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After my first time with my best friend's
son, Daniel, the floodgates of my desire truly opened. I knew that
the intensity of that first night was not down to just regular
physical attraction but something deep and primal in both of us,
namely his love of being mothered and my innate longing for a
son.

 


All that desire, plus the natural fuel of
lust, meant fireworks. I could tell at first that Daniel was trying
to play it cool, like it had just been a little fun between us,
another cougar notch on his bedpost. But my female intuition told
me that he'd be back soon, that he would be craving what I could
give to him, that alluring cocktail of sexual pleasure and maternal
affection that I knew he found irresistible.



His parents were going to be away for a few weeks yet on some
business venture, and so I was just left biding my time, knowing he
would get back in touch. It was just a matter of when. I suspected
that the nature of our rather Oedipal lovemaking must have raised
some inner conflicts in him, maybe a repressed attraction to his
own mother. After all, Nina was a very attractive woman. The
resemblance between us had not gone unnoticed, either.

 


Anyway, whatever the reason, it was getting
on for a fortnight before I got a text from him saying he'd split
with his girlfriend, and could he come over to talk. Naturally, I
replied in the affirmative, and was dressed to kill in black
stockings and heels by the time he turned up.



He looked pale and nervous as I opened the door to him, but his
expression changed as he found himself eye level with my prominent
cleavage.

 


"You better come in Daniel.." I said,
and he entered looking flustered, which amused me somewhat.

 


"You look like you need a drink
darling....are you in a state?" I asked, enjoying getting to be
maternal so soon.

 


"Oh I'm alright thanks....still just a bit
raw after the split with Monica..." he said, his voice
quivering a little. I nodded understandingly and poured him an
Amaretto without him asking. I handed him the glass, and he took a
swig after quickly sniffing the contents.

 


"Was it not a good split, hun?" I
enquired, ushering him to sit down next to me on the sofa with a
soft pat on the velvet cushion.



"It was so not a good split...she confessed to having slept with
Ben Stanfield, he's like king of the jocks...a total asshole...and
she chose him over me.." he said, looking downcast. It was the
right moment to place my arm round him, and did so, saying
soothingly "You are too good for her Daniel...I told you she was
a cheap tart...didn't I?".

 


He nodded and took another swig from his
glass, mumbling "Yes...yes, you did...".I could tell he was
really cut up and feeling a little delicate, so I slowly and gently
ran my fingers through his hair, almost whispering "You are a
gorgeous, intelligent young man who will find someone as wonderful,
its just a matter of time...but you are young, you should just
enjoy yourself for now...".

 


He looked up at me and said, "Well....I
know I haven't told you...but I did really enjoy that night with
you...it was amazing...but I've been avoiding coming here, what
with my mom being your best friend...".


I carried on playing with his hair, spinning the web
of desire like a black widow spider, replying "Oh Daniel...so
glad to hear you say that...it was a special night for both of
us...and yes, your mom and I are the best of friends....but she
doesn't need to know about this...whether it happens again or
not...".

 


I left it hanging beautifully, so his
inevitable response was "I see....would you like it if it did
happen again?". I could sense that question coming, but it
still aroused me immensely when he asked it, my nipples throbbing
in my black sheer bra, probably visible through my light blue
summer dress.

 


"Well of course I would.....but I can see
you're feeling vulnerable right now, so it would be wrong to take
advantage of that..." I replied, though I wanted nothing more
than to take advantage of him. I could see he was incredibly tense
and let my hand slip down to his shoulders.

 


I squeezed one shoulder gently and said
"Oh honey, you are all knotted up....why don't we just get you
all relaxed tonight, you shouldn't be home alone on a night like
this...". Daniel sighed a little and then looked up at me
smiling, saying "You're right, all this has really stressed me
out....I'd love to stay here and chill for the night...that feels
real nice by the way...".



With that, I stood up behind the sofa and began kneading his
shoulders with both hands, enjoying the close promixity and subtle
sensuality. As he exhaled deeply with the relief, I found myself
saying "Oh Daniel...if you were my son, I'd take such good care
of you...probably spoil you rotten...".

 


He let out a nervous laugh, and I thought it
best to lighten up for the time being. "You know, I think you've
got so stressed out because you've been dealing with this all on
your own...your mom told me to be there for you if you need me, and
I always am...." I said, knowing he would respond to my
warmth.

 


"Thanks...I do appreciate that....I should
have come to you sooner...it has kind of been a lonely week since I
found out about Monica..." he said, and I felt genuine
affection for him, unusual for my ice-queen temperament.



"Oh honey, your shoulders are still so knotted, I think you
should let me pamper you this evening...how about a long soak with
my expensive bath salts and lavender oil? I always indulge myself
when things are getting on top of me..." I suggested in a
sultry tone.

 


He was just starting to loosen up a little
under my circling thumbs and replied "Sure...that sounds
nice...". He was becoming putty in my fingers and I went
upstairs to run the bath.

 


Ten minutes later, my bathroom was nicely
steamed up, my large bath brim-full with hot water, full of salts,
aromatic oils and bath bombs. The combined aromas alone were a
feast for the senses, and I hollered down to Daniel that it was
ready.

 


"I'm going to pamper you all night...first
with a deep head message....and then a straight razor shave...then
a full body massage on my bed....sound good?".



"That sounds awesome..." he replied, stripping off in front
of me, only slightly shy, covering his lovely cock and balls with
his hand as he gingerly placed one foot into the bath.

 


"Hot! Perfect temperature actually..."
he gasped, easing himself in fully, adjusting to the intense heat.
He was soon chin-deep up in the foamy water, breathing in the
exotic scents that filled the bathroom. I couldn't have concocted a
more sensual environment if I'd planned it for months, but what
made it so enjoyable was how natural it was for us to be so
intimate like this.



I told Daniel to lie back and close his eyes
while I worked my magic with my fingers. I gave him a deliciously
slow and sensual head massage for the next ten minutes or so,
watching the tension drain from his face, his tense muscles
gradually loosening up. He let out soft sighs now and then, and
eventually my hands started to stray down his body, his toned chest
looking so sexy all wet and oiled up.

 


I let one hand slip under the water and found
he was getting hard as my fingers traced his stomach, then saw his
cock head poking out of the water. I let my arm slide in deeper,
running my fingers up his thick, meaty shaft, his eyes still
closed, savouring the sensation.



I was leaning over so much that my breasts had dipped into the
water, getting my dress and bra wet, so I slipped off the shoulder
straps of my
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