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The Mother’s Sins

As I write this down I’m feeling the guilt of
several years, years that I’ve sinned more times than I can
remember. I was thirty six when it all began, and I can remember it
like it was yesterday. My name is Caroline and I’m a divorced
mother of two, both of which are eighteen. The twins were born one
minute apart, first came Alan and then Rodney.

I brought them up as best I could, but being
alone meant it was hard work. I don’t regret any of that though, as
I have a loving family and the fact that their father was never
around never seemed to bother them. At the age of eighteen both
Rodney and Alan were clearly becoming men.

It was a week after their eighteenth birthday
that the sins I talked about started to happen. I was taking a
shower, after a day spent in the garden digging up the weeds. I was
enjoying the water cascading over my body, and the soap taking the
sweat away, when I spotted movement in the mirror on the wall
opposite me. I merely glanced at first and could see my son Rodney
watching me as I showered, and for what ever reason I didn’t say
anything.

In hindsight I suppose I should’ve scolded
him for spying on his mother, but then I noticed that he was
actually playing with himself as he watched. He clearly didn’t
realize that the mirror was a two way deal, as he stood there not
even aware that I could see him. Until now I hadn’t really gotten a
good look at what he was playing with, as it sort of intrigued me
that I was turning my son on. When I did catch sight of it I
couldn’t believe my eyes, he was actually bigger than his father,
and his father wasn’t a small guy, at least not in that
department.

I think it was the memory of his father’s
cock that got me thinking erotic thoughts, and before I knew it I
was giving my own son a show. I placed one leg onto the bath side
and facing the mirror I then put some shower gel into one hand
before washing between my legs, and I lingered far longer than I
would’ve done normally. He must have seen every inch of my pussy,
and I wondered what thoughts were going through his dirty little
mind.

It wasn’t long after that that he stepped
back and out of view, and I’m guessing had a hand full of semen to
dispose of. To my knowledge Rodney hadn’t been with someone of the
opposite sex yet, and this must have been an exciting moment for
him. I knew he had men’s magazines in his room, even though he’d
tried to hide them, but you can’t beat the real thing no matter how
good your imagination is. I finished cleaning myself up, and got
dressed. When I got down stairs Rodney was making him self a drink
and I decided not to say anything.

It was two days later when things took a turn
for what was going to become a guilt trip for me for some time to
come. I’d just had a shower and because I knew that Rodney and Alan
had gone into town I just placed a short towel around myself and
went down to the kitchen to make myself a cup of coffee. The towel
barely covered my ass, but being alone meant that it didn’t matter.
I was bending down near to the kitchen sink when Rodney suddenly
hobbled in and must have caught one hell of a sight. I stood up
clutching the towel around me, such as it was, and then asked him
what was wrong as I could see he was in some discomfort.

“Some stupid kid in the mall
tried to jump a waste basket with his skateboard and ended up head
butting me between the legs when he didn’t make it,” he said,
wincing with pain.

I tried my very hardest not to laugh, but it
was the way he explained it, I could visualize the incident. Had I
been there I probably would’ve laughed my head off, but I think I
only managed to keep it to a smile. I could see though that he was
in considerable pain, and that made me act.

“Ok, take your trousers off,
and I’ll apply an ice pack to it,” I said, trying to seem more
sympathetic.

He took his pants down and I grabbed an
icepack from the freezer, and once I placed it over his crotch and
over his briefs he just held it there.

“That should bring the
swelling out as well as the bruise, and for god sake leave it there
for at least ten minutes,” I said, knowing that it would ease the
pain.

As I backed off I could see him staring at my
legs, and got conscious of what he may have seen when he first
walked in so I went up stairs and put some clothes on. By the time
I got back down stairs he was doubled over in pain, and I felt for
him. I then sat him down and took the ice pack away; I felt I had
to see what was hurting him so much. He objected at first, but I
insisted that he let me have a look.

When he finally agreed I told him to pull his
briefs down, and although he hesitated he did remove them. I tried
not to stare at the semi hard cock before me, and instead looked at
the area he was groaning about. He had a large black bruise around
the right side of his testicles, and a fair bit of swelling, but he
was going to live. At least that’s what I told him, and then I
rubbed a cream into the affected area. It was while doing that that
his cock started to grow, and at first I just ignored it. But the
bigger it got the harder it was to ignore, until finally I told him
to put his briefs back on.
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