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  Chapter One


  


  Sandra lifted her head from the pillow at the sound of a knock, and looked at the clock to see it was only six am.


  “Mom?” Jeremy called from the other side of the door. “You awake?”


  “I am now,” she grumbled to herself, but clearing her replied more loudly, “It’s six in the morning! Is everything okay?”


  “It’s mother’s day and I want to give you your present.”


  “How about we start mother’s day by you letting me sleep?”


  Sandra let her head fall back on the pillow and rubbed at her eyes.


  “Come on, mom. I’m really excited to give this to you!”


  “If it’s breakfast in bed, I’m not hungry!” she snapped irritably.


  “It is something to eat, but you don’t have to be hungry to want it.” He laughed from hallway.


  Sandra sighed and sitting up, reached for the sheet she’d kicked off at some point during the night. She’d just grabbed it when the door opposite the foot of bed opened.


  “Jeremy, I’m not dressed!” She yanked the sheet up over her bare breasts as he stepped in and she’d hoped he hadn’t gotten a glimpse of them.


  No, that wasn’t true. She’d pulled the sheet up out of pure reflex based on the fact that mothers weren’t supposed to want their sons to see their tits. Shameful truth was she’d fantasized many times about her son, ‘accidentally’ seeing his mother’s tits.


  He’d see them and be so amazed by the sight of his mother’s tits that he’d just stand there staring. Then she’d cup them and offer them to him, stroking her hard rosy nipples and inviting him to come…


  “That’s okay, mom,” Jeremy said as he entered the room in just his underwear. “I’m not really dressed either.”


  “Jeremy! Why are you…?”


  Sandra couldn’t finish the sentence. Her eyes had landed on her son’s crotch and the impressive bulge in the tight boxer briefs.


  “Why am I what?” Jeremy walked up to the side of the bed next to her, his crotch almost level with his face.


  “You…” She swallowed hard, trying to ignore her nipples stiffening as well as the sudden and inappropriate warmth between her thighs. “You’re hard.”


  “I told you I was excited to give you your present mom.”


  Jeremy grabbed the sides of his underwear and tugged them down a couple of inches. “Want to see your present?” He gave her a wicked smile. “I made it myself.”


  “Jeremy, I don’t understand. I’m your mother!”


  “Don’t act like this isn’t what you want.” With no hesitation he yanked his underwear down.


  “Oh, no,” Sandra whispered at the sight of her son’s cock.


  Look away, tell him to leave! Do the right thing, he’s your son!


  “No?” Jeremy grabbed his cock, and stroked it for her. “For someone saying no you can’t stop staring.”


  “You need to leave.” Sandra’s words couldn’t have sounded less sincere if she tried.


  He was right, she couldn’t take her eyes off her son’s cock. God it was magnificent! He was well hung, his cock not only long, but thick, so thick she wondered if her fingers would meet around it.


  She wanted to suck it. To feel the sensation of having her mouth stuffed with hard young cock. Her son’s young cock. Never mind her mouth; Sandra pressed her bare thighs together under the sheet to avoid squirming at the thought her son’s dick invading his mother’s long neglected pussy.


  “You need to stop pretending you don’t want it.” Jeremy stepped closer and even though she should move away, she remained where she was, the engorged, purple head of his cock now less than a foot from her face.


  He squeezed it and at the sight of his pre cum oozing from the tip, a soft whimper escaped her.


  “Told you I had something for you to eat,” Jeremy teased her. “But I think you lied because you look pretty damned hungry, mom.”


  He was right, she was hungry, hungry for her son’s cock. The one cock she had no right even thinking about let alone having her mouth water at the idea of sucking it.


  “Jeremy.” She gathered what little resolve she had left. “I don’t want you. You’re my son, and…”


  “You don’t? Then why do you have all those taboo movies in your drawer and mom son videos bookmarked on your computer?”


  Sandra shook her head. “I…I don’t know what you’re talking about!”


  “Hey, it’s okay, mom.” Still holding his cock, he reached out with his other hand and touched her cheek. “I’m glad you want me.”


  “You are?” She tilted her head, resting her cheek against his palm, her eyes still on his cock.


  “I kept asking you what you really wanted for mother’s day and after I saw those movies. Now I know just what to give you.” He leaned over the bed and whispered in her ear, “A good fucking!”


  His words were followed by moving his hand from her face and whipping the sheet off of her.


  “Jeremy!” Sandra tried to catch the sheet, but he was too quick. “I’m…”


  “Naked,” Jeremy whispered. The smile had left his face to be replaced by a look of desire that sent a thrill through her. “Damn, look at those tits.”


  He cupped her right breast in his hand and she groaned when he gently squeezed her swollen nipple between his fingers.


  “Jeremy, please,” Sandra moaned, but not only made no effort to stop him, arched her back, pushing her breast into his hand.


  “You don’t have to beg mom, after all it is mother’s day. Now how about that gift?”


  Moving quickly, his hand darted from her breast to the back of her head. He grabbed a handful of her hair and pulling her forward, shoved his cock into her mouth. Sandra’s eyes widened and she emitted a surprised squeal, even though his cock couldn’t have gone into her mouth if she hadn’t opened wide for him.


  Sandra released a second squeal when Jeremy let her head go and grabbed both her breasts. After all, why would he need to hold her head when she was bobbing it on her own? Sandra couldn’t stop herself from sucking her son’s cock, nor could she stop her moans of pleasure as he fondled her tits and rubbed her nipples.


  You goddamn slut! A voice cried out in her head, look at you, you’re sucking your son’s dick! And loving it, another voice replied. That same voice was filling her head with thoughts of how incredible it was to have her boy in her mouth.


  “Oh, mom,” Jeremy breathed. “That feels so good.” He groaned when she angled her head, and looking up at him with her baby blue eyes, took him down to the base of his shaft. “My cock looks good in your mouth.”


  It felt good being there, and Sandra brought her hands into play, grabbing his now slick shaft and stroking it while she blew him. She cupped his balls with the other, caressing them as she sucked.


  His cock twitched in her mouth and he moaned softly as she bobbed her head in a steady rhythm. Jeremy slid his right hand from her breast, trailing it down her stomach and between her thighs. She cried out around his cock when he boldly plunged two fingers insider her shamefully wet cunt.


  Jeremy applied his thumb to her clit, rubbing it with an enthusiasm that matched his rapidly thrusting fingers. It felt so fucking good, Sandra had to release his cock and settle for stroking it while she moaned and whimpered.


  “Oh, fuck, baby!” she gasped, thrusting her hips to bury his fingers deeper inside her. “Just like that!” She let her head fall back on the pillow and releasing his balls, grabbed her right nipples, while he played with her left.


  “Yes!” Her hips were rocking and her legs closed around his hand. She straightened them, and pointed her toes forward, her back arching and her entire body straining to reach the first orgasm from something other than her own fingers in far too long.


  She managed to keep pumping his cock and Jeremy was moaned and moving his hips, excitedly pushing his cock through his mother’s slick fist.


  “Oh!” Sandra gasped. “Oh, honey right there! I…I’m going to come! I’m going to…” Her words turned into a primal scream of raw animal pleasure that she was sure with the window open, the neighbors would hear.


  Her hips bucked wildly and she released another porn star quality wail as her son expertly manipulated his mother’s clit while finger fucking her. Sandra writhed and squirmed on the bed, crying out from the force of her orgasm while squeezing his cock and planning on sucking it dry as soon as she could get control of herself.


  When the last waves of pleasure flowed through her, Sandra lifted her head and pulled gently on his cock, urging him to slip it back into his mother’s mouth. He resisted and grabbing her wrist eased her hand from his cock.


  “But I want it!” She whined like she was the child and not the parent here. “I…oh, you bad boy!” she purred watching him first sniff, then suck on the fingers he’d had buried in his mother’s pussy.


  “I think there’s a better place for it than your mouth.” Jeremy pushed his boxers all the way down and walking to the foot of the bed, climbed up onto it.


  “Oh, yes.” Sandra’s heart raced as she watched her son crawl up between her legs until his hands were on either side of her head and he was looking down at her.


  His cock was pointing between her legs, inches from her still quivering pussy and wrapping her legs around his waist, she pulled him closer, whimpering as the head of his cock slipped through her wet lips and over her still tingling clit.


  “Fuck me!” she said softly.“You said you’d give me what I really want.”


  Jeremy teased his cock through her pussy and with a wink, said, “Happy Mother’s Day.”


  Sandra woke up, her heart racing and so warm she kicked the sheet off and lay there panting.


  “Fuck me,” she said aloud, waiting for her breathing to return to normal.


  She lifted her head from the pile of pillows to peer at the alarm clock and she saw it was just after eight and sighed. It was way too early to be up on a Sunday morning, never mind she’d woken up at the best part of her latest dream of not so motherly love.


  Looking down at her naked body, she noted the lingering effects of the dream. Her large wine colored nipples were so hard they were aching and when she pressed her thighs together, she could feel how wet she was.


  Her face and chest were slicked with swear that she knew was only partly from the fact it was unseasonably warm for May. Her skin was flushed red and along with her heavy breathing she had the appearance of someone who’d just had some damned good sex.


  Please, these days a wet dream was what passed for as good sex. This time even the dream failed to satisfy as she’d woken up at the best part. The idea the best part of the dream that had wet and aching with desire was her son fucking her was one that would be lost upon most mothers.


  Sandra would have agreed with them not that long ago. Yet strange craving to have sex with her son had slowly taken over her porn watching habits, masturbation fantasies and especially her dreams, she’d flat out ceased to give a fuck.


  So what she had fantasies about fucking her son? Considering what drove those fantasies wasn’t pure taboo lust, but in her mind a way to show Jeremy not only how much she missed him since he’d moved away six months ago, but to give him an incentive to never leave her again?


  Fucked up thoughts like that usually sent people to therapy, but Sandra had embraced her twisted logic if for no other reason than it was nothing more than a taboo sexual fantasy. Not like it would ever become reality.


  For it to even have the slightest chance of becoming real, Jeremy would actually have to be home and not ten hours away in North Carolina with little miss thing.


  “Bitter much?” Sandra muttered, letting her head fall back into the pillows.


  Damn right she was.


  Since middle school he’d had his heart set on going to PC and major in criminal investigation. He’d aced his SATs, received a small scholarship and Sandra had used the last of Ben’s life insurance to pay the first year’s tuition.


  Then Heather, his first and only girlfriend who he met freshmen year of high school, received a scholarship at UNC. At first, Sandra was thrilled. She’d never cared much for the little bitch. Her family had some money and she had more than an air of better than.


  She was also, as much as Sandra hated to admit it, a sexy little thing. Heather’s long red hair, gorgeous hazel eyes topped off a petite little body featuring a firm little ass and small, but perfectly perky breasts.


  Problem was she knew it and flirted far too much with other guys and expected Jeremy to be fine with it. Making it worse when the shoe was on the other foot, she was insanely jealous and several times broke up with him for flirting with other girls.


  Heather’s idea of flirting was talking to a girl, looking at them for a second too long or basically breathing near one. The break ups were never real, just her getting Jeremy to come crawling to her and saying he was sorry and it pissed Sandra off that he did it repeatedly.


  Ben had tried talking to him, telling him she was a manipulating little bitch and he wouldn’t be surprised if she cheated on him. Told him he was a good looking, sweet, intelligent boy who knew how to be good to a girl and there were plenty out there who would appreciate him for those things.


  Of course Jeremy didn’t want to hear it. Sandra had tried as well with equal lack of results. Then Ben had gotten sick and the last thing Sandra was worried about was what her son’s bossy bitch girlfriend was doing. If anything at least she gave Jeremy something to think about other than his dying father.


  Ben passed away six months before Jeremy graduated and the last conversation he’d had with his son was how proud he was that he was going to go to college to pursue his dream and to promise him he’d always be there for his mother as much as he could.


  Jeremy promised and for the year following his father’s death, he remained studying hard and being an amazing supportive son to his grieving mother. When Heather got accepted into her dream college Sandra figured he’d get a chance to meet new people and see how a decent girl treats a boy. Not that Sandra would ever promote cheating, but in this case she swore if she thought he’d take the bait she’d hire a girl to seduce him.


  In her mind sex was the answer that explained Heather’s hold on him. She was his first and only piece of ass and he was convinced the best he’d have. Sandra doubted a girl that stuck on herself was anything other than a dud in bed, and was sure she was a one way lover.


  She could imagine Jeremy going down on her, making her cum then when he wanted her to return the favor the answer was no. Or maybe Sandra was wrong and Heather held sway over him by opening her mouth anytime she thought he was getting tired of her.


  When Heather told, not asked, but told, Jeremy she wanted him to come with her, he’d broken Sandra’s heart by saying yes. Not only did it crush her that he was passing up his dream school to move states away, but he hadn’t tried to go to school in North Carolina.


  Instead, he took a job as a security guard at a mall to help pay the rent on the three room apartment a friend of Heather’s father who lived out there rented them for a discount price.


  Sandra was able to get all but twenty percent of the tuition back, but the money wasn’t the issue, his leaving was. She would have liked to say her only concerns were for her son’s future, but they weren’t.


  Since Ben had passed, Jeremy had become the man in her life. More than just her son, but her confidant whom she could share her grief with, as well as talk about the day to day things in life like she used to with Ben.


  Jeremy became her best friend and once a week date night where they would go out to dinner together. They’d go to movies or stay up late, sometimes in her bed like they did when he was little kid and Ben had to travel on the weekends.


  Looking back on it, even then Jeremy was who she clung to and occupied her time with when her husband couldn’t be there for her. Now with him gone, she needed Jeremy more than ever and he seemed happy to be there for her.


  Sandra never got the impression he was humoring her. He never complained about what movie they saw or where they ate, just seemed genuinely happy to spend time with her. A couple of times when they’d watched horror movies in her bed, and had fallen asleep, Sandra would wake up to find she’d curled up to him like he was a boyfriend, not her son.


  Nothing inappropriate, but her head on his shoulder, or nuzzled into his back if he were on his side. Once, when she’d had a nightmare and then rolled over on her side to go back to sleep, Jeremy had slid up against her and put his arm around her waist, holding her.


  Sandra had felt pathetic those nights, but also comforted and loved. That was before her unnatural desires had surfaced and it was a good thing because if he ever slept in her bed with her now, he’d wake up with his cock in his mother’s mouth, sucking him hard so she could hop on and ride him until he came deep inside her.


  Sandra shook her head, trying to get rid of those thoughts. Not because she cared if they were wrong or not, but she’d been horny as fuck the last few months and was tired of getting wound up only to have to masturbate like a frustrated teen.


  Instead, she thought of Jeremy’s mind blowing betrayal in leaving her for that little snot. Heather never minded Jeremy spending a lot of time with his mother which was something Jeremy used to show his mother she wasn’t that bad.


  Sandra’s take on it was even Heather couldn’t be jealous of his mother because there was no threat of losing him to her. These days, that might be a different story as Sandra would be happy to show her boy how a real woman fucked.


  But those feelings didn’t exist then and Sandra was quick to point out Heather most likely didn’t mind because if he was with her mother and wasn’t with her, she was free to be with whoever she wanted.


  The only time Jeremy ever argued or became upset with Sandra was when she insinuated, or at times, point blank accused Heather of cheating. She would smile and say his anger represented the fact he worried about it too, but logic and teenage boys didn’t exactly go hand in hand.


  She had to admit if the bitch was cheating she was being discreet about it because boys talked and yet nothing ever came back to Jeremy. Maybe Sandra was wrong about her, maybe she was just a plain old bitch happy to own a boy better than she deserved.


  Jeremy had moved last August and in the nine months since Sandra had only seen him twice. They’d come down for her Christmas break to visit Sandra and Heather’s parents, but to her dismay, they’d stayed together at both places so Sandra didn’t really get any time alone with her son.


  They’d come down again in early March for her parents twenty fifth wedding anniversary, but only for three days and again Heather came along for the night they spent in Sandra’s house. She hadn’t seen him since and over the months his phone calls were becoming less frequent.


  Her friends told her it was natural. He was almost twenty and a man now. One who had moved away and was living with a woman and had his own life to lead. In the rational part of her mind, Sandra knew they were right.


  But she didn’t want to be rational and there was no reason he couldn’t call several times a week like he did when he first moved out there. Now she was lucky to hear from him once a week and many times for only a few minutes.


  Now that they were out of state, Sandra could hear Heather in the background deliberately speaking loud enough for her to hear. “Is that your mother again?” “Doesn’t that woman have a life?” “She still thinks you’re a mama’s boy”


  Goddamn little snot.


  Now here it was mother’s day and not only wouldn’t she see him, but at this point she’d be surprised to get a damn phone call, at least not until the end of the day when that slut left him alone long enough to realize what day it was.


  Sandra’s eyes turned to the bedroom door and she recalled all the years of his childhood where he’d burst in at an ungodly hour, sometimes as early as five am. He’d have whatever card Ben helped him pick out in one hand and a homemade gift in the other.


  Ben would always give them both a kiss then go out and make breakfast for them. He would call Jeremy out into the kitchen for the ‘most important part’ which was to spread jam on the toast and bring it in on its own plate.


  Ben would them make himself scarce again while Jeremy climbed into the bed and ate with her while she put cartoons on for him. As he grew older, Jeremy kept up the routine. Waking her up early, but now bringing flowers along with a card and gift.


  Ben would still get up and cook and even in his teens Jeremy would sit on the bed and eat with her as they chatted. She’d ask about him, but his answer was always it was her day and she should have what she really wanted right down to talking about whatever she wanted.


  Sandra sighed at those memories, thinking now she had dreams of Jeremy still entering her room, but now his home made present was a big hard cock he had just for mommy, and breakfast in bed was him eating his mother’s cunt.


  He could still spread the jam, thick creamy white jam all over her tits, or ass or even her face if he wanted too.


  “Oh, for fuck’s sake.” She rolled her eyes. That one was so bad even a porn script writer would toss it out.


  Sandra became acutely aware that despite her not so sexy thoughts, she was still horny. But hey, it was a day that ended in Y, wasn’t it? She knew the answer was the one her friends had been telling her for months.


  Go out and get laid. She didn’t have to hunt for another husband to replace Ben, she didn’t even need a boyfriend or a damn date. Just go out dressed up to get messed up and get some of that cock she’d been craving like an addict looking for a fix.


  It’s wasn’t like she couldn’t. Sandra didn’t feel like she was being a narcissist when she thought of herself as an attractive woman. In spite of being in her mid forties, she’d kept her blonde hair long when many of her friends of the same age had cut theirs.


  Sandra’s high cheek bones, along with the fact that despite the heartache of the last year and a half had still remained free of lines and wrinkles, made her appear younger than her actual age. Her two best features, at least from the neck up, were her deep ocean blue eyes and a pair of lips so full that she was either complimented on them or asked if she received Botox injections.


  All the way back to her teens Sandra had been aware of what her lips made men think of and was never all that shy about proving them right. Not that should would ever consider herself a slut, but before meeting been in junior year of college, she’d had more than her share of fun with the boys.


  Now she was lying here thinking of having fun with her boy.


  Several times Sandra had considered going after a younger man. Thinking maybe playing milf to some hot young stud would purge her of not only her pent up lust, but wanting her son. Looking down at her uncovered, nude body, she felt like she had more than enough to attract a young lover.


  Sandra’s breasts, which had been things of wonder, in her younger years, were still impressive. A full D-cup, her breasts were large, nicely rounded and tipped with large wine colored nipples, that as they had been since she awoke were so hard they were aching for attention.


  On the down side she’d noticed over the last couple of years gravity was starting to take its toll and here was just a hint of sag as they didn’t quite sit as high an proud as they used. But for her age and their size she really couldn’t complain and doubted any man would. If nothing else they were all natural and not fake hard constructs of silicone.


  Her stomach, despite regular trips to the gym was becoming a little soft, but was still mostly flat. Sandra had been slender as a young woman, but over the years, child birth and maturity had filled out her hips quite well.


  Her full fleshy thighs matched her hips and were complimented by as ass that wasn’t as small as it once was, but now had a little junk in the trunk as she’d heard some people describe a well rounded ass.


  All in all Sandra didn’t consider herself heavy, but she had some curves and liked to think of her body as lush. A soft inviting playground of flesh with a more than willing to please mouth and at this point a seemingly always wet and willing pussy that had been neglected far too long.


  Again, that neglect was of her own doing. She had more than enough to offer a man of any age, and not just physically. The last time she’d had sex was when Ben was still healthy enough for it and that had been over two years ago. No, if she broke the ice, the lucky beneficiary better have some stamina because she had a lot to make up for.


  Young men had that kind of stamina. Too bad at this point she only wanted the one young man she couldn’t have. On the occasions she tried to figure out where her taboo lust had come from she figured it to be a combination of her trusting Jeremy as the one man who wouldn’t hurt her – although he had when he moved.


  He also was the permanent piece of Ben left to her, and the fact he was a dead ringer for her departed husband, not only plucked at her heart strings, but also increased her desire for him. Last, but certainly not least was she wanted to selfishly keep him with her, at least until he went back to school and went on the path he should be on.


  The best way to do that would be with sex. Jeremy was being led by his dick by the only girl he’d ever fucked. If a big part of his reason for leaving was fear of losing out on sex, then his mother would show him he could not only get sex, but far better than what that skinny little skank was giving him from the woman who loved him more than anyone else ever would.


  As if they had a will of their own, Sandra’s hands slid up her stomach and over her breasts. She moaned softly as her palms slid over her excited nipples, then again when she slid them back down.


  She ran her hands down her stomach and down along her soft inner thighs before lightly caressing her moist lips with her right hand. She imagined her hands being Jeremy’s. Roaming and exploring her soft body his eyes wide with lust and amazement as he groped his mother.


  There was no way she was going to go back to sleep without masturbating and she didn’t even bother trying to shift her fantasy to something more appropriate; like anything other than fucking her son.


  On that note, Sandra figured she may as well enjoy the special Mother’s Day present she’d bought herself. Picking up the remote from the nightstand, Sandra turned on the forty inch flat screen TV that rested on a stand on her extra bureau next to the bedroom door.


  The TV was directly opposite the bed and propping herself up higher on the pillows, Sandra selected menu and brought up the internet. When Jeremy was here in March Sandra had mentioned she wished she could watch the net on a big screen and he had laughed at her and told her he couldn’t believe she didn’t know how easy it was to do.


  He’d set it up for her and initially she’d enjoyed watching you tube videos and movies on it. Eventually it dawned on her she could watch porn on the TV and more nights than not lately had done it and gotten off before she fell asleep.


  She’d found what seemed to be a limitless supply of mother son porn videos, some step, but many ‘real’. Sandra had also found the best ones were on smaller sites and then discovered vids4sale where porn stars made their own vids and sold them to download.


  One site was called mama’s good boy and featured some of the hottest clips Sandra had seen. They were generally only $14.99 and she’d bought several over the last few weeks. She’d signed up for the e-mail updates and had received one on Friday night that there was a new video out entitled ‘What Mom really wants.’


  The description couldn’t have been more perfect for her.


  “It’s mother’s day and Molly’s son, Chris, keeps asking her what she really wants. Molly becomes flustered and embarrassed, but when Chris pushes finally tells him. What mom really wants for mother’s day is her son’s big cock!”


  The video starred Molly Minx who had become one of her favorite porn ‘moms’ and Sandra had gone to the site and bought it without even viewing the minute long preview. Bringing up the video Sandra removed her six inch purple vibrator from nightstand drawer as well the remote controlled bullet.


  As the credits came up, Sandra moaned as she slipped the vibrator into her pussy. She was so wet she gasped at how easy she pushed it in, then groaned when she turned it on. The muffled hum sent a thrill through her, although not as much of one as the vibrating itself did.


  Sliding the silver bullet down onto her clit, she eyed the screen which told her the video starred Molly Minx, Tommy Storm and was based on a story by Laura Lovecraft. Lovecraft, she thought idly…wasn’t that some weird horror author?


  Sandra thumbed the remote and her eyes rolled back as the bullet pulsed against her clit. She eased it down to where it was vibrating just enough to give her a sexy tingle, but wouldn’t get her off. She’d turn it up when she got to the good part.


  The scene opened with Molly on her bed in a robe no mother would ever wear in front of her son who had just brought her flowers and a card. She thanked him but seemed unimpressed and as always showing more acting skill than most porn stars managed to appear sad.


  The son asked what was wrong, and shaking her head, Sandra picked up the remote and skipped ahead. She’d watch the whole thing later and take her time with a slow teasing session, but for right now she wanted a fast hard orgasm and to fall back to sleep.


  “That’s it,” Sandra whispered when the video resumed and Molly’s robe was open and her son was fondling her tits while she stroked his cock which was protruding from his boxers, his jeans pushed down over his hips.


  “Hmm, this all for mommy?” Molly purred. “You make it yourself, baby boy?”


  “You like it, mom? You said it’s what you really wanted.”


  Miss Lovecraft wasn’t exactly the queen of dialogue, but as hokey as that line was, Sandra’s pussy contracted around the vibrator and her breathing picked up at the idea of a mother like her wanting just what she wanted from her son.


  “I love it, baby.” Molly’s blue eyes were now wide with lust, she licked her lips and whispered. “It looks good enough to eat.”


  “Then eat it,” Sandra breathed, then when Molly did indeed open wide and take her son’s cock between her pink coated lips added, “Oh, you bad mommy.” She reached between her legs and easing the vibrator out a few inches pushed it back in. “God, I want that.”


  Sandra fucked herself with the toy as she eased the bullet up a notch, then dropping the remote on her stomach, teased her nipples while watching, Molly suck on her son. She pulled boxers down and as Sandra worked the toy harder into her pussy, she pinned his cock against his stomach and sucked on his balls.


  “Oh, your balls are all swollen, baby!” Molly paused to swirl her tongue around them while slowly pumping his lipstick smeared cock. “I think we need to drain them, get that nasty cum out of there, no?”


  “That cum is your present mom.” He smiled down at her. “But it’s not going in your mouth, it’s going in an even better place, your pussy.”


  He pushed her back on the bed and Sandra stopped playing with her right nipple long enough to turn the bullet up higher as Molly, still in her robe, went back onto the bed, lifted her legs and eased her black thong off.


  The son stripped off his jeans and underwear and climbing into the bed, knelt between his mother’s legs, his hard cock bobbing as if it were searching for his mother’s forbidden cunt.


  “Don’t tease, baby,” Molly whined. “Give me my present!”


  “Give it to her,” Sandra chimed in, her breasts already heaving with excitement. “Fuck your mother!”


  “Sorry, mom.” He shook his head, a sly smile on his face. “You know the tradition. You don’t get your gift until I make you breakfast.”


  He slid down on the bed, and with a naughty giggle, Molly put her feet on his shoulders and squealed when he eagerly plunged his face into his mother’s pussy.


  “Suck that clit,” Sandra moaned, dialing the bullet higher and wishing it was Jeremy’s tongue on it rather than a piece of plastic.


  In that case she’d love nothing more than it to be his cock plunging into her already quivering pussy instead of a vibrator that she was shoving ever harder into her…


  She jumped when her cell rang next to her. Please don’t let it be the hospital, she thought as let the remote to the bullet go and picked the phone up. She’d already pulled an extra shift this week when a nurse unexpectedly called out.


  She lifted the phone and saw it was Jeremy. Putting the movie on pause, she answered.


  “Hey, honey.”


  “Hey, mom,” Jeremy chirped in her ear. He’d always been a morning person and one of those people who were so upbeat it was annoying at times. “We’re you sleeping?”


  “No, but I should be. It’s not even eight thirty.” The reality was she was thrilled he called, but didn’t want to sound as pathetic as she felt.


  “Shit!” He swore. “I’m sorry, mom. I’ve been up awhile and didn’t realize the time.


  “It’s okay, it’s good to hear from you.”


  “You sure you weren’t sleeping? You sound kind of out of it.”


  No, I was just laying here with two toys between my legs trying to orgasm myself back to sleep.


  “Maybe because it’s still early. Doesn’t matter though.” Sandra eyed the TV which had frozen on the angle over Molly’s shoulder giving her the POV look at the son’s face between her thighs, his tongue protruding and teasing her clit.


  “I was just thinking about you,” she’d said softly as she eased the vibrator from between her legs.


  “Good things I hope.” He laughed in her ear.


  “Depends what you consider good.” She brought the toy to her face and sniffed it. She’d always enjoyed her scent and back when she had sex loved to taste herself by sucking Ben’s cock after he’d been fucking her.


  “What’s that mean?”


  “What’s the matter? You have a guilty conscience?” She flicked her tongue out across the tip of the glistening toy, then unable to help it, sucked it quickly into her mouth, sighing at the taste of her pussy.


  “I know, I’m a shit,” Jeremy said softly. “I left you and I haven’t called that much and haven’t tried to come down to visit more.”


  “Keep going.” She tried to laugh, but knew it came out sounding as harsh as the feelings behind it.


  “And I didn’t go to college and I broke my promise to dad.” His voice was no longer cheery and she heard a catch in it at the word ‘dad’. “I’m sure he’s looking down at me right now and he’s disgusted.” There was no doubt he was choking up.


  “Hey!” Sandra snapped herself out of her perpetual feeling sorry for herself when it came to her son. “Don’t you dare talk like that! Maybe you didn’t follow the path we wanted you to, but we’ll always be proud of you. You’re a good man, Jeremy.”


  “Thanks mom.” She heard him take a deep breath. “But talk about being an ass. It’s Mother’s Day and I’m upsetting you.”


  “Not at all, honey. It’s always good to hear your voice. Is there something wrong?” Sandra reached for the remote and shut the TV off. Grabbing the sheet she pulled it up over herself as if Jeremy could see she was naked.


  This was the first time she’d thought and acted like a normal mother in months, she thought as he was silent on the other end.


  “Jeremy?”


  “It’s mother’s day, mom. So seriously, you don’t need my crap today. I called to wish you a Happy…”


  “Hearing their kid’s problems is what being a mother is all about and we don’t take days off,” Sandra told him. “So let’s hear it.”


  “Well, I…I broke up with Heather.”


  “You what?” Had she heard that right?


  “I’m going to make you promise no I told you so, okay?”


  “Promise.” Sandra’s heart was racing. If what he’d said was true this could be her best Mother’s day present in years.


  “I found out she was cheating on me. Caught her with someone here and when we got into a big fight she told me she’d been screwing other guys since High School.”


  “I…oh, honey, I’m so sorry,” Sandra whispered and had an image of standing before the academy and accepting an Oscar for best actress because she’d sounded pretty damn sincere.


  “Yeah, well dad warned me and you kept bringing it up. I didn’t want to listen.”


  “So does that mean you’re coming home?” She hoped she didn’t sound anywhere near as eager as she felt.


  “I don’t know.”


  “Why not?” She forced herself to stay calm. She’d just gotten the news she’d been hoping for the last couple of years and didn’t want to push him.


  “I’ve been up here almost a year. I have a job and friends, and a life other than Heather”


  “Where are you going to stay?”


  “Where I’ve been staying. I’m living with a guy from work who has a spare room and I’m welcome to stay as long as I want.”


  “What do you mean, been staying?” she asked suspiciously.


  “We broke up two weeks ago.”


  “And you’re just telling me now?” This time she couldn’t remain calm. “What, even with that bitch out of your life you still don’t think to call and tell me something this big?”


  “I’m sorry, mom, but the first couple of weeks I wanted to just deal with it and not have you going crazy on me when I was still really hurt over it.”


  “I…that makes sense,” she reluctantly agreed. “But I would have been there for you and not made it worse.”


  “I know you hated her and didn’t trust her so I don’t know that you would have been that supportive,” he told her. “Especially since I wanted to make sure it was the end.”


  “:Was? How the hell could it not be? The little skank was screwing other guys and has been! How wouldn’t this be the end? Jesus, Jeremy! Have some self esteem and…”


  “Case in point.”


  He spoke quietly, but his words stopped her in mid rant. Sandra took another deep breath. This was what she had wanted. Just go slow and easy, he’d come back home sooner or later. She just had to wait to really push. Maybe with the slut out of the picture she’d take a couple days off work and go see him.


  “I’m sorry, but she hurt my baby,” Sandra explained. “You can’t expect me not to be pissed.”


  “I’m still your baby?” he asked in a tone that caused her taboo thoughts to come back to her.


  “You’ll always be my baby.” Now come home to mama and let her make it all better. She added silently. Miss Lovecraft would be proud of that line.


  “Then on that note, back to Mother’s day. I’ve been kind of distracted and I feel like a tool I didn’t send you any flowers or a card. What can I get you, what do you want?”


  You making me breakfast, the absurd line from the movie entered her head. “Don’t worry about it, Jeremy. You have a lot going on and you calling is enough.”


  “Seriously, if you could have one thing what would you want?”


  “Whatever you wanted to give me would be fine.”


  “Come on, mom. What do you really want for Mother’s day?”


  She recalled the wet dream she’d awoken from. Well honey, your mother could use a good fucking and a few orgasms while she shows you why you should never leave home again.


  “You,” she replied, but unlike her thoughts, kept her words motherly. “Whenever you can, how about you come down and visit? Even for a weekend.”


  “That’s what you’d really want? To see me?”


  “I’d want that more than anything.” She softened her voice. “I miss you, baby boy.”


  “Baby boy?” He laughed. “Where did that come from?”


  “I was just trying to be cute.”


  “You’re not cute, mom.”


  “Gee, thanks.”


  “You’re hot.”


  “Excuse me?” Her eyes widened.


  “That’s what all my friends told me. I had the hot mom. They called you Sandy the Milf.”


  “I guess that’s flattering?” She had caught some of his friends looking in the past, but they were teenage boys and a breeze made them horny. That and she had no interest in being their milf, just her sons.”


  “Of course it is.” He sighed. “Little aggravating on my end to hear about it, but there’s worse things.”


  “There are.” She thought of him losing his father. “And you came through them just fine.”


  “So did you mom,” he replied in a subdued tone. “Even after I ran out on you.”


  “Enough with that. Make it up to me by coming to see me for a belated Mother’s day how’s that?”


  “If it’s what you really want, I’ll be there as soon as I can.”


  “Promise?”


  “Absolutely, now what are you going to do, go back to sleep?”


  “I don’t know, I’m awake now.” She eyed the toys again. “Maybe I’ll watch some TV for awhile and fall asleep.”


  “What else is new.” He laughed. “When we’d watch movies in your bed you’d be snoring halfway through the first one.”


  “I do not snore!” she snapped indignantly.


  “Right, you breathe heavy. I have to get going. Happy Mother’s Day! I love you.”


  “Love you too, Jeremy.”


  Sandra hung up, a smile on her face. Ding dong the witch is gone. Sandra had no doubt that without her controlling him, Jeremy would come to see her soon and she would talk to him about moving back down here.


  Move back home, enroll in PC, become her young forbidden lover. Okay, two out of three wasn’t bad. After all, what did she think? That if she offered him sex he’d take it? Life wasn’t a porn video. If she ever owned up to her feelings, Jeremy would run back to North Carolina and she’d never hear from him again.


  But that didn’t mean she still couldn’t enjoy her fantasies which with Heather out of the picture just became even more fun with the idea he was ‘up for grabs’ and she could swoop in and overwhelm him with hot steamy taboo sex.


  Sandra turned the TV back on and kicked the sheet off completely, using her feet to flip it to the foot of the bed. She stared down the length of her naked body and spreading her legs wide imagined Jeremy before her, a look of desire on his face.


  “How about Mommy gives you a present, baby boy?” she whispered as she slipped the vibrator back inside her still moist slit.


  She applied the bullet to her clit once more and turning it on low, resumed play on the movie. Sandra sighed contentedly as she slowly worked the vibrator in and out while turning up the bullet, then putting it down so she could fondle her right nipple.


  Her hips rocked as she watched the son going down on his mother and listening to her loud moans coming through the speakers.


  “Oh, honey, right there! Lick mommy’s clit! Make me come so you can shove that big cock in mommy’s sloppy cunt!”


  Sandra’s cunt was feeling pretty sloppy as the vibrator glided in and out accompanied by a wet sucking sound. She squeezed her nipple harder and rocked her hips wishing she was thrusting them into a thick fleshy cock and not a toy.


  She moaned and her legs straightened when Molly released a long loud wail and grabbing her son’s hair, ground her pussy in his face as she produced a pretty damned realistic sounding orgasm.


  Sandra felt her own rapidly approaching and eased the bullet lower. She wanted to play her favorite game of not coming until the son in whatever movie she was watching came all over his mother.


  She had to turn it down more when the son slid up between Molly’s legs and lifting them by the ankles slammed into her. He fucked her hard and fast and Molly yelped and moaned while playing with her bouncing tits as he ‘son’ hammered away at her.


  When she pushed him back with her feet, and rolled onto her hands and knees, Sandra groaned and her hips moved faster in time with her more violent plunging of the vibe into her pussy. The camera focused on Molly’s face. Her eyes wide and her mouth in a soundless O as he son pounded her from behind.


  “Oh, fuck, mom,” the son moaned. “God you feel so fucking good! I…Oh fuck.”


  “Not yet, honey!” Molly implored him. “I’m going to come on my boy’s cock!”


  “Ohhh!” Sandra whimpered as she struggled to hold back her impending climax. Where would the son come? On his mother’s ass? Would she roll over and offer her tits? Maybe take it in her face? Her mouth?


  Sandra gasped and she spread her legs open further, then straightened them so hard her hip popped. She pointed her toes forward and thrust the vibe wildly into her pussy while twisting her nipple.


  She had to release her nipple to hold the bullet to her clit with her legs spread and wiggled it back and forth. Her back arched and on the screen, the son was moaning like an idiot as Molly wailed through another orgasm.


  When she stopped wailing, the son moaned. “Mom, I’m going to cum!”


  “Hold it for me!” she cried out while slipping away from him and turning to sit up on her knees.


  Tits or face? Sandra gasped and her entire body tightened as he body hung on the edge of her orgasm. When the son pumped his cock and a spurt of cum splashed into Molly’s open mouth and onto her wagging tongue, Sandra gasped “Oh my God, Oh my…”


  The bedroom door opened and Jeremy stood in the doorway holding a bouquet of followers.


  “Happy Mother’s D…Holy shit!” He dropped the flowers and stood there wide eyed as he stared at Sandra on the bed not more than a few feet away from him.


  “Oh my God!” she cried out again, but in surprise and frustration as she released the bullet, stopping the orgasm that had just begun to crash through her.


  In what was seconds, but seemed like an eternity, the two of them remained frozen. Jeremy with his mouth open, a look of shock on his face that any other time would look comical.


  Even in her stunned state, Sandra could imagine what he saw. His mother on the bed, butt ass naked, her legs spread while fucking herself with a vibrator and rubbing her clit with the bullet. Her tits exposed and heaving with excitement and her mouth wide open as she’d prepared to cry out in ecstasy.


  Sandra tried to hook the sheet with her foot, but couldn’t reach it and instead closed her legs and grabbing a pillow, pulled it over her breasts.


  "I’m sorry!” they both blurted out at the same time, another comedic moment had the situation not been so awkward.


  “Yes, all of it!” Molly moaned as he video continued to play.


  Jeremy’s head turned to look at the TV as the son painted his mother’s face with a huge load while she rubbed his balls and was now stroking his cock, jerking him off while pointing his cock at her.


  Sandra reached for the remote, but was so flustered she ended up hitting it with her hand knocking it off the bed.


  “That’s it baby boy. “Molly spoke into the otherwise silent room. “Let mommy drain those balls for you.”


  “Oh, no,” Sandra whispered.


  “Hmm, you like coming in your mama’s face, don’t you, you bad boy?”


  Jeremy looked back at her, his face now as red as she knew hers was. “Did she just say…”


  “Jeremy, get out!” she shouted at him with far more anger than she intended.


  He flinched, but quickly backed through the door, grabbing the knob and slamming it closed as he left.


  “Oh, fuck me,” Sandra sighed, putting her head in her hands. “How the hell do I explain this?”


  Sandra fought back tears at the thought her son who had just come home to surprise her had just caught her masturbating and to a mother son sex video. From the TV Molly Minx scooped some cum from her tit and sucked her fingers into her mouth.


  “This is the best mother’s day ever!”


  




  Chapter Two


  


  Sandra sat on the edge of her bed and told herself to get her ass up and out there to talk to Jeremy. That is if he hadn’t left the damned house and was high tailing it back to North Carolina his mind filled with the image of his mother spread-eagled on the bed like a wanton slut.


  If it had only been him catching her doing that it might not be that bad. She was a grown woman, a single woman and he’d snuck up on her. But that goddamn video and him hearing it was a mother son thing.


  What was he thinking? Would he shrug it off as people watch all kinds of porn, or would be wondering if she wanted it to be real?


  “Talk about going from sugar to shit,” she grunted.


  Right on the heels of the best news she’d gotten in a long time, and her son pulling a wonderful surprise on her by calling her from nearby rather than states away, this happens. Five lousy minutes, she thought. If he’d been five minutes later the video would have been over and more likely than not the toys away and her lying there falling back to sleep.


  Okay, enough. Sandra quickly stood up to get moving so she wouldn’t keep stalling. Walking over to the window she peered between the blinds and felt a wave of relief when she saw Jeremy’s red Nissan in the driveway parked behind her SUV.


  He was still here so not completely scared off. Either that or he just wouldn’t want to leave without saying something. Even if that was true, at least she’d have a chance to talk to him. Sandra went over to her bureau and grabbing a pair of plain black panties from the drawer slipped them on.


  She grabbed her favorite old ratty purple bathrobe and slipped it on. She didn’t bother with a bra, just tied the robe tightly to make sure it didn’t show anything it shouldn’t. The kid had just seen her spread-eagled shoving a toy in her twat, what was going braless at this point.


  Sandra pulled tousled hair back into a clip and after closing her eyes and taking several long deep breaths to try and steady her nerves, left the bedroom. She relaxed a little when she was assailed by the smell of coffee. Jeremy couldn’t be too mad if he could sit there and brew a pot of coffee.


  She followed the smell into the kitchen where Jeremy sat with a mug of coffee in front of him while either texting or playing a game on his phone. Sandra was barefoot and had entered the room quietly. Jeremy had the doorway to his left and was so focused on his phone he didn’t notice her come in.


  She took a moment to admire her son. As always she thought it was a shame he had stayed with the first girl he met who was a bitch and never really put himself out there. Jeremy was a damn fine young man and she didn’t just think that because he was her son.


  His features were a perfect combination of her and Ben. His thick black hair coupled with her deep blue eyes, were a devastating pairing when it came to attracting the opposite sex. Jeremy inherited her high cheek bones and fair complexion which to his chagrin gave him a pretty boy appearance, but again plenty of girls loved that look.


  He countered it by having a perpetual five o’clock shadow to try and take the edge of his otherwise smooth features. He had matched Ben’s height of six feet and his broad shoulders seemed to make him look bigger than he actually was.


  His shoulders had seemed bigger than the rest of him in early on in High school, but over the last couple of years between maturing naturally and the gym and wresting, his body had grown into them. Jeremy was wearing a black collared shirt that fit him snugly, showing off not just his shoulders, but his chest and a pair of impressive biceps.


  His forearms were well muscled and his hands large and strong. She realized her breathing was getting heavier and her nipples hard beneath the robe. Even after what had just happened, her body was responding to her son as a man.


  That bitch never deserved her son who was as sweet and good-natured as he was attractive. She didn’t deserve his heart nor getting that amazing body all to herself while she spread her legs behind his back.


  Sandra’s eyes dipped under the table where they locked onto his crotch where he sat with his legs open, his feet on the rungs on the sides of the chair like he had since he was a kid. She couldn’t imagine a body that perfect having anything other than a beautiful cock.


  On that note, she forced herself to speak.


  “Feet off the chair,” she told him finally entering the room and coming over to the table.


  He looked up from the phone and greeted her with a smile that touched his eyes, telling her things might still be okay after what just happened.


  “Sorry, mom.” He thumped his feet on the floor with extra emphasis. “Won’t happen again.”


  “Not nice to lie to your mother,” she replied with a grin while leaning over and kissing his cheek. “Honey, it’s so good to see you.”


  “You too, mom. Hold on.” He pushed the chair back and standing, surprised her with a huge hug. “That’s better,” he told her as he squeezed her tight and kissed the top of her head. “Happy Mother’s day.”


  Sandra returned the hug, while resting her head on his shoulder, mixed feelings running through her. As a mother it felt amazing to feel this amount of affection from her son. As a woman, the way his powerful arms easily wrapped around her and much larger he was than her gave her a thrill at the thought of how easily he could ‘take her’ if he chose. Not that she’d put up a fight.


  “You’re a shit you know that?” She eased back from the hug and gave him a punch in the arm. “Calling me and getting me worked up, then you’re here in five minutes.”


  “Yeah, you looked pretty worked up.” The comment caused her stomach to twist, but the rueful smile that went with it told her he was trying to make light of it.


  “Thanks for reminding me.” She shook her head and felt herself blushing again. “Obviously I didn’t expect you.”


  “That why you sounded funny when I called?” He pulled a chair out for her, and when she sat down, he went over to the counter and poured coffee into a mug he’d had waiting for her. “I interrupt your me time?”


  “Don’t get fresh,” she told him. “I’m a single woman and,” she pointed to him, “let’s not forget a few years ago when you were doing it like it was a sporting event and I refused to do your laundry anymore.”


  She raised her eyebrows pointedly. “I think we all remember the crusty socks discussion your dad had with you.”


  “Touché!” Jeremy laughed as he put the mug in front of her, then went and sat across from her at the table. “By the way I know what I need to buy you. A Keurig. I can’t believe you still brew pots of coffee.”


  “You don’t need to buy me anything. You being here is the best gift I could have.”


  “And within my budget.” He winked and took a sip of his coffee.


  “That wink.” She smiled. “God, you look so much like your dad when he was twenty.”


  “He was a good looking guy back then, huh?” he teased.


  “He was always a good looking man and you my boy, are beautiful.”


  “Thanks, mom.” He reached out and put his hand over hers. “That’s from you too, you know. After all you are a milf, remember?”


  “I keep forgetting that.” She tapped her chin in thought. “Maybe I should start hanging at the under twenty one clubs, score me some young guy to take care of my needs.”


  “Whoa, TMI.”


  “You know mow the lawn, take out the trash, paint the house.” She smiled. “I’d be willing to put out if they could do all that.”


  “You should be putting out anyway.”


  “Hey, I know I was making a joke about it, but there’s some things you shouldn’t say to your mother.” Especially when she would be more than happy to put out…for her son.


  “Sorry, that was kind of rude, but you know what I mean, mom. It’s been two years since dad. Get out there and have some damn fun.”


  “You having any fun yet now that you’re single?” Mixed feelings on that answer. If it was yes, she’d be thrilled he’d gotten past Heather and had another woman. On the other hand she’d feel a twisted sense of jealousy that it wasn’t her who helped him get over that little snot.


  “I’ve been single two weeks, mom.” He rolled his eyes. “Not two years.”


  “I was with your father for twenty five years, not five.”


  “We really going to argue about this?” Jeremy shrugged. “Just trying to say you’re an attractive woman in your prime and you shouldn’t have to um…you know.”


  “And you’re a very attractive young man at an age where sex is a constant need.”


  “Okay, this conversation is getting a little weird. Especially after the weird that just happened.”


  “Right.” She nodded, then took a sip of coffee before asking, “So, you okay about what happened with Heather?”


  “Okay? How could I be?”


  “I meant okay as in it sucks, but you’re going to move on. As opposed to hurt and pissed off, but if she calls and wants to work it out you’ll give her the time of day.”


  “She’s been calling,” he told her. “Every day.”


  “And what do you tell her?”


  “Honestly I don’t answer her. She leaves messages and some I delete some I listen to.”


  “Why won’t you talk to her? You talk once and tell her you’re done and she’ll stop.” Sandra had a bad feeling she knew what his response would be and he proved her right.


  “Because I’m afraid if I talk to her I’ll…I’ll give in.”


  “Why would you do that? Jeremy her cheating on you up there was bad enough, but telling you she’s done it before?”


  “I know, mom.”


  “No, you don’t. Think about it. You catch her she has to own that one, but telling you she’s done it before? That was to deliberately hurt you.”


  “She said she was trying to be honest and put it all out there.”


  “She’s been putting it out there for years,” Sandra scoffed, but when Jeremy looked down she saw the hurt in his face. “I’m sorry, honey, but it’s true and you have to look at the truth right now.”


  “The guys she…was with. She said they were from out of town. She worked at that hotel and she’d hook up with traveling business men. That’s how no one ever knew to tell me about it.”


  “Sneaky little thing. All older guys I’d imagine. I could see a spoiled little princess like her having daddy issues.” Sandra nodded at her own analysis and raised the mug to sip at her coffee.


  “She told me they were just sex and meant nothing. They were one night stands and not affairs. She’s always only loved me.”


  Coffee spilled from Sandra’s mouth as she coughed awkwardly swallowed the rest of it. Putting the mug down she grabbed a napkin, wiping at her face, and still coughing from swallowing wrong.


  “Mom, you okay?”


  She nodded and put her finger up for him to give her a minute. When she caught her breath she wheezed. “Sorry, I was literally choking on her bullshit.”


  “Come on, mom.”


  “No, you come on. Jeremy people who love each other don’t screw around with other people,” Sandra pointed out. “Plus, look at how pissed off she would get when she thought you even talked to a girl too much? Meanwhile she’s banging these sleazy guys who odds are were married?”


  “I get it.” He spread his hands out. “I do. You’re totally right and you’re not saying things I haven’t thought.”


  “But?”


  “But I…I still love her I guess and people make mistakes and…really, mom?”


  The last words were response to Sandra slapping her forehead and rolling her eyes.


  “I know you guys were together for a few years and to you that’s your entire love life and sex life. So I get it’s tragic to you, but honey, you’re twenty! You’re smart, sweet, good looking! I mean look at you! I’m your mother and I look at you and think wow, what girl wouldn’t want you!”


  “I kind of figured you might think that,” he told her, sending another of those twists to her stomach.


  “What do you…”


  “Mom, all I’m saying is it’s not easy. Like you said she’s the only girl I’ve loved and the only girl I…” He trailed off.


  “Slept with and that’s the problem.”


  “How do you mean?”


  “She was your first piece of ass, Jeremy. And as much as I never liked her, Heather’s a pretty girl. A sexy girl I imagine she could make you pretty happy when she wanted too, which I’m sure was whenever she thought you might be getting sick of her shit.”


  “Mom, that’s…”


  “Let’s be adults here,” Sandra cut him off. “Hear me out, and if I’m wrong tell me I’m wrong and I drop it.”


  “Fine.” He sat back and crossed his arms over his chest.


  “Heather wasn’t in the mood for sex a lot and when she was it was oh, take care of me, but wouldn’t do anything for you except let you stick it in.”


  “Mom!”


  “But when you would get mad at her or try to tell her you didn’t like something she wanted to do, then I bet she’d take very good care of you, didn’t she? Be your dirty girl so you’d calm down and let her go back to being a bitchy little brat.”


  “I…can’t argue,” he said softly. “But how about we stop with the sex talk?”


  “Hard not to when sex is the issue. As much as you have to offer, as good looking as you are, you’re nervous. Nervous another girl wouldn’t want you, or afraid if you were with another girl you wouldn’t be able to…” She searched for a proper way to say it.


  “Respond. You’ll wonder what she likes, if she’ll do what you like. You’ll worry you can’t make her happy, that she’ll not want to again because you were so uncomfortable being with someone knew that it wasn’t good.”


  “Wow.” Jeremy whistled, but when he spoke it was with no trace of sarcasm. “You really nailed it.”


  “Know why?” She looked away as she added softly, “It’s how I feel when I think of a man other than your father.”


  “Really? But you’re older. You’re not a kid mom, you’re a woman and you have to know guys look at you.”


  “And girls look at you and you know it. But all those things I just said come into my head just like they’re in yours. For me I don’t know if I can trust myself to be okay and don’t know I could trust another man to be good to me in bed, or at least not as good as your dad.”


  “When you’re with someone for a long time,” Sandra was surprised by her words even as she continued to speak, “you get comfortable and familiar. The best sex is with someone who knows your body better than you do and you know theirs. There’s no will she like that, will he think I’m a slut if I…” she caught herself “…do certain things.”


  “Right.” He nodded, and his eyes were on her as she spoke. The fact he seemed to really be listening told her she was hitting him just right and also acknowledging her own issues.


  “So for me as a woman, it’s be nervous and stiff and boring or cut loose and have some one think, whoa where did she learn that?” She laughed without humor. “Guys are big talkers. They wanta freak, but give them one? They turtle or start thinking she’s a slut or worrying how many she’s been with…little boys, Jeremy. That’s what a lot of men my age are.”


  “Thank you for that,” he said, and she sensed the sincerity in his voice. “That explains a lot about why you stay alone. And you’re right, Heather was a dud most of the time then went porn star when she knew she pissed me off.”


  “I know this sounds bad, Jeremy, but she had you by the dick as much as the heart. And a lot of times the little head rules the big one.” She paused. “If you talk to her, she’s going to offer to make it up to you so to speak.”


  “And I’[m afraid I’ll give in.”


  “You’re better off jerking off than being last man at the buffet, honey.”


  “Damn, you’re crude today.” Jeremy sounded annoyed. “Sounds like you’re watching too much porn.”


  “It’s what I have,” Sandra replied, then quickly cut him off when he started to speak. “I know that’s by choice. But proves my point. Better to do it yourself than have it done to you wrong, or do it for the wrong reasons.”


  “Point taken.”


  “But okay, let’s get out of our sex lives. Honey, I’d like you to think about coming home.”


  “I’ve thought about it, but like I said I have a job and friends I’d leave behind.”


  “You left your job, your dream school, friends and your mother to move there in the first place.”


  “Ouch!” Jeremy winced.


  “And all for the girl who just made a joke of those sacrifices. Like she’s made a joke of you for years.”


  “The hits keep on coming.” Jeremy sighed.


  “You have a dead end job and can keep in touch with your friends the way you kept in touch with your friends here. I still have the money from PC.”


  “You do?”


  “I do. I put it in a savings account with the hopes you’d come back. We can enroll you for September and you can spend the summer working if you want to find a job or having fun with your friends until you go back to school.”


  This time she reached out and put her hand over his.


  “And your room is still the way you left it. You never have to worry about a place to live or having to support yourself. I make good money and as long as you’re in school I don’t care if you work or not.”


  “It just seems like…I don’t know I’m running from her.”


  “No, you’re running back to a life you should have never left. Besides if you’re afraid if she talks to you you’ll cave? Best run. Sooner or later she’ll find you and beg and pout and shove her little titties in your face.”


  “Back to crude.”


  “This is too serious to coddle you. That girl thinks all she needs to do if she wants you back is drop to her knees and open wide.”


  “Jesus, mom!” He laughed. “But hey, if you want to talk like that, she’s good at it.”


  “How would you know? You’ve never had another girl suck your cock.”


  At those words, Jeremy’s mouth dropped open.


  “You’ve certainly never had a real woman suck or fuck you. Just one little girl is all you’ve had.” She shrugged. “Now her on the other hand? She’s gotten plenty to compare you to.”


  “Okay, seriously enough. I don’t want to hear my mother talking about oral sex.”


  “Actually what I said was sucking cock.” Sandra felt her nipples harden beneath the robe. “That’s what real women call it. It’s not oral sex or giving head or any cute little nick name. We suck…”


  “Okay!” Jeremy snapped with uncharacteristic anger. “Enough, mom! You’re making this really awkward.”


  “I’m sorry.” She shook her head. What the hell was wrong with her? Where was she going with that? What was she going to do, offer him a demonstration? “I think you’re right. I have porn on the brain today.”


  “Yeah, and about that.” He looked away nervously and her heart skipped a beat. “Mom, I need to ask you something.”


  Here it comes.


  “What is it?”


  “Okay, we know what happened. We know what I saw and it was…a lot.” He wasn’t meeting her gaze, his eyes darting around, but not landing on her.


  “And I’m sorry, honey. I really am.”


  “My fault. I wanted to make this a fun surprise and you said you were just going to be watching TV. I shouldn’t have barged in your room. I should have called and said I was here.”


  “It’s okay, you didn’t know what I was doing.” She forced a laugh. “Not like I could say, when I hang up I’m going to…you know.”


  “Okay, so it’s not about whose fault. I mean like you said., you’re a single woman and have needs.”


  “So what did you want to ask me?” As if she didn’t know.


  “So when I was standing there kind of…shocked, I guess the movie was playing and the woman was calling herself mommy.”


  Sandra looked down and wanted to kick herself for doing it. Talk about admission of guilt.


  “Catching you naked and getting off was embarrassing, but one of those things that we’ll laugh off and down the line will be a funny story,” he went on into her silence.


  “But that was a mother son porn scene. I know there’s a lot of that shit out there. I’ve seen them on sites I browse, but I’ve never watched one.”


  “Look, Jeremy I know how it looks.” She made herself look at him. “But it’s just a movie. I was looking for something to watch and I saw Molly Minx and I…she’s kind of a favorite of mine because she’s not young.”


  “She also does nothing but step mom and real mom movies.” He kept his eyes on hers. “Maybe an aunt here and there, but she’s known for taboo.”


  “For someone who doesn’t’ watch it, you know enough about her.”


  “I watch porn and I saw her on a hottest milfs special. They did little interviews before the scenes and she talked about how she’s the best mommy in porn.” He raised his eyebrows in the identical way she always did when making a point. “I didn’t watch the video because at that point I knew what it would be.”


  “Okay, fine. So what?” Sandra forced herself to sound indignant. “I think she’s hot, I like older women with younger guys and as far as the mommy thing goes? It’s just dialogue I watch for the action, not the words.”


  “Really?” He looked skeptical.


  “It’s just like when you like a song for the music, but really don’t listen to the words.”


  Jeremy continued to look dubious.


  “So you’re telling me that’s all there is to it?”


  “What else would there be?” Sandra put on another Oscar worthy performance, by narrowing her eyes and in a shocked tone asked. “God, Jeremy, you don’t think I would ever think of you do you?”


  He quickly looked away. “I…of course not. It just caught me the wrong way. I mean when it comes to porn or any movie or book or anything people seek out their fantasy and what they want.”


  “So again you’re saying I want you?”


  “I don’t know what I’m saying,” he told her. “Maybe you like the idea of a mother with a son, but never us. Maybe you like the taboo idea of it, but not in a personal way. Maybe I want to hear you say you don’t want me instead of trying to turn it around on me.”


  Damn, the boy was clever. Sandra did her best to continue to sound indignant.


  want to suck and fuck you the way that skinny little bitch never could raced through her mind, but she responded the way she was expected to.


  “Fine, if I have to actually say it, then no, Jeremy I don’t want to have sex with you. You’re my son and I love you more than any woman you’ll find ever will, but as a mother, nothing else.”


  “You wouldn’t have to love me to want to have sex with me.”


  “Oh, so I don’t even get the benefit of you thinking that desire would have love behind it? I’d just want to fuck you?”


  “Oh, shit.” It was his turn to slap himself in the head, another Sandra mannerism he’d adopted from her over the years. “That was a crappy comment. Don’t know why I said it.”


  “Don’t worry about it. This isn’t exactly normal mother son conversation. So do you believe me or do you think me saying honey come home really means, honey, hop on?”


  “I believe you and I’m sorry if it upset you that I asked. I just wanted to hear it, I guess. I know you’d never lie to me.”


  Talk about feeling like a lowlife. She would be more than happy to hop on him and do anything other dirty thing he wanted her to do. If this were one of those movies, this is where she’d confess her desires and he would smile and take her hand and lead her into her room and..


  “So let’s get back to some normal conversation. How about we go to breakfast for mother’s day?”


  “I told you don’t worry about doing anything for me.” She pointed to the flowers which she’d just noticed he’d rescued from the floor and put in a vase on the counter by the window. “Those are beautiful. That’s plenty.”


  “Let’s get out of the house and have some pancakes,” he pressed. “I’m starving and I’m not letting you cook and if I cook the fire department will be here.”


  “Again.” Sandra laughed.


  “God, start one grease fire!” Jeremy added his laughter to hers and she felt a weight lift from her. She was off the hook and like he said they’d laugh about this morning down the line.


  “Then I guess we don’t eat because every place here will be jammed without reservations.”


  “Well maybe your son will keep the surprises coming and tell you he made ten thirty reservations at T’s.”


  “You did?” Her smile grew.


  “I did, but it’s quarter past nine and we should get there early. How about you shower and we’ll head out?”


  “Only if I’m paying.”


  “Mom, it’s mother’s day!”


  “And you took time off work, spent money on gas, bought flowers and have to spend more money to drive home. So breakfast is on me. You repay me with your company.” She gave her head a dramatic toss. “Only way I’m going.”


  “Fine, be that way.” He shrugged. “I’ll leave the tip at least.”


  “Fair enough, I’ll…” She stopped when his phone rang and he stared down at it, the smile leaving his face. “Heather,” he said softly.


  “Jeremy, if you don’t want to talk, block her number.”


  “I…” He quickly swiped reject call. “I’ll talk to her when I’m ready.”


  Sandra rose from the chair. “I’m going to hop in the shower and get dressed and we’ll go, okay?”


  “Sure.” He stared back at the phone when it beeped indicating he had a voice mail. “Take your time. I’ll just chill here.”


  “Honey, please don’t call her back.”


  “I just said I’m not ready to talk to her.”


  “But I can see it wasn’t easy not to. Promise me that you won’t, at least not today. Let’s we restart Mother’s Day and be drama free?’


  “Sounds good.” He pushed the phone away from him. “Take it if you want.”


  Although she was tempted she shook her head. “You’re a man now, Jeremy. You’ll do as you choose.”


  She left it at that, leaving the kitchen and entering the bathroom down the hall. Sandra turned the water on and as she waited for it to warm up slipped off the robe and eased her panties down. As she stepped out of them and stared at her naked reflection in the full length mirror on the back of the door she wondered if somewhere in his mind if Jeremy liked what he had seen?


  Even if he had the right feeling of not seeing her sexually he was a man and had just gotten a full view of his mother’s fully nude form. Complete with legs spread and toys between her legs. Would he think of her in any improper way? Even a simple, damn my mom’s got a nice body, passing thought?


  Sandra pulled her hair from the clip and shook it out enjoying the way her soft hair felt on her shoulders and back. She opened the door to the shower stall intent on showering and rapidly running one out as one of her friends referred to it as.


  Sandra preferred jilling off. But whatever she called it, she needed the relief Jeremy’s appearance had cut short. She stopped with one foot in the shower when she had a sudden image of Jeremy picking up the phone as soon as she left the room.


  He’d said he’d ignored Heather so far, but seeing he was ten hours away maybe he’d realize this would be a safe time to talk to her, especially if he mentioned where he was. Then Heather would know she knew. She’d make a crack about running home to mommy, but also that ‘mommy’ would be doing everything she could to keep him from her.


  He had looked as if her presence was the only reason he hadn’t answered this time and now she was in the shower and he was just sitting there staring at his phone. She paused telling herself to get in the shower; she couldn’t control what he did.


  She couldn’t control him all the time, but damn it, if he were going to stay here for a couple of days she could keep him from missing that cheating whore. She shut the water off, and not bothering to put her panties back on, quickly donned the robe.


  It went well past her waist so she wasn’t worried about being improper. She’d check on him under the pretense of forgetting to grab an extra towel from the linen closet near the kitchen. Sandra slipped out of the bathroom and quietly padded down the hall.


  She frowned when she didn’t see Jeremy at the table, and the frown deepened when she noticed the phone was no longer there either. Sandra crossed the kitchen and peered through the floor length blinds that covered the sliding door leading to the deck and saw he wasn’t out there.


  Turning she went back down the hall and peeked into the living room. Where the hell was he? A look out the window showed he hadn’t gone out to his car. Sandra went back down the hall wondering if he’d gone back into his old room.


  She stopped as she passed her room and heard a muffled voice from beyond the door. It didn’t sound like Jeremy, but who the hell else would it be? Why would he go into her room to talk on the phone? If he were being sneaky outside would have been the place to go.


  Sandra gently turned the knob and eased the door open a few inches. She saw Jeremy sitting on the edge of the bed. She noticed his phone was on the clip on his hip and he had the TV remote in his hand.


  She pushed the door open and entered the room. “Hey, what is this, another surprise? You’re going to tweak my TV again?


  Jeremy turned his head and the look on his face caused her heart to skip a beat.


  “God, mom, I can’t believe how good my cock looks in your mouth!” The voice she’d heard outside the door spoke from the TV.


  “I love sucking your dick, baby boy,” a woman responded. “You’re so much bigger than your father and you shoot such a big load for your mommy.”


  “Jeremy, what are…”


  “What the fuck, mom?” He angrily thumbed the remote, shutting down the video but leaving the chrome browser up. “You lied to me!”


  “What are you talking about?” She tried again to sound offended, but even she could hear her voice tremble.


  “Something about how you answered me had me wondering so I came in here to check your bookmarks.” He dropped the tab as she spoke and she cringed at the long list of hot videos she’s bookmarked. The ones she’d watched multiple times.


  “Mom’s got m hard at work. Mom’s Wet dreams. Mother of my dreams. Oh, look, My Mother’s a Horny drunk!”


  “Jeremy, I…”


  “Tempted by mom…mom is bound to please? Jesus Christ, mom! Every fucking one of these is mother and son! There’s not one damned link here that’s not!”


  “Okay, so like I said I kind of like the idea, but…”


  “No, I said that maybe because I was trying to justify that video for you. But this?” He pointed to the TV. “This isn’t kind of like, this is a damn obsession and I looked at download history too. You’re buying these things!


  “In fact…” He went to the screen as she stood there her heart pounding and her knees trembling like a scared little girl.


  “You bought one the other night and oh look at this!” He highlighted the description: ‘What Mom Really Wants for Mother’s Day Is Her Son’s Big Cock!’ “And hey, it’s Mother’s Day and I happened to be here! It must be a dream come true for you!”


  “Jeremy, I know you’re upset and you should be, but let me explain. I…”


  “Tell me something.” He shut the TV off and tossed the remote onto the floor. “When I called and you sounded funny you said you were just thinking of me and then I walk in on you watching that video and getting off.” He took a breath and lowered his voice, the anger changing to hurt making his words that much harder to hear.


  “You were thinking of me f…” He stopped. “Of doing the things the sons in this movie were doing.”


  “I would never do that. I…” She stopped when he rolled his eyes and stood up from the bed.


  “This why you hated Heather so much, mom? You jealous of her? I figured you were, but just thought it was because I left here for her. Guess you were jealous she was getting what you really want, my goddamn dick.”


  “Don’t talk like that to me!” she snapped at him.


  “I figured you’d like it,” he told her. “That why you kept talking smutty out there? Talking about sucking cock? You trying to turn me on or something?” He turned his back to her and she saw him put his hand to temple as if it were throbbing.


  Sandra entered the room and coming up behind him put her hands on his shoulders. “Honey, please don’t be upset with me.”


  She flinched when he spun away from her. “Don’t touch me. Next thing you know you’ll be kissing the back of my neck and reaching around to my damn zipper.”


  “Jeremy, I would never do that.”


  “Only because you don’t think I’d let you and you’re right.” He waved his hand at the TV. “That’s twisted stuff mom. I mean those are actors so it’s not real, but the fantasy is.”


  “It’s only fantasy.” She tried to reach for his hand, but he drew it away from her. “It’s harmless.”


  “Yeah? So if I did this?” He startled her by grabbing her face between his strong hands and leaning in, kissed her hard, directly on the lips.


  Sandra put her hands on his shoulders and tried to push him away, but his lips continued to work against hers and now more softly, sliding back and forth. He caught her wrists and pulling her hands down slid them up under his shirt.


  She couldn’t stifle a soft moan when she felt his hard muscular stomach beneath her touch and his hands slid up her arms and into her hair. She moaned louder as his hands ran through her long hair and his lips continued to caress hers.


  She’d been trying not to return the kiss, but when his arms slid down her back and around her waist, pulling him against her, she whimpered in her throat and moved her lips into his. Jeremy stiffened against her, but his hands rubbed her back through the robe, and he shocked her by flicking his tongue briefly between her parted lips.


  “I liked what I saw,” he whispered into her mouth. “You on the bed, ready to cum? So hot, mom. That’s why I was mad. I was mad at myself.”


  “It’s okay.” Her voice was trembling and she felt like a nervous teenager as she eased her hands down his stomach to the edge of his jeans. “I’m glad you liked what you saw.”


  “I want to see it again.” He eased back from her, his hands on her hips. “Show me? Please?”


  Her hands shaking in excitement, Sandra grabbed the ties to the robe. “You really want to see?”


  “I want to do more than see.” He nodded down at her hands. “Show me.”


  With a sexy smile, Sandra began to tug on the ties, then cried out in surprise when Jeremy’s hands quickly closed on her wrists.


  “I can’t believe you just would have!” He stepped back from her. “You really want to fuck me!”


  “You…you tricked me,” Sandra whispered and stepped back from him.


  The back of her legs hit the edge of the bed and she fell back into a sitting position.


  “Because I knew you were lying! A decent mother would slap her son’s face if he tried to kiss her!”


  “I’m a good mother,” she said softly, her throat constricting with emotion. “I love you.”


  “You love me a little too much and in the wrong way.” He pressed his hands to his face and exhaled loudly.


  “Mom, you need to go out and get fucking laid, because it’s pretty damn bad when you’ve gotten so horny you’d do your son.”


  “It’s not like that,” she told him, fighting back tears. “It’s not that dirty.”


  “No? Why, you going to make sweet love to me? That would make it better? Telling me you love me while you’re on your knees sucking me off?”


  “You…watch your mouth,” she warned him, her humiliation and shame of being caught, turning into anger at how he was treating her.


  “I thought you wanted me to watch yours? You know?” He snapped his fingers. “It could be just like that video I had on! You can see if I’m bigger than dad and if I blow a bigger load than him.”


  “Don’t you fucking dare talk about your father like that!” She sprang to her feet, pointing in his face. “Or me! I’m your goddamn mother!”


  “So let me get this straight, I can’t talk like this to you, but you’d be okay with me bending you over and fucking you on your hands and knees like some slut I picked up at a bar?”


  He laughed. “You have never ragging on Heather and saying she has daddy issues. Least she doesn’t want to fuck her d…”


  His words were cut off by Sandra slapping him in the face. “I said, watch your mouth!”


  He stood there with a stunned look on his face, his lips moving as if he were trying to say something and couldn’t.


  “I’m sorry!” she blurted out. “I…shouldn’t have done that!”


  “No.” Jeremy shook his head. “I…I deserved that. You’re right, no matter what you’re my mother. I shouldn’t raise my voice to you and I shouldn’t have tricked you, but you lied to me.”


  “I had to because look where we are now.”. She said quietly.


  “But mom, this is so wrong and misguided and…mom it’s sick.”


  “No, it’s not!” She surprised herself by yelling at him. “I’m not sick!”


  “Incest is wrong, mom.” Her anger seemed to calm him down. “This is real life, not a movie.”


  “And you said yourself all fantasies are based on reality and that mean a lot of sons want their mom and a lot of mothers want to be good to their boys in every way!”


  “You hear yourself? You sound like one of those movies!”


  “Or maybe the movies sound like how some people feel!” Her voice rose as months of frustration flooded out of her.


  “You left me, Jeremy! You were the biggest part of your father I had left! You were my everything after he died! My son, my friend, the damn man of the house! You let me cry to you, and you held me and you slept with me if I had nightmares! You took care of me, honey! In a way I could never let any other man.”


  “You…you haven’t tried to meet that man.”


  “Because I had him! The only way you wasn’t the man in my life was in bed. I was fine with that because like you’re saying I’m told you couldn’t be that for me.”


  “But then you left me for that whore. The little bitch that treated you like shit and lead you around by your dick.”


  “Calm down, mom, please.” He put his hands on her shoulders, but she pushed them off.


  “Don’t patronize me! When you left I kept thinking that’s really the hold she had on you. It wasn’t love, not true love anyway, it was her damn pussy.”


  “You admitted it, she did what she wanted and treated you like an asshole, but when you put your foot down, she turned into your little dirty girl. Opening her mouth and spreading her legs and getting you to do whatever she wanted.”


  “Maybe, but…”


  “In other words she’d give you a taste of what she was giving those men.”


  “Mom, let’s not bring that up.”


  “It’s the truth! She didn’t deserve you! She never deserved you. Know who deserved you? I deserved you. I did everything for you and know what? I decided if I had a chance I’d do those things for you too!”


  “You can’t,” he insisted.


  “Who says?” She waved her hand disgustedly. “Consenting adults can do whatever they want. I started thinking about how much better I could be to you than she is. I’m not trashy little girl who barely knows what she’s doing and thinks she just has to pose with her tight little ass and perky tits and get what she wants.”


  “I’m a real woman who knows how to please a man and would be willing to do anything for you.”


  He started to say something but she was off and running, finally purging the emotions she’d held in since he’d left her.


  “You want to make sweet love? I’ll love you more than any woman because I’d be your mother and your lover. You want a nasty dirty fuck? You have no idea how nasty I’d be for you! Any dirty thing you want I’d do for you! You saw me playing with myself, I was acting like a porn star with no one even here.”


  “And I’d do those things for you anytime you want. I’d still be your mom, but I’d be your dirty secret and your dirtier girl. All I’d ask is that you be there for me like you were before you left. That and got back to school. I want life the way it should have been before you left.”


  “You…wouldn’t have wanted me like this before I left.” He paused. “Would you have?”


  “It started when you left and I realized Heather had the one thing to offer that I wasn’t supposed to. Well guess what, baby boy? I’ll offer it here and now.”


  “And I’ll say no,” he said, but in a soft tone. “Always will, mom.”


  “Then you will, but I’m not ashamed of how I feel and what I want and why I want it.” She stopped and took a moment to catch her breath.


  You want to know what I get off to? What I fantasize about? I fantasize about this.”


  “This?” he repeated. “This what?”


  “This day. You coming to me telling me Heather left you and you’re lonely and upset. That’s when I take this robe off and lay back on the bed and tell you to come let mama make it better for you and I don’t care how bad that sounds. It’s what I dream of.”


  “And today is Mother’s day and you surprised me by coming here and Heather’s gone and this would be so perfect! Such a perfect time to show you how your mother will do anything for you.”


  “I know you would, and in a way it’s touching.”


  “Touching?” She snorted. “Only thing you should be touching is your mother’s naked body.”


  Jeremy again looked as if he were going to answer, but instead his eyes narrowed and his eyes dipped to her chest where she was now showing a fair bit of cleavage from where she’d started to tug on her robe.


  “Know what else fits? You keep asking what I really want. Well what I really want is to replay when you came in and caught me. This time I want you to look at your mother’s body and lick your lips and get hard for me.”


  “I’ll tell you to come on over and give me what I’ve been craving since you left. You, baby, all of you. Every inch and every drop of you as many times as you can get it up.” She ran her tongue over her lips. “Or as many times as I can suck you hard.”


  “That’s…really what you want?”


  “I’m coming out and saying it, aren’t I? But not just as a Mother’s Day gift. If I get you between my legs than it’s the start of a new beginning for us. One where you come back home and let me take care of you and you take care of me and there’s no more cheating slut girlfriend, just your slut mommy.”


  “My slut mommy,” he whispered, and to her surprise he blushed, and she saw his eyes dart down to her breasts again. Was she getting to him?”


  “Heather told you she was everyone’s slut, Jeremy, but I’ll by a slut just for you. I’m the woman in your life who will always love you and never hurt you. I meant what I said. You’re my son my friend, the man in my life. All you have to do is let me be that one more thing; your lover. A lover like you could never imagine.”


  “You…” He wiped at his suddenly sweaty face. “You’d be dirty for me?”


  “Dirtier than you can imagine.” She nodded towards the TV. “You’ve seen I’ve done a lot of research.”


  “Heather wasn’t really dirty, she was kind of vanilla. Even when she was playing me she’d blow me, but it would be kind of quick and she didn’t like me watching, and she…”


  “She what?”


  “I shouldn’t talk like this,” he told her, but suddenly seemed a lot more nervous than angry and he hadn’t said we can’t for the last few minutes of their conversation.


  “Go ahead, honey, you can say anything to me. You can’t say anything worse than I just did.”


  “She wouldn’t swallow and she’d never let me…”


  “Let you, what, honey?” Sandra put her hand on his arm and this time he didn’t move away. “Tell mama what your boring little girlfriend wouldn’t do for my baby.”


  She spoken in a sultry purr, putting it all on the line. If she’d pushed too hard and scared him off, she knew it would be over. She wouldn’t keep at him. But if he was leaning her way needed to keep reeling him in.


  “I wanted to come on her face like in the movies, but she said only pigs did that.”


  “Then I guess your mother’s a pig.” She smiled at him. “I love swallowing, and I love it all over my face. On my tits too. My tits are a lot bigger than hers. Big enough you could fuck, and it would take a lot of cum to paint them. Think you could?”


  “I think we need to stop because I…”


  His eyes briefly lowered, but not at her body, but down at his. Sandra followed his gaze and released a sharp breath at the sight of the large bulge in his jeans.


  “Hmm, you look happy to see me, honey.” She stepped closer to him, close enough her breasts pressed against him through their clothing.


  “All this talk.” He swallowed nervously. “Heather hadn’t had sex with me for awhile. We were fighting a lot and then we broke up.”


  “Aww, my baby’s been going without?” she purred in voice that would make a phone sex operator proud. “Now see if you wasn’t so against it, I could take care of you right now.”


  “How?” The tremble in his voice sent a wave of heat through her.


  “Hmm, well, seeing how you’ve gone without and are awfully horny I’d probably suck you off. Drain those balls and take the edge off, and of course I’d let you make a big mess on your mama’s pretty face.”


  “Oh, god.” He closed his eyes and Sandra had to resist the urge not grab him, throw him on the bed and jump on him.


  “See the reason I’d blow you first is so when you fuck me you’ll be able to do it nice and hard and you won’t come quick.”


  “Fuck you.” His repeating her would have been funny, if she wasn’t intent on any emotion other than lust right now.


  “Fuck me. Fuck your mother. Stick your cock in my needy little cunt and take what mommy has been dying to give you. Any way you want, baby. Want me on my back, my legs in the air? Me on top, doggy style? Why choose?” She leaned her face next to his so she was whispering in his ear. “We can go around the world if you want.”


  “We…can’t.”


  His words had no conviction behind them and he made no effort to move she wrapped her arms around his neck and spoke in his ear.


  “We can, honey. Only one stopping us is you. You want me, baby. I can see it and I love it! I want you too. Want you to do all the things that she wouldn’t do and all the things I’ve been missing.”


  She gently kissed his ear and a shiver went through him, sending a matching chill through her.


  “Want to know a secret?”


  He nodded as if he didn’t trust himself to speak and she suppressed a moan when his hands found her hips and rested on them.


  “Your mother takes it in the ass,” she whispered.


  “Oh my god.”


  “Can’t get any dirtier than fucking mommy in the ass can you?”


  He shook his head and a whimper escaped from him that had her once again restraining herself from attacking him.


  “But you wouldn’t get that at first. That’s for after you’ve moved back here and settled in and we’ve been playing for awhile. My ass would be a special treat.”


  “What if I went back to school?”


  “Hmm, I think that would be a good reason.” She kissed his neck and this time let her lips linger for a moment. His hands trembled on her hips and she felt him rock his hips against her.


  “Tell you what, the day you enroll? You can take my ass.”


  “Oh, that’s so not fair,” he moaned.


  “What wasn’t fair was you leaving me for that girl. But we can make that right now, can’t we? We can give each other what we need. I want your company and you want my body. It works out just fine, doesn’t it?”


  “And…you love me?”


  “With all my heart.”


  “As more than my mom?”


  “If you’ll let me.” She eased from his neck and kissed him softly on the lips. “Just say you want me, honey. I won’t ever make you do anything you don’t want.”


  “It’s not what I want.” His words stung and she tried to hide her hurt.


  “So you…”


  “It’s what you really want, right?” He gave her a sly smile that had her heart racing and a warm wet feeling growing between her thighs. “That’s how today should be. You should get what you really want.”


  “I should.”


  “What do you really want, mom?” His smile was nervous, but his hands squeezed her hips harder and she could feel how hard he was when he pressed against her.


  “I want my son to fuck me.” She stepped away from him. “So tell me something, Jeremy.”


  “What do you want to know?”


  “When you walked in on me did you like what you saw?”


  “Well I…I didn’t want to.” His eyes followed her hands where she grabbed the ties of the robe. “I’m not supposed to, but I kept seeing you and thought…”


  “What did you think?” She pulled the ties, but caught the robe before it opened. She eased it apart enough to show off her stomach and the inner half of her breasts.


  “I thought my friends were right, you’re pretty damn hot.”


  “You like seeing my tits? My pussy?”


  “Yes.”


  “But my pussy had those toys in it and that’s a shame isn’t it? A shame I have to use them. Can you think of something better I could have inside me?”


  “You could have your son inside you.” He reached for her and with a giggle she stepped back.


  “Tell me what you want.”


  “I thought it was what you wanted?” He flashed the nervous smile.


  “Okay.” She returned the smile. “I want you to want this.”


  She flipped the robe open and quickly slipped it back over her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. She swore Jeremy’s jaw looked like it was ready to join the robe. His mouth hung open and his eyes widened as he took in his mothers’ completely naked body.


  “Like what you see?” Sandra ran her hands over her now heaving breasts and over her taut nipples. She slid them down her stomach and her thighs before slipping her hand through the moist patch of blonde fuzz over her mound.


  “Damn you’re so fucking hot.” Jeremy reached for her, but she playfully pushed his hands away. “No fair, I’m naked and you’re fully dressed.”


  Fact was it was a hell of a turn on to be totally nude in front of her son while was still dressed. It made her feel even more wanton than she already did just for wanting this. Jeremy gave her a shy little grin, but grabbed the bottom of his shirt and peeled it off.


  “Oh, I’m not the only fine one in the family. She went to run her fingers along his chest, but with a smirk he pushed her hands away. “Sorry I was told to get naked. Can’t say no to mom, right?”


  “Especially not on Mother’s day.” She licked her lips at the sight of his hard muscular stomach and broad chest. “In fact you better never tell me no again after this.”


  “Jeremy unsnapped his pants and stepping up to him she pushed his hands away. He tried to protest, but his words were cut off by her finding his lips with hers. She moaned as her now bare breasts pressed into his chest, caused him to do the same when she plunged her tongue between his lips.


  Jeremy returned the kiss with gusto and as she slipped her arms around his neck, it amazed her how all things considered it hadn’t been that hard to get him to change his mind. Maybe there was something to the taboo movies being so big.


  Maybe if mothers and sons put themselves in a sexual situation something primal kicked in and years of societies rules fell away to be replaced by forbidden lust. Those thoughts would be for another time. A time when her son’s hands weren’t running up and down her back and through her hair as his tongue danced across hers.


  She moved side to side working her nipples across his chest then yelped when his hands dipped down her back and grabbed her ass. He squeezed both her cheeks hard and spreading them open shocked her by working a finger through her pussy.


  She slid her right leg out so her legs were open wider for him and working her hands between them unsnapped his jeans.


  “Oh, look at you,” she groaned as his finger probed the folds of her pussy before slipping the tip inside her. “Making yourself right at home, aren’t you?”


  “You’re so wet.” He nuzzled his head into her neck and kissed her, sending a shiver through her body. “So fucking sexy.”


  “Is that anyway to talk to your mother?” She sighed as he worked his lips along the soft skin of her neck and worked his finger as deep as he could at that angle.


  Sandra wiggled her hips, moving his finger around inside her and grinding her ass into his hands. She pulled his zipper down and giggled. “I didn’t say you had to stop talking like that.”


  “You like me telling you how sexy you are?” he whispered in her ear, then flicked his tongue inside it giving her a pleasant chill.


  “I love it. Feel free to tell me as much as you want.”


  “If only my friends who teased me they wanted to fuck you could see me now.”


  “I was thinking if only that little slut could see you now.” She yanked his zipper down hard enough to make him gasp. “See you with a real woman who’s about to suck your cock dry and let you shoot your cum all over my face.”


  Sandra pushed his pants and underwear down and smiled at the groan of pleasure he emitted in her ear when she grabbed his cock as soon as it sprang free. God he was hard! Thick as well, she noted as when she wrapped her hand around it, her fingers weren’t able to touch.


  “I was so right.: She cooed as she stroked him, pressing his oozing tip into her stomach. “I knew there was no way a boy as good looking would have to have a big cock.”


  She eased back and looked down, marveling at not only his size, but how good her hand looked wrapped around him. Her red nails looking good against his skin. She slipped her other hand between his thighs and he moaned louder in her air when she caressed his balls.


  “Oh, honey,” she breathed wiggling her fingers against his balls. “You have a nice big load in there, don’t you.”


  “All for you, mom.” He sounded as if he could barely speak as she stroked him faster. She moved too far back for him to keep fingering her, but she didn’t mind as he found another way to occupy his hands by fondling her breasts. “God, you’ve got amazing tits, mom.”


  “You say the sweetest things,” she moaned as she continued to jerk him and play with his balls. She watched his hands on her breasts as he cupped them, lifting them higher and rubbing his thumbs across her nipples.


  “How’s it feel to play with real breasts? Better than those little girl tits you had before, aren’t they?”


  “So much better.” He lifted her right breast higher and ducking his head, sucked her nipple into his mouth with an eagerness that made her cry out in pleasure.


  “Oh, that’s a good answer!”


  In his excitement, Jeremy squeezed her breasts hard enough to border on uncomfortable, but the sensation of his powerful hands on her soft flesh was well worth it. He sucked and licked her nipples, then turned his head to attack the other.


  Sandra had slowed her stroking as she could feel this cock jerking against her hand. He was wound up. That had her wondering if maybe he’d been turned on by her earlier and just didn’t want to admit it.


  “That’s it, honey, suck mama’s tits.” She released his balls and ran her hand through his short thick hair. “They’re all yours, baby, all yours.” She wrapped her fingers into his hair and arched her back, shoving her breast into his face.


  “Feels so good.” She turned, pushing the other nipple back into his mouth. “But I think it’s time I did some sucking, don’t you?”


  She gently pulled his head back from her breasts, and turning to the side, patted the bed. “How about you sit down, baby?”


  He looked at the bed, then down at her hand on his cock. “Could you just get on your knees?” A sly smile spread across his lips. “It seems dirtier.”


  “I did say I was a dirty girl.” Sandra lowered her head and smiled at the surprised moan he released she licked, then sucked on his nipple.


  She gave the other a few teasing licks, then slowly sinking to her knees, trailed her tongue down his stomach. When she was on her knees, his gorgeous cock was at eye level and she squeezed it hard, then flicked her tongue across the tip, catching the pre-cum on it.


  She sucked it into her mouth enjoying the sticky sweet taste of it.


  “This what you want? Your mother on her knees, sucking your dick?”


  “Yes, please.” His voice trembled in anticipation and she winked at him. “Someone raised you with manners, make sure you say thank you, too.”


  “Okay, I…oh fuck!”


  Jeremy gasped as no longer able to hold back, Sandra took him into her mouth. She moaned and her eyes rolled back and she moaned as her mouth filled with her son’s hard flesh. She opened wider and rising higher on her knees, pushed her head down further.


  She gagged once, but then pushed past it and wrapped her lips around the base of his thick shaft.


  “Oh, shit!” Jeremy moaned. “That’s…oh, god, that feels good.”


  Damn straight it did. Sandra held him deep in her mouth reveling in the sensation of having her mouth stuffed with cock. He was oozing down her throat and she could feel him trembling beneath her tongue. She slipped her tongue out and slid it back and forth, licking his balls and making him groan.


  She held his balls in one hand and resting the other on his stomach eased back until just his tip was between her lips. She sucked hard enough to hollow her cheeks, getting another mouthful of pre cum, then took him half way down.


  She shook her head back and forth, working the sensitive tip around in her mouth, then with a sigh, bobbed her head. Steadily blowing him as he stood there moaning “Oh,mom’ over and over again.


  He put his hands on her shoulders, but she took his wrists and pulled them down to her breasts, moaning softly when he captured her nipples and rolled them between his thick fingers. Sandra turned her eyes upward, meeting his gaze and adding to the thrill as she stared at him while working his cock between her lips.


  She removed his cock from her mouth and holding it in her hand, ran her tongue up and down each side of his shaft several times. His legs had already begun to shake and she wanted to enjoy sucking him for at least a few minutes before she got him off.


  The next time she blew him, and she had no doubt that would be later today, she would take her time and lick and tease and suck and savor her son’s beautiful dick and make him come so hard his eyes would roll.


  Keeping her eyes on his, she rubbed his cock on each side of her face, then slid her head up and down caressing her face with his cock and marveling at how it was the length of her entire face. God, he was hung.


  All those years wasting this cock on that little whore. Well, this whore would take damn good care of it and make sure he never went without. Sandra pinned his cock to his stomach and received another groan of surprise and pleasure from him when she eagerly sucked his balls into her mouth.


  She sucked each in turn, then licked each of them, bathing them with her soft pink tongue. Jeremy’s hands were shaking on her tits and she winced when he pinched her nipples hard. She took his wrists and lifting his hands, put them in her hair.


  Jeremy wrapped her long hair around his hands and when she took him back into her mouth, pulled and pushed gently on her head as she blew him. As she blew him! It was really happening, the thought raced through her mind, she was sucking her son’s cock and then she was going to fuck him!


  Like that video had declared earlier, this was the best Mother’s Day ever!”


  Jeremy was moaning and his fingers tightening in her hair as Sandra kept up a steady rhythm, not slow enough to tease, but not trying to suck him off quickly. Nonetheless his legs were shaking and he was breathing faster and louder between his moans.


  “Look at that,” he groaned and when she saw him looking to the right followed his gaze.


  Sandra moaned at the sight of them in the mirror over her bureau. Her naked and on her knees, and Jeremy still with his jeans around his hips, while she sucked him. She turned her head further so that the head of his cock was pushing against her cheek, giving them both an even sexier visual.


  Sandra decided to turn it up a notch and leaning back onto her feet, switched from kneeling to squatting in front of him, her legs wide open.


  “Oh, damn, that’s hot,” Jeremy moaned.


  Sandra winked at him, the dipped her hand between her legs an rubbed her clit. She had done it for show for him, but released a yelp around his cock at how sensitive she was. Her son wasn’t the only one who needed the edge taken off.


  She thought about getting herself off quick. The thrill of doing it while blowing her son would have her coming in no time, but she’d spent two years playing with herself and no way she was doing it today.


  Maybe down the line she’d tease him and get herself off in front of him, but she was going to need a steady does of cock and orgasms before she reached that point. Sandra removed her hand from between her legs, and placing both hands on his thighs, took a deep breath and bobbed her head more rapidly.


  She made wet sloppy sucking sounds as she worked his cock like a damn porn star. No more teasing or playing, it was time to drain her son’s balls then lay back and let him return the favor and suck his mother’s aching clit.


  Sandra’s eyes were watering from the effort of repeatedly plunging his long cock down her throat and drool and pre cum were oozing from both sides of her mouth. She pushed his hips to the right, angling him so she could watch herself suck him off.


  Above her, Jeremy’s head was moving like a birds looking at the mirror then down to watch her directly. Her face was beet red from passion the room suddenly seeming a lot warmer and the exertion of sucking a cock this big.


  Jeremy was rocking his hips and his fingers were pulling her hair to the point it was painful. But even that was a turn on as she watched her reflection work for her reward; a nice hot load all over her face.


  That reward was seconds away as Jeremy’s moans were turning into whimpers and his hips moved uncontrollably, pushing his cock harder into his mother’s willing mouth. She slipped her arms around his waist, grabbing his firm ass and pulling and pushing on him, encouraging him to fuck her mouth.


  The tip of his cock was hitting the back of her throat and she there was a part of her that wanted to just let him shoot off in her mouth. To feel his hot sticky cum sliding down her throat and have the thrill of letting her son empty his balls into her mouth.


  “Oh, oh, fuck, mom,” he groaned. “I’m going to come! I…Oh, shit!”


  Screw it, Sandra though and pushing her mouth all the way down his shaft, shook her head back and forth. Jeremy cried out and she squealed when his cock erupted in her mouth. Sandra gurgled and moaned as his thick load squirted against the back of her mouth and slid down her throat.


  Jeremy had stopped moving his hips, and easing her mouth back towards his spurting tip, Sandra wrapped her hand around his shaft and jerked him off into her mouth. She massaged his balls with the other hand as Jeremy moaned and whimpered above her.


  Sandra sucked hard while jerking him. She wanted every goddamn drop. His little spoiled princess wouldn’t swallow, but his mother would fucking suck him dry anytime he wanted her too!


  Sandra’s nipples ached and she felt her clit throbbing as she eagerly gobbled every drop of cum from him. She eased his tip from her mouth and sliding her hand up squeezed his cock just beneath the head, and twisted her wrist, wringing a few more drops which she caught to add to the puddle of cum on her tongue.


  She wagged it at him, then closing her mouth, swallowed and showed him her now empty mouth.


  “Sorry, honey,” she said in between her deep breaths. “I know you wanted the face, but I had to taste it the first time. I’ll make it up to you.”


  “I…oh, that was incredible.” He turned and all but fell into a sitting position on the bed. “Holy shit, you can suck cock, mom.”


  “They should put that on a mother’s day card.” Sandra smiled through her sticky lips. “Get those damn jeans off,” she told him as she remained on her knees. “You need to be as naked as me.”


  Jeremy bent over and pulled his sneakers and sox off, then lifting his hips pushed the boxers and jeans down and kicked them off. Sandra rose to her feet with the plan of stretching out on the bed and letting him crawl between her thighs.


  But at the sight of his still erect cock bobbing between her legs, she decided she couldn’t wait any longer for what she’d been missing the last two years.


  “Turn that way,” she told him, pointing to the headboard.


  Jeremy turned and pushed himself up so his head was on the pillows. Sandra got onto the bed and crawling between his legs, swung her leg of her his hips.


  “What are you doing? I…Goddamn!”


  Jeremy’s cry was drowned out by her own shout of joy when Sandra quickly guided his cock to her pussy and plunged down on top of him.


  “Yes!” she cried out. “Oh, fuck your cock feels so good inside me!”


  Good didn’t begin to describe it. She hadn’t had sex in over two years and Jeremy was damned big. The feeling of her pussy stretching around his thick cock, had her squealing in delight as she ground her hips, working him inside her.


  Sandra braced her hands on the headboard over Jeremy and he gasped when she proceeded to drive her hips up and down, riding him fast and hard. The bed squeaked and Jeremy moaned and squirmed beneath her as she mercilessly fucked him.


  Sandra could tell by his desperate moans and the way he was writhing the head of his cock was still as sensitive as a raw never from just coming. That thought, and the whimpers mixed in with his moans had her hips moving even faster.


  “My cock!” She stared down at his stunned face. “This is my cock now, isn’t it!”


  “Yes, mama.” He hadn’t called her mama in years and it sent yet another wave of heat through her.


  “Say that again.”


  “Yes, mama,” he moaned. “It’s all for you.”


  “No more snotty little girls,” she told him as she slammed down on him so hard they were bouncing on the mattress. “Just your mother’s pussy, isn’t that right?”


  “Yes. You’re all I want, mom.”


  “Then grab my tits, honey. Show me how much you want me!”


  Jeremy cupped her tits and still holding the headboard she lowered her face and kissed him. She loved how he moaned into her mouth, but not as much as she loved the feeling of his still hard cock stuffing her wet cunt.


  Sandra was squeezing the headboard hard enough to turn her knuckles white and was riding him harder than she could ever remember riding Ben or any boy she’d had years ago in college. She was slamming down on him to the point his size was making it more than a little painful, but she needed it so bad she didn’t care.


  She swing her tits into Jeremy’s face, feeding him first one nipple, then the other. Sandra was sweating from the effort of riding her son like a mechanical bull at a bar. His hands grabbed her hips, then slipped back to her ass and spread her cheeks open.


  Sandra yelped as that caused him to thrust even deeper inside her. She switched off, working her hips in circles and making him whimper for her as she continued to work his tortured cock in her wet lit.


  She lowered herself down, sliding her hands under him, let her weight rest on his chest as she kissed him with passion she hadn’t thought she’d ever experience again. Jeremy returned the kiss and was now moving his hips, rising up into her descending pussy as he seemed to have gotten past the point of being too sensitive.


  He proved that point by wrapping his arms around her back and pinning her against his chest, went to town slamming his hips up into her.


  “Oh fuck!” she yelped into his ear. “That’s it, baby boy, claim your mother’s pussy! Make it yours!”


  “Okay,” he whispered in her ear, then made her cry out when he used his considerable strength to roll them over on the bed.


  Sandra was now looking up at him as rested on his forearms and rapidly pumped his hips, fucking her with delicious long hard stokes that had her yelping with each one and her eyes rolling back in pleasure.


  “Look at you fucking your mother!” she moaned. “This is so what I wanted, baby! Keep fucking me, just keep fucking your mama. I’ll be so good to you, honey! Just keep being good to me!”


  “I’ll be good to you, mom.” He eased from inside her and the sight of his long glistening cock made her thrust her hips at him.


  “Then keep fucking me! Please! I’ll suck you hard again if you come, I promise! I just want…Oh., honey!”


  Jeremy had slid down the bed and with no warning buried his face between her thighs. He drove his tongue inside her sopping slit and the loud smack of his lips was music to her ears.


  “You are being good to me!” She moaned at the sensation of his tongue swirling inside her. His hands were on her soft thighs, holding her legs open and he looked amazing between her legs. Really happening, the thought hit her again, her boy was eating his mama’s pussy with an eagerness that already had her hips rocking and her thighs shaking beneath his hands.


  Jeremy, replaced his tongue with two thick fingers and she gasped when he buried then hard inside her while his tongue found her aching clit.


  “Yes, oh yes!” Sandra pushed her legs out along either side of him. “Lick it! Lick your mother’s pussy.” She giggled. “Now this is making me breakfast on for Mother’s day!”


  Jeremy paused and lifting his head sighed. “You watch too much porn, mom.”


  She burst out laughing and it felt so good to be able to do it in the middle of sex. This was the comfort she had with Ben and why Jeremy was the perfect lover for her. Who else could she be this relaxed and happy with?


  Her laugh and thoughts were cut short as her focus was brought back to Jeremy sucking on her clit in the same rhythm as his fingers pumped her contracting pussy. Sandra cupped her breasts and played with her nipples as she watched her son’s pretty face between her thighs.


  She lifted her legs, resting her feet on his ass and used them to brace herself and lift her hips up and down, sliding her pussy along Jeremy’s flickering tongue.


  “Look at me,” she whispered. “I want to see those pretty eyes while you make me come.”


  His eyes lifted to hers and he eased his head back, showing off a trail of her sticky juices trailing from his tongue to her clit. He then made a show of tracing an excruciatingly slow circle around her clit, before suddenly sucking on it hard enough to make her yelp.


  Sandra lay there, moaning and whimpering as Jeremy proceeded to work he clit with a skill that had her both impressed and upset that he’d learned it wasting his time on Heather’s slutty cunt. He worked his tongue up and down, side to side and in fast, then slow, circles.


  All the while his fingers slowly pumped her pussy keeping her ready for the cock he was going to be pounding her with as soon as she came. That was going to be soon as her felt her body gathering itself for the first orgasm in two years that hadn’t been self induced.


  “Right there, oh, honey, mama’s going to come for you! Just keep licking.”


  Jeremy was working his tongue faster and harder into her clit and as her back arched and she tugged hard on her nipples he unexpectedly jammed a third finger inside her while sucking on her clit.


  Sandra’s body exploded and throwing her head back she let out a howl of pleasure fueled by it being the end of two years of frustration. She pushed her feet hard into his ass, and bucked her hips, grinding her slick quivering flesh into his face.


  Jeremy continued to lick and thrust three fingers into her convulsing pussy. His eyes were still on hers and a smile played at the corner of his lips as his tongue danced across his mother’s pulsing clit.


  “Yes, yes…oh, fuck yeah!” she squealed as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her.


  She twisted and pinched her nipples, the sharp pain adding more of a thrill to the already powerful orgasm. Her pussy contracted around his fingers and with one last long shuddering moan, Sandra slumped back into the pillow, breathing hard, and smiling down at her son.


  “Hmm, baby boy, looks like I’m not the only one who knows how to use their tongue.”


  “Must run in the family.” He winked at her, then sitting up on his knees, showed off cock. He wasn’t completely hard, but that would change the second he stuffed it back into his mother’s welcoming pussy.


  “Then let’s keep it in the family.” She drew her legs up and putting her feet on his shoulders, whispered, “Fuck your mother and this time fuck me until you come.” She wiggled her tongue at him. “I owe you that promise.”


  Jeremy didn’t need to be told twice. Sliding closer, he pushed his cock into her and she groaned when he gave her several quick hard thrusts. As she knew it would she felt his cock swell to a full erection and sighed as he slowed his thrusts down and was now taking his time and letting them both feel every inch of his long cock sliding into her still quivering cunt.


  “You haven’t even finished yet and I already want more.” She reached down and made him moan when she grabbed his cock and stroked it as he fucked her. “A lot more.”


  “I don’t think you’ll have a problem getting more.” He lowered his head and she giggled when he kissed the tips of her toes. “How could I not want more of the hottest woman I know?”


  “You can stop flattering me.” She playfully ran her nails across his stomach. “I already sucked you off and you’re fucking me.” Again, it was so good to be having not just sex, but fun sex.


  “You’re wrong.” He grabbed her ankles and spreading her legs wide, slammed his cock into her hard enough to make her cry out. “This is fucking you.”


  She squealed as her son had her legs spread as wide as he could and his powerful hips delivered hard fast strokes that had her yipping in pleasure and her badly neglected pussy purring in delight as he repeatedly filled her with his hard flesh.


  “That’s so fucking good!” she moaned as she played with her breasts for him. “But you’re still not really fucking me.”


  She pulled her legs back and when he let her ankles go, she put her feet on his chest and pushed him back from her. As his cock slid out she sat up and leaning over took him into her mouth. Jeremy groaned as she bobbed her head sighing at the taste of her pussy from her son’s dripping cock.


  She played with his balls as he ran his hands up and down her back and through her hair, before working them beneath her and fondling her tits. She took him deep once more, then releasing him in a spray of spit and a mix of his pre cum and her secretions, rolled over onto her hands and knees.


  “This is how you really fuck your mother.” She wiggled her fleshy ass at him. “Now let’s go, baby boy. I’m no little girl. I want you to give me what I really want. The hardest fucking you can give me.”


  Jeremy made her yelp when he dealt each cheek of her ass a sharp slap, then made her squeal when he grabbed her full hips and drove himself so hard into her she rocked forward and had her head shoved into the pillow.


  Jeremy seemed to take her challenge seriously and tore into her, slamming her fast and hard, his balls slapping against her pussy and the headboard hammering into the wall as he fucked her like he was auditioning for a porn scene.


  “Fuck that’s deep!” she called out. “God, your cock is fucking huge!”


  “It’s not mine,” he moaned behind her. “It’s yours, mom. All yours.”


  “Then give it to me! Keep giving it to me! Not just now, but from now on. I want this cock in me every day, honey! In my pussy, in my mouth, my hand. I’ll give you a damn foot job if you want it! Just keep being hard for me and keep wanting me!”


  “Don’t forget your ass.” He tried to laugh, but it turned into a moan when she contracted her pussy around his thrusting cock.


  “Soon as you’re back in school this ass is yours! You’ll love hearing me squeal when you shove that big dick in my tight little ass won’t you?”


  “Oh, yeah. He kept one hand on her hip, but leaning over surprised her by grabbing her head and holding it down into the pillow.


  “Oh, this how you like me?” She had her head turned to the right and could see him in the mirror. “Head down, ass up, that how you want your mama?”


  “I want her anyway she’ll let me have her.” He was breathing hard and his thrusts were becoming shorter and more frenzied.


  “I like this. I like being pushed down onto the bed and taken like the slut I am,” she cried out when her words sent his hips into a fresh wave of hard thrusts. “I’ll let you tie me up. You can tie me face up and fuck my mouth or face down and have my ass. I’ll beg you not to hurt your mommy, but you’ll take her anyway.”


  “Yes,” he groaned, his hand tightening in her hair and on her hip.


  “Oh, please Jeremy!” she whimpered. “Please don’t do this! You shouldn’t be fucking me! Oh, honey it’s too big! It hurts.” She released a mock wail of fear. “No, not there! Not in my ass! Oh, how could you do this to me! I’m your mother! I’m…oh fuck me!”


  Sandra howled as Jeremy ripped into her to the point her already worked over pussy was beginning to hurt. But the pleasure far outweighed the pain and his desperate whimpers as he fought to hold back as long as he could only added to her enjoyment.


  “Please don’t come in my face! I hate it, only whores do that! You wouldn’t treat mommy like a whore would you?”


  “You’re already a whore,” Jeremy whispered.“My whore.”


  He gasped and Sandra called out, “Let me have it!” as he whipped his cock out.


  She rolled over and squeezing his cock just under the tip, Jeremy slid over next to her. Pointing his cock at her face he released it and his loud moan was accompanied by a long spurt of cum that hit her directly in the mouth, flowing between her parted lips and drooling down her chin. His next spurt splattered on her cheek and she turned her head, letting him catch the other side of his face.


  “Oh, no!” she whined, pushing her lips into a pout as he sprayed her face with a load far bigger than she thought he could manager for a second time. Youth and enthusiasm, she thought as she lay there whimpering in mock disgust as he painted his mother’s face.


  “Oh, damn.” He released his cock and resting his hands on his thighs, shook his head. “That was…Oh!”


  He gasped when Sandra, grabbed his still oozing cock and sucked it into her mouth. She slowly bobbed her head, sucking every drop and loving his soft whimpers as her tongue teased the sensitive head of his dick.


  She released him with a smack of her lips and resting her head on the pillow released a contented sigh. “Oh my god, I can’t believe how good that was.”


  “You’re amazing, mom.” Jeremy slid off the bed and picking his shirt up from the floor, handed it to her to wipe her face. “You’re like a goddamn porn star.”


  “Your porn star.” She reached out and took his hand. “Your everything if you’ll let me be.”


  “You going to wipe your face off?” He indicated the shirt.


  “I thought I’d let you enjoy the look.” She smiled through her white streaked lips. “Besides, I like the feeling of it on my face. Makes me feel like a dirty girl.”


  “You just fucked your son. You’re not getting much dirtier.”


  “That a challenge?” she asked.


  “I don’t think I could handle much more.” He leaned over and taking the shirt wiped at her face.


  “Guess you don’t like the look.” She closed her eyes as he wiped her face clean.


  “I do, but if it’s there, I can’t do this.” He leaned over and kissed her cheek. “Or this.” He then softly kissed her lips. “That okay?”


  “Honey, that’s more than okay. Come lay down with me.”


  Jeremy stretched out next to her, and rolling over she crossed her forearms on his chest and rested her chin on them so she was looking into his face.


  “So, you coming back home?”


  “I have to think about it.” He smiled at the look on her face. “I mean there’s things to think about.”


  “Like?”


  “Up there I have a job, a new life, new friends and a decent place to stay.”


  “And down here?” she prodded.


  “I have a place to live and my old friends and school to look forward to. Oh, and my mom’s here.”


  “That settles it then.” She kissed his chest.


  “Nah, kind of makes it even.” He sighed. “Need the tie breaker here.”


  “Stop being a jerk, I just let you come in my face.”


  “Another one for the Mother’s Day card.” He laughed, then kissed the top of her head. “Oh, wait, that’s what’s here that’s not up there.”


  “What’s that?”


  “My new girlfriend.”


  “Girlfriend?”


  “Yeah, she’s a lot better than the old one. This one’s a smoking hot milf.”


  “Oh, yeah?”


  “Yup. She’s pretty, she’s sexy, got a hot body, and she’s damn wild cat in bed.”


  ‘Sounds like a good woman.” Sandra nodded. “A keeper.”


  “And she has a nice house and a good job, and I’d never worry about her cheating.”


  “Sounds perfect.”


  “Just one thing.”


  “Oh?” She raised her eyebrows.


  “Not sure if my mother’s going to like her. You know how mom’s get.”


  “True, but only one thing really matters to a mother.”


  “What’s that?” Jeremy asked, smiling at her.


  “Does she love him and is he in love with her.”


  “Well in that case, she’ll be fine with her because I don’t think she could love me more.”


  Sandra, started to reply, but he put his finger to her lips. “And she already told me I was the man in her life. So no worries.”


  “I like that.” She inhaled deeply. “And your finger smells like my pussy.”


  They looked at each other and at the same time said. “Mother’s Day card.”


  They laughed and as Sandra slid up and rested her head on his shoulder, putting her arm around his waist, she whispered. “This is what I really wanted, Jeremy, just for it to just be the two of us again.”


  “Little different now though. Little something extra.”


  “You complaining?”


  “Not at all.”


  “I am,” she told him, keeping a straight face.


  “About what?”


  “I never did get breakfast.”


  Happy Mother’s Day!


  The End
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