Quandry.

By PhoenixKiwi.

I don’t know what to do. Sitting here on the edge of my bed I am no wiser now than when I first started to think about what was happening and where it would lead to. I am a 35-year-old divorcee living in a small 2 bed-roomed flat with my 15-year-old son. My husband fled with his secretary almost 10 years ago and we have not heard from him since. Hopefully he has had a long painful lingering death or something equally terrible has happened to him. It’s not that I want any contact with him but it would be nice for Michael if he heard from his Dad, even occasionally.  

The first few years after the bastard cleared out were very tough as he had left us nothing and my parents were in no position to give us financial help, even if my pride would have let me approach them, and until Mike was old enough to be left alone after school we lived a ‘hand to mouth’ existence. Deprivations and hardships drew us together and we were best friends as well as mother and son, doing almost everything together and taking care of each other. When I was eventually able to leave Mike at home by himself, probably much sooner than I should have, I managed to get a job that didn’t pay over much at the beginning but did have prospects. The last couple of years have seen some big changes happen in our lives as we can now afford some luxuries.

It was about a year ago that I began to notice some changes in the way Mike was reacting to and treating me. We had never been in the habit of parading around in front of each other in a state of nudity or even in our underwear, but on the odd occasion that we ‘bumped’ into the other while they were in the bathroom or getting changed we did not make a production of it. Bedrooms were regarded as private space and I would no sooner have entered his room without knocking than he would, mine. This is not to say that I would ever forbid him entry even if I was changing or in my underwear and he had not hesitation letting me come in and seeing him in an undressed state. In other words, while not being ‘familiar’ with each other’s bodies we were not exactly strangers either.

It was, therefore, of some surprise to me when I noticed that Mike was spending a lot more time watching me than he ever had in the past, but I didn’t really place any importance to it or realise what was actually happening. Suddenly he appeared to be visiting me in my bedroom, while I was changing my clothes, a whole lot more regularly and it seemed that every night, soon after I went into my room to get out of my work clothes, there would be a knock on my door and Mike would come in to sit on my bed and tell me about his day and ask about mine.

I found the time we spent like this was intimate and bonding and in my mind I convinced myself that letting him see me in my underwear was a small price to pay to maintain such a good and close relationship. At a time when teenagers were normally rebelling against their parents and families were under great stress, Mike and I were growing even closer together and arguments between us were unheard of. When I suddenly realised that I was buying sexier and more revealing underwear and parading it in front of him and that I had not hesitated to take off my bra and bare my breasts to him as I changed into a tee or sweat shirt, I began to look at my motives. 

While not consciously letting my attraction to my son surface there was certainly no way of hiding my desires from my subconsciousness and I was acting on them without really knowing it. I suddenly became frightened of what was happening and vowed to reduce Mike’s voyeurism of me. I couldn’t completely stop his access to my bedroom without offending him and spoiling our togetherness but I did decide to try and always wear a wrap when around him.

Mike continued to visit me and talk but when he worked out that I was prepared to outwait him before changing so as not to give him any more views of me undressed, he began to cut his visits shorter. No comment was made about this and we seemed to go an as before.

Throughout our whole lives we had played together, tickling, wrestling, pushing each other around and generally never hesitating to lay hands on each other in fun. I found that Mike hands were starting to find their way to forbidden places and linger longer than they had before and it was as if he was replacing his loss of ‘voyeuristic privileges’ with his grabby/feely groping. Often either of us would hide and spring out or sneak up and try to wrestle the other to the floor and make him surrender and beg for release. This had always been a fairly innocent activity but the last time Mike had sprung on me it was from behind my bedroom door and he hustled me over to my bed and wrestled me down on to it. He leapt on top of me, pinning me face down, and wrapped his arms round me and, seemingly by accident, groped my breasts with one hand and held me at lower tummy level with the other. I didn’t say anything or protest about the liberties he was taking but I did struggle to get free with a lot more vigour and, by the time I had managed to shrug him off, his knee had forced it’s way up between my thighs and was pressed against my pussy. This forced my skirt up to nearly waist level and my nickers were completely on show and I was mortified with the thought that the crotch of them might show a damp spot from my excitement at what was happening. Mike eventually got off me and headed for his own room and I think we were both embarrassed about what we had just done.

On another occasion Mike was lying on the settee watching a program on TV. Some sports guru was discussing fitness and conditioning, emphasising that for almost all sports, long, loose and fit calf and thigh muscles were much better than very strong ones. He was pointing out that weight lifting in the gym was more suited to sprinters than distance runners and the like, who should put in lots of road- work. I had come in to tell Mike his tea was ready and, when I paused by the settee to watch for a couple of minutes to see what was intriguing him, Mike lowered his hand to my calf and rubbed it up and down a couple of times before saying,  

“Hmm… your calf muscles are definitely those of a distance runner. What about your thigh ones?” and he slipped his hand higher, over my knee and moved it up under my skirt. He slowly worked his hand higher as, without conscious thought, I moved my feet apart to allow him more access. His thumb brushed against the bottom of the leg of my nickers, only a tiny space separated him from touching my heated pussy, before I came to my senses and moved away.

“Your food’s getting cold.” I said and fled back to the kitchen.

Another change that was taking place was the way he was greeting me when we first met each afternoon. Most days Mike would get home soon after me, sport and studying at the library taking up most of his spare time, and I would usually be standing at the bench getting the evening meal on before getting changed. It had been his usual practice for years to wrap his arms round my waist and hug me and kiss the back of my neck in greeting. Now his arms didn’t go right round, only far enough to leave one hand spread directly on my midriff just below my breasts and the other hand spread on my tummy, and he hugged me like this. I was fully aware that his hands were getting both higher and lower each day and soon he would be holding my breasts and pressing on my pussy. Once again I found this to be quite exciting and it was with some reluctance that I finally had to grab his hands and move them to slightly safer positions. We still never discussed what was happening between us.

I had one particularly close friend and she lived across the street and 2 houses down, and we often got together for coffee and discussion. Both of us knew that we could talk about anything to each other in complete confidence that it would go no further. After I had almost let my son feel me up in front of the TV I decided that I needed to confide in someone and seek some guidance and my friend was the obvious choice. Her status was something similar to mine in that she had only one child, a son 3 or 4 years older than mine, but she was still married to her husband. She often said that she might as well be divorced, as her husband spent almost no time at home, being always away on some business or other. We often joked that he had other women in other towns but Mary always said that there couldn’t be anybody else who would have anything to do with such a ‘Pencil Dick’.

“I’ve got a bit of a problem and I don’t know what to do about it.” I began, tentatively, “and I don’t even know where to turn to, to get help.”

“Well? Tell me about it. You know you can tell me anything and I’ll tell you totally honestly what I think.”

“I’m not sure how to start.” I was nervous about broaching this subject even with my closest confidant. “Well there’s no easy way, so…. I think Mike’s coming on to me and the thing that worries me is that I don’t find it as repugnant as I should. Sometimes I don’t stop his advances straight away and sometimes I even sort of help him before stopping him. There. I’ve told you now. It’s disgusting isn’t it?”

Mary looked right into my eyes and smiled at me as she replied,

“What? Is that it? I wouldn’t be surprised if every mother fancies her son and single mothers must be more vulnerable than those with a husband in tow. Why, Billy and I had…..”  Her voice tapered off before she started again, “ Anyway you and Mike haven’t actually done anything yet have you? What’s actually occurred?”

I explained all that had happened and how Mike seemed determined to keep pressuring me until I gave in, or that’s what I thought he was up to. I hadn’t actually discussed it with him just in case I had read the whole situation completely wrong. 

Mary listened and then poured us more coffee and lit a cigarette before going on,

“It definitely sounds like he’s trying to do something. How old is he again?” Mary was aware of his age but she seemed to want confirmation before she proceeded, “He’s definitely at the horny age. They get quite desperate for their first fuck at that age. If you can wait him out he will look elsewhere, eventually, but you’d be missing out on a real good opportunity. At that age they can go for hours, recovering at an amazing rate. You could send him over to me, I wouldn’t mind being his teacher.”

Mary swallowed a mouthful of coffee and sucked in a large drag of her smoke as she watched anxiously as I thought about what she had said.

“What? Do you mean to tell me that you and Billy actually … ” what she had told me finally registered and I giggled nervously before she answered,

“You don’t expect me to answer that, do you? Just let it be said that I didn’t really care if my husband never came home.”

“If you did do it, it doesn’t seem to have done you any harm. Maybe I’d better rethink it all. I’m certainly not going to let you get your hands on him, anyway. You’d probably be the death of him.” I grinned at her, to take the sting from my words, and went on, “I wish I knew whether what I suspect is really true. There doesn’t seem to be anyway of finding out without coming out and directly asking him, and I don’t want to do that. I could be on a completely wrong tack.”

“Why don’t you check his computer and see what he checks out on the web? That might give you some indication of his interests.”

“I’m almost computer illiterate and I wouldn’t know where to start. You work with computers, don’t you? I don’t suppose you feel like helping me? It’ll be a couple of hours before he’s home.”

Mary agreed so we went to his room and she ‘Booted up?’ his computer and told me that the first thing she would check was the ‘history’ in ‘explorer’. I didn’t have a clue what she was on about so I just nodded wisely and left her to it and went and checked out his drawers. I felt very guilty about our invasion of my son’s privacy but I justified myself by deciding that it was in his best interests. My search was rewarded when I found a stack of printed pages buried under the paper lining of the bottom drawer and I found them to be stories about mother son relationships and I slid them back into place without telling Mary. 

“It looks as if he spends a lot of time in story and incest sites. I recognise some of them but I can’t actually tell you what sort of stories he is reading.” I didn’t tell Mary that I was already sure of what stories he was interested in and I suggested that now that we knew that much we should shut off his machine and leave his room.

Over another coffee we changed the subject and when she went home, I was left in a completely different frame of mind. I slipped back upstairs and removed some of his stories, hoping that he returned early he wouldn’t notice their absence and I read them in the privacy of my bedroom. I found them to be highly exciting and arousing and I swapped the first lot for some more and went back to my reading. When I had finished this lot I returned them and sat and thought about the situation.

I decided that I wouldn’t aid and abet Mike in his efforts to seduce me but I wouldn’t protest too much or directly forbid him to keep trying. It looked to be an interesting time as he mounted his campaign, so, when he arrived home and wrapped his hands round me to give me his daily hug I moved only his lower hand, shifting it up a bit to rest just above my pussy on my pubic bush and I allowed his other hand to remain sort of supporting the lower curve of my breast. Mike showed no surprise at his sudden liberties and just kissed my neck and then changed to sucking it before releasing me and leaving. 

When he came into my bedroom a little later I didn’t let him see any more than was usual lately and he left with a disappointed look on his face, leaving me with a contented smile on my face. After tea we washed and dried the dishes and retired to the TV in the lounge and settled down for the evening. I was getting a bit of a tension headache and Mike noticed this and volunteered to give me shoulder and neck massage, if I wanted.

I wanted all right and told him so, and he moved round behind my chair and began to rub and dig at my tight muscles. The relief was quick and tangible and I was soon sighing in contentment saying, 

“I wish it was as easy to give my feet relief like that.”

Mike moved round in front of my chair and sat down on a footstool that he had pulled over closer and lifting my foot onto his lap he said,

“Let’s see what a massage will do to help. Just relax and enjoy.” He began to flex and rub my toes first and then worked over my whole foot and part way up to about 3 inches above my ankle.

I knew what he was up to and made sure that I kept my thighs together to prevent him looking up the loose leg of my shorts. The relief was wonderful and when he had finished both legs I told him so,

“That makes me feel just marvellous. If you ever need money you could soon get some by massaging. It was so good that I’m tempted to offer you a retainer to do it regularly.” 

“I’m happy to do it every day for nothing. You’ve given me everything I have and support me and anything I can do in return is no trouble at all.” Mike was eager to carry on and things carried on unchanged for a few days.

I decided to reward him for his continued ministrations and the next time he was massaging my shoulders I encouraged him to move onto my chest and I didn’t halt his progress until he was nearly touching to my nipples, and when he was working on my legs and feet I got careless enough to let him glimpse my panties. It was just a brief glimpse but I saw that it had a very definite effect on him and the sudden swelling in his pants showed that he was very excited. For the first time in a very long time I masturbated that night and I was surprised that I had found what were, relatively speaking, fairly innocent occurrences, so exciting. There’s nothing so exciting as the forbidden.

The day after I allowed him to take these liberties, when he arrived home I didn’t prevent him from placing his hands right on my breast and my groin. For the first time he hugged me so tightly that my bum was pressed hard against his crotch and I could distinctly feel his hardened penis against my buttocks. I didn’t know whether he could feel my erect nipple and my inflamed pussy through my clothing but I certainly could feel his hands on me. If he wasn’t getting excited I was certainly making up for both of us and I found it difficult to pull away from him and go on with preparing the meal. Things went on for the next week in the same vein with me allowing him the same unchanged freedoms until I decided to maybe let him make some advances in the bedroom part of his campaign.

I was sitting on the side of my bed in my wrapper the next time he came in and sat beside me. When I lifted my leg and began to slide my thigh-high off, the front of my wrap fell clear and exposed me right up to my panties, giving him a clear shot of my thinly covered pussy.

“Oops, I’m sorry. I hope I didn’t embarrass or upset you.” I pulled my wrapper closed and took more care when I took off the other stocking.

“That’s Ok. It certainly didn’t embarrass me. How could seeing you in any state upset me? You look great in whatever you are wearing.” Mike was at great pains to put me at ease and explain that everything was right.

“Oh well, in that case.” I got to my feet, “I won’t worry about lowering your morals. You’d better hop down and check the pots and leave me to get changed.” And I slid off my wrapper and stood facing away from him as he reluctantly went out the door, looking over his shoulder at my almost naked back and rear. I hoped he liked the sight of my bum in thin panties. I wore a wrap around skirt with my top tonight instead of my usual shorts and, after tea, when Mike was massaging my legs, I gave him another view of my nickers, this time for much longer, pretending not to realise that my legs were far enough apart to let him see.

“You seem to really enjoy my massaging you. I bet you would really feel great if I gave you a complete back massage instead of just your shoulders. What do you think? Fancy it?” Mike was eager to go further and convincing myself it was only because I didn’t want to disappoint him, I agreed.

“Slip your top off and lie face down and relax.” Mike knew what he wanted and ordered me into position as he went to the bathroom and got some lotion. He gave me a long a sensuous back rub, sometimes scooting his hands low to caress my sides and the bulge of the side of my tits, and I was sorry when it finished. The next night he offered to do my legs as well and I quickly slipped my skirt and top off, and down in just my panties. He gave me an even longer rub-down tonight and even rolled the waistband of my nickers part way down my butt so as he could rub my cheeks. I spread my legs just enough to let him almost see my panty-clad cunt but not quite, I was enjoying all this teasing and the thought of the state that Mike must be in when he finished.

Next night, things seemed to be moving with increasing speed, Mike offered to do my front as well and when he had finished with my rear, including, once again, the upper parts of my buttocks, he told me to roll on my back, I did so without hesitation. Because the back of my panties was rolled partly down, they also rolled down in the same way in front, leaving almost all of my pubic hair in view and, I think, the top part of my clitoris also on show at the top of my slit, but the way I was lying prevented me from checking this out. Mike worked his way down my front from my upper chest and after a tentative beginning he massaged my breasts with increasing enthusiasm. My tummy got a good workout and his fingers brushed over my clitoris as he did this  and this sent a pulse of pure excitement right through my body to finish up deep in my cunt.

By the time he had finished with my legs, so close he was nearly touching my pussy, I was trembling faintly with excitement and I could feel a large wet spot spreading on my panties but I was not the least bit embarrassed about Mike being aware of my arousal. 

If he had but realised it, I was totally at his mercy and would have let him have his way with me in any way that he wanted, but he was not confident enough in himself to carry on and we both went to our separate beds, frustrated, and I was sure that we both finished up pleasuring ourselves at the same time. 

Mike continued to have me at his complete mercy for a number of nights and my frustration grew until I decided that I would have to take matters into my own hands and when he invited me for a massage I removed my outer clothing and revealed that I was without underwear. I made sure to keep my legs wide enough apart to give him a good view of my bare pussy while I was on my back, and, when I rolled over on my back to let him get at my front, I kept them spread. As he got closer to my cunt he must have been aware of how wound up I was as I could feel that my lips were swollen and open, letting my inner lips stick out and I could feel my fluids seeping from me and even I could smell my arousal from where my head was lying.

He stopped rubbing me and paused, just staring down at my distended pussy, until he let out a loud groan and lowered his face into my crotch and breathed in deeply, then extended his tongue and ran it the length of my cunt lips. He pulled back, scarlet faced, and with a sob he cried out,

“I’m sorry, Mom. That was unforgivable and I’m ever so sorry. It won’t ever happen again. I promise. Please try and forgive me – I couldn’t help it!”  And he got up and fled to his room, slamming the door behind him, and I could hear him lying on his bed sobbing.

I was devastated at his reaction and felt that I had caused it and I should be apologising to him, not the other way round. I got to my feet and, without putting anything on, went over and tapped on his door and asked if I could go in. Mike mumbled something indistinguishable and I assumed that it was an OK and pushed his door open and went and sat beside him on his bed.  

“What’s so wrong to upset you like this. You must have noticed that I wasn’t upset. Do you think it was just you? I was as much to blame for happened as you were.” I spoke soothingly to him and rested my hand on his shoulder. His sobbing slowly ended as I went on, “I have been aware of your interest in me for ages and I certainly didn’t mind or find it at all repulsive. You must have guessed that it was me who was setting the limits and when I was completely nude didn’t you know that I was yours? That you’d succeeded in your campaign?”

Mike sat, his tears dried up, and looked at me, 

“Your not just saying that, are you?” he was still unconvinced even though his mother was sitting beside him, completely bare-arsed. I swung my legs onto his bed and shoved him over to lie beside him, saying,

“Maybe this will convince you.” I pulled my knees up and spread them apart, “There! There’s my pussy - just for you. You can do what you want with it, lick it, play with it and even fuck it if you want.”  Mike looked shocked at my indecent language but he did lean over and get a much closer look at it. He stretched his finger down and ran it along between my lips, investigated my clitoris and then finally poked around until he found my entrance and inserted his finger and wiggled it around.

“Can I really have sex with you. You’re not just doing it for my sake are you? I wouldn’t want that. I want you to want to and to enjoy it as well.”

“Of course I want you. Can’t you tell from the wetness of my pussy and from the odour I’m giving off? That’s how you know when a woman’s aroused and ready. Have you ever had sex before?” I already knew the answer to this and when he confirmed that this would be his first sexual encounter I told him,

“Slide your clothes off and kneel between my legs.” He did as I said and when he was kneeling before me I was impressed by his erection. It wasn’t huge in size, about 6 inches or so, but it was standing up really erect and looked very hard.

“Now lower yourself down and lie on top of me and let me do the rest. Try not to move till I tell you to.” He lowered himself down and I gripped his cock and placed the head of it between my pussy lips and slid it back and forth until it rested at the entrance of my hole and, when I told him to push it in slowly, he followed my directions and pushed it right home. He began to slide it in and out, as I told him, but unfortunately, because of his inexperience he couldn’t last very long and I was no-where near reaching a climax when he grabbed hold of me frantically and shook and shuddered his way through his orgasm, pumping his spendings deep inside me. 

The excitement and thrill of it all was too much for him and he fell asleep in the middle of thanking me, very gratefully. I tucked a blanket round him and returned to my own room, turning out his light as I closed his door, and sitting, still naked, on the side of my bed.

Well that’s the story of my son’s seduction of me or, was it my seduction of him? I am no further ahead in deciding where all this has led us to and what is in our future? Have I already done my beloved son harm and, if I let our relationship continue, what will be the outcome and will we continue to respect each other, well, what I really mean is will he still respect and love me?  I am certain of only one thing  - that Mike will continue to pursue me and if it is to end it will have to be me that does the stopping. I know that I still desire and need my son and that I want to do all sorts of indecencies with him. What to do?

Help!!

