
Fantasy Mother

Part1

The hare sat in his room alone.  The glow of his computer the only light available.  He was watching it again.  He just couldn't help himself.  The young male came across the video online on a random search.  It was only accidental happenstance that he clicked on it several months earlier.  Once realizing the significance of the find he quickly downloaded it and hid it in an innocuous file.  In the time since he found several more related videos, but this one remained one of his favorites.

His paws were on his lap.  The thumb of one paw hooked on the waistband of his underwear to hold it open, and his other feverishly working the shaft of his pecker.  What was it the old females would warn?  It would cause blindness?  Make the fur fall off your paw?  What would they think if they knew he was doing it while watching this?

It was a porno, of course, but it was a very special one.  The female rabbit in it was being handled roughly by muscular male wolf.  Such interspecies material was considered taboo, but that wasn't what made the film so unique.  

The wolf shoved the rabbit back onto a bed and loomed over her, his large penis erect and bulbus.  

"My, what a big dick you have!"  The white and brown spotted female exclaimed with her legs spread apart, showing off her own genitalia.  

"The better to fuck you with, my dear."  The wolf growled.  

The sound was low.  The young hare didn't want to draw the attention of anyone else in the house, but he still wanted to hear the video.  Not so much for the poor dialogue, but for the moans and sloppy coitus symphony that was to come.

And her voice.

The wolf crawled on top of the rabbit, intending to impale the young female on his monstrous member.  The hare watched with fascination, his paw picking up the pace on his far less impressive organ.  The wolf pressed his hips forward and the rabbit let out a moan.

The hare was startled by a knock on his bedroom door.

"Honey," a female voice called out, "can I come in?"

The hare frantically put his erection back into his pants, and his paw snagged at the mouse to close the video.  "Just a minute, Mom!"  He said, knowing that was futile.  The knock was only cursory, she was coming in no matter what he said.  That's how she's always been.  He made several panic clicks to open something benign just as he heard the doorknob turn.  As the door swung open he made his best effort to turn as nonchalantly as possible.  

His mother stood in the doorway with a laundry basket pressed against her hip.  "Hey, Palmer,"  she said cheerily, "doing your homework?"

"Um, yeah."  The hare said, trying his best not to sound like he was lying.

"Well, I won't bother you."  She said as she let herself in.  "I just have some of your clean laundry here."  She put the basket on his bed.  "Make sure you put it away."

"Sure, Mom."  He said. 

She put a paw on her hip and frowned at him.  "You're not just humoring me, are you?  I better not find these folded clothes in the corner on the floor later."  His mother was white and brown like the young female in the video.  In fact, outside of being older with more pronounced curves, she looked exactly the same.  

And her voice, while a bit more mature, was also unmistakably the same.

"No, I'll put it away."  The hare assured her.  Anxious for her to leave.

His mother nodded without looking totally convinced.  Her paw fell away from her hip.  "Anyway, I'm going out to dinner with your aunt.  Will you be okay by yourself for a while?"

"Yeah."  

"Alright."  She said going back to the door.  "Your father won't be home until late.  I made you some supper.  It's on the top shelf in the refrigerator.  You can heat it up in the microwave when you get hungry."

"Thanks, Mom."  He said.

When the door closed behind her he let out a sigh.  That had been a close one!  As relieved as he was not to be caught he was really glad to find that he'd have the house to himself for the evening.  A little alone time with pornographic videos of his mother and no chance of discovery, what a lucky break!

Palmer sat in silence softly touching himself through his clothes, not wanting to lose the erection.  He listened to the noises of his mother getting dressed up and walking around the house gathering her things.  Up and down the house finding all the little things that are supposed the be in her purse.  Eventually the front door opened and shut, but he didn't relax yet.  Mom was notorious for her memory.  She always forgot something.  Sure enough the door opened back up momentarily before shutting again.  There was the drone of the car starting in the driveway.  It sat idle for a while and Palmer expected she had forgotten something else.  After several minutes it finally pulled out of the driveway and hummed down the street.

The hare sat for a few more minutes just in case, but it seems his mother was gone for good.  If she was going out with his aunt than she would be out for three hours at least.  His father wouldn't be home for another five.  Always putting in the overtime.  That was his old man.  

Palmer reached back for the mouse of his computer and found the video files in their hidden folder.  There were seven of them in total that he had found.  He expected he had enough time to watch all of them, and this time he wouldn't have to worry about the sound.  He could turn it up.  

The video started up with some gaudy music and credits for a number of different actors and actresses.  His mother, who's real name was Lynsey, was introduced as "Fantasy Sugar".  The video was a two hour compilation piece with several different scenes, but he knew to go to the seventeen minute mark to find the one with Miss Sugar.  

Palmer got as comfortable as possible, undressing completely to heighten the fantasy.  The clip started out setting a predictable "rich bitch" scene with his mother reading a book while stretched out on a patio lounger next to a pool.  She was wearing an incredibly skimpy bikini and a pair of large, I-don't-give-a-fuck sunglasses.  After a few glamor angles of the young and curvy bunny sunning herself a black furred male feline appeared and unconvincingly introduced himself as Bill the pool guy.  His mother responded aloofly and dismissively and "Bill" went about his work cleaning an already clean pool by skimming nothing off the surface of the water.  In short order he peeled his tee-shirt off to expose his well toned body and Palmer's mother peeked at him over the top of her book.  Her eyebrows raised in interest and biting her bottom lip.  

There was several minutes of cringy flirtations between his mother and the male.  The feline showing off his body and excessive bulge in the front of his swimming trunks while his mother reacted in increasingly erotic ways.  First lightly touching her fingertips to her mouth, slipping one in occasionally.  Then toying with her breasts and pinching at her nipples before sliding her top aside to expose her tits.  One paw wandered south to rub herself through her bikini.  

Before long the male walked over to stand next to her.  She sat up and took him by the waistband, pulling it down to expose his large member.  She played with it while making appreciative comments about its size before taking it into her mouth.  

Palmer's mother was an expert at fellatio.  Even the feline's spiny dick didn't confound her as she attacked it like she was starving.  The young hare stood up in front of the computer and started to play with himself furiously, trying to match the movements of his mother's tongue.  Frusterated that his paw was so familiar and mundane feeling.  What would her mouth feel like?  He guessed it would be marvelous, but he would only ever be able to fantasize about it.  That also frustrated him.  Still, this was more than any other boy that loved his mother more than he probably should could hope for.  

After a while the feline went down on her, snagging aside her bikini bottom to get access.  She was already glistening and ready, but he went to town anyway as per the standard porno structure.  He didn't seem to be as comfortable doing it as she had been, but she reacted as if he were an oral god.  Throwing her hair and squealing in pleasure.  For good measure grabbing his ears and pulling on them.  

Palmer continued to abuse himself while licking his free paw.  Once again he was trying to match the film.  His paw was a poor substitute for a pussy, but he worked with what he had, licking between the fingers and imagining them as her labia.  Sticking a finger in his mouth every time the feline inserted one of his into her.  

Finally they made it to the main event.  The young rabbit lady got on her paws and knees and bent over.  She reached between her legs to help guide the male's impressive, if not somewhat horrifying, member into her vagina.  His mother pursed her lips and moaned through her nose, letting out a shuddering gasp when he bottomed out in her.  He started slow and quickly gained in rhythm.  The rabbit moaned loudly at first but built up to crying out with a voice that seemed to be confused between absolute ecstasy and incredible pain.   The male added to the cacophony with his own deep throated moaning.  All the while the young hare's paw worked his penis into a froth of pre-cum, unable to contain his own babble of sexual fervor.  With all of the distractions and noise it was little wonder he didn't hear the knock on his door.  

Palmer came much earlier than he had hoped.  Grunting and squeezing down on his dick didn't stifle the stream, it only served to strengthen the spurt and he shot a rope of teen ejaculate across his keyboard.  It was disappointing.  Not only because he would now have to laboriously clean between the keys, but because he was hoping to time his ejaculation with the male when he cream-pied his mother in a few moments.  Maybe he would have better luck with the next video.  

Behind him his mother stood in the doorway to his room looking absolutely mortified.  


