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This is a short version of events of what occurred during the summer after my high school graduation. Still living at home but working a summer job, I was the last to leave for work every morning. My dad left first, then sister, Mom, and me. My dad and sister are not otherwise a prominent part of this narrative, just Mom and me. At the sound of my workday alarm clock, probably like any guy in his late teens, I awoke either with an erection or starting one. On most mornings I took care of that erection before getting out of bed. Being without a steady girl, I enjoyed masturbation probably a little too much.



About three or four weeks into the summer, I noticed three things one morning after the alarm: My cock was quite erect and uncovered, my bedroom door was slightly open, and there was a definite movement of a silhouette outside my door for a few seconds. I immediately covered but the thought of that event lingered for the rest of the day. Had I thought about my mom sexually before? Yes. I had seen her naked on more than one occasion. Perfect, in my opinion. I had also seen, only once, my parents engaging in sexual intercourse. That scene has not left my memory to this day.



The mornings yet to come in my bedroom are the beginning of the intimate relationship with my mom, but those satisfying mornings would experience a pause of decades to follow. 



My alarm clock was essentially a backup, but the sound of it also triggered a two-fold response: reach over and turn it off, reach down and feel the firmness of my cock. I say "backup" because I have always been an early riser, and the sound of my dad fumbling around every morning in the bathroom adjacent to my room was undoubtedly the better alarm.



I was already awake the next morning when I heard my sister grinding the clutch backing out of the driveway for work. I began the frequent pleasure of rubbing my cock, knees bent, under the sheet. No more than two minutes into my habitual act of self-pleasure, the crack in the door appeared along with the silhouette, moving this time but remaining instead of leaving. It could only be my mom watching, and from the tent made by my knees and the movement under my sheet, she had to know what I was doing. The direction of my gaze toward the door absolutely informed her that I knew she was there watching.



The familiar feeling of my orgasm rising toward the head of my cock automatically triggered kicking off the sheet. I was so focused on the moment that I was not sure if she actually witnessed my fingers caressing my balls and the puddles of cream erupting, landing on my stomach. When I looked back toward the still cracked door, the only thing there was the little flower table where the semi-dark hallway ended at my room.



That morning was when I realized that the situation had much potential to progress. How? I was not sure, but albeit my own mom, I made the decision to make it easier for her to keep watching for many mornings to follow. I had the weekend to devise what would be a simple plan.



That weekend I generated a few ideas about how I would play "exhibitionist" to my mom Monday morning, hoping but not confident that she would duplicate her previous appearances. I worked Saturday and went out with friends that night; the thoughts about my mom persisted. By midday Sunday after sleeping in, I decided to take the lead the next morning. I knew.



Monday's beginning was typical. Although my alarm clock had rescued me a couple of times, I habitually slept light, and Dad could never quietly close the linen closet door or quietly do anything else in the master bathroom next to my room. With thoughts of my mom watching my morning cock play, I lay there, waiting, finally hearing his exit from the house.



When my sister left the driveway next, I got out of bed, cock erect, and this time I opened my own door but a few inches wider than my mom's openings the previous mornings. There was rarely a need for my mom to walk to the end of the hall to my room; the house ended there, and the garage was directly across on the other side of the hall. Nevertheless, after no more than two minutes of stroking my fully erect cock and enjoying every second, half of mom stepped into view.



I did not stop the rhythm of beating my meat. The only change was that I used my extra pillow to position my head so that she knew that my eyes looked directly at the opened door. Mom clearly witnessed the up and down movement of my hand around my cock as I continued. She had to notice my door already open, but Mom showed no sign of leaving. There was little doubt that she knew that I was looking at her, eye-to-eye. My hand slowed down, lightly rubbing the head of my cock, alternating between the head, slowly pumping the shaft, while feeling my balls with my other hand. After an unusual, short time, the excitement of my mom watching me took its toll with the satisfying appearance of warm man-cream on my hands, thighs, and stomach.



My eyes still on hers, Mom stood there looking, unmoving. I intentionally raised my butt a couple of times to give her a full, no-hands view of my now satisfied six inches and what I considered thick cock. I could easily see the motion of one of her hands hidden inside the top of her gown, and I simply could not see her other hand. A minute later with a few sounds from her, unexpectedly and definitely surprising as if nothing had ever taken place, she gently knocked on the open door twice and asked, "Would you like for me to leave you coffee before I go to work?"



Mom, "I love your coffee."



I am lying there, soaked in warm cum, and my mom routinely asking me a question. Her question and my answer about the coffee would be the catalyst for many satisfying mornings ahead. Daily, she stood there intently watching, but she never entered my room that week. I continued to plan.



That same question about the coffee would also play an important role in our close relationship not just in the weeks to come but almost 30 years later.

In the early part of Monday evening, Dad brought home takeout which commonly consisted of boiled shrimp, potatoes, and corn on the cob, his favorite. For whatever reason, Monday was takeout night in our family. Another reason that I remember those nights is that Dad did not eat with us. Instead, he took his portion to the garage-workshop where he was always repairing something, usually the lawn mower that I would later use to cut grass, or his truck's carburetor which he boasted about perfecting.



After some casual conservation about the events of the day among me, my mom and sister, Mom asked if I would like some coffee to help "wash down" the pizza. She had never asked me that at the evening table, and her question promptly brought back the statement she had made that morning when I finished "performing" in her presence.



"Not tonight, but I would love some coffee in the morning if you have time." 



"Of course I'll have time," she responded, not taking her eyes off of me as she and my sister got up from the table at the same time. Mom ended our short conversation with, "There is never a problem making coffee for you, and use as much cream as you wish." 



There it was: The word "coffee" would be our confidential word for what was soon to become our morning "affair," such that it was. I did not use cream in my coffee at that age, but if I interpreted the word "cream" correctly, I was confident that I could experience more than coffee. In my mind, I had ideas that the mornings would somehow develop into more than just a show. As any normal young male at this point, I wanted more; however, even at that age perhaps because of my lack of experience, patience became my forte. This was too good to believe and too good to mess up.



Tuesday morning, my dad's exit and my sister's usual launch to work were followed by me romping toward my bedroom door, cock hard, but this time I opened door even farther, halfway. My bedroom was positioned on the east side of the house, which allowed the morning sunlight not only to dimly illuminate almost every corner of the room even with the curtains drawn over my two windows, but also to provide some degree light into the hallway.



Turning to get on my bed, I observed Mom had already stepped into the doorway wearing her red Terry cloth robe, partially opened from the neck down to her navel. Settling on my bed, my hand busy around my cock, the door still blocked half of her torso, but both her eyes were clearly locked on the entire existence of my hand's movement around the hard meat pointed directly at her. The opening of her robe allowed me to see her panties covering a full V of hair, some visible outside her panties, but still only a partial left breast. Still no nipple.



There was no break or hesitation in beating my meat. I spread my legs apart slightly farther, not slowing down with my strokes, and my eyes were not diverted from hers. Every pump pleasured me, and this time my male sounds were unmistakably audible to her, including a high decibel "Mom." The second that I said that word, her eyes widened and the hand inside her panties fluttered. I knew then that she was pleasuring her pussy, and I had to see more. I wanted more than just to look at her panties.



After pumping every obtainable drop of my cum, Mom sidestepped and quickly disappeared down the hall into the master bathroom. I am positive that I heard a whispered "Fuck" come from the hallway. That morning clarified any questions about her watching if any were in doubt. 



Mom was still in her bathroom readying for work about 10 minutes later when I entered mine, a bathroom that I shared only when we had guests. Situated directly across the hall from hers, when I entered, I noticed a cup of coffee sitting on the edge of a small note written on the back of a grocery receipt. Mom's words penciled on the note were sufficient to fuel my heater: "Tomorrow, more." Her words on that note could mean a dozen things, I thought. 



Before I locked the door to leave for work, her note had already simplified my decision: Whatever that note's intentions, tomorrow morning would be satisfying, and my door would be fully open as soon as my sister sped down the road.



We usually ate dinner in the kitchen dinette. After dinner, my sister went out and Dad predictably disappeared into the garage. When I got up from the table, Mom held onto my arm longer than usual when asking me to take the clean dishes from the dishwasher and put them in the cabinet. I took my usual position at the dishwasher as she stood at the sink rinsing that night's dirty ones.



Her voice barely above the sound of rattling dishes, "You did read the note that I left?"



Hesitating, I told her that I read the note but was not sure what "more" meant.



"In the morning," she quietly answered. Then added, "Do you beat-off more than once a day?" Pleasantly shocked but not offended, I could not get the words out, so I nodded yes.



She then stated clearly, "I do it too." I wanted to watch her, I had to see her nipples and pussy, and I wanted to tell her in those exact words.

More than anticipated is how to summarize my Wednesday morning wakeup. To describe with a cliché, I could set my watch by using the sound of Dad leaving. Waiting for my sister to start her car so that I could get out of bed, my bedroom door then fully opened, and I was treated with the charming sight of my mom wearing a short, white slip. In full view, from what I determined as a firm fit, I could easily detect that the slip was not covering a bra and there were no panty lines. Mom had made sure that the bottom hem of the slip stopped where the brown hair of her V began. Even in photos I had seen in my buddies' magazines, I had never seen a pussy mound protrude like that of my mom's. She was not overweight then, and still not as I write this years later.



Surprised, I immediately asked the whereabouts of my sister. "Gone. Early," my mom quickly answered. Behind her in the hall sat one of the dinette chairs that we had used for the previous evening's meal. She reached around, positioned the chair, and sat legs crossed the way most women do when sitting.



"Out of bed and come over here." Still wearing my tighty-whities, the bulging of my cock gave the appearance of me wearing a jock cup. I took one step and my mom told me to stop.



"Off. Take'em off. I want to see," she insisted as if we were engaging in some type of formal inspection. In retrospect, I am sure that Mom did closely examine, but this was an examination that would end with satisfying consequences.



Without hesitating, as soon as the elastic waistband cleared the head of my cock, Mom uncrossed her legs and motioned with a curled finger for me to come closer. Two steps, maybe a yard or meter away from her, and she held her hand up for me to stop like we were playing some version of Simon Says. This was a game in which the rules were set by Mom, and to this point I excitedly concurred with her version of the game. With her same hand raised at eye level, now half-closed in a fist-like fashion, she made a slow, male masturbation movement. 



"I'm not ready to fuck, yet," she whispered. Just show Mommy what you do in the mornings and watch me while you're doing it." Mom rarely used profanity or any words with sexual connotation, and the only time I had ever heard her say the word "fuck" was when she once ran our pesky dog out of her kitchen. Her statement about not being ready to fuck was understood but not without mild disappointment, yet this was still beginning to be fun. Standing there, looking directly at my mom's lovely body, I reached for my already-hard cock, softly gripped it, and began stroking.



"A little slower please," she hissed while looking directly at my cock. At the same time, she parted her legs just enough to slide her right hand between them, and her fingers quickly covered her still protruding, hair-covered pussy. Sitting in the dinette chair, her short slip was sufficiently raised for me to see her naked hips and her rubbing motion between a set of beautiful legs. Mom's left hand slowly brushed her thinly covered nipples, one at a time, teasing them, causing little dimples to permeate her areolae.



Not diverting her eyes, she mouthed a distinct "Oh, fuck," then plainly said, "So hard. Your cockhead. Stroke it for Mommy. This is Mommy's first time to watch up close." In a letter that Mom wrote to me a few months later, I learned that she had asked my dad to let her watch him, but he appeared, in her words, to be insulted by her "voyeuristic desires."



Jacking-off with my right hand, intermittently feeling or simply touching my knob with the left, the excitement in her eyes matched the feeling that I had in my balls. Easily evident were Mom's legs farther apart, enough for me to get my first look at her well-proportioned pussy lips and the tips of her two fingers glistening with her own lubricant.



I wanted this special morning to last, but my cock had a different want. My next words were "I'm going to," and before I could finish pronouncing the next one-syllable word, Mom knew I was ready and interjected, "Cum for me now Baby. Beat it. Cum for Mommy now." 



Before the last string of cum erupted, my male cream had already formed several little puddles on the hardwood floor between us. Her legs spread about as far as they could spread in a dinette chair, Mom's orgasm was everything but silent. Blushed, her head slightly bent forward, legs now squeezed together, Mom raised her left arm and told me to help her to the bathroom. Still hard, I took every advantage of the short trip down the hall by feeling her medium size breasts, firm nipples, and pressing my cock close to her naked legs and slip-covered butt. Mom did not protest. Instead, she reached behind my neck, pulled me closer, and we exchanged deep kisses before she closed the bathroom door behind her.



I knew that Mom needed no help to the bathroom, and she knew what I would do and where my hands would be while "helping" her.



Because Mom's appearance at my bedroom door had happened earlier that morning, we had a short time left to face each other before I had to leave for work. Inexplicably, my start time at work had changed from 6:30 AM to 7:30. When I entered the kitchen, Mom was sitting at the table sipping her coffee. "Coffee's ready. Get a cup," she said, and I poured my usual black coffee. 



"Your room all cleaned? The floor?" she grinned. With my cup raised to my lips, I slowly nodded in the affirmative before taking a sip of hot coffee. Looking over her cup as she drank, "I liked this morning. You?" she questioned before I was halfway in the dinette chair that she had used in the hallway.



"Mom, I loved. I loved it all. I love you. Touching you and feeling you in the hall, especially. Loved it. "Before last week, I asked," how long had you been watching me in the mornings?" A week ago, I could not even imagine exchanging words like this with my mom. Now, this morning, we had just had a sexually intimate affair, and I wanted her to know that I liked it. Our conversation seemed natural.



Even in later years, I never referred to her by given name. Out of respect, it was always "Mom." I wanted her to know that I respected her and loved her no matter what.



When she did not answer the question about watching me, I got up and moved to her side of the table. She looked up at me, set her cup in the saucer, and I bent over and kissed her lips. She instantly kissed back, darting her tongue toward mine. My cock immediately reacted, and Mom, as if by instinct, reached her left hand toward my crouch, cupping the hardness through my jeans, squeezing gently. She had already predicted my reaction to her tongue.



"This tomorrow. I love you too, but we need to talk," she said, while squeezing the crotch of my jeans.



Like some of Mom's other statements, those two words, "This tomorrow," were ambiguous. I turned, and before opening the back door to go out to my truck, she confessed that she had been watching, not every morning, but most mornings for the past three months.



To this point I had experienced full sexual intercourse only twice with the same girl. The first event happened the evening after my high school's Senior Prom night. I forfeited my virginity while parked in my truck. At that time, of course, it was referred to as "going all the way." The second time was in my bedroom with the same girl when Dad worked a double shift, my sister was visiting friends in Indiana, and my mom was an hour away helping her sister move into a new apartment, or so I thought.

I was awake when Sister (as we called her) backed out of the driveway and headed for work Monday morning. I lay there thinking about the Selective Service letter, my job, my friends, and a few other things but primarily my mom and how me leaving for two years to God-knows-where would adversely influence our newfound relationship.



Dad closing the garage door to leave diverted my thoughts, and promptly after, I detected the shower running in the master bathroom. Mom was not necessarily a shower person; rather, she relished the lengthy, warm immersion in the tub, and that routinely occurred in the evening before watching Johnny Carson on TV; however, I was a contented recipient of her recent morning showers.



When the shower stopped, I rolled out of bed without hesitation, walked down the hallway, and stood next to her bathroom door. I reached down to move my already flourishing erection, positioning it upward so that the head of my cock peaked over my brief's elastic waistband. Show-off, I thought. Such vanity for a six-incher.



The bathroom door opened, and, with a towel wrapped around her, Mom's eyes examined me. I reached for her, pulled her into my arms, and kissed her the way that she had last kissed me in the kitchen. Mom did not move when I dropped to my knees on the hall carpet, lifted the towel, and kissed her thighs, tonguing them in the manner as the French kissing that Mom and I had done Saturday. She let me, and that was what I hoped would happen. 



The attention that I was giving Mom's legs made me appreciate that they were firmer, more muscular than I had previously realized. I kept kissing, licking, inching upward until I reached her protruding bush, kissing it from one side and moving over her mound to the other. It was evident that she had neatly trimmed, but not shaved, and by my youthful olfactory senses, it was apparent that her feminine hygiene habits were impeccable.



"More of this here or would you prefer the bed?" I asked, looking up. Mom's answer was a raised arm and a finger pointed toward my room. Rising to stand, my attention was directed to kissing her on the back of the neck and ears as we stepped toward my bedroom, I followed her to the bed. All doubt was erased about any question of pleasing Mom orally. Her towel had dropped to the floor before we were close to the bed. She lay down first as I threw my briefs into the corner. 



Before I could get on the bed, Mom's legs were already slightly opened, left leg bent at the knee. My hand partially covered her bush, which served as a beacon to guide my lips to her pussy. I started at her knees, slowly moving up kissing her thighs, then inching up, kissing and licking all around the prominent knoll that highlighted her pubic region. I placed my hand under her left thigh and raised it a little more, causing her legs to spread farther apart. Mom did the same with her right hand under her right thigh, spreading for my pleasure and hers. My bush kissing continued. 



"Kiss me there, Sweetie. Lick it," she muttered. Her words ushered my lips to her passion slit as skillfully as a spaceship docking maneuver. "You are so grown up."



I wanted to do this, and Mom welcomed it. My tongue slowly entered her kitty, tasting her wetness, playing with and touching every fold of her vagina. Her reactions consisted of repeating several "Eat Mommy's pussy. So good. Suck it. Lick it." My enthusiasm could only be surpassed by my lack of experience, and any pleasure that my mom derived from oral lovemaking can be attributed only to her wanton hunger for this type of sexual intercourse and my eagerness to please her. I loved it.



Mom's feet moved around me, and her heels clenched the back of my shoulder blades. I did not commonly use the word "clitoris" back then, but as I reflect on my first cunnilingus experience, my tongue's excursion encountered an erect clit, and its size made it easy to find. 



After only a couple of minutes of sucking her clit, continuing my intermittent tongue action, at least two waves of orgasm were produced from Mom's soft verbal and obvious physical reaction.



"Oh fuck," she murmured. I moved up, kissing her navel, nipples, neck, and lips. Then back down to her clit, spending more time tonguing her soaked pussy. When I kissed my way back up to her lips, Mom had no compunction about tasting my tongue and lips, still saturated with her sex juices. She returned my kisses two-fold and made sure that I countered.



With my knee between her legs pressed casually against her sweetness, I moved Mom's hand to my cock and asked, "You want this or more pussy eating?" while sliding my tongue between her lips.



"Both. I want both, my sweet man. I know you want more. I've already cum twice and still want more. This is too good, but please, no wham-bam-thank-you-ma'am, please. I get that every Sunday afternoon. We need more time, but work is waiting. Take off work tomorrow. All day. You're leaving anyway, and I can take off anytime I want except Mondays. I want more than a quickie, and I want you to give it to me." 



Scooting to the side of the bed, now standing, she palmed my cock, rubbing it with one hand, her other hand rubbing her pussy. "Here, let me take care of this now, let me please you, relieve you, then tomorrow, your going-away gift, a surprise."



"Mom, I love surprises. Give me a hint. One clue," I implored.



"Okay, one: Me on top" were the last words that I heard from her that morning.



A minute's worth of strokes, maybe two minutes, but what seemed like a moment, Mom's handjob emptied my balls, then she planted two kisses directly on the cum-covered head of my rod. Her speedy exit to the bathroom followed, but not before she retrieved the towel discarded earlier and slung it on my bed.



When I finished in my bathroom, Mom was well on her way to work but left me coffee in the pot. Most, in my shoes, would experience disappointment about that morning. I loved her and was not disappointed in any way. Besides, tomorrow would be the surprise that she promised, and rushing her was never an option in my mind.



Any concern about my job at this point was nonexistent, but I knew that she was dedicated to hers because she co-owned and managed the small business. Mom's Mondays were hectic, and Dad would bring home takeout to, in small part, account for that.



Day after tomorrow I would be on my way to the induction center, and then what I had heard was a different life. Approaching my boss, a Marine combat veteran, to give him a short notice, he did not care that I was a few minutes late.



"Buddy," he said, "I knew about the Selective Service letter two weeks ago. Your dad called and told me that your number came up for the draft but to keep it to myself. You get paid a full week's pay if you'll hang around here today and teach the rest of these guys what you've learned over the summer. Your option. You're a hard worker and quick study. The shape you're in, there'll be no problem making it through training, and I already know that you can shoot straight. You probably have an idea where you'll wind up after training. Watch your back over there."



Except for Sister crying about my leaving, that evening was relatively quiet at the house. What little I was told to pack, I packed. Day after tomorrow, Wednesday, instead of taking the bus that I was supposed to take, Dad arranged to drive me to the state capital where we would stay overnight in a hotel. The following day, I would report to the induction center, be processed, and on my way to whatever training base they assigned me.



Of course, many of my thoughts the present evening were focused on Mom's promised surprise the next day.



Shortly after Sister and Dad left for work Tuesday morning, I heard Mom in the shower like the previous day, so I headed to my shower with thoughts of Mom's "surprise." After a quick cleanup, I exited the bathroom simultaneously with Mom walking from the den—we both had towels wrapped around us, and they dropped to the floor at the same time. When I walked toward her, Mom was already looking down at my cock, smiling, then took the lead in conversation.



"Why do you have such a big smile?" she asked, already knowing the answer. "Not here, not in the hall again" she added. "Your room is the only place in the house where we can clearly hear Sister or your dad come home, just in case they do. They should be at work right now and I left Sister plenty to do, but we need to be careful. We took a chance yesterday playing in the hall. I loved it, but no quickie today. I need you with no interruptions," she said as I felt her fingers travelling across my balls.



My cock, already standing at attention, made it simple for me to respond, "Follow me," and in the middle of my turn, Mom nudged me toward my bed. On the bed and without any break in touching, I rolled on top of her.



Breaking our kiss and separating our tongues, "I want on top," Mom said, "Me on top. Me. Top," she added, shoving me over and moving on top. Her hand gripped my cock, and my fingers were already soaked with her warm pussy juices. 



I think that I was expecting some momentous, complicated event, but once on top, Mom easily guided my cockhead inside her, bypassing my fingers before I moved my hand away from her pussy. She then moved her hips slightly up and down on my cockhead with short, quick little motions, taking me inside a little at a time. With my eyes directed at hers, I raised my hips, and Mom's pussy swallowed all of me, drenching my entire package with her juices. Still, I could feel her pussy clenching my cock, and her smooth downward and direct motion put my butt firmly back on the bed. 



I was vainly proud of my six inches mainly because of the width of my penis. Apparently, Mom loved all six plus the width.



"Let me do this," she insisted without pausing her up and down motions, not blinking her eyes. "Let me do you. This is what I want, and I've wanted to fuck like this since the night that I saw you getting it on with your little girlfriend right here in this bed. Oh, you thought I was helping your Aunt Evelyn move into a new apartment. Got back early. Saw your little sweetie's car here. I parked down the road. Sneaked inside quietly. Loved watching you bang her," Mom said without breaking her rhythm.



"You saw it all?" I asked.



"All," she responded, "I even took off my panties and played with my pussy. I love to watch," she added, still humping my cock, now with an intentional slow rhythm, still talking about her watching me fuck. Mom continued to talk and left nothing to my imagination about what she did after taking off her panties and watching. She loved to talk during sex.



"I noticed you used a condom with her. After you were born, Mommy got fixed—no condom needed. Shut up, my big man, let's fuck. I love that word when I'm fucking my man. You-Know-Who won't let me say it." 



Mom's rhythm quickened, her downward motions became more prominent, and the sounds of our lovemaking emanated from her juices when her pussy repeatedly slid down my shaft, encountered my nuts, then raised, and a few times when Mom raised her butt, I looked down between us. Either I was imagining, or it was real that my cock had gotten harder, wider. Mom's rhythm continued to increase while I held both of her breasts, licking and sucking her enlarged nipples alternatively. Our lips and tongues never rested after her last words. 



I sensed that both of us were approaching "that good feeling" as Mom would later call it.



"Fuck me Baby. Fuck Mommy," she murmured in a low voice. "Mommy wants that good feeling, then your cum. Oh fuck!"



Mom's own words set her off. She came first, then second and third with easily audible grunts each time I raised my hips and thrust my cock upward, inside her pussy. Her rapture of orgasm climaxed a moment before I began to cum inside her, and she knew I was spewing my first load this morning, my first load inside my mom. My ego swelled, knowing that I had outlasted my own mom and that I had gave her that pleasure.



"Cum for Mommy as much as you want, Baby," she whispered. "Cum inside your Mommy. Fuck Mommy's pussy."



Those words goaded me to ejaculate my last available drop inside my beautiful mother. I think that all men have multiple orgasms; they're just not as evident as women's. A minute later we lay in each other's arms, still kissing while I smoothed back her hair and rubbed her legs that were still wrapped around me.



"Did you like Mommy humping you this morning?" she asked. "Me on top? Did you like us doing each other my big man? Fucking Mommy?"



"Mom," I answered, "I love making love to you, humping you. I love fucking you, Mommy. You are perfect. I never even imagined it could be like this until the other morning when I saw you crack my door and watch me jerking off. Since then, I have thought of little else. It couldn't get any better. I never knew . . . ."



Mom stopped me there, putting her finger of silence over my lips. We continued to lie there for a few minutes, holding each other with short whispers of love and satisfaction. Kissing. When Mom made her first motion to get up and head to her bathroom, my cock slid out of her pussy as easily as it went in. Mom reached my bedroom door and turned around. "Take your time in the shower, Baby. I have another little surprise for you but breakfast first, then coffee, then your surprise."



I liked Mom's breakfasts, but after we both showered, I was glad that her intent was get out of the house and eat at one of our favorite diners a couple of miles away. Most of this day would be ours, and I wanted her to do what she wanted even though it was I who would leave the following day. After a short breakfast, coffee, and orange juice at the diner, Mom needed to make a quick grocery stop, then back to the house. 



Finished with grocery shopping, Mom drove but toyed with me, teasing me by loosening the buttons on her blouse. No bra, and she intentionally slid one hand inside, clearly stimulating her nipples. I found it hard to believe that I had never noticed how sexy this woman was until recently, but that drive home, I later realized, was Mom's idea of foreplay, her aphrodisiac.



Mom did not park in the driveway when we reached the house. Instead, she parked halfway on the grass, knowing that if Dad or Sister got home earlier than expected, we would hear their arrival. Without Mom's knowledge I had even cracked one of my bedroom windows to facilitate hearing easier.



Once inside and in the pantry, we put the groceries away. Mom turned toward me, and with one of those come-over-here grins, "You didn't have cream with your coffee at the diner, neither did I, so your mom, your lover wants that cream now. Wash hands. See you in the bedroom."



"I really need a kiss first," I responded. We stood in the pantry, kissing, feeling, tongue-playing for the next couple of minutes.



"Hands!" Mom broke the kiss, reminding me about washing my hands, so I darted to the bathroom where I shed the clothes that I had worn to the diner and washed hands after a quick toothbrushing. I made it to my bedroom first, and Mom followed in less than a minute wearing the same short robe that she had worn that morning the previous week, nothing else. Behind her she carried a dinette chair, probably the one that she had when I jerked off in front of her. Naked and fully erect, I approached her and like last week, she held up her "stop" hand, sat in the chair, and curled her index finger in the "come here" sign.



I moved toward my mom, the tip of my cock at her forehead level. Instead of her stop sign, Mom's hand wrapped around my shaft, slowly pumping me, guiding me to her lips, tonguing and kissing my knob, licking it.



"I want this," she said, "I want your cock," looking up at me, then taking my cockhead between her lips and applying full tongue while still jerking me off.



You are the first to do this, Mommy," I told her. "My first time. So good."



She held up one finger, then pointed at herself, and I took that to mean that it was her first time. Mom slid more of my cock between her busy lips but did not try to take it all. She then broke her sucking action to say, "I am your lover. No more guessing about what we both want."



When Mom returned to pleasuring me with her lips and tongue, I realized three things: Dad was not a fan of oral sex, Mom was, and she had no intention to stop giving me this pleasure before fully satisfying me. Her statement in the pantry about "your lover wants that cream" became clear. At the same moderate rhythm, her lips moved back and forth over my knob and shaft, lubricating them. Mom's tongue teased the underside of my cockhead, and one of her hands caressed my balls, the other on my butt pulling me toward her while she slowly bobbed her head back and forth. 



I did not have a stopwatch, but probably fewer than five minutes later Mom's attention to my package activated the point of orgasm that every man knows. There is only a second to pull out, but there was no need to warn Mom. She knew it the moment I did, clenched my butt tighter, and made no attempt to slow down, no gesture of ever releasing my cock from her soft lips or stopping until she had fulfilled my satisfaction.



A single thrust forward and I knew what was there before looking down at mom's cum encircling lips. Darting her tongue out to her lips several times, I had to surmise that apparently, she was not averse to the taste or what she had just accomplished.



"You do me next time, Baby. You taste my cum but not in the hallway like before. In a bed," Mom said, "with me spreading for you."



"Mom," I managed, "I want more of this. More of you." Hell, what man wouldn't, I thought. We kept talking but I have no clear recall of the words which followed. To this day, I am not even sure about how both of us got to my bed, holding, kissing, smiling, and continuing to exchange cum-scented kisses. I am recounting this occasion to my best recollection.



I awoke looking at my clock an hour later with Mom standing beside my bed, wearing loose-fitting Bermuda shorts and nudging me. 



"I wanted to lie here in your arms all day, my big man, but it would not be wise for both of us to fall asleep. We'll find a time and place for that," Mom said. "I cleaned you up, now come on, I made us a sandwich for lunch, then we go out to the patio to eat and talk, then," and she pointed her finger toward my bedroom, reached down between her legs, then pointed at me. "We do whatever you want. Anything you like."



I had never witnessed that smile, that stare, that glow. It was evidently a look of sensual want mixed with a good deal of trust and desire as if she already knew my carnal thoughts and was eager to oblige. We talked through our entire lunch and finished most of it, but the opportunity to leave the patio and return to my bedroom never materialized. From the patio and through the stand of trees bordering our property, I caught a glimpse of Dad's truck turning onto our road, then the familiar sound of him pulling into the driveway and raising the garage door. Mom's countenance immediately took on a posture of discontent. 



Regardless of Mom's feelings, she accepted the reason for Dad's early arrival—to give our family a short time together before I left for the induction center, and to treat the family to dinner out that evening. He and Sister had planned this as soon as he found out about my draft notice. After dinner and later that evening, several friends dropped by to wish me luck. I finished packing the few things which I was allowed to take, and I smelled my beautiful mother behind me when I heard the bedroom door close. 



"Dad's asleep, and I have to get back in a minute," Mom quietly uttered. "Do what you have to do, but come home healthy, get back here for me, not just for this," she voiced, pointing to the bed, "but for me, your mom, your lover," whispering the last two words, holding me and kissing several times before she turned around to open the door and leave.



After farewell the next morning, the uneventful drive to the capital city gave Dad and me some time to talk. He had never served in the armed forces but had always been the patriotic soul, especially in support of the South Vietnam cause. We spent the night in the hotel room that Dad had reserved the prior week. After a handshake and short man-hug, I stepped toward my next life. 



Finishing a little over six months of combat training and specialty training, the Army, the service to which I had been assigned, saw to it to grant me a two-week leave before deploying to Vietnam. Because Mom co-owned and managed the business, during my last four months of specialty training, Mom and I spent ample time talking on her business phone while she was at work, usually in the late afternoon or early evenings when I called her from one of the public phones on base. Before I came home on the two weeks' leave prior to deploying to 'Nam, Mom had every day planned.



The closest commercial airport that I could fly into was in the capital city where Dad and I made our last trip to the induction center. I was to arrive on a Thursday morning, but Mom made hotel reservations for that day and Friday. During my entire time in the Army, except for an annual birthday card from my sister, Mom was the only family to correspond with me. She told Dad and Sister that I would not arrive until Saturday, which gave us two days to spend uninterrupted time together. 



"I love you, Baby. I've really missed you," Mom said after a full kiss on the lips as soon as I got to the end of the terminal arrival ramp. There were a couple of dozen people around that she completely ignored, kissing me again. Mom had already checked into the hotel room, which was only ten minutes away.



"You look so damn good in uniform," she told me on the way to her car. "Look at you. Short hair, no sideburns, tanned, and lost some weight," she added, and I could barely get a word in during the ten-minute drive to the hotel. There was little discussion in the elevator up to the room, but once inside the room, Mom bombarded me with more kisses, and she insisted on me showering first, then her. When I finished the shower, my nude mom quickly slid by me, squeezed my cock, and entered the shower behind her. "I won't be long," she yelled. She closed the shower door, then immediately peeked out and said, "Be ready for your mom, but don't play with your cock too much," then closed the door again.



Still without a stitch of clothes, I stretched out on the bed and made sure that my cock stayed at attention. In a few minutes Mom exited the bathroom patting her beautiful body dry, her eyes were like lasers on my cock. In the bed, we faced each other, embraced, and shared long, loving kisses that did not hesitate to turn sexual. Mom's hands were all over me with special attention to my balls and shaft. I restrained myself with gentle touches to her sweet body, the kind of touches that she liked. Her pussy was already soaked when she pulled my cock toward it, moving my fingers aside, rubbing my cockhead back and forth over her damp bush. 



Breaking our kiss, smiling, "Your turn on top, Sweetie. Now, go easy at first. You'll know when I want you to really hump me," she whispered, and I turned and positioned myself between her legs. She never let go of my rod, but guided it back toward her pussy, slowly rubbing her vulva back and forth. My hips began a slow downward motion, and I felt every millimeter of sliding inside her. Mom's eyes were pointed at mine, her mouth open, both her hands around my butt now, following my up and down rhythm.



"Fuck me, Baby. Fuck your Mommy," she said repeatedly. 



The third or fourth time she repeated those words in the next five-minute span, I knew that this would not be a major sexual performance on my part because I already felt the orgasm building. I tried to slow down to last, but Mom knew too.



"Don't slow down, my big man. I knew you would be this horny. I wanted you to be this horny. I wanted you to cum the minutes we started fucking. Fuck me hard. Pump me. Do me. Hump your Mommy. Your Mommy wants your hot stuff. It's all yours. Take it. Yes, I hear it."



Mom's "I hear it" referred to the sound of my pelvis slapping her legs and my balls slapping against her wherever balls slap against a woman, and her last few words were followed by the ejection of my full load inside her. She also knew that moment and positioned her legs to give me full access to her love channel.



"I knew you would cum fast, and I wanted you to," she admitted. "Whether you realized it or not, I came twice, and after a while, these legs will wrap around you again, you on top, giving it to me even better." 



Slowly pushing me up and over, Mom slid her hand between her legs. "Look at Mommy's pussy. Still swollen. Still feeling good, and still hungry for my soldier man. Look at that smile," Mom commented while sliding out of the bed, heading to the bathroom. 



A few minutes later, Mom returned to the bed with a hot, wet face towel and caressed my cock with it, paying special attention to cleaning my balls, pulling back the foreskin of my uncircumcised "weenie," as she had referred to it on a previous occasion.



"Like your welcome home present?" she asked.



"Mom, for a while, especially the first few weeks of training, I didn't have a lot of time to think about us, but when I did, my thoughts were about this, how you would feel about this when I came back. I didn't know what you . . . ," and Mom cut me off.



"Baby, this woman is yours. Yours. When you come back from wherever you go, I'll be here wanting this. If you think I won't, then you had better think again, Buster," and with that last word, Mom bent over, slid the towel off my still hard cock, and went down on me, taking almost all of my cock into her mouth, getting it wet again but this time with her saliva, and my cock reacted.



"I want to do this again, all the way," she said after slightly raising and kissing my cockhead, "but now I want you hard so that you can mount your mom like a stallion and fuck me, make your mommy cum like you did the last time in your bedroom, but you on top."



The more Mom talked, the stiffer my cock. Her hand never left my hard meat the entire time she related to me what she wanted. I got to my knees, scooted her toward the middle of the bed, then settled between her legs. Mom reached down and rubbed the head of my cock back and forth across her pussy, which she had obviously taken some time to neatly trim.



"You want to fuck? Want your son to fuck you," I asked, "to put his cock inside your pussy? Does Mommy want to fuck her weenie?" 



And after each question, Mom responded with a quick "Yes" or "Yes now," pulling me closer to her, spreading her legs and making sure that I was taking all of her and her all of me. Mom never lacked in the lubricant department. Even now, at her age decades after we began our affair, she rarely needs help producing a sufficient amount of her own natural lube.



I was just as excited this time as I was the first time I jacked off in front of her in my bedroom, but I wanted to please her, to give her that desired raw sexual feeling, to bring her to full woman orgasm. 



Fucking at a slower pace, kissing her face, her neck, her full breasts and nipples, matching my tongue with hers, we made love there for the second time in an hour. Mom's numerous "I love you" and "This is the best" comments were each followed with "Fuck me" or "Fuck your Mommy," and eventually the climaxing "Oh fuck" that I wanted to here.



It was Mom who sped up the pace, meeting my thrusts into her pussy before I could go fully down. I looked back once when I felt her legs wrap tight around my butt, and I noticed her curled toes.



"You're making me cum, Baby. Give me that good feeling. Do me. You're making Mommy cum," she said, looking straight into my eyes, unblinking. I have no words or onomatopoeia to express the sounds she made during her orgasm, and it went in waves for over a minute.



Mom relaxed her legs around me, and when I began to slow a little, she demanded, "Don't you stop. Don't you dare stop. This pussy is still yours, now fill me up, Baby. Shoot it in me."



I was already there, and my pace easily quickened, shortly followed by two, maybe three spurts of my semen as deep inside her as our previous event. We lay there, both spent and still in each other's arms, Mom's legs still spread but at rest on the bed with me inside her.



"The best," Mom said after kissing me. "So good. What's my man think about his old mom? she asked.



I whispered to her, "My mom is not as old as she makes out to be, and I think you know that. I love you, Mom, and I love this. I will always want this in whatever way that you wish."



Mom and I spent two nights in that hotel. We made love again that evening, twice the next day, and once before heading home Saturday morning. I also got my wish, pleasing her with my tongue between her legs, and that was after she had one orgasm letting me watch her masturbate from the beginning to her climax.



To my knowledge nothing was ever said about Mom's extra time in the capital city. She disguised it as a time to shop and visit some old friends. The upcoming combat tour overseas and remaining part of my two-year draft commitment gave me the military bug, which neither Mom nor Sister was pleased with at the time. 



During the next two-plus decades, every leave of absence that I took to return home resulted in a similar plan: a couple of days in a hotel with Mom, and my stay at home always included time for us in my bedroom after Sister and Dad left for work. Mom also visited me at every base stateside assignment several times, and her visits continued when I was overseas in Europe. Dad did not like travelling long distances.



In Part I of this story, the events began in 1972, forty-eight years ago shortly after graduating and reaching my eighteenth birthday. It is the year 2020 as I share this anecdote, and my mom is now eighty-five. 



Do octogenarian women want and enjoy sex? Hell yes, and my mother still does not favor quickies. My mom has many friends in her same age range, and she has told me that most of them, too, although widows, are sexually active and plan to continue as many years as they can. 



After the passing of my dad twelve years ago, my mom confided in me one of the main problems with her and Dad's sex life: He did not like for her to talk during sex, especially with language like she uses with me. As evidenced by this story, Mom's a talker. No problem.



Some time after my dad's passing, Mom introduced me to a couple of her closest lady friends and later even suggested that I pay them a visit if they invited me to lunch, which they subsequently did. I found it surprising that my mom would so indifferently set me up with these ladies without any jealousy or concern, but I must fully reserve her reasons for those events for the content of other stories yet to be written. 



One important lesson that I have learned about women that age is if you are inclined to pursue such a relationship with an elderly lady, follow her lead; in the bed do what she wants, then she will let you do what you want. Don't worry, she will let you know when it's time, and she will satisfy you in many ways. These older ladies have been around; they know what men are capable of. Just do what the beautiful lady wants, and she will give you pleasure beyond.



Mom and I now send each other "hot" texts, and we have talked about the idea of what our texts would have been like if cellphones existed back in the 1970's. While serving in uniform for two-plus decades, before coming home and starting a second career, I had short-term relationships with a few women on various parts of the globe, but never married. I told Mom about the other women but that none of them could