward into
her.

“Oh god babe… oh god babe…” Mom muttered as we
both fucked her. She with her finger in her pussy, me with my cock
up her ass.

“Oh god babe, you're gonna make me cum, you're
gonna make me cum, you're gonna make me cum… Do you wanna see me
cum? Do you wanna see me cum? Do you wanna see me cum?”

Of course I did. I didn't understand her
question but I enthusiastically nodded my head Yes.

“Yes, Yes, Yes… OH GOD YEEAAAHHHSSSS!!!,” my
mother roared with an intensity and decibel level I never heard
before.

And then the world shifted on its axis.

I suddenly understood why she asked if I wanted
to see her cum. I suddenly comprehended why she was thundering her
excitement. Because as her orgasm struck, she was cumming like I
never saw before. She climaxed in a clear and visible way as a
stream of thin silvery fluid sprayed from her pussy to wash over my
groin.

So thunderstruck, so aroused, so excited,
without prelude I was cumming with her; no tensing up, no final
last thrust, no last heave. Seeing JoJo squirting instantly pushed
me over the edge. As my mother's cum washed over me, I was cumming.
As her cum washed over me, I returned the favor by firing my cum up
her ass. As her fluids sprayed me, I shot mine up her rectum.

Even with me getting my pipe cleaned this
morning, I was so excited my cum continued cumming even after she
finished hers. I shot four, five, six thick powerful sperm missiles
and then I fired a few more thinner longer sprays of cum before my
final thick lava flow flooded out in such a rush that I felt my
stomach muscles constrict as my body squeezed tight in effort to
pump out every last drop of my essence. I gave Mom everything I
had.

Emptied, I dropped her legs and we both simply
muttered, “Wow!”

In both a graceless and graceful motion, I fell
forward and braced my arms around her. We kissed, and kissed some
more.

“Wow, that was incredible,” one or both of us
said. After a moment, Mom schooched her butt up onto the bed and
then shimmied back to the pillows. I could see my cum coating her
ass.

I climbed up onto the bed and laid there next to
her. We tenderly petted each other between our sugar kisses and
pushed each other's sweat slicked hair off each other's faces.

“How’d you do that?” I wondered.

“I’ve been practicing while playing with myself
when you’re not around. Yeah, you’re not the only one jerking-off
when the other isn’t, so there! Seeing the girls in porn doing it,
I wanted to learn. Then I knew I wanted my first time with you to
be really special,” my mother admitted in as matter-of-fact tone as
if admitting she was studying advanced physics.

“Believe it or not it’s easier for me to
‘squirt’ when playing with my butt,” Mom confessed with a lustful
laugh. We quietly lay there enjoying our drowsy post-orgasmic bliss
while I struggled to process this new information. Eventually, we
recovered and Johanna climbed off the bed saying, “I need a
shower.”

“I'll join you,” I told my mom. No matter how
sexually sated I am, seeing her in a shower was always a grand
performance to behold.

“Okay, but first call downstairs,” JoJo ordered.
With an amused and content laugh she added, “I think we need new
bedding.”

In the bathroom, I discovered Mom's third
birthday present. Sitting in a silver bucket of ice was a bottle of
champagne.

We lazed in the hot tub and drank the champagne.
We heard housekeeping come in and replace the bedding. We silently
laughed to each other as we listened; yet housekeeping must've been
experienced to such sights. Quietly, they simply remade the bed,
vacuumed and cleaned the room before discreetly going upon their
way.


Chapter 5

Wednesday

After a few days of skipping the gym and not
exercising, I felt the sluggish off-ness you get when you miss
workouts. So, this morning I dove into the resort's huge pool and
started chugging the laps off. At first, I was stiff and had to
focus hard to find a rhythm. After four or five laps in the
Olympic-size pool, I finally found my groove. From there on, I was
able to start clicking off the laps and feeling better as I
went.

After what I guessed was a good 45 minutes of
continuous hard swimming, I was winded and started cooling off by
just cruising. It was then I noticed this little hottie relaxing in
the little alcove where the water was heated. I decided to head
over in her direction. Upon reaching the alcove, and the hottie,
she greeted me with a smile that warmed my heart and caused a
stirring in my loins.

Johanna was relaxing in the heated water. She
wore a simple black bikini that displayed her luscious body. The
top had tall but narrow triangles covering her boobs yet she still
displayed an amazing amount of cleavage, and some tempting side
boob.

As I approached her and stepped over the little
knee-wall that separates the alcove from the main pool, Mom pinched
her nose and dipped under the water. For a few seconds her hair
splayed out in a fan floating on the surface before sinking down.
My wife reemerged; using both hands JoJo pushed the water off her
face and slicked back her hair.

“Hey sweetie, feelin' good?” she smiled and
kissed me hello. Holding her lips to mine, I discovered they tasted
sweet and fruity, although I couldn't identify the exact flavor.
After a few more quick sugar kisses she giggled, and sitting on a
submerged ledge, leaned back against the pool wall hooking her arms
over the edge. The effect was her splendid breasts now floated on
the surface seeming to wanna escape her wet, glistening black
bikini top. With the smirk she sported, JoJo was aware of the
effect and its effect on her son.

“Right now I feel better than any man,” I
answered with a wink as I openly leered at my mother’s lush figure.
She smiled even brighter. Sitting on the ledge across from her, I
matched her pose and spread my legs out to rest on either side of
her. For long moments, we simply enjoyed each other's company and
the quiet. Mom started chuckling. At my questioning look, she
cheekily announced, “I'd like to fuck you right here.”

I was taken back a bit by her crassness. Johanna
isn't one to drop the f-bomb in general conversation, to describe
our love-making as fucking, nor is she the type to risk having sex
in public; yesterday morning notwithstanding. I looked around and
saw a few people doing their own thing but mostly thought it was
outta the question. Sensing my thoughts, Mom unfortunately stated
in a good humor, “No.”

After a few minutes, the young trophy wife we
arrived with yesterday descended the stairs of the balcony and
approached us wrapped in her white robe. She asked, “Mind if I join
you's?”

Johanna waved her hand in a simple gesture but
graced it with a broad and welcoming smile that said ‘Please go
right ahead.’

Blondie dropped her robe and try as I might I
knew my eyes opened wide as I took in the sight. Fortunately, my
wife was doing the same. Looking quickly at me, Mom gave me a
chuckled huff and a wink that said ‘Yeah, I see that too.’ After
the blonde dropped her robe we saw she wore a white string-bikini
that highlighted her form.

I would guess she was about 27, maybe a little
older, maybe a little younger. She was about the same age as my
older sister. Stepping out of her heeled sandals, I would say her
height was about five-seven and if barely weighed 110 pounds. She
had long thin well-shaped legs. Her abs were tight and
well-defined; in fact, I realized I was jealous her abs were better
than mine. Although I eat too much crap, I work hard on my 6-pack;
and so, my abs like to barely peek out beneath my flesh. Hers were
clearly visible. Above, she was packing two large grapefruits held
in by her top.

She slipped into the water and sat on the ledge
on my left, JoJo’s right. “Hi, I'm Jeanette,” she announced.

“Hi, I'm Yo-hanh-Nah and this is my
husband, Dibs,” Mom said. When she said her name in its full and
formal manner, I expected her to call me Dalton.

We all shook hands. Jeanette looked quickly and
appraisingly at me, whether it was because of my nickname, being
Johanna's husband or because of my physique and assorted tattoos, I
couldn't say. However, I realized she quickly blew me off to
covertly check out my mom. We all leaned back and enjoyed the warm
water; and I secretly watched Jeanette subtly check out my wife who
seemed unaware any of this was happening.

“Johanna, can I ask you a personal question?”
Jeanette asked breaking the pleasant silence.

“Please call me JoJo. My husband has gotten me
so used to it that it feels weird to be called anything else,” Mom
laughed.

“Okay JoJo, can I ask you a personal question?”
Jeanette repeated.

“Umm, yeah I guess,” JoJo answered with a hint
of awkward nervousness.

“How old are you?” the trophy wife asked and my
wife lied by answering, “I'm thirty-nine.”

Perhaps reading the vibe, Jeanette explained in
a slightly embarrassed voice, “Oh no please, I don't mean any
insult.

“I'm just wondering if you ever had any work
done. You're so beautiful and those…” Jeanette nodded her chin to
indicate Johanna's breasts, “…are so incredible. I'm wondering what
you've had done, that's all.”

“You think I've had plastic surgery?” Mom's eyes
opened wide in surprise and her voice sounded it even more. She
bemusedly laughed.

“No, I've never done any of that but thank you
for thinking so,” she explained in an amused voice. With another
laugh, she asked, “What about you?”

In a casual non-embarrassed voice Jeanette
answered, “Well let's see.

“I had my nose sculpted.” Which surprised me
because I hadn't thought so. “I've had lipo a few times to help
lose those last few pounds and of course these,” she said looking
down at her own chest.

Seeing my mom's curious look, Jeanette
elaborated, “I got them first done four years ago. I was then a
32A. I mean I was so flat I didn't even need to wear a bra. I had
Cameron Diaz’ tits,” she derisively scoffed. “So my first implants
bumped me up to a B-cup but a few months later I had those implants
replaced with larger ones. Then last year I had my last surgery to
where I'm now a 34D but still I'm nowhere's close to you and you're
all-natural…

“…I'm jealous,” Jeanette finished with a soft
laugh; and I felt proud about Mom’s boobs.

“How's it feel to have implants? I mean is it
awkward, can you feel them?” my mom asked with a curious voice.

“At first you notice because suddenly they are
there,” Jeanette said holding her hands in front of her chest. “But
after a while they settle and you get used to them. Do you wanna
feel 'em?”

I watched in stunned-silent surprise as Mom slid
over closer to Jeanette. Reaching out, she boldly took Jeanette's
tits in her hands and I had a major stiffie. I was watching my mom
feel another girl’s tits! I watched as JoJo cupped and squeezed
Jeanette's tits and saw my mom's feminine hands covered about half
of her boobs.

“See, how do they feel?” Jeanette asked.

“Wow, I'm surprised. They're a lot different
than I thought. I can't feel the edges of the implants, plus they
are soft and heavy. They almost feel real,” and she continued to
inspect them! My mother seemed fascinated with Jeanette’s tits.
JoJo seemed to be enjoying feeling another girl’s tits. Finally,
Jeanette asked, “May I?”

Dropping her hands, Mom almost arrogantly thrust
out her chest. Watching another woman handling my wife's boobs was
mesmerizing and my cock ached so bad it took all of my willpower
not to start stroking it right there. Casually, taking her time,
Jeanette pushed them up, squeezed them together, squeezed them
individually, bounced them and then I thought she was about to go
motorboating in my mom's boobs.

Instead, she shocked both me and Johanna by
brashly and forcefully planting her lips upon my wife's lips. I saw
Mom's body stiffen and she pulled back.

“Oh god I'm so sorry, I'm so sorry I shouldn't
have done that, it's just that…” Jeanette quickly apologized.

“But aren't you married?” my mother oddly asked.
Of all the possible issues and concerns, this was the one that
bothered her? I knew I still did not understand women.

“Oh don't worry,” Jeanette laughed with a wave
of her hand.

“My husband lets me play with other girls. So,
as long as your husband doesn't mind only watching, it's cool.”

I rapidly blinked once, twice, three, four more
times, having trouble believing what I was seeing or hearing.

Johanna looked at me and asked, “So what do you
think?”

Benjamin Franklin said, “Believe none of what
you hear, and only half of what you see.” I was having troubling
believing any of this. While I discovered my mother was sexually
adventurous, I never even dared to fantasize about a scenario like
this. I was too stunned to answer. My Mom was offering to get
freaky with another girl and let me watch! How do you answer
that? I shrugged and nodded as if to say, ‘Are you
kiddin' me?’ JoJo laughed at her son’s dazed delight.

“Well, we are here to celebrate his birthday, so
why not give him an extra birthday present,” she impishly told
Jeanette.

They both laughed. Then looking at each other,
at me, then themselves they kissed again. This time JoJo was way
more enthusiastic. Watching them kiss, my cock throbbed so hard I
felt my stomach ache in longing. They continued to kiss for long
moments. Did you ever watch lesbian porn, where the girls kiss
an’ kiss an’ kiss? This was what I watched happen only an arm’s
length away. Ten minutes past or maybe ten hours; after a few more
deep kisses Jeanette said, “How ‘bout we go up to your room?”

Like the Flash, I bounded out of the pool. Being
a gentleman, I gave them each a hand out. JoJo took my hand and
after exiting the pool, she gave me a kiss. Mom whispered in my
ear, “All I do, I do for you. Happy Birthday, I love you.”

As a gentleman, I let them go first up the
stairs, which also allowed me to check out each of their rears
since they only had towels draped over their shoulders. Jeanette
had a tiny-hiney that was on full display in her barely there thong
while Mom's nice caboose shined with moisture nicely cupped by her
wet black bikini bottom.

Entering our room through the French doors,
Johanna and Jeanette finished drying off and tossed their towels on
the dresser. They sat on the far side of the big king-sized bed as
I took a seat in one of those over-stuffed accent chairs with the
matching foot-rest, or ottoman to be formal, getting ready to watch
the show. However, now in the room, it was obvious JoJo felt
awkward, embarrassed, stiff, ill-at-ease and a bunch of more
adjectives meaning close to the same thing.

“This is the first time you've done this,”
Jeanette stated and whether she meant being with another woman or
doing this in front of another person, I don't know because for
JoJo they were both true and she nervously nodded her head.

Shifting, Jeanette wrapped her left leg around
and behind Mom while her right leg stayed on the floor. She sat
kinda three-quarters behind my mom’s body. Using her right hand,
she combed her fingers through JoJo 's damp hair.

“The first thing is to relax and have fun,”
Jeanette melodiously murmured. Mom turned to face her. Jeanette
delicately kissed her and in a sweet, sultry voice, “That's all
this is, it’s just us having some fun.”

Kissing her again, Jeanette held her lips to
JoJo’s for a few more seconds and her other hand reached up and
began combing Johanna's long raven hair.

“The second thing is don't try and compare this
with being with a man. Look at your husband,” and with her right
hand she pointed at me.

“He's a big, strong young stud. Look at me, I'm
just a tiny thing. There's no way we could compete. It's like
trying to compare apples and oranges; besides both fruit they are
totally different.” Taking Mom's chin in her hand, she softly
kissed JoJo 's lips, Mom's cheek and my wife's ear. Jeanette
taught, “Instead, enjoy the difference.”

Johanna, still unsure, shyly nodded her head in
understanding. However, I could see her relax and her body lost its
nervous stiffness. Jeanette wisely reached over to the nightstand
and grabbed a hairbrush. She began to brush Mom's hair. Like every
woman the world over, JoJo loves getting her hair brushed. Closing
her eyes, she just rolled her head along as Jeanette gently stroked
her hair.

After a few strokes, Jeanette prettily purred,
“See how different even this is? I bet your loving husband loves to
play with your hair as much as you like for him to.”

“Yeah but this does feels so good,” JoJo
said with a slurring sigh. With her eyes closed, her head tilted
forward and her body gently swayed. It was such an enticing sight I
had to resist touching myself as I would've popped off right there,
especially when Mom sighed a loud, “Mmmmm…”

Jeanette tenderly continued to brush JoJo’s
hair, slowly drying it and giving it life. Using her left hand, she
started styling Mom's hair using just her fingertips but she also
affectionately caressed JoJo 's cheek, neck and ear using the
barest tips of her ring and pinkie fingers. I could see Mom lean
back, resting her body upon Jeanette's. I watched this sensuous
seduction and knew she had my wife enchanted and entrapped.

A couple of times I saw Mom lay her head back
with her mouth hanging partly open. Having seen this look before,
with me, I knew she was silently begging to be kissed. At first, I
thought Jeanette missed the signal but then realized her intention
was to build my mother's desire even higher. The third time Mom
laid her head back, Jeanette rose up and being almost directly over
Johanna, she kissed her dominantly and held her lips to Mom's. I
saw their jaws move and realized their tongues were embracing,
their bodies swayed as they moved as one.

“Wow,” Johanna mumbled as they ended their kiss.
Still hovering over her, Jeanette combed her fingers through her
hair, running them back over her head and I realized they were
looking only at each other. Their world had shrunk to only
them.

A streak of jealously ran through me. Part of me
wanted to announce my presence yet my little head won this argument
by yelling, ‘Shut up Fool! Just watch the show!’

Jeanette leaned down and kissed her again. This
time it was JoJo who was the dominant. She grabbed Jeanette and
pulled her down to her. She pulled her down an’ around to where
Jeanette had to shift her body to where she now sat on Johanna's
lap; all of this happening without breaking their lip-lock until
Jeanette finally sat upon my mother's lap, as if she were her
daughter. Yet, I never saw my sister kiss Mom like this.

They released each other and leaned their
foreheads together; they giggled like two guilty schoolgirls. They
began to exchange a series of Eskimo and sugar kisses. JoJo ran her
hand up Jeanette's neck and took possession of Jeanette's head. Mom
held her tight as they kissed deeply and passionately.

I watched their bodies squirm in a connected
unison and was surprised to see JoJo 's right hand reach out and
take hold of Jeanette's breast. To see Mom making out with another
woman and playing with her tits was overwhelming, which was good
since it prevented me from jerking off like a crazed manic.

As Mom's right hand cupped, grasped and squeezed
Jeanette's tits, her left hand went to work untying the knots that
held Jeanette’s top in place. First, she pulled the strings that
spanned across Jeanette's back; finished with this task JoJo
reached up and released the knot at her neck. From there Mom let
nature and gravity finish the work. Jeanette's top slid off
exposing her spectacular tits.

Although Jeanette said she was a D-cup her
breasts were markedly smaller than Mom's. But as Johanna once
explained there are Victoria's Secret D-cup bras and then
there's Maidenform DD-cup bras which Mom generally favored
while Jeanette would fit into the former. Still, Jeanette's tits
were big, full and almost symmetrically round. Capped in the center
were her large pinkish orange areola and her nipples were
erect.

…and Mom found them tasty. She lifted Jeanette's
left boob and lowered her head to it. This may have been Mom’s
first time sucking another woman's tits but she did so without any
hesitation or reservations. She just eagerly sucked Jeanette's tit
into her mouth; Jeanette released a sharp intake of breath.

“Oh god Jo…” she breathlessly purred as she
wrapped her arms around Mom's head and held her tight to her
breast. As JoJo continued to suck, nurse and love her tits,
Jeannette's right hand returned the favor by untying my mother's
top and letting it fall off. With a loud pop, Johanna
released the tit she was sucking on.

With an unspoken agreement they began rubbing
and banging their boobies against each other. They giggled with
guilty pleasure as they titty fought. I was amazed. While I’ve seen
plenty of women do it in porn videos, I never thought they did so
in real life. Yet there was Mom and Jeanette shaking their
shoulders back an' forth, banging boobs and slapping tits. Then, as
quickly and with unspoken consent did it start, it ended the same
with them both leaning in to kiss with renewed vigor.

While they kissed, I saw Jeanette take hold of
my wife's boobs and began to caress, fondle an' massage them. A
surge of jealously ran through me that someone other than me was
enjoying Mom's breasts and the feeling became even stronger as
Jeanette’s head lowered and she sucked my mom's boob into her mouth
and JoJo longingly purred, “Mmmm…”

“Oh wow,” she sighed as Jeanette's hand petted
her between her legs. I watched spellbound as Jeanette's hand
stroked my mom's pussy and she sucked on her boobs. It was a sight
I never thought I would see; now, I knew I would never forget it.
Johanna agreed with my opinion because she moaned, “Mmm…
Gaawd…”

Jeanette released her lip-lock on my mother's
breast and I noticed she left an imprint of lipstick that I sorta
wished would remain there forever. She whispered something into
JoJo's ear and they both laid-out on their sides facing each other.
Enthralled, I watched as Jeanette untied the strings to her bottom
and Johanna pushed her bottom off. From my vantage point,
Jeanette’s back and tight lil tiny hiney faced me but I could see
over her to take in the top of Johanna's thicker, fuller hips and
thighs.

They hugged each other close and began to kiss
with an earnest longing. As they kissed, their bodies danced along
and against each other's as if they were a single being. They
kissed and touched in unison as their bodies writhed and squirmed
in a synchronized pairing. Better than anything I'd seen in porn,
it was simply the most erotic and sensual thing I ever saw.

I saw they skillfully, selflessly were fingering
each other's pussies. It was as if each of them was playing with
their own pussy, yet it was the others. JoJo’s hand adroitly,
gracefully caressed Jeanette’s pussy and they moaned loudly.
Jeanette expertly, skillfully fondled Mom’s pussy and they
whimpered in ecstasy.

Their kissing, moaning, groaning and fingering
of each other was too much. My cock throbbed and demanded relief. I
was glad to oblige. Pushing my swim trunks down, then off, I took
my cock in hand. I started pumping my shaft openly, in plain sight.
I was jerking off, not caring if anyone saw me. I was jerking off
to the fantasy of Mom with another woman. Only this time, it was in
front of my mother while she was with another woman!

I watched Jeanette's ass flex and release. I
watched her kiss my mom. I watched Mom's hips dance in erotic
rhythm. I pumped my cock and it felt so good. I watched Mom pull
Jeanette's head tighter to her. JoJo kissed her harder, deeper. I
watched as Jeanette arched her back to push her tits against
Johanna's. I watched both of their hips thrash with pleasure. Their
sighs of pleasure filled the room. The smell of their sex was
intoxicating. Excitedly, I pumped my cock.

Soon I was ready to cum, maybe too soon but I
didn't care. I only had to care about my own pleasure. I evilly
enjoyed the fact I didn't need to worry about a shot rag. I could
shoot off freely, letting my cum fly free in the air and land where
it may… and that's what I did.

Watching Jeanette and Mom finger-fuck each
other, I squeezed down on my cock and fired my load. With a hard
last stroke, my first thick squirt shot high into the air before
landing about five feet away. My second blast of cum shot out and
cleared the footrest; my third landed on the front edge, my fourth
caught the back edge and my fifth fell into the gap between
footrest and chair. Then my lava flow streamed out over my cock,
onto my hand and oozed down to my sac. With a few last strokes, I
made sure I was completely empty before grabbing one of the towels
the girls earlier tossed on the dresser.

Wiping my goo up, I returned to watching the
girls pleasure each other. Somehow, I sensed they were close to
their own release, perhaps it was the increased moaning and sighs,
perhaps it was how each other's motions became shorter and more
frantic, more urgent, more needy. Perhaps it was the pungent smell
of their sex. Or, just as likely, from experience I could recognize
the signs of my mother about to cum. I watched eagerly, sated an'
satisfied. I had already cum and I wanted to see them cum, too.

“Oh god JoJo. Oh god, oh god. Oh god JoJo,”
Jeanette cried out before planting one more firm lip-lock on Mom's
lips and her body stiffened, flexed and quivered. JoJo mirrored her
and I knew they were both enjoying their orgasmic bliss. Familiar
with Mom’s motions, I noted JoJo 's hips twist in that one last
push before relaxing. I watched as Mom's chest became flush and her
head arched back. Familiar with seeing Mom cum, I knew she was when
she loudly cried out, “Aaaaarrrgh…”

Finished, they rested their weary and spent
bodies against each other's. Withdrawing their hands from each
other's pussies, they fed the other their wet fingers to suck on.
Completed, they hugged one another in contentment and support.
Giving each other one last kiss they rolled into their backs and
their chests heaved as they gasped for air. They laid there with
their legs unabashedly spread open wide. Mom and her friend let me
see how both of their pussies gleamed from having just cum.

We all just sat or laid there and enjoyed our
individual post-orgasmic bliss. Eventually, speaking to the ceiling
Jeanette announced, “I guess I better be going.”

After giving Mom a quick departing kiss,
Jeanette sat up quickly, spun toward my side of the bed and rose.
Grabbing a robe from atop the dresser, she wrapped herself in it.
Leaning down, she kissed me on the cheek and loudly whispered, “You
are a lucky man. You have an incredible wife…

“…and a fantastic mother.” She quickly bounced
out the French doors and like that Jeanette was gone.


Chapter 6

“I hope you enjoyed the show,” JoJo said warmly
as she greeted her son.

Mom lay there nude. She was on her back, her
arms stretched out as if she were a T, but bent at the knee, her
feet on the mattress, her legs were open as if the base of an X.
Taking deep breathes her chest rose an’ fell beautifully. Her eyes
followed me as I approached her, naked and sporting a chubbie.
Enjoying the sight of my mom, her body on full display for my
viewing, I walked around the bed onto its left-hand side. Even
after seeing my mother naked a thousand times already, each time
has its own grandeur. With feline alertness, her eyes tracked me.
Mom was amused how hard I was for her.

Climbing onto our bed, I joined Mom by lying
next to her. JoJo turned and gave me a welcoming kiss. Unclothed
and comfortable with this, we lay next to each other. Silently, she
rolled right to rest on her left side, her back to me. I knew what
Mom wanted. Shifting and draping my right arm over her, I pulled
her closer to me and held her against my chest. My cock nestled
comfortably between Mom’s yielding butt-cheeks. I softly humped my
cock on her ass and she pressed back in kind. While I combed her
hair with my fingertips, to her earlier question I confessed, “I
actually felt kinda jealous.”

“I love you, Dibs,” she whispered. “I love you
so much.”

“I love…” I began to reply. With her right hand,
she reached back. Mom ssshh’ed me with a placed finger on my
lips. With the feminine grace of a former gymnast, JoJo did this as
she turned to face me, her finger remained placed over my mouth.
She shifted with the easy, compact motion of a mountain lion
turning to face her prey.

“Let me finish what I started,” JoJo warned. Her
next words had my fullest attention. “Dalton, I love you so much it
scares me.

“I love you so much I’ll do anything for you…”
Lying on her right side, she faced me; Mom gave me That
Look. Her soul-piercing blue eyes pierced mine. She saw my
deepest, darkest desires and smiled at them. If I wasn’t erect for
her already, instantly I would’ve been. Now, my cock was so hard it
felt ready to rip out its casing. With a knowing smirk, Mom lifted
her left leg and laid it on my right thigh. Instinctively,
incestuously, intuitively her and I became We. That easily, we
merged and became one.

“…Well, almost anything,” Mom finished saying as
my cock entered her pussy. Without effort, with ease my cock
returned to my rightful place: deep inside my mother’s pussy. As
her son’s cock penetrated her, I wondered what JoJo was talking
about. Without needed thought, we synchronized our motions. We
gently rocked our bodies upon the others. Mom’s hips gently swayed
forward an’ back, tenderly she rode my cock. My hips flexed back
an’ forth, my cock rode slowly in an’ outta JoJo’s pussy. While we
softly, silently united I wondered what my mother meant by her
statement. As we unified, as we enjoyed becoming Us, I thought to
her statement, ‘I would never ask you to kill someone.’ As JoJo
glided upon my cock, a loving mother, she explained to her confused
son:

“I don’t ever wanna be with anyone else,” Mom
stated definitively. As she tenderly thrust her hips at me, her
pussy riding my cock, JoJo flatly said, “You will be my last.”

Wow, my mind thought. This wasn’t an
‘I’ll love you forever,’ statement boys and girls say; and forever
is next week, next month, or next year. Johanna’s declaration was a
pronouncement with a definitive finality to it. I knew no matter
whatever happens between JoJo and me, I would be my mom’s last.
There was a power to her promise. In a world where we say, ‘Til
death do we part,’ and half the marriages end in divorce, she was
saying that even if we aren’t together for eternity there wouldn’t
be anyone after me. By her unspokenly admitting JoJo and I may not
be together forever, I knew Mom’s promise was sincere and one she’d
keep. I was moved beyond words. Our bodies moved, no words
needed.

“Yo-Hanh-Nah…” I began. Even with her
pleased smile from my cock inside her, she smiled even grander from
me using her full first name. I promised my mom, “I love you, too;
and won’t ever share you.”

“Then, I got Dibs!” Jojo joyfully claimed. With
her left hand on my shoulder, I let her push me onto my back. With
practiced ease, Mom came with me. JoJo mounted her husband as
easily as Mom mounted her son. When she was on top of me, I reached
down and grabbed two handfuls of Mom’s mighty ass. Pulling her to
me, I held her firmly. JoJo leaned down and kissed me with
life-affirming love.

We continued to kiss as she gently rocked
forward an’ back; my cock rode in an’ out of her hot wet pussy. Our
sex can run the gamut from a carnal explosion of motherfucking to
sensual, tantric-like lovemaking. As we reunited, it leaned toward
the latter, where the physical was a means to express the deepness
of our bond. We kissed and bonded. We bonded and kissed.

“This is so wrong but I don’t feel guilty,” Mom
softly said; her motions never paused.

“That’s because it isn’t wrong,” I informed her.
Yet, she looked at me skeptical. Even as I held her ass-cheeks,
guiding her up an’ down my cock, Mom seemed unconvinced. It seemed
weird I needed to show my mother the rightness of our union, even
as we were uniting. Yet, our motions are so practiced, were so
gentle it was as if ocean waves washed in an’ out, running up the
beach before withdrawing only to return as quickly and silently as
the last wave. Our lovemaking was so peaceful we could consider its
right or wrongness while it occurred.

“They thought the earth was flat. They were
wrong,” I taught my mom; and the waves rolled on. The ocean doesn’t
need to think about its actions, and neither did we. It was a
natural act. Harmoniously, she drifted up an’ down my body.

“They thought the sun revolved around the earth.
They were wrong,” I told my wife. I held her firm, her body pressed
to mine. I enjoyed the feel of her gliding up an’ down as my cock
slipped in an’ out of her pussy. It was as relaxing as it was
energizing.

“They believed the universe, this planet and man
were created in 6 days. They were wrong.” I kissed JoJo firmly,
believing I sold her my argument. Like an agnostic creationist, she
still looked not totally convinced, but never stopped her motions.
The waves never ceased.

“Okay, I’ll give ya we are the exception to the
rule,” I stated, while guiding Mom up an’ down my cock.

“I’m not saying everyone should be how we are.
I’m not saying everyone should start fucking their Mom,” and JoJo
laughed because that’s just what we were doing.

“We’re the exception. I’m saying we’ve both
experienced and lived through things no one else has. We understand
and love each other like no one else could. No one else can love
another like we do. We’re not wrong. They are!”

“You’re goddamn right,” JoJo proclaimed. Proudly
lifting up, she majestically sat up straighter. I brought my hands
up to her full hips; they filled my hands perfectly. Placing her
hands on my chest, she braced her arms and started slamming her ass
firmer, harder, more convincingly upon me. She thumped upon me, her
ass crashing down onto my groin to echo commandingly throughout our
room. The slap of her butt-cheeks onto my hips sounded like
applause to our union.

“When you’re right, you’re right,” I joked and
enjoyed seeing her body shake with good-humor.

When JoJo held her hands out to me, I knew what
my mother wanted. I knew what she wanted to do. I took her small
feminine hands into mine and our fingers interlocked.

“And I’m gonna give my son the motherfucking I
righteously deserve,” she joyfully declared with an amused laugh.
She knew how grammatically incorrect her sentence was and cared
little. Holding hers hands within mine, Mom sat up erect. Shifting,
she brought her feet underneath herself. Lifting up from her knees
onto her toes, JoJo squatted over me, in a catcher’s position. With
her hips and ass floating over me, our only connection was my cock
spearing open her pussy.

“Niiiicccce,” I growled. It was a beautifully
sight. Mom’s legs framed the perfect sight of my cock standing
erect, her pussy riding up an’ down her son’s cock, and the
shifting amount of light from its peak, at the top where she was
raised eight to ten inches above me, to its darkest when she sat
totally on me, my cock fully hidden inside my mom’s pussy.

“Fuck yeah,” Mom jubilantly cried as she slammed
her ass down upon me repeatedly.

“God fuckin’ yeah,” she softly screamed. Her
body shook with delight as she joyously slammed herself upon me.
Our fingers interlaced, Mom balanced herself on her toes and my
cock. Each time, she slammed herself upon her son’s cock, I watched
a wave surge up her soft body. Her ass crashed down onto my hips
and a ripple would wash up her midsection, her tits slightly outta
time from their mass shook up an’ down, left an’ right with a
hypnotic appeal.

“Ohhh… My… Gawd,” I slowly, extendedly moaned as
I watched JoJo animatedly ride her son’s cock. I was along for the
rode as Mom gleefully thumped her lush body onto me. With girlish
excitement, Mom bounced up an’ down on my fuckstick like a crazed
luna-chick on a pogo. The bed shrieked. It rocked in time to
her fucking. Its springs absorbed us as we pounded the hell out of
it by Mom pounding the hell outta me.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” she chanted as Mom fucked me
righteously. If before we were making love, now we were bluntly
fucking. The only thing that shook more than JoJo’s body was the
bed. Each time she rammed her butt onto my hips, she drove us down
into the bed forcing it to accept our incestuous coupling.
Intuitively knowing our bottoming out, Mom let the bed throw us
back up. At our peak, I sought to remain connected to the bed while
Mom let momentum lift her until my cockhead was prying open her
pussylips.

It was a cacophony of carnal sounds: the bed
squeaking, the wet slaps of our bodies merging, the rasps of our
hard and heavy breaths, and Mom’s incoherent moans an’ groans
celebrating our togetherness. For long minutes, we celebrated our
forbidden love.

Yet, with the maximum effort JoJo was giving, it
can last only so long.

“Woooo…” Mom moaned on her final descend onto
her son’s cock. She slammed her ass onto me a last time and drove
us down into the bed. On its ascend, she remained in the
down-position. The bed gave us a couple of extra shakes and we came
to a rest. The only sounds were our breathing and the thundering of
my heart. Sitting on me, my cock nestled deep in her pussy, in the
silence Johanna spoke:

“You aren’t my son; and I’m not your mom.

“You aren’t my husband; and I’m not your
wife.

“You are me and I am you; and together we are
one, complete.

“Yet, you are more… you are my everything. You
are my life, and I give it to you. I love you.”

“I love…” I started to pledge. Yet again, JoJo
placed her finger on my lips. She shushed me before I could finish.
When I stopped my words, she smiled pleased at her son’s
compliance.

“Actions speak louder than words,” Mom taught. I
knew she wasn’t talking about this moment or what we were doing. To
tell JoJo, Johanna, Mom that I love her meant:

“…and I need to walk the walk,” I stated.

“Now you’re learning,” Mom said proud of her
son’s smarts.

With her sitting proudly atop me, like a cougar
over her capture, I reached out for her. I grabbed Mom’s body and
pulled down to me. Hugging her tight, her chest to mine, I easily
switched positions. As one, the beast with two backs, we rolled
over. My back was now exposed, hers against the bed. I was on top,
Mom’s body beneath me. For some odd reason, Aerosmith’s “Back In
The Saddle,” played in my head.

“I'm baaaaaaaack!” I sang.

“Kiss me, you fool” she demanded, as if she
needed too. Rising up, Mom crashed her lips against mine.

“Oh, my love. Oh, my love,” JoJo moaned. The
tide was coming in and getting stronger. Without withdrawing, I
pressed my body upon hers. Our bodies surged forward before we
receded to surge up again. Forcefully, Mom kissed me again. Her
tongue was a mighty snake seeking its way down my throat. I was
choking and my body presser harder onto, into hers.

“Ah, ah, aah, aaah,
aaaaaah….” Mom moaned. She
released me from her suffocating kiss.

“I got Dibs?” she playfully questioned. For an
answer, I kissed her and mounted my vixen. We kissed and grinded
against each other’s bodies. Her supple, soft body conformed
perfectly to mine. We were molded to fit together for this purpose.
I felt Mom’s hand reach between us. Lifting my hips, she tickled
her son’s sac. Involuntarily, I twitched at her touch. She tickled
my sac even more and my body jumped so much I withdrew
completely.

“Damn,” I cursed at her and Mom giggled at her
naughtiness.

“I’m sorry,” JoJo apologized. I forgive her with
a kiss. Her fingers walked up her son’s cock. With confidence, she
took possession of it. Feeling her hold my cock and gently tug on
it, I silently gave thanks for jerking-off earlier. Otherwise, in
my hyped-state I would’ve cum early.

Mom guided me back home, back to the place I
came from, back to the place I belonged. As the head of my cock
touched her pussy, I knew what Love truly is. I slowly entered her.
As if the first time, like every time, the sensations I experienced
were earth shattering. JoJo’s pussy was warm, wet, soft, and
welcoming. Mom’s pussy was a perfect fit. Her pussy welcomed her
son’s cock return as eagerly as I was grateful to return.

“Oh Dibs, I love you so much it scares me,” Mom
again claimed as I penetrated her. When the hilt of my cock
bottomed out in her pussy, she sighed with erotic relief. She began
to lick and nibble on my earlobe. I knew her signals. I began to
withdraw, only halfway before thrusting back in.

“That’s it Dibs, make me yours,” JoJo cried out,
reaffirming our bond. She wrapped her arms around my back, her legs
across my hips. I knew her signals. It was Pounding Time. She was
close to cumming; and so was I. It wouldn’t take much for us to
cross the Finish Line.

“Oh God, Dibs. Oh yeah. Yes, yes, yes,” Mom sang
as I slammed my cock into her with all my might. I withdrew as far
as her serpentine wrapped-tight-to-mine body allowed. As tight as
she clung to me, I fought to give her the long-dicking she wanted.
She wanted me to fuck da hell outta her, but wasn’t willing to give
me the space to do so. The harder, deeper, longer I thrust into
her, the tighter she held on to me.

“Oh God, yes. Fuck me!” she demanded. The
Prodigal Son, I returned home. I gave my mom what she wanted. I
slammed my cock into her. I rammed my body upon hers. With screams
of protest, the bed absorbed our fucking. It rock an’ rolled
beneath us, as if a third member of our coupling. Mom and me became
We. JoJo and I became Us.

“Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me,” JoJo mutely
screamed. I knew Mom was close and was frantically seeking her
release. Her grunts, her screams told me she was about to cum and
wanted her son to cum with her. Two more thrusts… and Boom goes
the dynamite.

“Fuck yes!” I hailed on my final thrust. Mom
moaned loudly. Her nails dug into the flesh of my back; her pussy
twitched, trembled and held tight to my cock demanding her son cum;
and then, I was cumming with my mom’s cumming.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned. I felt my cum race up from
my balls, charge down my cock and fire out my cockhead. Although I
cummed earlier, I still had cum to give Mom. I felt my cock swell
as my first shot fired out forcefully. Number two launched and
number three charged out. Then it was my final lava flow of cum
oozed out of my cock into Mom’s pussy. JoJo’s pussy hungrily milked
my cock for all my cum until I was empty, exhausted.

“Oh God, you’re so good to me,” JoJo praised
between her kisses. Sleepiness threatened to take me and I told my
body, ‘Not yet, old man.’

“Oh god Dibs, you are the only one for me,” Mom
again promised. With another kiss she finished, “I love you…

“…Now, let’s get some sleep, huh?” JoJo offered.
Actions speak louder than words, she taught. No words needed I knew
what was required.

With a last kiss to my mother’s lips, I rolled
to my left and lay on my left side. Before she could react or move,
I pulled JoJo to me. Holding her tight, her back rested against my
chest. I felt her sigh her contentment. Taking my right hand, she
pressed it between her thighs upon her wet, sticky pussy. Drowsily,
I was proud only my cum would fill my mother’s pussy, only my lips
would kiss hers. In time, we comfortably dozed off.

“I need to take a shower and you are the best at
washing my back, so come on buddy,” JoJo announced. Waking from her
nap, my wife jabbed me awake to inform me this news. After enjoying
ourselves in the shower, which included washing each other's bodies
and throwing soap bubbles at each other, we ordered lunch in.
Afterwards, we packed our bags to prepare for our 4 o’clock
checkout and scheduled flight home.


Epilogue

On our flight home, my love was subdued and
reflective.

“My son, you are always with me, and everything I have is yours.
Every part of me is yours. We celebrate and be glad. You were lost
and are now found,” JoJo quoted from Luke, chapter15. Mom pledged,
“For I shall always be yours.”

How does my story end? I don’t know. The
biblical prodigal son story ends with them celebrating at a feast.
Johanna and I continue to celebrate our love for each other and
hopefully we will continue to feast on each other for a long time
to come, or should that be, to cum?

The End
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Finish What You Started
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How do you go about seducing your Mom? We all
remember this lesson, “You only get one shot… This opportunity
comes once in a lifetime.” Like most sons, Marty more than loves
his mother. He is in love with her. Dubious of many erotica
stories, Marty discovers a hands-on method he is confident will
allow him to become more than her son. Rewritten, with double the
length and three times the sex, you’ll want to Finish What You
Started!

~~~~~ Excerpt ~~~~~

“Oh god, I love the way you touch me,” she
purred. “I feel like putty beneath your hands and you can do
anything you want with me.” I just started massaging her shoulders
and her words already had my cock hard as steel.

“Oh Marty, you are so good. I’ve wanted this for
so long,” she sighed as I touched her hot flesh. Tenderly, I worked
her neck.

“That’s it, give it, do me good,” she said. I
drew a long line of oil down the length of her spine. My mind was
spinning. Yet again I wondered, Does she know what affect her words
have on her son? She can’t, can she? Lust raged through my
veins.

Rubbing the middle of her back, I had to stay
away from her sides. I feared if my wandering fingers got too close
to the exposed swell of her flattened breasts, tonight I wouldn’t
be able to stop myself. As I struggled to control my urges, part of
me wanted to fight it, part of me wanted to submit.

“Oh that’s it, that’s it, right there,” Mom
moaned. My thumbs pressed deep into her spinal muscles. Hovering
over her, every time my boxers rubbed along my cockhead, I feared I
was going to have a messy situation.

“Oh that’s the spot, right there. Oh Marty,
that’s it,” she sang. I rubbed the very lowest part of her back,
the spot exposed by my earlier lowering her panties. “God, you
doing that makes me realize how sore my ass is.”

“That’s all right, I’ll loosen you up,” I boldly
promised as I worked on her hips. While I did this, I tried to
nonchalantly push her panties further down. Mom said nothing when I
reached the swell of her hips. Pinching the sides of her panties, I
began pulling them over her hips.

“What are you doing?” she wondered quizzically,
but lacked a scolding tone. Mom sounded more curious at what her
son was doing than upset he was trying to undress his mom.

“What?” I answered. “What’s the big deal? It’s
just me and you; I mean, so what?” I tried to say in my most casual
voice. I knew this was my point-of-no-return. In my room, I
practiced saying this so many times I hoped it sounded like a
casual, natural, off-handed thing. I hoped she wouldn’t hear the
extreme nervousness I felt attempting to perform this risky
maneuver.

Blessedly, she silently agreed. She lifted her
hips just the littlest bit I needed to pull her panties over the
swell of her hips. Once her panties cleared her hips and ass, in a
smooth, efficient motion I continued to pull them all the way down.
She assisted silently shifting to let her panties slip down her
legs. Then they slipped off her feet. I marveled at the sight of my
mom’s panties, which now were in my hands instead of on her!

[image: tmp_daea704f3af7530df294e552cc4a8677_StaJac_html_ma8b920.jpg]

Analyze This!

[image: tmp_daea704f3af7530df294e552cc4a8677_StaJac_html_4c888a3c.png]






Anal Sex: The Final Frontier. “When done right
it can be as pleasurable for me as for him; but if done wrong, you
won’t get a second chance. You need to know how,” she began.
‘WHAT?’ a son thinks when his mom, at the breakfast table over a
cup of coffee, explains in the most explicit language, graphic
detail and intimate manner the proper way to perform anal sex with
a woman. You will want to Analyze This!

~~~~~ Excerpt ~~~~~

“Wow,” she voiced. She sounded stunned at her
son’s blunder. “I don’t know if I should be upset, embarrassed or
what. So you really have no clue how to do anal?”

Ashamed, I shook my head, No.

“Of course not. I couldn’t expect your father to
explain to you how things work. And what you read in those stories
are almost always bullshit and porn is even worse. They make it
look like it’s all so easy.” She took a drink of her coffee.
Setting her cup down, she took a deep breath. My mother seemed to
be gathering her thoughts. During her silence, I wondered what
those thoughts could possibly be. What does a mother say after
her son tells her he fucked-up while trying to have anal sex with
his girlfriend? What does anyone say after that? I waited in
suspense.

“I’m gonna explain to you how you’re supposed to
do anal properly.” Then, amazingly, she casually took a sip of her
coffee. To her, explaining how to perform anal sex to her son while
he was eating breakfast wasn’t off limits; nor, for her, would it
be awkward.

“Okay. First thing you need to know is that anal
sex is not supposed to be painful. Where the fuck do you get that
idea?” Putting her hand up and shaking her head, she continued,
“No, don’t answer. If it’s done right it can be very enjoyable for
both you and me.”

“What?” she asked, puzzled at my perplexed
expression. I wondered, Did she just say, ‘you and me’ as in Us,
as in ‘it can be very enjoyable for both’ of Us, her and
me?

“I’ve enjoyed anal many times,” she informed me,
misreading my surprised expression…

…“Alright, the next thing is position. The most
comfortable position for me to start is on my back, sort of
missionary. I’m serious,” she argued against my doubtful look.

“Trust me, let me explain and it’ll make sense
in the end,” She laughed hard at her unexpected double entendre.
She paused to take another sip of her coffee. With an earnest ease
she continued, “As I was saying, the best position is for me to on
my back with my ass on the edge. It can be the edge of a bed, a
table…” and she paused as if reminiscing.
“Shoot, one time it was the edge of the top of a concrete landing
to a stadium’s flight of stairs. What? Why are you shocked?”

Why am I shocked? My mother just admitted,
in complete nonchalance, to having done anal on a bed, a table and
in public at a stadium. Why was I shocked?

“Anyhow, to loosen up my backdoor you gotta work
on her front door. Makes sense, right? You have to get me sexually
stimulated and what’s the best way? Exactly. I hope you enjoy
giving oral sex. Shit, you better anyway!” my mother warned her
son; and I wondered if I had joined Dorothy in the land of Oz.

“Alright, for shits n’ giggles, let’s say I’m on
the edge of my bed upstairs. You will be kneeling on the floor
between my legs and you’re going to go down on her, okay? I’m not
going to say you must do this or that; just use your tongue, mouth
and one hand to really get her going. Make her beg; make her
squirm; make me so goddamn fuckin’ horny. Got it?” Although she
said, “her,” she portrayed how she’d be the one squirming…
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Why Dinkleberry? As a little girl, I followed my
older brother and his friends everywhere. I clung to them like a…
like a dingleberry. However, in Brooklyn the soft G is pronounced
with a hard K. DearOldDad shortened it to a more acceptable
nickname: Dink. My love for these men is why I cherish the names
they bestowed upon me.

With my writing, I find the courtship and
initial seduction of an illicit and forbidden relationship
delicious fodder to explore. While I write about taboo
relationships, my characters find motivated by the ideals of Love,
Desire and Passion not retribution, domination or subjugation.
Their end goal is a wish to develop into a happy and loving couple.
I aim for my stories to be believable and plausible. I do not
believe people cross the line against a strong social taboo easily.
They need to coaxed, cajoled and ultimately enticed to do so.

With many of my stories, I try to develop an
explanation as to why the narrator is sharing their story instead
of it seeming as if they are bragging of their conquest.

Readers often express surprise that as a female,
I generally choose to write from the male's point of view. When I
write from the male's perspective, I enjoy the challenge of having
to climb into my narrator’s mind. I get to describe what his eye's
sees, including the beauty of the female character; how his mind
thinks; and what his heart feels. It separates me from my character
and allows his personality to grow, develop, and show. When
successful, the story is told from his voice and not my own.

This allows my characters to be not only
distinct from myself but also from the other males in my other
stories. It also allows my female characters to be diverse and
distinct from each other yet still celebrate their individual
beauty. Since, Beauty is in the Eye of The Beholder.

I live in New York, with my girlfriend and our
three cats. You can contact me at Dinkqueen@gmail.com. I hope you
will take the time to enjoy all of my stories.

Love, Dink
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