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Chapter 1

 


 


The ping of a text notification caused
Kristen to look away from the spreadsheet she’d been working on and
to her phone by the mousepad. She didn’t see a message on the
screen and when the sound repeated itself, she realized it was from
her other phone, the one she kept in her purse.

Even though she’d been expecting a message,
her stomach tightened and her heart beat faster with what had
become an all too familiar mix of excitement tinged with guilt.

Kristen removed the cheap phone, the one that
had only one number in it and served one purpose, one that caused
the guilt to elevate over excitement when she took note of her
silver wedding band and the diamond behind it

She shouldn’t have started this, shouldn’t be
doing this; shouldn’t keep doing this.

But yet she knew she would, at least just
this one last time.

Wasn’t that what she told herself the last
time and the time before that and…

Kristen looked at message.

“I booked a room at the
Lodge on route one so you wouldn’t have to drive as far. I used the
card you put me on as a signer.”

“That’s fine,” she
typed the simple reply.

Even though this was a different phone James
didn’t know about, Kristin always kept the texts brief and would
delete the conversations immediately. She had been raised with the
corny, but true, saying that if you had to hide something odds are
it was wrong in the first place, and she’d become a perfect example
of it.

They spoke on it though, whenever James
wasn’t home and at night when she went to bed early and was alone
before her husband would finally come up from binge watching
Netflix, figuring she’d be asleep.

He’d slip in the bed, careful to not wake her
but at times he did and she pretended to be asleep because it was
easier than saying good night and a “Love you” that at this stage
had only been words for far too long.

Sometimes those conversations were simple and
casual, how was your day, how was work, her asking about his
classes because he was less than half her age. Other times they
were pining; wish you were here, wish I could kiss you, wish you
were beside me.

Others were raunchy, telling each other what
they’d do if they were together. Kristin would have thought dirty
talk like that was for younger people, God knew James thought sex
itself was, but she found herself enjoying dropping the persona of
an older professional career woman and moaning into the phone like
a porn star.

Many times the moans weren’t fake as she used
her vibe or fingered herself to an orgasm while her young lover
told her all the dirty things he’d do for her. How he’d tongue fuck
her before licking her to a slow teasing orgasm.

How he’d hold her down and ‘make’ her take
his cock in her mouth before fucking her while she begged him to
stop. How he’d roll her over and take her doggy, his favorite
thing, and give her a good hard spanking to go along with pounding
her with his young hard cock.

She’d cum groaning his name into the phone,
then listen to his own moans and heavy breathing as he came. His
cock erupting sending warm sticky cum down his hand and shaft while
they both wished it was going down her throat, on her body or deep
inside her.

Kristin closed her eyes when she realized not
only had her nipples stiffened, but there was a tingling between
her thighs accompanied by a warm feeling building within her. This
was absurd; she was a mid-forties married woman, not a young horny
girl

But yet she was still a woman and that’s what
he brought out in her in every way. Including one that made all of
this wrong and it wasn’t even that she was married.

“What time are you coming?
You getting out early?”

“I’ll be there by three to
beat traffic.”

“Nice! I made reservations
at Floramos for six so you can take a nap.” The last word was
followed by a winking emoji. “And I’m paying for dinner; not
fair you pay for everything.”

“I have money, you
don’t.” Again, she kept the reply brusque as if she were
meeting a casual friend and not driving up to spend the next few
hours having dinner and torrid sex with a man who wasn’t her
husband.

“Are you wearing the red
dress you sent me a picture of?”

She shook her head, envisioning not just the
dress but how she’d taken selfies in it and sent them to him.
Again, like a much younger woman showing off for her boyfriend.

But she loved doing it because he loved how
she looked and proved it every time they were together. When was
the last time James had even noticed when she bought something
new?

Now when she wore something new it was
noticed, admired, and eventually ended on the floor, the ultimate
form of appreciation.

“It’s a bit much to wear to
work, but I’ll change and wear it to dinner.”

“Cool, dessert is on the
menu!” This was followed by a laughing emoji then an eggplant
which made her roll her eyes. But what did she expect; he was
acting his age.

Then again, so was she, after all wasn’t she
right in the wheelhouse of when midlife crisis generally hit?

“Can’t wait to see you
Krissy!”

“I’m too old to be a
Krissy.” But a small smile curved her lips at the absurd
nickname.

“Never too old to feel
young and I hope you’re in the mood to feel young
tonight.”

He was joking but when she typed her reply,
she felt her throat tighten with emotion.

“You have no idea how bad I
need to feel you.”

“Makes two of us, see you
soon. Love you!”

“Love you too,” she
whispered the words while typing them and her eyes began to fill.
She did love him, and now in every way, but this way was so
wrong!

But if it was, why did it feel so right?

Because that’s how wrong she was. That she
had allowed herself to let a situation that had started as lust
driven by neglect and hurt evolve, or was it devolve? Into a full
blown love affair.

“I’ll call when I’m
close.” She hesitated, her fingers hovering over the phone. She
wanted to tell him what to say if he received a ‘checking up call’
but she’d been over it with him several times and last time he told
her if she didn’t want to feel bad about this to stop bringing it
up. He knew what was at stake and had as much to lose as she
did.

“I’ll tell you when I’m
close later!” Another emoji; a goofy face with a tongue
sticking out. He was being playful, and Kristin was sure he’d have
her feeling playful soon enough but everything being a joke rubbed
her the wrong way when she wasn’t in his presence.

Because when she was with him, he knew how to
rub her the right way and that’s what counted. No, it was more than
just sex and that was making an already complicated and immoral
situation even worse.

Kristen dropped the phone back into her purse
and noticed it was 1:30. She’d worked through her lunch hour to get
a few more things done before the weekend and still be able to
leave early.

She turned on her gone for the day
notifications and shut down her computer before getting up, locking
her office and walking through the office and into the
bathroom.

She did all of this slowly and with robotic
deliberateness as her body worked on autopilot and her mind began
to sink into that unnerving feeling of knowing she was once again
leaving work, and the state, to commit an act of adultery.

Lying about it as usual, but she supposed a
lie wasn’t an additional transgression but part of the act of
cheating.

“Listen, James, I’m not
going to see our son at school. I am going to Boston and will see
him, but I’ll also be…”

“Don’t,” she whispered
beneath her breath as she entered the bathroom. She needed to get a
grip on herself, she had over an hour ride ahead of her and she
couldn’t let her head spin, which in turn made her stomach turn and
her heart ache.

But that had stopped just during the brief
text conversation where she’d not only become aroused but smiled at
his replies. Even that distant form of contact had an effect on
her, but once she’d hung up reality continued to pry itself back
into her mind, another part of the pattern.

But never enough to turn around and go home
where she’d be just as miserable but for different reasons.
Kristin’s options were guilt and shame, but feeling desired, loved
and satisfied versus being lonely even when James was there,
unwanted and frustrated both sexually and emotionally.

On a couple of occasions over the last four
months she had chosen the option of going home and telling herself
she’d done the right thing and being unhappy was worth not taking
the risk of destroying her family, but most of the time, she went
for the several hours of pleasure and affection.

One way or another she’d still feel guilty
afterwards, but at least she went home feeling like a woman and not
a roommate to a man who was becoming more and more a husband in
name only.

Kristin placed her purse on the counter and
looking into the mirror, removed her hair from the clip she’d used
to pin it up. She shook her head, sending her long ash blonde hair
flying about while pulling the brush from her purse.

“You should cut your air,
most women are age wear it shorter, you’re not a kid
anymore.”

Kristin heard James’s voice in her mind while
she gave each side of her hair several long strokes. As soon as it
straightened the ends would spring back into gentle curls that were
all natural.

As were the several thin streaks of gray.
Because of the shade of her hair, they weren’t noticeable unless
someone was close and even then if they were really looking for
them.

“At least dye it, I don’t
know any other women who let the gray show.”

He didn’t notice when she wore a new outfit,
hell, he didn’t notice when she wore something slinky to bed
instead of a t-shirt back when she still tried to spark some
interest in him.

But her grays? Those he was right on top of.
Had to be on top of something she thought, but with less bitterness
than she had in the past because now she was no longer going
without.

She eyed her hair as she tucked the brush
away and removed a small make up case. Kristin had thought of
coloring it and even cutting it a bit shorter and trying a new
style, but her partner in lust and love said he’d be upset as he
loved everything about her and women who didn’t care about the gray
were, in his words “Confident and sexy as fuck.”

Because he knew women at the ripe age of
twenty, but he knew this woman and that’s all that mattered. What
he liked, he’d get because he did a damn good job of giving her
what she liked.

Kristin wore her make up light at work and
today had been no different, but now that she was leaving the world
of work hard and heading into the much more entertaining world of
playing hard, it was time to play that role.

She moved quickly, not wanting to spend too
much time in the bathroom and either get curious looks or deal with
questions about why she was touching herself up. Kristin would say
she was meeting James for a late lunch and an early start to the
weekend or friends for a few drinks to do the same.

She could avoid it, but the first few times
she’d left early and gone straight to Boston she’d stopped at a
rest stop or fast food place and used the bathroom and spending
time there on her face made her feel even sleazier for some
reason.

She could always do it in the car in the
parking lot of the hotel, but by the time she arrived there Kristin
would only be thinking of getting into the room and the welcoming
arms and lips of her newfound love.

Kristin knew she could skip the makeup
completely, he wouldn’t care, he’d see it as even more confidence,
but it had been some time since she’d felt the desire to look her
best for a man, and even though it was never said, she knew he
appreciated it and everything else about her.

Kristin reapplied her gray eye shadow, then
worked some light brown into it. The smoky effect not only brought
out her deep brown eyes but matched the charcoal grey blouse she
wore.

She skipped using any blush as leaving her
cheeks bare caused her eyes to pop even more against her fair
complexion. To further enhance both her lack of natural color and
makeup, she used a lip liner before putting a fresh coat of blood
red lipstick.

The deep shade matched her fingers and her
toes; currently hidden in the short sensible pumps she wore. She’d
gotten the mani Pedi two days ago and had been getting them weekly
as there was now someone worth having long sexy nails and smooth
soft feet for.

Look good, feel good as the saying went, and
for now Kristin was telling herself to do both in that moment.
Tonight, at dinner, they’d talk and she’d…what? End it? End her
marriage? Keep going like this?

“I said feel good, dammit,”
she muttered as she looked into the mirror.

She frowned at the darker skin beneath her
eyes. She pulled out her compact and dabbed the soft cotton pad
under her eyes, blending the foundation over the circles which
spoke of her not getting a lot of sleep at night.

She fell asleep fine but would then wake up
and would find herself fretting her situation and how had she
gotten here, and how the fuck was she going to make it work that
wouldn’t end in someone’s pain.

She’d sleep later though, even if it was just
the nap before dinner, Kristin knew she’d sleep like a baby in her
baby’s arms. She grimaced at how cheesy, even as a thought, that
line was, but it was true.

Kristin zipped her purse then took a step
back and adjusted her blouse where one side had untucked while
sitting the last few hours. Both the blouse and skirt were tighter
than what she’d usually wear to the office, but not what she’d call
inappropriate.

The blouse showed off her impressive breasts
as demonstrated by how the top button was an ounce of pressure away
from bursting. It tapered as it fell, clinging to her sides and
showing off her waist before coming to rest over the swell of her
hips.

Overall, Kristin was on the slender side,
which made the size of her breasts stand out even more. Same for
the waist down where despite her long well-toned legs, her ass,
which the skirt flattered as much as the top did her breasts, had a
little more curve to it than one would expect.

As her best friend Kim told her, Kristin
pissed her off because she was thin where she needed to be, but had
the curves in all the right places. She’d add those places were
exactly where men wanted to grab and she had more than enough for
them to get a good grip.

Kristin’s sheer black stockings were nothing
exceptional at a casual glance, but she knew they were thigh highs
and that beneath the sexy, but still professional ensemble was a
skimpy lace thong and matching bra that was far more playful than
the rest of her attire. The shoes on the other hand were a bit
dull, but she wasn’t going to wear heels at work.

But she’d remedy that soon enough.

“Who is he?”

Kristin jumped and released a startled
breath. She’d been so wrapped up in checking herself out, she
hadn’t heard the door open or even see Janine appear in the mirror
behind her when she entered.

“He?” Kristin slipped her
purse over her arm while turning to face her.

“Yes, the he you’re dolling
yourself up for while you’re leaving three hours early,” she paused
for effect before adding. “Again.”

“Not that it’s your
business,” Kristin went for the indignant play. “But I’m heading up
to see Jason and want to beat the Friday traffic up there. I also
have plenty of time accrued to cover leaving.”

“You need make up to see
your son?” Janine smirked. “You trying to get some of his friends
to look at you?”

“Of course not!”

“You’re looking good for
someone and it’s not your son, and I have a feeling it’s not your
husband.”

“Just because I’m a mother
going to visit her son doesn’t mean I have to look like an old
lady.” Kristin replied, still trying to act offended but she could
hear the lack of conviction in her tone and hoped Janine
couldn’t.

“True, but come on,
Kristin. That smoky eyeshadow effect, the way to young for you
unless you’re on the prowl shade of lipstick, it all screams you’re
meeting someone to make you scream.”

“I’m married, thank you
very much.”

“You are, and so was I when
I caught my husband screwing our daughter’s tutor.” She sighed.
“You’re not what I’d call an over sharer, but its clear you haven’t
been all that happy at home the last couple of years.”

“I have to get going, over
an hour drive.” Kristin went to walk past her, but Janine reached
out and put her hand on her shoulder.

“I’m not trying to get up
in your life or sound preachy,” she said softly. “We’ve worked
together for ten years, and I considered us to be friends to some
degree.”

“Janine,” Kristin eased her
arm from under the other woman’s hand. “I appreciate the concern,
but there’s nothing going on.”

“Catching Bernie cheating
was an awful thing, but how much longer would he have used me and
made a fool of me? The divorce was rocky, but look at me now. I met
Bill five years ago and he’s amazing and I remarried and couldn’t
be happier. We all deserve to be happy.”

“Thank you, love life Yoda,
I’ll keep that in mind.”

“You’re being defensive, I
don’t blame you. That’s the thing Kristin; we lie to ourselves and
that makes us lie to everyone else. Falling out of love isn’t the
bad thing, it happens, but continuing to let the other party think
its still there is the mistake.”

“Good advice if it
applied.” Kristin told her while softening her tone. She was the
one who was wrong here, Janine was just trying to help. “And yes,
James and I aren’t as close as we were, but it’ll work
out.”

“It doesn’t have to, that’s
the point.” Janine explained. “This isn’t the old days where
divorce was this awful sin. You’re not happy, your husband isn’t
happy, why keep going? Why not let yourself be happy with someone
else.”

She hesitated and looked away when she
uttered the rest.

“Maybe you already have, or
who knows, maybe James has. You could be happy with no stress or
conflict, just leave. If you don’t, you’re playing James, playing
whoever the other man is,” she put her hand up. “Hypothetically of
course and turning yourself into the cheap other woman stringing
both men along and you’re better than that, but you have to see
that you are.”

“Nice morality lecture,”
Kristin went back to her former tone but self aware enough to know
it was because of how close to home Janine was coming. “I’m sure
its good advice, but for the last time, I’m going to Boston to see
my son. I miss him, and whether boys his age will admit it or not,
they still need their mother.”

“But not their father? Why
doesn’t James go with you?”

“He does sometimes, but…”
Kristin briefly met Janine’s eyes and could see how skeptical she
was. “I don’t need to get into that with you.”

“You don’t and I’m sorry to
upset you.” Janine gave her a smile that pissed her off because she
had her dead to rights and knew it. “It’s your life, but I was
there and the one who didn’t know it.”

“For the last time, I’m
going to see my son. You want me to call him in front of you, and
you can ask if we have plans to go to dinner tonight?”

She pulled her phone, her main phone, from
her purse and held it out to Janine.

“Say the word.” She egged
her on. “In fact, I’ll text him to call me so you can see his face
come up on the screen. You’ve met him, you know what he looks and
sounds like.”

“No need,” Janine put her
hands up. “I didn’t mean to stir up drama. But honestly, Kristin
some people are starting to talk, you’re being obvious, so whether
you’re mad or not, just think about how it looks.”

Kristin nodded and as she walked away Janine
tossed in the last word dagger.

“Of course, what Bernie
taught me is most people end up caught because they want to be.
That way they can say they weren’t the ones to end it.”

“For fuck’s sake I’m going
to see my goddamn kid!” Kristin snapped, but left the bathroom,
shoving open the door and letting it slam behind her.

Kristin wasn’t lying, she was going to see
Jason. She was just leaving out what was going to happen once she
did.




Chapter Two

 


“Shit,” Kristin grunted
when she saw James number come up on the phone.

She’d caught some traffic on 93 and at 3:15
and still two exits from the hotel. Had she already been there she
doubted she’d answer. She’d call back at some point, but only after
she felt she could control her emotions and not sound like
something was wrong.

She gripped the wheel more tightly as the
ringing phone sounded through the car speakers. Kristin’s eyes
again fell on her wedding bands. Why didn’t she take them off when
she did this?

Why should she bother? She knew she was
married and so did he. It would only be to assuage her own guilt,
and she didn’t deserve that peace. Not to mention she feared she’d
forget to put them back on.

Maybe it was best to speak to him now, then
she wouldn’t owe him a call back until she was on the way home. She
tapped the wheel to answer.

“Hey, James, it’s not even
3:30, are you still at work?”

“You’re not,” His deep
voice rumbled the simple response.

She hadn’t told him she was leaving early
this way it would work out the way it was now; her already out of
the state and not giving him a chance to talk her into staying
home.

“I didn’t tell you I was
getting out early to get a jump on…?”

“You didn’t. I called your
extension and when you didn’t answer, shot you and e-mail and got
your out of the office reply.”

“Why wouldn’t you just call
my cell?”

“Because then you could say
you were there when you weren’t.”

“Are you saying I’d lie to
you about where I am?”

“Pretty sure that’s what I
said,” he grunted. “You did it a couple of weeks ago, left work at
lunch and didn’t tell me. Your assistant Scott told me.”

“We talked about that;
Jason came down to surprise me because his classes were cancelled
that day.”

“Funny he came to see
Mommy, but not me.”

“He came home with me after
we went out to lunch and caught Fantastic Four.” No, she’d gone to
a cheap motel and had four fantastic orgasms, but Kristin had
checked the movie times to find one that would work to get her back
to the house for dinner. “He stayed and watched most the Sox game
with you.”

“And you’re telling me
you’re on your way to see him now?”

“I’m almost there, so
yes.”

“You’ve gone up there three
times in the last few weeks and he came down here the day we just
talked about.”

“I didn’t know a mother had
a limit on how often she can see her son.”

“Maybe there should
be.”

“Cut the shit, James. Who
cares how often I see Jason? I miss him.”

“He’s not our little boy
anymore. He’s twenty, school full time, working part time and I’m
sure he has friends and chasing girls. He’s getting a taste of
independence and doesn’t need mommy coming up there on Friday
nights.”

“He can act grown up, but
he likes me coming there.” And she loved coming while up there.
“When he tells me to leave him be, I will.”

“Funny he didn’t seem to
miss you his first two semesters there.”

“He was dating Vicky, so
you’re right, at that point he didn’t want me hanging around. Now
he has time for me and I’m not going to waste it because how long
before he doesn’t anymore?”

“Where are you really
going, Kristin?”

“I told you where I’m
going! You want me to have Jason call you when I get
there?”

“Maybe you have him lying
for you.”

No maybe about that, but she held her
ground.

“You assume I have
something I need to lie about.” She gave him a chance to reply and
when he didn’t, had the audacity to press on. “Just say it, James.
You think I’m stepping out on you.”

“I…” Now that she’d put it
out there, he seemed to be backing off. Kristin knew he couldn’t
know for sure that she was because the half truth she was surviving
on was, she always did see Jason. “It seems that way.” He
finished

“I’m either at work, home
or with Jason these days. When do you think I’m
cheating?”

“Its how you act,
you…”

“How I act? You haven’t
wanted to come near me in a long time, you tell me I’m going gray,
that I should cut my hair, and I’m no fun, but its hard for me to
be fun when you don’t want to touch me anymore!”

This came out in an angry rush that surprised
her as much as it probably did him. Why was she complaining? The
way he treated her made it easy to carry on the way she had. What
if he did want to be intimate with her?

Being the sloppy seconds for two men? Not to
mention…

“And since you don’t seem
to mind not touching me, you must be touching someone else,
right?”

“You’re turning this around
on me?” James sounded genuinely incredulous. “You have nerve
Kristin, you know that?”

“I know I’m ten minutes
away from Jason and I’m not doing this over the phone.”

“Then we’ll talk when you
get home, when’s that going to be?”

“When I decide to. Last I
looked I didn’t have a curfew.”

“You’ve spent the night
before, I don’t like that.”

“Why? Not like you’re
missing out on what you don’t want any more.”

“Maybe if you acted like
you wanted me to want you it would be different.”

“What is this, a stupid
take on that Cheap Trick song wanting someone to want them? I lose
track of time and I’m afraid I’d fall asleep on the way
home.”

“Jason has a
roommate.”

“So? You think he’s going
to make a move on his friend’s mother like its some dumb sex story?
My friend’s hot mom crap? Jason lets me stay in his bed and he
takes the couch. Don’t worry James, I’m not banging Jason’s
friends.”

Wow, she had some serious gall, the way she
was playing things off and mixing truth in with lies.

“Besides,” she continued.
“It was nice, we went for breakfast, I met a couple more of his
friends and I was home by noon.”

“Just be sure you come home
tonight.”

“Okay, daddy, I’ll think
about it.”

“Grow up, Kristin, you’re a
married woman, not a young girl doing sleepovers at a friend’s
house. After rush hour it’s an hour or so ride home, you’re not
that far away.”

“Bye, James, good talk.”
She ended the call and changed lanes.

Boston University was still a few exits away
and with current traffic over an hour, but the exit for the hotel
on route one was coming up next. Kristin took several long slow
breaths, trying to calm herself and leave her marital bullshit
behind.

Even as she compounded that bullshit. She was
appalled that she could get angry at James and turn the argument on
him. She doubted he was cheating, they’d just fallen out of love
and lived like damn roommates and maybe some of that was on her,
and right now it was all on her.

Kristin tapped the wheel as her stomach
fluttered as it always did when she was close to wherever she’d
commit adultery this time. Like that was the worst of this, she
thought wryly. Only she could make the actual cheating the
secondary source of ‘wrong’ in this situation.

She spotted the hotel in the distance, went
through the typical moment of wanting to call it off, turn around
and head home. Take charge and do the right thing even if it was
just this time not doing the wrong thing.

But as always, she continued to drive and
when she turned into the Hotel’s entrance felt the same feeling of
inevitability as she always did. Deep down she knew any thought of
cancelling and tucking tail and running was her lying to herself by
making it seem like she had a conscience.

Kristin parked and after shutting the car
off, checked herself in the mirror, fluffing her hair out with her
hands, then undid the top two buttons of the blouse allowing it to
open enough to see some of her ample cleavage and just a hint of
the black bra.

She exited the car and opened the back door,
lifted her right leg and slipped the pump off and replaced it with
one of the black heels she’d brought. She leaned against the car to
slide the strap over her ankle and buckle it before repeating the
move with other shoe.

These weren’t just heels, but pretty much
fuck me heels and the walk to the hotel room would be about as far
as she’d be able to deal with them, but she was sure either they’d
be off her feet, or she’d be off her feet not long from now.

Kristin leaned over and grabbed the black
clothes bag which contained the red dress off its hook, then picked
up the overnight bag from the seat which contained the shorter but
still sexy red heels and a red bra and thong similar to the set she
had on along with a pair of jeans and a plain t-shirt she could
toss on for the ride home tomorrow if she chose to stay.

Using her ‘ho phone’ as she called it, she
texted. “I’m here, which room?”

She’d made it into the lobby before the reply
came.

“Sorry was in the shower,
112.”

Kristin walked to the hallway, studying the
signs and turned left to head for the room. She passed two men in
suits and although she kept her eyes in front of her still caught
the way their eyes moved up and down, appraising her.

“She looks high end.” One
of them said just loud enough for her to hear.

Kristin didn’t even deem the comment worth an
eye roll. Maybe because he wasn’t wrong, there was a price to be
paid for her company tonight both by her and her lover.

But only if caught or confessed and neither
was happening right now and that’s all that mattered. Her heart
pounded in the nervous anticipation that even after four months she
still experienced each time.

Kristin could also feel her body reacting,
her nipples tightening, her breath picking up and her face, and a
lot more, growing warmer. As always, her physical wants and needs
were rising above all else.

She reached the room and knocked softly.
Another man passed her and gave her an odd look, his lips twitching
downward. Another one thinking she was a working girl showing up to
entertain.

Were there that many escorts her age?

Her breath caught and her heart missed a beat
when the door opened enough for her to enter. Kristin walked a few
steps into the room, noting the thick black drapes were closed
plunging the room into shadows.

The lamp on either side of the king sized bed
in the middle of the room had been dimmed casting a warm intimate
glow around it.

“Let me get
that.”

Kristin kept her eyes on the bed, as she let
the bags be tugged from her hands. It’s where she would be soon.
Either sprawled out naked or perhaps partially dressed, her skirt
over her hips, thong pulled to the side, her blouse open and
breasts popped out from her bra.

“Damn,” he spoke from her
left where she saw him out of the corner of her eye hanging the
bags in the open closet. “You look great, m…”

“Krissy!” She cut him off
immediately. “Kris, honey, baby, but not that. Not when we’re
together like this.”

“Sorry,” he said softly as
he came around in front of her.

“Sorry I get snippy, but we
talk about this all the time and…oh.”

Jason hadn’t been kidding about being in the
shower as he stood before her with just a towel around his waist,
his short thick sandy brown hair still damp and some droplets
glistening across his chest and shoulders.

“That’s so not fair,” she
whispered.

“I don’t know what you’re
talking about,” he tried to look serious as his lips twitched,
struggling not to smile.

Meanwhile, Kristin couldn’t help sucking her
lower lip as she was once again reminded that her son was no longer
a young boy, but a man and one hell of a man. His broad shoulders
and rugged chest, his well-defined biceps and thick forearms were
all a testament of how hard he worked at the gym combined with
unloading trucks at Mass port three nights a week.

A drop of water trickled down his hard flat
stomach and Kristin felt the urge to drop to her knees and follow
the wet trail with her tongue. God, he was fine, and she knew from
experience what was beneath that towel was as magnificent as the
rest of him.

Right, because every mother knew what her
son’s cock looked like. Not just looked like, but how it tasted and
how it felt inside them.

“Hey, lady, my eyes are up
here,” he joked, and she tore her gaze from his impressive physique
to meet his gaze.

His eyes were a deep shade of ocean blue and
his features a blend of both hers and James, her cheekbones with
his father’s strong rugged jawline allowed him to look both pretty
and bad ass if he went with a few days of scruff.

But she preferred him pretty and he always
shaved for her and today was no exception.

“And those eyes are as
beautiful as the rest of you,” she placed her hand on his smooth
cheek and loved how he nuzzled into her palm.

“What can I say? I have a
hot mom.”

He took her wrist, and a shudder went through
her when he softly kissed the back of her hand. “I guess I should
give pop some credit too, I have his eyes.”

“You don’t have to tell me
that, I see them every time I see you.” She pulled her hand away
with more force than she intended.

“Ease up,” Jason leaned in
to kiss her, but she turned away from him, walking closer to the
bed.

“I always do, and I’m not
sure that’s a good thing.”

“Okay,” Jason said from
directly behind her. “This again.”

“This is a big deal, Jason.
What we’re doing is wrong.”

“What we’re doing feels
amazing.” He put his hands on her shoulders and gently massaged
them. “Damn you’re tense,” he laughed. “Thought I was the one who
was supposed to be stiff here.”

“Why do you always joke
about this?”

“Because if I was uptight
like you nothing would ever happen.” He brushed her hair to the
side and placed his chin on her shoulder. “You do this every time.
Come here looking so good, so playful, then you get a case of the
this is wrong, and I show you how its not.”

He chuckled and flicked his tongue across her
ear.

“I think you just like
playing hard to get.”

“No, when I’m not with you
I feel so bad about this. I promise we’ll talk about it, then
you…ohh,” she purred when he kissed her neck. “Do that.”

“Because you love this,” he
kissed her once more then slid his lips down the curve of her neck
before sucking gently on her sensitive flesh. He kissed his way
back up to just behind her ear and she released a whimper when he
nibbled on her ear lobe.

“Yeah, that’s it, just
relax and let me make it all better,” he eased her hair to the
other side, and she sighed and felt herself already surrendering to
his soft lips and sweet kisses.

Was she really this easy? Some sweet kisses
and she was ready to go? It might not be such a bad thing if this
were any other man, but this was her son. Her son, who when she
leaned back into him, was hard for her.

The heels made her close to his height of
just over six feet and when she swayed her ass side to side, he
released a moan, his breath hot on her neck. Jason’s arms slipped
beneath hers, encircling her waist and drawing her more firmly
against his young hard body.

Kristin lifted her right arm, wrapping it
around Jason’s head, her fingers running through his wet hair. His
hands rose, moving along her sides and grazing along her
breasts.

His fingers found the button between them and
popped it open. She released a sharp hiss as he did, finding the
experience of her son undressing her as surreal as the first time
it had happened.

Kristin thought she’d grow accustomed to this
in the same way all lovers gained familiarity with one another, but
this was different, each encounter still seeming as taboo as the
one before.

“I love this outfit,” he
spoke in her ear pausing to give her lobe a playful nip. “Your sexy
power suit.”

“I’ve had this awhile,
you’ve seen it before,” she turned her head, parting her lips to
meet his.

“You weren’t mine
before.”

The excited shiver she experienced were as
much from his words as his lips pressing to hers. He saw her as
his, not just his mother, but his lover, his woman, his in every
way.

He kissed her mouth the way he had her neck,
soft and teasing. Kristin moaned in her throat, her pleasure tinged
with a hint of frustration as she wanted nothing more than to kiss
him hard and plunder his mouth with her tongue.

But she held back, letting him take the lead
as he demonstrated a playful patience that belied his age while
she, the older, more experienced lover, had to resist tearing into
him.

But his words, insane as they were
considering who they were to each other, were true. Kristin had
given herself to him, and the first time she did, it was his slow
sensual approach that had warmed her heart as well as another area
of her body.

She was rapidly heating up now as they shared
a long lingering kiss while he finished unbuttoning her blouse. His
hands slipped into it, caressing her tummy before sliding over her
breasts, fondling them through the thin lace bra.

“Look at us,” he whispered
against her lips as gripped her sides and turned her slightly to
the left.

Kristin turned her head, breaking the kiss
and whimpering when his lips immediately returned to her neck. She
saw them reflected in the full length mirror inside the closet door
he’d left open, and she was willing to bet it was just for this
reason.

Jason had always been mature for his age, but
Kristin had learned quickly that when it came to sex the word
precocious was more fitting. His smooth talk, his patience, his
sensual way of moving, and the little games he played.

Games like greeting her in just a towel to
throw her off her latest ‘we should talk’ attempt, and games like
the mirror that had her captivated by the sight of her son behind
her, his face in her neck, his hands back on her breasts and the
look of pure lust in her dark eyes.

Her flushed face and chest, the way her hips
rocked back into his cock and her mouth watered at the idea of
tasting it while her cunt ached with the need to have it inside
her.

Jason pushed her arms down to her sides where
they remained as he gripped the top of her blouse and eased it
down. His lips found the smooth top of her shoulder, placing a
trail of tender kisses across it as he worked the blouse down her
arms.

“That’s so nice,” she
purred as he worked along her upper back and cross her other
shoulder as she tugged her arms up to remove them from the
sleeves.

Jason continued to lavish her upper back and
shoulders with sweet kisses while his hands not so sweetly found
her breasts and gave them a firm squeeze through the bra. The clasp
was in the front, and she held her breath when he gripped it
between his fingers and deftly popped it open.

Kristin’s heavy breasts sprang free as Jason
opened the bra with a flourish, exposing her tits, which she was
proud to say, even in her forties were still things of wonder.

Large and perfectly shaped, her creamy flesh
still firm to the touch, her nipples and the flesh around them a
deep shade of wine red, and currently as hard and swollen as her
son’s cock pressed into her ass.

So far gravity had been kind to her and for
the most part they sat as high and proud as they had when she was
in her twenties. Jason’s hands quickly found them, cupping them and
lifting them higher as if showing them off to her in the
mirror.

Kristin’s hands covered his, curling her
fingers into them and causing him to squeeze her harder.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned when
his fingers found her aching nipples, rolling them between them.
“They’re yours, aren’t they?”

“All mine,” he gave her a
light pinch for emphasis causing her to emit a high pitched squeak
but sending a wave of wet heat through her yearning
cunt.

She groaned in disappointment when his hands
left her breasts, but her excitement quickly returned when they
slipped behind her, and she felt him unzip her skirt. It loosened
and as he pushed it down, Kristin wiggled her hips, giving a sexy
shimmy.

Jason dropped to his knees behind her as he
shoved her skirt to the floor and she moaned when he gave her left
ass cheek a kiss. She lifted each foot, stepping out of the skirt
then kicked it away.

“Hmm, thigh highs!” Jason’s
hands ran along her legs. “And this thong! Someone’s here to have
fun.”

He followed the remark by placing his mouth
on her ass and sucking on it.

“No marks!” she snapped
with more force than she intended.

“Not like he looks at you
anyway,” Jason quipped, but then joked. “Turn the other cheek,” and
kissed the right side of her ass.

His hands slid up over the black stockings
and the soft flesh of her inner thighs. Kristin whimpered when the
edge of his hand rubbed her cunt through the thin lace of the
thong.

The whimper turned into a squeal when he
pulled the thong to the side and buried his face in her well
rounded ass. He spread her cheeks and Kristin gasped when his
tongue teased over her pink rosebud.

“So bad!” she breathed even
as her hips rocked, and she squirmed in his face.

Her eyes found the mirror, and she felt as if
she were watching a taboo porn video. Her down to her heels,
stockings and thong, Jason squatting behind her, his hands now on
her hips as he rimmed his mother’s ass with a boldness beyond his
years.

But was it really bold when his mother had
been giving him anything he wanted sexually, including fucking her
ass, over the last few months? No, it was no longer bold, it was
the familiarity and comfort of a lover.

Who also happened to be her son.

Kristin pushed his hands from her hips, took
two steps forward and pushed the thong down to her knees until it
fell to her feet. She leaned over the bed, looking over her
shoulder at Jason who remained on his knees.

“We’ll play later, get over
here and fuck me.”

“How romantic,” Jason
grinned but rose to his feet.

“Love me later, fuck me
now,” she wiggled her bare ass enticingly. “Krissy needs that
beautiful cock, baby.”

Jason’s smile faded and he whispered.

“Say it.”

“Just come fuck
me.”

“Please?” he gripped the
towel but didn’t pull it off. “Please say it, just
once?”

For a moment Kristin’s lust receded to be
replaced by the guilt and shame she’d battled the entire ride here.
“I…”

“It’s who you are,” he
stepped up behind her and tossed the towel to the side, revealing
his long, thick cock, his swollen tip oozing and an angry shade of
purple. “One time, I promise I won’t ask again.”

He slapped his cock hard against each of her
cheeks then made her squirm and whine when he eased his tip through
her puffy wet lips. She tried to shove back into him, slipping him
inside her, but he pushed his cock down and she moaned when his tip
rubbed her throbbing clit.

“Don’t tease!” she whined
and he laughed.

“I love when you’re bratty,
but no cock until you say it.”

“You don’t tell me what to
do,” she was getting impatient.

“Why not?”

“Because I’m…” she stopped
and saw the sly smile on his face.

“You’re who?” He gave her
ass a playful slap. “Thing is you know you want to say
it.”

Kristin looked to her left and saw them in
the mirror, her bent over in her thigh highs and heels, him naked
behind her, that gorgeous cock ready to enter her, to fill her, to
give her…

“Mama needs it, baby,” she
heard the tremble in her voice, but gave him what he wanted to get
what she needed. And he was right, she was having sex with her son,
was it less of a sin if he used her real name or…

“Fuck me!” she hissed.
“Fuck your mother! F…fuck!”

She squealed when he spread her cheeks and
drove the full length of his cock into her with one smooth thrust.
Her eyes rolled back and she cried out, “Yes, oh, yes!” as Jason
squeezed her ass and fucked her with long delicious strokes.

“You’re so hot,” he moaned
behind her. “So wet and you look so fucking good.”

“Yeah, baby, you like mama
face down and ass up?”

He’d only asked for her to say it once, but
the way his cock always jerked inside her and he’d fuck her harder
any time he convinced her to go with ‘mommy talk’ was too tempting
not to keep going once she broke the ice.

She knew what else worked him up even more
and although she knew she’d regret it later, she gave it to
him.

“Look at you claiming me,
taking what was his and making me yours!” she gasped when her words
led to the desired effect of her son hammering her even
harder.

“He didn’t want you, didn’t
treat you right, but I will, I always will.”

“Banging me over the bed is
treating me right?” She released a naughty giggle, a sound she
swore she hadn’t made since college, but it came out for Jason all
the time. “Hell yeah, it is!”

“Only if I make you come.
You should always come for me.”

“Later, baby, just keep
fucking me. This is what I….oh my god!”

She cried out when he pulled out of her and
dropped back to his knees. Once again he spread her cheeks wide,
but this time it was her sopping slit he plunged his tongue
into.

“Oh, ohhhh” she wiggled her
ass into his probing tongue and sucked on her lower lip when he
slurped hard and she felt her warm sticky juices flow into his
mouth. He moaned and sucked even harder, his lips pressed to
hers.

Jason swirled his tongue inside her, lapping
at her cunt while his hands gripped the soft flesh of her ass,
spreading her cheeks as wide as he could. He shook his head side to
side, motorboating his mother’s ass before removing his tongue and
working it through the wet petals of her pink flower.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Kristin
moaned repeatedly when his tongue pressed to her excited clit,
tracing rapid circles over and around it.

She reached out, gripping the edge of the
mattress, her red nails standing out on the white sheets as she
rocked her hips, pushing her hot cunt back into her son’s eager
tongue.

Kristin would have been happy with the quick
stress reliving, take the edge off, fuck she’d wanted, but after
barely a minute of Jason’s talented tongue dancing over her clit,
she had to admit, she could use a good hard orgasm.

Then he could go back fucking her even
harder.

“Just like that, honey,
lick it! Lick my…” she paused and gave in again. “Eat Mama’s
cunt!”

Jason groaned into her hot flesh and switched
from licking to sucking on her clit. He grabbed her left ankle and
lifted her leg. Kristin took the hint, putting her knee on the bed
and giving him better access to his mother’s twat.

“Oh, right there,” she
purred, her hips now moving in tight circles, working her clit into
his lips and tongue as her legs trembled and she felt the first
hints of the orgasm building within her. “Suck it, baby, suck my
clit, make Mama come in your face!”

“Hmm-mmm” he moaned into
her as while she squeezed the mattress harder and her body tensed
as he now sucked her clit rhythmically, the sound of his lips
smacking filling the room.

“Then you’re going to fuck
me nice and hard, pound my pussy with that big cock, make me squeal
for you, make me…” Kristin’s words devolved into a low guttural
growl as her cunt contracted, and her thighs tightened.

His next hard suck sent her over the edge and
the low growl turned into a series of high pitched sharp yips as
her body exploded into orgasm. Her hips gyrated wildly, and he
gripped her ass even harder to hold her still as his lips and
tongues continued to work her stimulated clit.

Kristin’s legs shook and the one on the bed
kicked into his hand as she writhed and thrashed from the force of
the orgasm she’d so desperately needed since the last time he’d
taken care of his long neglected mother.

She focused on the mirror, watching her son
on his knees with his face buried between her thighs and his cock,
slick with her juices, bobbing between his legs, waiting to be back
inside her.

That happened several seconds later when her
body relaxed, and her yelps had subsided into soft whimpers. The
last of said whimpers turned into a loud cry as Jason shot to his
feet and slammed his cock into her still quivering cunt.

His slow teasing style had been thrown to the
side as overwhelmed by pure unadulterated lust, he tore into her
with a frenzy of short hard strokes that had her eyes rolling and
the bed rocking beneath her.

Jason gripped her ankle, keeping her leg on
the bed while placing his other hand in the middle of her back,
holding her down on the bed as he took her with a force that
bordered on violent.

But Kristin was loving every minute of her
son’s assault on her sloppy cunt. Yipping and moaning, her knuckles
turning white as she squeezed the mattress as he hammered
relentlessly into her, his balls slapping against her still
throbbing clit.

She could feel her ass and jiggled from him
pounding into her and putting her hands on the bed, pushed upwards.
He didn’t resist, allowing her to now be braced on her arms,
causing her big tits to sway beneath her from the power of his
thrusts.

Kristin drew her other leg up onto the bed,
so she was kneeling on it. Jason now gripped both her ankles,
lifting her lower legs as if she were a wheelbarrow and driving
even deeper into her.

“Fuck me!” she cried out,
throwing her head back and sending her long hair across her back.
“Fuck your mother, fuck his wife! Fuck your girl, your dirty
secret!”

“My girl,” he groaned
behind her.

His thrusts were becoming shorter and more
erratic as his frenetic fucking was taking its toll, bringing him
close to finishing for her. Kristin’s lust addled mind wondered
where he’d finish.

Deep inside her, all over her ass, roll her
over to get her tits, maybe the dirty thrill of shooting it in his
mother’s face? She grunted when she felt his fingers slide into the
straps around her ankles and push her shoes off.

She heard them hit the floor with muffled
thumps before his hands shifted their grip, now wrapping around her
feet and squeezing them. In the midst of her continuous moaning and
sounds of pleasure, her lips twitched in a smile.

Boys will be boys.

“Oh..oh fuck,” he
groaned.

“Stop!” she demanded. “Let
Mama give you a treat.”

He withdrew his cock and Kristin rolled over
and sat on the edge of the bed. She knew the few seconds it took
her to move would slow him down a little bit and give her a little
time to relish one of the many taboos she’d begun to enjoy.

Kristin gripped his cock, gave it a few slow
pumps, reveling in how hard he was for her. That and how slick his
cock was with his mother’s juices. She lowered her head and flicked
her tongue over his oozing tip.

“Your turn, you say it.”
She rubbed his sticky cock along her cheek while looking
expectantly at him. “Go ahead, you earned it.”

“Suck my cock, Mom.” He
breathed, his hands sliding into her hair. “Please, mom, suck,
hmmm!”

Kristin opened wide and took him deep, her
eyes rolling in pleasure from the taboo thrill of tasting her cunt
from her son’s cock. Like his fucking, she wasn’t teasing or
playing.

She’d take her time and worship his beautiful
cock later, but for now she simply went to work. Jason groaned, his
hands tightening in her hair as she bobbed her head, rapidly taking
most of his length with each sloppy suck.

She opened wider, the room now filling with
the sounds of her slurping and gagging on her well hung boy.
Kristin cupped his balls with one hand, lightly caressing his sac
with her nails while using two fingers around his shaft to stroke
him, jerking him as she blew him.

“Oh my god,” he sighed, his
eyes on the taboo show of his mother working his cock like a porn
star wannabe, or the nasty cheating married slut desperate to
impress her young lover that she really was.

She sucked harder, pounding her head down on
his cock and gagging each time his head hit the back of her throat.
Tears spilled from the corner of her eyes from the exertion of
choking herself on dick and drool flowed down her chin.

“Yeah…oh…oh…Mama,” he
gasped and she could see his legs trembling. “Don’t stop, please
keep sucking! I…fuck!”

Kristin selfishly let the first warm squirt
of cum flow into her mouth before squeezing the base of his cock
and causing him to groan in discomfort as she cut him off. She
slipped him from her mouth and leaning back drew her legs up and
held her feet together beneath his cock.

“Oh!” Jason exclaimed when
she released him, sending a long spurt of cum shooting along her
black stocking, leaving a white stripe up to her knee.

She stroked him rapidly, pointing his tip
lower and moving his cock side to side. Her son moaned as she
jacked him off on her stocking clad feet, cum splattering on each
of them.

He whimpered when she slipped her left foot
under his cock and wiggled her toes into his sac which was rapidly
draining all over her feet. When she couldn’t coax anymore from
him, she pointed to her mouth, opening it to show him the puddle of
cum on her tongue before swallowing it for him.

“Hot damn!” Jason gasped,
trying to catch his breath as he stared at her cum covered
stockings.

He gave her a sheepish smile.

“Go ahead, make fun of
me.”

“Honey, you made me cum
hard and fucked me stupid. You want my feel; you can have
them.”

“That’s so hot,” he
murmured as he went back to looking at them.

“I would have swallowed all
of it, or drooled it out on my tits, but as long as you do me, you
do you, my baby.”

She fell back on the bed and straightened her
legs.

“You’re going to take them
off though.”

“Of course,” he leaned over
and one at a time rolled the stockings down the length of her leg,
gingerly sliding them over her feet not to spill his impressive
load.

He tossed them into the small wastepaper
basket by the bed and she grimaced.

“I’m going to have to leave
a tip for the person who has to clean this room.”

“Then we’ll have to leave
him more souvenirs.” Jason gestured to her. “You going to hog the
middle of the bed or move so I can get on?”

“Sorry,” she released the
young giggle again. “I could fall asleep just like
this.”

“We have an hour if you
want to nap.” He watched her turn on the bed then slide up so her
head was on the pillow then slid in next to her.

Kristin used her foot to hook the sheet and
bent her leg to grab it and pull it up over their waists.

“God, I needed that.” She
said softly.

“And I need you.” Jason
turned his head and kissed her sweaty and tear streaked cheek. “I
want this every night.”

“I…” she closed her eyes.
“I know you do.”

“Don’t you want it
too?”

“Baby, I’ve told you before
it’s not that easy. What about your father?”

“We did talk about this.
You haven’t been happy, and he hasn’t been either. Divorce and move
closer to Boston, we can be together all the time! Get a small
place, I can help buy food and things with my part
time…”

He was silenced by her rolling onto her side
and putting a finger to his lips.

“Jason we just had amazing
sex and all I want to do is curl up in your arms. Can we do that?
We can talk over dinner, I promise.”

“You going to come back
here after dinner?” He slipped his arm around her shoulders as she
rested her head on his broad chest. “Spend the night?”

“I don’t know
yet.”

Kristin tried not to think about it, in fact
she was trying not to think at all. The pattern was conflict and an
emotional roller coaster and all the should and shouldn’t. She’d
get to him, and sex was their way of saying hello.

During it she was overtaken by lust and
desire, hers for him, and loving how he wanted her. Now the rush
was coming down and the doubt creeping back in. Jason wanted her
all to himself and didn’t see why it couldn’t be that way.

But as she’d told him, it wasn’t that
simple.

Or was it?

“I love you, Kris,” he
kissed the top of her head. “I’m sorry I ask to call you mom. It’s
just…kind of a dirty thrill, I guess. I don’t mean to make you feel
bad.”

“Honey, all you make me
feel is good and if calling me mom does it for you, it’s
okay.”

“It does it for you, too.”
He said it so matter-of-factly she blinked.

“No, I know how wrong this
is, so I’d rather have you refer to me as a woman than who I really
am.”

“You don’t think I know its
wrong? That’s what makes it more of a turn on. I can admit it, you
won’t.” He grunted. “I don’t have to twist your arm and once you
say it once, it’s off the races.”

“Jason please don’t make me
feel worse about this than I already do.”

“Thanks for demeaning
this.” Jason went to sit up, but she pressed her hand on his
chest.

“I’m sorry! That was awful,
and you know I love you, baby, and in every way! Its just harder
for me than it is for you.”

“You keep saying that. He’s
your husband, but he’s my father so its not like I’m not risking
anything here.”

“Just lay back and relax,”
She slid closer, pressing her breasts into his side and draping her
long leg over his.

She could feel her sticky cunt against his
leg and turned her gaze along the length of his body, noting the
large bulge beneath the sheet. He was still at least semi-hard.
God, they were discussing their future together, if there could
ever be one, and she was thinking about sex, and after she’d
already been fucked, and damn hard.

“You do feel good,” he
tightened his arm around her. “I don’t think you know how hot you
are.”

“Stop it, I’m a sure thing,
you don’t have to flatter me.”

“I’m not. I always thought
all that milf cougar stuff was overrated. That porn myth older
women are wilder and know how to fuck. But you changed my mind on
that, you are one wild ride.”

“I feel pretty ridden right
now,” she stifled a yawn. “A long drive then taken for a harder
drive.”

“Course maybe its so hot
because you’re my milf,” Jason posed. “I used to make fun of all
that Mom, stepmom porn too.”

“Forbidden fruit is often
the sweetest.” She closed her eyes and sighed.

“You do taste pretty
sweet.”

“If we’re being honest, you
don’t.” Kristin replied. “Kind of slimy and salty.”

“Jeez, take the sexy right
out of things.”

“It’s the act that’s hot,”
she playfully ran her nails over his chest. “And who that salty cum
belongs to.”

“Is it better that it
belongs to your son?”

Kristin kept her eyes closed and tried to
keep the banter light and not get triggered into another remark
that would set him off.

“Its better because it
belongs to you, Jason. You’re an incredible young man, very sweet,
very loving, and you make me feel like a woman in every way. You
just happen to be my son on top of that.”

“Speaking of,” Jason
grabbed the sheet and tossed it back to reveal his once again hard
cock. “Would you like to get on top of your son?”

“That was smooth,” Kristin
whistled and as Jason laughed, she curled over him and took his
cock back into her mouth.

This time she bobbed her head much more
slowly, loving the feeling of his long shaft sliding between her
soft lips. Jason put his hand on her back, rubbing it as she slowly
sucked him while playing with his once again swollen balls.

She rolled over, swinging her leg across his
hips and straddling him. Kristin reached back, gripping his cock
and guiding it to her still wet slit, eased him inside. She lowered
herself on him, impaling herself on his cock and bracing her hands
on his chest, slowly rode him.

Jason cupped her breasts in his hands,
stroking her nipples while smiling up at her.

“I think I should call
Floramos after this and push back the reservations.”

“Hmm,” she lowered herself
down to him, slipping her arms beneath his, her breasts pressing
into his chest. “For all I care we can get room service while I get
serviced.”

She kissed him softly as he wrapped his arms
around her, pulling her more firmly against him as his hips found
her rhythm and moved in time with hers.

“It depends,” he spoke in
her ear as his hands slid down her back and over her ass, gently
guiding her up and down his cock.

“On what?” she asked while
nuzzling her face into his neck.

“Will you still put on the
red dress?”

 



Chapter Three

 


 


Kristin opened her eyes to the sound of
Jason’s cell ringing and as he leaned over to grab it, she rolled
onto her back and looked at the clock next to her.

It was just after six and Jason had called
and moved their reservation to seven thirty giving them time to
grab an hour nap and then shower. It was what she needed, but the
later dinner would put her on the road later and cause drama
with…

“Hey, Dad,” Jason’s words
caused her eyes to widen and her stomach to tighten. “What’s going
on?”

“Yeah, I have the night
off and fell asleep.” Jason sat up and glanced over at
her.

Kristin had gone to sleep with the sheet
only up to her waist, and sitting up against the headboard she
pulled it up over her breasts as if suddenly being modest made her
husband calling while she was in bed with their damn son somehow
less wrong.

“Mom’s right here.” He
frowned and rolled his eyes. “Yeah, she fell asleep too, took a nap
on the couch after the ride in.”

Kristin shook her head; Jason had to back
track after admitting he’d been asleep. Simple enough to recover
from but an example of how easily one of them could get tripped up
at some point.

“Of course she’s really
here, I just said she’s taking a nap.” Jason’s eyes narrowed. “What
do you mean am I lying for her? What’s going on, Dad?”

Kristin swung her legs off the bed and
rested her elbows on her knees, her head in her hands. James was
following up on her. What if next time out he actually followed
her? What if he’d done it tonight? How do you explain meeting your
son at a hotel room?

She could but only because no sane person
would ever expect her to be sleeping with him, but…

“That’s bullshit, Dad, Mom
comes to see me all the time, so I don’t get…” he paused. “I’ll put
her on.”

Jason slid across the bed until he was
sitting next to her, then played it up saying, “Hey, Mom? Mom? Dads
on the phone.”

He handed it to her and as she took a breath
to calm herself, Jason took her hand and squeezed it while resting
his other hand on her shoulder.

“What is it, James? Is my
ringer off?”

“I didn’t call you, I
called Jason.”

“Hold on a
minute.”

Kristin rose from the bed and putting her
hand up to tell Jason it was okay, walked into the bathroom and
closed the door.

“Okay, I just wanted to
get in the other room, so our son doesn’t here me talking about you
spying on me.”

“Don’t act innocent,
Kristin. I know something’s going on.”

“Something or
someone?”

“Don’t play word games, I
know you’re stepping out on me.”

“You’re right James.
Matter of fact, the other man is here right now! Jason is letting
us use his bedroom to fuck behind his father’s back!”

Was there any limit to her own hypocrisy?
How was she lying this easily, and on the attack when James was one
hundred percent right about what she was doing, he just had no idea
who it was with.

“Yeah, okay, you’re with
Jason, this time.”

“Meaning I wasn’t the
other times?”

“I don’t know that you
were.”

“James, I’m about to go
out to a nice dinner with our son. Do you think you can wait until
later to accuse me of adultery?”

“You haven’t gone out yet?
What time do you think you’re coming home?”

“Later than planned. You
going to ground me?”

“I want you home,
Kristin.”

“What do you think, James?
I’m going to leave Jason then go see someone and spend the
night?”

“You said it.”

“You implied it. If I want
to stay here tonight I will, and if you want to call me or Jason
every fucking hour to hear both of us on the phone go ahead. I’ll
be happy to tell him why you keep calling.”

She snapped her fingers even though she
doubted he could hear it. “Oh, wait, I think you pretty much told
him you were checking up on me. Thank you for putting that in my
son’s head.” After she’d already given him head twice tonight.

He was silent for a moment, and she heard
him exhale into the phone.

“You’re right, I shouldn’t
have hinted at anything. But things aren’t right,
Kristin.”

“You just noticing that?
We haven’t been right in a long time, James. Now I head up here to
see Jason a few times and I’m whoring around?”

“Call me on your way
home.”

“Not exactly making me
want to. After a long day I’m coming home to an
argument?”

“If you don’t, its all I
need to know.”

He ended the call before she could, and she
lowered Jason’s phone as she slowly sank down to sit on the edge of
the shower. She’d have to go home tonight; there was no question
about it.

In that case she should probably get dressed
and leave now. She thought about the stockings Jason had made a
mess on. Would James notice if she came home without wearing
them?

In the past she’d have been lucky if he
noticed she still had two legs, let alone what was covering them,
but she had a feeling he’d be noticing everything now. She could
stop off somewhere and buy a pair, a pain in the ass but best not
to take chances.

She flinched at a knock on the door.

“You can come
in.”

Jason entered the room, and she was
surprised to see he was still naked, then again so was she and it
still seemed so wrong how casual they were like that. Like a damn
couple.

“That was
awkward.”

“He knows.”

“There’s no way he knows
we’re…”

“Not us, but that there’s
someone.”

“How? You’re with
me.”

“He thinks maybe I wasn’t
before.”

“He can call anytime you
come see me and we’ll both be here.”

“There’s more, I can hear
it in his voice. I don’t know what it is, but he found
something.”

“More reason to…” Jason
stopped. “Forget it, you’re already upset. I guess dinner’s off,
you’re heading home?”

“I should and get it over
with,” she said sullenly like a child being told they couldn’t stay
out and play. “Don’t you think?”

“I think you’re here and
planned on going to a nice dinner with me. I’ve been looking
forward to this all week.” He knelt down in front of her and took
her hands in his. “I know you have too. I want you to
stay.”

“You just want to see that
red dress on me.” Kristin forced a smile.

“Damn straight I do. You
looked so good in that picture you sent. Wish I could show it to
someone and say see that hot fucking cougar? I’m tapping
that.”

“And you say romance isn’t
my thing?” she rolled her eyes. “You make me sound so
trashy.”

“You kind of are. Ow!” he
yelped when she slapped his arm.

“Watch your mouth, I’m
still your mother.”

“Yeah, well, hard to act
like a parent when you’re sitting here with those beautiful tits
out. I mean, how serious can I take you?”

Kristin looked down to see his cock on the
rise. God bless youth and enthusiasm.

She stood which put his face level with the
neatly trimmed triangle of blonde fuzz between her thighs.

“I don’t know about
serious, but how about you take me in the shower?”

“Then take you to dinner?”
He gave her a hopeful smile as he pulled the shower curtain to the
side and turned on the water. “Its not all about sex, Krissy,” he
leaned in and gave her a quick kiss. “Seriously, I want to spend
time with you in every way, take my hot milf on a date.”

Not just sex, he wanted to take her out,
hold her close when they slept, listen to what she had to say, hold
her hand. All the things married people did that she hadn’t in a
long time.

Kristin had the feeling the time was here
that shit was going to hit the fan and she’d have to decide to
break it off. But what was she breaking off? A loveless marriage or
a twisted love affair with her son?

“You’re thinking, guess
the answer’s no,” his lips twitched in a poor attempt at a smile.
“It is what it is.”

“Dinner is what it is,”
she stepped into the shower, standing under the water and letting
her head fall back to get her long hair wet.

“That’s what I’m talking
about!” he laughed and hopped in behind her, slipping his arm
around her waist while grabbing the small bottle of
shampoo.

She spun around to face him, pressing her
wet breasts into his chest and kissing him while her hand found and
gripped his inexhaustible cock.

“And baby? This isn’t all
about sex, but your hot milf can’t get enough of it.”

 



Chapter Four

 


 


“What?” Kristin lowered her
glass. “Why do you keep staring at me with that little smile? I
have something on my face?”

“No,” Jason replied, still
grinning. “You had some cream on there earlier though.”

“Grow up.”

“I’m acting my age,” he
laughed. “Boys will be boys remember?”

“That doesn’t change with
age,” she sighed dramatically. “You’ll just have to keep making up
for bad jokes and behavior.”

“You like my bad behavior,”
he pointed out, still smiling.

“But not the jokes,” she
took another sip of the perfectly made Long Island Iced Tea. It was
her third and the bartender hadn’t been stingy on any of the
ingredients. The drink was damn strong, and she had an hour’s drive
ahead of her which meant this had to be the last one.

“Right,” he took several
swallows of his Coke and Kristin tried not to keep thinking she was
sleeping with someone a year away from being able to legally drink.
“Can’t be good at everything.”

“You’re good at what counts
and that’s making me feel good.” She quickly added. “Please don’t
make a dirty remark about that. I mean it in more ways than
that.”

“I know,” he answered
softly. “I feel the same way. Know why I keep staring?”

He slid his hand across the table and placed
it on hers. Kristin looked down at his large hand, his darker skin
a contrast to her fair complexion, and knew she should pull
away.

Granted, they were in another state and over
an hour from where she lived and worked, but still, it was a chance
she didn’t need to take. A mother having dinner with her son was a
common event, but holding hands?

“You want me to move. I’m
making you uncomfortable.”

She could see the hurt in his blue eyes and
before he could take his hand away, she turned hers over and laced
her fingers between his, noting how good her red nails looked along
his hand.

But not as good as they looked around his
cock. Christ, she was telling him to grow up with the innuendos,
but she was as horny as…well as a woman who’d been starved for
intimacy for far too long.

She leaned forward, easing their hands to the
middle of the table, then placing her free hand on top of them,
showing she wasn’t ashamed to touch him in public. Risk be damned,
Jason was worth it.

But when her eyes fell on her wedding rings,
she immediately looked back to him.

“Tell me what you keep
staring at.”

She saw his eyes linger on their hands, then
rise to meet hers.

“M…Kris, you have no idea
how good you look. I hear the word stunning and I’m like, yeah,
whatever, but you really are!” He squeezed her hand. “God, you’re
amazing, and I can’t believe I’m here with such a beautiful
woman.”

“Oh, my,” Kristin whispered
and could feel her face flushing from more than the alcohol.
“Jason, that’s very sweet, but I think you’re a little biased. Look
at some of the young girls here, they’re…”

“Girls,” he cut her off.
“That’s the difference, guess it is that milf appeal, a woman twice
their age who’s just as sexy, but more attractive because its not
about being hot or cutesy, but a real woman.”

“Keep pouring that Kool
aid, and I’ll keep drinking it!” She picked up her drink and
finished it in two long swallows.

“Come on, you telling me
you haven’t seen guys look since we’ve been here? That dress is
fire!”

Kristin smiled, but not so much at the over
the top compliment, but the way her son looked at her. She had no
doubt he saw her as beautiful. All through dinner he looked at her
with pure adoration in his eyes and was so happy to be with
her.

As for the dress, she had noticed a few men
turn their heads while making their way to their table, and she’d
caught the waiter’s eyes darting down to her chest more than once
as he took their order and stopped by to see if they needed
anything.

The dress was in between not safe for work,
but short of advertising free lunch at a club. If there was a
classy yet somewhat trashy mode of fashion, it would be a good
description.

It was a sleeveless number that came with a
sheer red blouse to wear over it, which she did with the fall night
being a bit cool, but since sitting, Kristin had removed it much to
the delight of not just Jason, but the men she saw look her
way.

The dress fit snugly, and the plunging
neckline showed off the inner half of her breasts to the point the
only reason her bra didn’t show was the French cut cups that also
exposed that portion of her chest.

The back was also low cut showing off the
smooth flesh of her shoulders and her blonde hair flowing down the
middle of it. In addition it hugged the swell of her hips and did
great things for her ass.

The hem flared out to fit more loosely around
her legs and fell to just above her knees. Modest if not for the
slits on both sides that ran up her legs to show off her upper
thighs when she walked and sat.

The red open toed heels she wore were high
enough to do great things for her legs and accentuate that view.
The finishing touch was the red choker that had come with it that
featured a silver heart shaped clasp that exposed the creamy skin
of her throat.

The dress was certainly meant to gain
attention with its bright shade and form fitting material, and the
rest of her look did as well. Kristin had shut herself into the
bathroom to get dressed and went all in on her make up.

To her, the red eyeshadow was a bit young,
but it matched the dress and heels perfectly. This time she’d added
some blush to go along with her eye makeup and her red lipstick was
the same cherry red as the dress.

She’d pulled out the curler she’d brought
with her and added some to her hair while teasing it out to appear
fuller and a little touch of ‘unruly but managed’. Overall, her
look was a cut above dressed up to get messed up but had more than
an air of on the prowl to it as with her age and bearing she
imagined she appeared more predator than prey.

Kristin imagined some of the women would have
wondered if she were an escort on a paid date if said date wasn’t
young enough to be…well, her son. Not being alone was most likely
the only reason some of the men along the bar who were by
themselves and dressed like the wolf of all street type hadn’t
approached her to inquire what her ‘rate’ would be.

She supposed if they looked closely enough,
they’d see the wedding bands and know she wasn’t for sale, but
might be simply giving it away.

“Hi, I’m Tammy,” a tall
brunette stopped at the table. “Josh is on break; do you need
anything? Dessert, coffee?” She pointed to Kristin’s glass.
“Another drink.”

“They are going down pretty
smooth,” Kristin replied. “But I…”

“She’ll have another,”
Jason cut her off. “And can we see the dessert menu?”

“Coming right up,” Tammy
picked up the glass without looking at Kristin but flashing a huge
smile at Jason while widening her large light blue eyes. “Anything
else, you just ask for me, okay?”

“Anything!” Kristin mocked
her high pitched voice when she walked away, then battered her
eyes. “I mean anything!”

“Jealous?” Jason
grinned.

“Hardly, I’m the one you
fucked three times before we got here.”

“More of that romance,”
Jason sighed. “Maybe someday I’ll make a good woman out of
you.”

“I’m more fun when I’m
bad,” she parted her lips and slipped the tip of her tongue out.
“It just shows I’m not the only one getting some attention tonight.
You’re looking pretty good yourself.”

“I already said I’m paying
for dinner.”

“No, you’re not, but I mean
it, you could have that girl or any other offering to do bad things
for you.”

“But I wouldn’t be in love
with them,” he lifted their hands and kissed the back of hers.
“Like I am with you.”

Kristin blushed for the second time in the
last five minutes as she experienced a rush of giddiness that she
didn’t think would be possible for a woman her age. How was it she
could feel this good about something that was so wrong?

“I love you too,” she
replied, her throat tight with emotion.

“Good because I don’t just
love you, I love us.” Jason sounded emotional as well and turning
his head ran his hand along the side of his face.

“Are you tearing up?” she
asked incredulously.

“Of course not.” Jason
declared indignantly but with a rueful grin. “I’m too
manly.”

“I can attest to you being
quite the man,” she joked.

“Here’s your drink, Ma’am.”
Tammy had returned, putting down the drink as well as a dessert
menu and handing Jason one. “Here you go, see if there’s anything
sweet you might like.”

“Oh, yeah, sure,” Jason
blinked at how boldly the waitress was flirting with him.
“Thanks.”

“I’ll be back in a minute.”
Tammy flashed him another smile as she sauntered away, swinging her
ass which was well displayed in the painted on black slacks she
wore.

“Damn,” Jason
whistled.

“She is a hot little
thing.”

“No, I mean like right in
front of you.”

“I know, what does she
think, that I’m your mom?” Kristin joked as she took a sip of the
drink which was even stronger than the prior ones.

“We’re holding
hands.”

“Some men and women don’t
care,” Kristin lowered the glass, her eyes on her rings. “Guess I’m
one of them.”

“Don’t start with that,
we’re having a good time.” Jason chastised her, then rolled his
eyes when she slipped her hand from his.

“That girl is who you
should be with,” she said softly. “Pretty, your age, something
tells me she’s a lot of fun.”

“Probably been a lot of
guy’s fun.”

“I’m another guy’s wife.”
Kristin’s last comment had opened the flood gates and the shame she
always managed to push down while with Jason rose to the
surface.

She hadn’t made her comment about Tammy out
of being suddenly mopey, it was true. Jason was a young man in
college with his life ahead of him. He’d had a couple of
girlfriends in high school one his first semester in college, but
despite his good looks, fun personality and being a genuinely nice
kid, he didn’t have a lot of experience with women.

More like girls, and the woman he did have
experience could attest to the fact he was a damn good lover to go
with the rest of his attributes. He’d be a good catch for any young
woman.

Yet here he was with her and was he really in
love with her or was he overwhelmed with a bizarre taboo lust mixed
with the natural love of a son for his mother? Not for the first
time she wondered if…

“I’m taking advantage of
you,” she said aloud. “It’s not fair.”

“What?” Jason had picked up
the dessert menu and peered over it at her. “Where did that come
from?”

“Its always been here, I
just never said it.”

“You pick a great time to
say something like that.” He put the menu down. “This was such a
nice night.”

Was. Great, she’d ruined their date.

Date, do you hear yourself? Kristin’s voice
of reason, one she had been muzzling anytime she was spent time
with him, had chewed through its restraints.

“We have to talk, Jason.
Every time I come to see you, I tell myself we will. Then I see you
and all I want is to forget everything that’s wrong with this and
just enjoy being with you.”

“But this time is
different?” Jason leaned back in his chair. “You bought a dress
that sexy and a pair of fuck me heels to talk about why you
shouldn’t be here?”

“Honey, I…”

“Funny how all you had to
say at the hotel when we went three rounds was harder and
more.”

“Watch your mouth, I’m your
mother.”

“Oh, now you’re my mother?
You tell me not to call you that, then you want to play the mom
card?”

“Jason,” she paused when
the waitress returned.

“We decide what we’re
having for dessert?”

“Change of plans I’ll just
have coffee, cream and sugar, please.” Jason handed back the
menu.

“Okay, and you
ma’am?”

Kristin picked up her drink, took several
long swallows and put it down.

“Another one,
please.”

Tammy picked up the glass.

“You’re not driving I
hope?”

“I am,” Jason told her.
“She’s just driving me crazy.”

“Oh, right,” Tammy gave him
an awkward smile and hurried away.

“Please don’t be angry,”
Kristin spoke softly. “There’s never going to be a good time for
this.”

“But it’s after you had
your good time,” Jason scowled.

“Are you saying I use you
just for that?”

His shoulders slumped. “No, but I,” he ran
the fingers of his right hand through his hair. “I know how serious
all this is and why it’s wrong. I know we have to figure it out,
but like you said, when I’m with you, I don’t want it to be now. I
just think next time.”

“I meant what I said, Tammy
is the type of girl you belong with.”

“A slutty
waitress?”

“Your age, single, not
married to your dad and not your mother.”

“Listen, Kris…”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake call
me mom!” She snapped. “Having you call me by my name is me trying
to delude myself.”

“Can’t call you that if
we’re a couple and in public so I’m trying to get used to
it.”

“We don’t know if that’s
where this is going, and it really can’t.”

“Like you said, we don’t
know and until we do?” He captured her hand once more across the
table. “Kris or Krissy is what I’ll call you because that’s who I’m
in love with.”

“I’m your
mother.”

“Of course you are, and
I’ve always loved you as Mom, but all of this? This is about you
being more than a parent, its about being a woman, a person with
her own life.”

“Who’s married to your
father.” Kristin didn’t try to pull her hand away as he was upset
enough, but using her free hand, lifted the fresh drink and forced
herself to only sip at it.

She was already feeling buzzed and needed to
keep her wits about her for this. But damn her nerves needed
something. Only she could be two hours removed from multiple rounds
of sex and two powerful orgasms and now be upset.

But that was fun and there was a price to be
paid for it, the price of three people’s lives potentially being
ruined and as unhappy as she was with James as a husband, he was a
good father and didn’t deserve his wife to be cheating on him.

Janine had a point, why live a lie and be
miserable when you could be happy, and give the other person that
chance as well? But Janine hadn’t been the one cheating, and her
husband was screwing her daughter’s tutor, not his damned
daughter.

“Yeah, I know.” He paused
to say thank you as Tammy came over with a mug and a small bowl of
cream and sugar packets.

Kristin noticed her glancing at their joined
hands, then quickly looking at Kristin with a small frown on her
pink coated lips. Was she disappointed Jason was with her, or just
put off by the obvious age difference?

She managed another smile in her son’s
direction before hurrying off, still working a tip rather than
trying to work Jason.

“I’d make a mom with
benefits joke, but you wouldn’t like it.”

“You just made it, and no,
there’s nothing funny about this.”

“Unless you make the joke,”
he muttered. “Not fair.”

“None of this is fair to
you. Honey, have you really thought about this?”

“No, none of it ever
crossed my mind.” Jason grunted with a tone.

“I mean beyond the obvious.
Let’s say I left your father, and I do what you said, move closer,
we live this dirty secret. People think I’m some cougar with a cub
and nothing else.”

“I’m willing to say that,”
he nodded.

“Okay, but even seeing me
just as a lover, you realize how much you lose in this
deal?”

“Lose? I’m with the woman I
love, how am I losing?”

“First off, you sure you
love me or is this a taboo infatuation?”

“That’s insulting, you’re
saying I don’t know what love is.”

“I’m sorry, but its part of
my point. Jason, I’m twenty four years older than you.”

“Old enough to be my mom,”
he quipped. “Pretty sure I’m aware of it.”

“But are you aware of the
difference it makes as far as life goes?”

“I have a feeling you’re
going to tell me.” he said, but his tone was more resigned than
snarky.

“I’ve lived a full life and
you’re just getting started.”

“Duh, because you’re
older.”

“Yes, but please listen,
its more than a number. I’ve been to college, I’ve been married for
22 years, raised a son, own a home, have a career. I’ve been there
and done that, you still have a year of school left!”

“I’m not seeing the point,”
he frowned.

“Its easy for me to fall
into this. I’ve done anything I’ve wanted to do so I know what I
want now. You have nothing to compare this too. You were never
serious with a girl, you haven’t gone into your career of being an
architect yet. Honey, you haven’t really lived and for me to take
that all away from you isn’t fair. Understand?”

“Me being with you isn’t
going to stop me from graduating and getting a job. As far as girls
go, I’d get the point if I was some loser who never had sex, but
I’ve been with a few girls, so its not like you’re the first taste
and you have me wrapped because of it.”

“You went with that girl
Julia for six months; that’s the longest relationship you had. Past
that, what, maybe two girls?”

“That I dated.” He looked
away from her. “If we have to do the body count thing, I’ve had a
few hit it and quit it types after parties.”

“Oh,” Kristin was
surprised. “You don’t seem the type.”

“I’m not a player, none of
those girls expected anything but hey, we’re here, let’s have fun.
Point is, I’ve had experience with girls and none of them made me
feel the way you do.”

“But…”

“You met dad in college;
how many real boyfriends you have before him?”

“Just a couple and like
you, a couple of after party at my body nights.”

“Okay, but when Dad
proposed did you think you hadn’t had enough fun yet? Did
he?”

“Good point, but what about
kids?”

“Huh?”

“Jason, I closed up the
shop years ago. You don’t think you’d ever want
children?”

“I’m twenty, I’m not
thinking about that right now.”

“Not now, but if you talk
about us being a couple, then what about five years from now? Maybe
you do want a son or daughter, and I’m taking that away from
you.”

“Well, if I ever felt that
way we can always adopt,” he tapped the table as he thought about
it. “That way we’re helping some poor baby no one
wanted!”

“You have any idea of the
red tape and background checks people have to go through to adopt
or even foster?” Kristin lifted her glass and this time couldn’t
resist taking a couple of long swallows of it. “I think when they
find out we’re mother and son that could be a problem.”

“Yeah,” he grunted. “But
who says I ever feel that way? You’re looking for problems that
aren’t here yet and may never be.”

“Fine, now let’s get to the
real problem, who we are.”

“Move closer to me. Your
company has an office in Cambridge, maybe you could
transfer.”

“We’re one state from Rhode
Island. You think that’s far enough away we can walk around holding
hands and kissing, or being a couple out in the open?”

“So we be careful with the
public displays,” he pulled his hand from hers. “We can have plenty
of that when we’re alone.”

“Your father.”

“If we’re talking about
being a couple it means you divorced him. You don’t have to deal
with him at all.”

“You’re his son and always
will be. You really going to spend your life lying to him? Going to
try and explain why you’re thirty and still live with your
mother?”

“He doesn’t need to know
who I live with.”

“He’ll never want to come
visit you. See where you live?” She pressed and felt bad doing so,
but now that she’d finally got herself to have this conversation
she wasn’t going to back down.

“I…” he paused to sip his
coffee, and she could see the wheels spinning behind his blue eyes.
“Okay!” He snapped his fingers.

“Okay?” She raised her
eyebrows.

“Money! Me living on campus
costs more. If you and Dad divorce both of you will be on your own
and money will be tighter. We say that I moved in with you to help
you get a new start and lower my tuition.”

He leaned back in the cheer and saluted her
with his mug.

“How’s that?”

“That’s…a stretch.” She
said even though his idea did make sense.

“We get a two bedroom, and
I’ll put all my stuff in one to look good and he’ll never
know.”

“Could work,
but…”

“It’s only for a year or
two. I graduate and you look to see where else you could get
transferred and I’ll look for a job there.”

“Okay, let’s say that
works, its only on a physical level.”

“What else is there?” He
peered over the mug, finishing his coffee while waiting for her
response.

“You can betray your father
for the rest of your life?”

Jason set his mug down and stared into it.
Kristin remained silent while he thought about it. She sipped her
drink and thought what a waste of a nice dinner and a great
buzz.

Until she’d brought up the inevitable the
night had been amazing. Sex in the shower, her taking delight in
getting into the dress he’d been exciting for all week and a great
dinner.

The food was amazing; the drinks were made
perfectly and Jason looked as good as he insisted she did. His hair
gelled and not one out of place, a snug fitting black polo shirt
that showed off his impressive upper body and a pair of black jeans
that were nothing fancy, but God, they fit him as well as the
shirt, showing off his great ass and making it no secret he was
well hung.

Kristin had seen at least half the women in
the crowded restaurant look his way when they passed and she
couldn’t help noticing how the eyes of several of them dropped down
to check out how well he filled out those jeans.

She had no doubt he could have that little
tart of a waitress blowing him right there in the parking lot if he
gave her a chance and spending the rest of the night with her ass
in the air for him.

If not her, any number of coeds from BU. He’d
just confessed to having one night romps and from her own memories
of college Jason could go to any party and never leave alone.

Yet he was with her and all through dinner
he’d stared at her like a lovestruck puppy dog, but was it love or
lust? Did he know the difference? But what about her? She’d just
touted her life experience, and she felt she loved him as more than
a son, why did she doubt it could be the same for him?

Throughout dinner they’d spoken of simple
things. Her job, his classes, some funny gossip about each with her
excluding that Janine had inferred there could be some about
Kristin and who she was seeing outside her marriage.

The conversation was special because it was
about nothing special. Just comfortable small talk while they both
looked at each other in the mutual admiration couples in love
did.

Hanging on every meaningless word as if it
were actually important, flirty smiles, lingering gazes and a sexy
innuendo or two tossed in. They’d satisfied each other before
dinner and the desire for more was palpable between them.

It pained her to think about it but reminded
her of when she was dating James and their first few years
together. Talking, listening, laughing, loving and once home,
fucking like porn stars or on other occasions making love.

The overwhelming feeling of Jason being more
of a lover than a son hit her harder than the drinks and as she
watched him try to come up with an answer to her question Kristin
knew it was why she’d instigated this overdue conversation.

The sleazy, more suited to porn than reality,
love triangle she’d created that night she’d allowed her son to
become her lover had reached the breaking point, especially with
James suspicious, or even flat out knowing, she was no longer
faithful to him.

Something had to give tonight, she didn’t
know what or who it would be, but whatever came out of this,
someone was going to be left out in the cold. But it wouldn’t be
here, she was the one with the options, and that was why she
felt…

“I’m responsible for all of
this,” she spoke, breaking the silence. “I put you in a situation
that no one, let alone a boy your age, should be in.”

“You keep saying it’s you,
but its as much me and you know it. As for dad,” he released a long
breath. “It sucks and its not fair to him and it makes me a real
piece of shit as a son, but he didn’t take care of you, and that’s
all I want to do, so it is what it is.”

He laughed mockingly.

“Who’d have thought a guy
would have to worry about his son being mister steal your
girl.”

“Can’t steal anyone, they
have to be willing to let it happen.” Kristin downed the rest of
her drink and exhaled as she put it down. It banged loudly on the
table when she misjudged how far the glass was from it.

“Not sure you should be
driving home.”

“I have to. I’ll be fine in
an hour or two.”

“Hope that means you’re
coming back to the hotel for a while.” Jason gave her a forlorn
look, “Maybe you’ll change your mind about staying the
night.”

“Jason, I feel like I’m
using you. I should have never let this get to this
point.”

“Enough with that,” Jason
leaned forward, his hands clasped on the table. “You allowed it to
happen, but why were you in that position to begin
with?”

“Your father…”

“No, that might have
started it that night, but I told you then I was already having
thoughts about you I shouldn’t have. I wanted you before that night
and when you were upset, I started out just wanting to make you
feel better, but then I saw the chance and took it.

“So,” he put one hand up to
cut off her protest. “Maybe I used you. I dreamt of getting a
chance to appreciate you the way you deserved, and you were at a
low point and we know what happened. Its just as true to say I took
advantage, no?”

“I’m the parent. I should
know better.”

“In that moment you were a
woman, a lonely, neglected, frustrated and heartbroken woman who
needed to be shown how amazing she is.”

“Nice try, and a good
argument if you were anyone but my son.”

“Then you should have
divorced before it got so bad.” Jason was now the one on the
attack. “But you didn’t, and this happened, and I think that as
wrong as it is, it’s been right for both of us.

“But now we’re here, you’re
having an affair with me, and you act like there’s some kind of
decision to be made.”

“How can you think there’s
not?” Kristin frowned when she slurred the S and could feel the
effect of the last drink in how lightheaded she was
becoming.

“There is, but how can you
think there’s two to choose from? You have what you want now. It’s
time to leave dad. How can you think staying works in any way?
Unless…” he locked his eyes on hers. “You want to stop seeing
me.”

“No,” she shook her head
and could tell she’d done it too vigorously the way he rolled his
eyes. “I love being with you.”

“Then be with me! There’s
nothing there with Dad anymore, so why is there anything to think
about?”

“Not so easy.”

“Right, because millions of
people aren’t divorced, and how many of them found someone else to
be happier with?”

His gaze remained on hers and she blinked
rapidly to try to clear her vision, which was swimming
slightly.

“Because I’m going to give
you something to think about. You’re not happy with him, haven’t
been for a long time. You’re happy with me, but if you stay with
him much longer? Then you won’t be with me because I’m willing to
lie to him about who we are too each other if you leave him, if you
won’t? I won’t keep living like this.”

“Jason, please!” she
reached for his hand, and he pulled it away and kept
going.

“What you just said about
this not being fair because of your age? I don’t buy that as long
as there is an us. But I won’t be strung along and used for stress
relief then see you go back to him until I see you
again.

“That’s what wouldn’t be
fair to me. To be on the string and getting you for a night here
and there. That’s when I start looking at girls at school and
thinking there’s one who would want to be with me all the
time.

He clenched his jaw as if it was an effort
for him to say more and when he did speak she could hear how tight
his throat had become as she could barely hear him.

“What I’m saying is, I want
to be yours, but I won’t be the other man you use to feel good for
a few hours then head back and go through the motions at home and
keep going.

“Mom, this is as messed up
as it gets. One way or another you’re hurting someone when you
decide what to do, either me or dad, but what we’re doing now hurts
all three of us. Only two out of three can be happy here, and you
and dad aren’t happy, so I don’t know what there is to think
about.”

“That you’re my son!” she
snapped. “Choosing you means I’m…I’m with you.”

“You were with me three
goddamn times!” he hissed, his face reddening. “You’ve been with me
for months, and not just sex, but love! You’ve already made that
choice, so I don’t know what game you’re playing with yourself, and
with me.”

Kristin’s eyes welled up and she lowered her
head.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.
“Sorry I can’t just give you what you want.”

“It is what I want, thing
is, what do you want?” Jason asked softly. “If it’s me, you leave
Dad. If you don’t know by now, I’m what you want, then its time to
stop because if you’re problem is I’m your son, I get
that.

“But being in love with me
and being together all the time is less wrong than using me as a
fuck buddy.”

“I…I want you,” Kristin
kept her head down as she fished in her purse for a tissue. “I
do.”

“Then why can’t you make
that happen?”

Kristin wiped at her eyes, took a breath and
admitted what she feared whenever she thought of doing what he
asked, leaving James for him.

“What if you get tired of
me? What if this is just some taboo fling and you do start looking
at women your age, or wanting children or wishing you didn’t have
to live a lie. Honey, we could never get married, you know that,
right?”

Jason glanced up when Josh, their original
waiter, came over.

“Can I get you anything
else?” He looked over at Kristin and frowned as it was obvious she
had been crying. “Is everything okay?”

“We got some bad news,”
Jason said. “Can you give us a few minutes then bring the
check?”

“Of course, take your
time.”

“You’re worried this won’t
work out.”

“If it doesn’t then I not
only left your father, but our relationship would be ruined. We
wouldn’t just be able to go back to mother and son, I’d be the ex
lover it didn’t work out with, and I’d never see you
again.”

“I’d always see you,
but…”

“You don’t know that. I…I’m
risking the rest of our lives if we take that step.”

“Okay,” Jason nodded.
“You’re going to see the negative side of this no matter what, so
let’s do this.”

“You leave dad and we’re
together. You’ve been unhappy with him for a long time; you’ll be
happy with me. Let’s say you’re right and maybe four or five years
from now one of us, to you, it would be me, decides this can’t
work.

“We still had a time where
we were happy and in love. A time you’d never have if you stay with
him. What I’m saying is what would be better, staying in a marriage
where your miserable and unloved, just existing, or enjoying being
with someone who loves you for however long it lasts?”

“Tis better to have loved
and lost to have never loved at all.” Kristin murmured.

“There are no guarantees in
life, you and dad were together a long time before things fell off.
But there were good years there and now you can move on and have
more with someone else.”

Jason reached out and took her hand.

“I’d like to think we’ll be
together for a long time, get old together.”

“I’ll be there way before
you.” She forced a small smile while holding his hand. “You going
to take care of me when you’re fifty and I’m using a
walker?”

“Damn straight I will, but
why think about that bullshit?” Jason asked. “Let’s just think
about now, and in the now? You are the most amazing woman I know.
Hot as fuck and a milf porn star wannabe are just icing on the
cake.”

“Pretty hot yourself,” she
put her free hand over his. “But your mom’s a hot mess, you think
you can handle that?”

“I think that will pass
once you do what you need to.” Jason squeezed her hand.
“Mom?”

“Kris,” she corrected him,
but quietly and without anger. “You’re right, being your mother
isn’t all of who I am. You want me as a woman, and that’s my
name.”

“Kris.” He repeated her
name. He’d called her that many times over the last few months, but
this time he said it differently, as if savoring it. “Are you ready
to start our life together?”

“Yes,” she said so quietly,
he leaned closer, and she said it again, louder and with a smile.
“Yes.”

“Excuse me?”

Josh had appeared with the black folder.

“I have it.” Kristin opened
her purse.

“Already paid,” Jason
smirked at her. “Passed him the card when we came in.”

He signed the receipt and pulled out two
twenties to put on top of it.

“All set.”

“Thank you,” Josh nodded.
“I’m sorry about your bad news, hope it works out.”

“It already has,” Kristin
smiled up at him.

“Good to hear, have a great
night.” Josh moved away and she gave Jason’s hand a playful
smack.

“I told you I’d
pay.”

“Not this time. Tonight was
about me taking my hot Milf out for a nice dinner.

“Well, then I guess I’m
obligated to thank you in some way.”

“Coming back to the hotel
for a while?” His eyes lit up.

“I’m too buzzed to drive,
and I do owe you for dinner,” she shrugged. “Guess I’m at your
mercy.”

“Careful with
that.”

“I’ll take my chances. You
ready to go?”

“Yeah, but can I ask you
something, Kris?”

“Anything.”

“Can I…um,” he looked away
with a rueful grin on his face. “Can I still call you mom sometimes
when we fool around?”

 



Chapter Five

 


 


“Oh, that feels sooo good!”
Kristin moaned as she lay on the bed, her arms over her head, hands
gripping the rungs of the headboard. “Just like that, baby make me
come for you.”

Jason, stretched out on his stomach between
her legs moaned while flicking his tongue in rapid circles over her
pulsing clit. He curled the two fingers he had in her cunt and her
hips thrust, pushing them deeper.

“Yes,” she purred,
squirming and grinding her sticky pink flesh in his face. “Right
there, faster honey, please!”

She whimpered when he continued the slow
teasing licking that had her body slowly building toward what she
knew would be an explosive orgasm. But between having come twice
earlier and having a good buzz her body was relaxed and Jason
seemed hellbent on keeping her on the edge as long as possible.

Kristin still wore the dress, the straps down
her shoulders and her breasts popped out of the top. The skirt was
shoved over her hips and her thong pulled to the side while her son
fingered and licked her.

Her legs were draped over his broad
shoulders, her heels still on. Still dressed on a hotel bed with
her boy moaning into her cunt while his cock yearned to be inside
it. But he was taking his sweet-or not so sweet time-enjoying
having her at his sexual mercy.

“Please,” she implored, her
voice husky with desire and her slurring more pronounced than at
dinner. “I need to come so you can fuck me!”

Jason’s tongue moved more slowly and he heard
him snicker when she whined in frustration. Little shit was
enjoying sexually tormenting her, but she knew how to get what she
wanted.

“Please? Please make Mama
come for you? Make mommy come so you can slide up and fuck
me!”

She released a sharp breath when his tongue
sped up and then a long groan when he added a third finger inside
her.

“Yeah, you want that? Want
to fuck your drunk slutty mother? Take her in her sexy dress? Make
mommy squeal when he shove that big cock inside? Fuck her like
she’s some trashy…Oh…oh,”

Her words turned into moans when his tongue
blurred over her clit, moving in every direction; up and down, side
to side and in rapid circles. She gasped when he switched to
sucking her in steady rhythm, the sound of his lips smacking
audible over her groans and whimpers.

He curled his fingers and her his lifted, her
back arching and her legs straightening over his back, feet pointed
forward. She squeezed the rungs harder as her body tensed and she
could feel the orgasm building within her.

“Yes, yes!” she breathed.
“Stuff those fingers in mama’s cunt, get me ready for her son’s big
dick! Make me cum and take me, make mommy yours, oh my
god!”

Kristin’s eyes rolled back when he moved his
fingers side to side, making wet slapping sounds in her sloppy
cunt, Her body trembled with anticipation and when he delivered
another hard suck to her clit, she erupted.

The room filled with her loud yelps and
squeals as she writhed on the bed, her feet kicking over his back
and her hips bucking into his fingers and his once again moving
tongue.

Kristin jerked against the headboard, making
it creak as she pushed against it to be able to shove her cunt
harder into his face. Her cunt contracted around his fingers and
when he curled them, she cried out as something within her broke
and she felt her cunt flood, warm juices squirting around his
fingers and flowing down her thighs.

“Oh…oh fuck,” she sighed as
the orgasm faded but still sent several waves of pleasure through
her, causing her body to jerk as if she were being
shocked.

“Wow,” Kristin stared up at
the ceiling which appeared to be spinning. “I mean,
wow!”

“Wow this,” Jason rose to
his knees, grabbed her ankles and drove his cock into her hard
enough to make the headboard strike the wall.

“Fuck, oh fuck!” Kristin
howled when he slipped his shoulders beneath her knees and leaned
over her.

His hands gripped her wrists, pinning them
against the headboard while her legs were shoved so far back she
was staring up at her feet over his head. He tore into her,
pounding her still twitching cunt with long hard strokes that had
the mattress bouncing beneath them.

“Oh god, oh fuck!” she
squealed, then laughed in pure joy. “I love how you fuck me! Keep
giving it to me, baby! Make mommy the whore you’ve been waiting
for!”

“You watch too much porn,”
he grunted over her. “But okay.”

He slipped from inside her and grabbing her
legs, twisted his shoulders and flipped her onto her side. Jason
roughly grabbed her shoulder and pushed her onto her stomach.
Before she could react, he put his hands on her shoulders and
plunged his cock into her.

Kristin squealed into the bed as she lie
there flat on the bed as Jason hammered into her as if he were
trying to drive her through it. He slid higher over her, moving his
hands to the middle of her upper back and fucked her prone cunt
even harder.

He fell into rhythm, shoving her down into
the mattress so she’d bounce up into his next powerful thrust.
Kristin yelped and whimpered, bending her knees and kicking her
feet up and down on the bed.

“Oh stop!” she cried out,
playing into it. “You can’t do this! I’m your mother! Please stop!
Ohhh you’re fucking meeeee!” she released the word in a long high
pitched whine and Jason took it to her even harder while shifting
his hands from her back to grab her wrists.

He spread her arms out, pinning them to the
bed as he continued to have his way with her.

“Stop, stop! I don’t want
to! Please stop! Its wrong! Its so big and you’re fucking mommy so
hard! Pleaseeeee!”

“Fuck!” Jason gasped and
pushed off of her.

He grabbed her shoulder and pulled her over
onto his back. He grabbed the top of the headboard and leaning
over, shoved his cock into her face. Kristin squealed in protest
before opening wife and letting him plunge his cock into her
mouth.

Her eyes widened and she released a choking
gurgle when he erupted, sending a long thick spurt down her throat.
She remained still, letting him thrust his hips, fucking her mouth,
draining his balls into it.

Kristin made several nasty choking sounds
exaggerating her ‘distress’ while keeping her eyes wide as if she
were appalled and thrashing on the bed beneath him.

“Goddamn,” Jason breathed,
easing his cock from her lips. “That was so fucking
hot.”

He slid over so he was kneeling next to her,
and forcing herself to sit up, Kristin opened her mouth and let the
cum she’d been holding, flow down her chin and drip onto her
breasts and the top of the dress.

“I think forcing me got you
a little too excited,” she licked her sticky lips. “I think you
fucked me senseless.”

“Um, yeah,” he said
sheepishly. “I’ve thought of that before.”

“I can tell, I think I just
paid for all the times I grounded you.” She flopped back down on
the bed. “But its all good. I’m here to make you happy.”

“You being here makes me
happy.” He got off the bed. “I’ll grab something to wipe you off,
you don’t look like you’d be able to get to the shower.”

“Don’t flatter
yourself.”

“I mean your eyes are
glazed and you look ready to pass out. No arguing, you’re staying
the night. You can’t drive like that.”

“I…I need to get home and
get this over with.”

“Tomorrow,” he said from
the bathroom where he was wetting a towel in the sink. “Seriously,
you’re not in any shape to be in the car for an hour.”

“Okay.” She agreed to get
him to stop.

“Good,” he came over and
she sighed when he ran the cool wet towel over her chest and
breasts, wiping them clean.

He switched to the other end and gently
dabbed at her cheeks before kissing her.

“Here, I’ll help you get
the dress off.”

“I think I’m going to hear
that a lot.” She giggled as she let him help her sit up so he could
slip the dress from under her and over her head.

She reached back to unhook the bra and tossed
it on the floor before sinking back on the bed. Her head was
spinning, and she could feel herself drifting closer to sleep, or
more accurately at the moment, passing out.

“You mean it, right?” Jason
slid into the bed next to her and pulled the comforter up over
them. “You’re going to talk to dad?”

“Tomorrow,” she said while
losing the battle and closing her eyes. “I love you,
Jason.”

“Love you too, Kris.” He
rolled onto his side and put his arm around her waist. “Can’t wait
for us to be able to do this every night.”

“Soon, baby, soon. But it
won’t be overnight, it might take a little time.”

“I understand,” he kissed
her cheek. “Get some rest, maybe we can go to breakfast tomorrow
before you leave.”

“Sounds good,” she mumbled
sleepily. “Sweet dreams.”

“This is my sweet dream,”
he whispered, his arm tightening around her.

Kristin didn’t reply, she loved the
sentiment, but there was nothing sweet about this. Maybe there
could be though, but she’d have to be willing to let that happen,
and that wouldn’t be possible unless she did what she just
promised.

 



Chapter Six

 


 


Kristin opened her eyes at the sound of her
phone vibrating by her head. She’d shut the ringer off at the
restaurant and although she’d removed it from her purse and put it
on the nightstand, she hadn’t turned it back on.

She grabbed it quickly so it wouldn’t wake
Jason, who had rolled over and was on his side, his back to her.
Her eyes were bleary, but she made out James name. She let it keep
ringing and when it stopped, she slid over to her missed calls.

This was the third time he’d called in the
last forty five minutes. It was 11:30 and he’d expected her home or
to at least be on her way. Moving carefully, Kristin lifted the
comforter and slid her legs off the mattress.

She sat up and after waiting a moment for her
head to stop spinning, stood. She took a few shaky steps away from
the bed but the next few on the way to the bathroom were more
stable.

Closing the door, she turned the water in the
sink on and splashed cold water onto her face. She braced her hands
on the edge of the sink and ducked her head under the faucet,
forcing herself to remain still as the cold water soaked through
her hair and poured over her scalp, causing her to shiver.

She shut the water off and grabbing the
towel, dried her hair as much as she could. Kristin could do it;
she could make the drive home and that’s what she needed to do.
James was angry enough and she didn’t need to make it worse.

The thought she was heading home to an
argument had been daunting before, but now she felt it might be
what she needed. Just get it over with and it might be easier if he
were nasty with her than her trying to start a conversation at some
point and be the one initiating the inevitable.

Kristin left the bathroom and saw Jason was
still sleeping. It would be a shitty thing to do to just leave, but
it would avoid drama. Her eyes lingered on her son’s face.
Peacefully sleeping he resembled the sweet boy she’d always seen
him as.

But beneath that comforter he was naked, his
cock smelling and tasting like his mother. His mother who stood by
the bed in just a thong while thinking of getting dressed and
sneaking out.

The walk of shame of a married woman.

But magnified ten fold because the man she
was having an affair with was her son. How the hell had they’d
gotten here, how had she let this happen? Kristin drifted over to
the small desk by the bed and although she knew she needed to
leave, slowly sank into the chair.

Her eyes remained on Jason and her mind
drifted back to the night this had all begun. The night she’d
decided to give her marriage one last try and get James to take her
out, have a nice dinner then come back and convince him to have her
for dessert.

Their marital bed had long been cold, and no
amount of porn and masturbation could satisfy her at this point.
She needed to be touched, to be kissed, to have hands roaming her
body and a soft tongue lingering in the best spots.

She’d swallow her pride, and even swallow
James load if it would get her what she needed. It wouldn’t mend
the rift that had grown between them, but it would be a start, and
if nothing else she’d feel like a woman for the first time in close
to a year.

Kristin had put on a playful blue dress. Low
cut enough to show off her chest and the hem falling to her
mid-thigh. With the new blue heels she’d bought, her legs would be
well displayed.

She’d had her hair and nails done, made
herself up and glanced at the phone, frowning when she saw it was
six. Their reservations were for seven and James hadn’t come home
from work yet.

She’d called him and when he didn’t answer,
called his office where his personal assistant answered and said
she’d tell James to call her. When ten minutes went by she called
him and as soon as he answered, Kristin knew the night was over
before it started.

He had an annoyed tone, and she’d tried to
stay calm and remind him he’d promised her they’d go out tonight.
James had told her he changed his mind and what was the big deal,
they could go out any time.

When Kristin asked him when the last time was
they’d gone out his silence was the same as the actual answer, far
too long. She asked him why he didn’t want her anymore and could
hear the tremble in her voice.

James told her to grow up. They were a middle
aged married couple, and he didn’t need to take her on dates or
‘screw her like they were teenagers’ to prove how he felt about
her.

Kristin’s response was that if he let her
down tonight then she’d know exactly how he felt about her and
their marriage. James sighed into the phone; told her he wouldn’t
be home for another couple of hours and hung up.

Sitting at her bureau, Kristin had put the
phone down and burst into tears, sobbing into her hands like a
teenage girl going through her first break up. She had no idea what
to do, for that matter she didn’t know why they’d become so distant
over time, but what she now knew without a doubt was James didn’t
care about making it any better.

He was fine with going through the motions
and existing with no interest in being more than two people living
in the same house, paying the bills and being nothing more than
roommates who happened to wear matching rings.

Jason had been home for spring break and
supposed to be out with friends that night, but his plans fell
through and he’d heard her crying…

 


*****

 


“Hey, Mom, are you
okay?”

Kristin raised her head from her hands to
see Jason standing in the doorway.

“I’m fine,” she spoke in a
trembling voice. “Thought you were going out.”

“Ken got called into work
and needs the money, and you’re not fine, you’re
crying.”

“It’s nothing, honey,
don’t worry about me.”

“People don’t cry over
nothing,” Jason entered the room. “And someone has to worry about
you. Not like dad does.”

“He’s your father, don’t
talk about him like that.”

“Is he why you’re crying?”
Jason stood behind her and placed his hands on her
shoulders.

“I told you its nothing,”
she saw him roll his eyes in the mirror.

“I’m not a little kid,
Mom. You’re all made up, dressed up and looking all kinds of
fun.”

“I don’t think that’s an
appropriate thing to say about your mother,” Kristin pointed
out.

“Let me guess, you wanted
to go out and he stood you up?”

“Jason…”

“Just answer me. I’m a
damn adult and its not like I don’t know you guys haven’t been
getting along.”

“We don’t argue that
much.”

“You don’t do anything
that much. You’re both just here, but I can tell it bothers
you.”

“Don’t worry.” She put her
hand over his on her shoulder. “We’re not getting divorced,
we’ll…”

“Why not?”

“Why not what?” Kristin
asked, then released a soft sigh when he began kneading her
shoulders, his strong fingers working into her tense
muscles.

“Get divorced?”

“Jason!”

“Mom, you guys aren’t
happy. Look at you! You’re amazing. You’re smart, have a great job,
a great mom. You’re loving and you look so beautiful right now! How
can he not want to be good to you?”

“That’s sweet, Jason, but
its…its complicated.”

“Why? You’re not happy,
you leave and find someone who’ll be good to you. Treat you the way
you deserve.” He leaned over so his head was next to hers. “In
every way.”

“Every way?” she
repeated.

“You know what I mean,”
his hands slid down her arms and his breath warm on her neck.
“You’re not just beautiful, Mom. You’re sexy as hell and he’s not
taking care of you.”

“Jason, you shouldn’t be
talking about me like that. I’m your mother.”

“But you’re a woman, and a
woman as incredible as you shouldn’t be taking care of herself
while her husband watches TV downstairs.”

“What did you just say?”
her eyes widened.

“You don’t think I hear
it? That humming, you moaning? Not just in the bedroom either. I
found that toy you use in the shower where you hid it
under…”

“Oh my god!” she
exclaimed, her face flushing. “Jason! You do not talk about these
things with me!” She cocked her head when something occurred to
her. “How can you hear me from down the damn hall?”

“Maybe I listen at the
door,” he slid his hand up through her hair and brushed it away
from her neck. “I hear you moaning and whimpering and how you growl
when you come because you’re trying to be quiet.”

“You…you need to leave,”
she said softly. “What you just said is wrong, Jason, wrong in
every way,”

She went to stand, but he lowered himself
behind her and slid his arms around her waist in a way that was as
improper for a son as his last comment to her.

“Know what’s wrong? That
you’re ignored. That you’re lonely. That a woman as fine as you is
going to bed lonely and unsatisfied.”

He spoke quietly in her ear and it dawned on
her she didn’t make any effort to get up even though his grip
around her was loose…and he shouldn’t be doing it in the first
place.

“Why are you talking like
this? Jason!” she raised her voice and grabbed his wrists when his
hands slid up her stomach and tried to cup her breasts. “What’s
wrong with you? Have you been drinking?”

“There is something wrong
with me,” he turned his arms and slipped his hands into hers,
gently squeezing them. “I’ve been thinking about you,
mom.”

“Thinking about
what?”

The answer seemed obvious but she refused to
believe it could be true. She looked into the mirror and was
surprised when he had no trouble looking into her reflected
eyes.

“Thinking about you as a
woman. Thinking about how you’re being ignored and not appreciated.
Thinking about how you deserve someone who’ll take care of
you.”

“I don’t know where this
is coming from, but what you’re saying is…”

“What I’ve been thinking
about is doing this.”

He turned his head and kissed her neck.

“Oh!” she gasped at the
sensation of his lips on her neck.

It wasn’t a quick peck but a lingering kiss,
his lips moving gently on her sensitive skin and as she sat there
frozen in surprise, they slid up downward and she felt the tip of
his tongue on her flesh.

“What are doing?” she
asked. “Jason, I’m your mother.”

“Who’s a gorgeous, sensual
woman and that’s who I’m kissing.” He did it again, this time his
lips pressing more firmly and sliding further down.

He nuzzled his face into her dress, pushing
it to the side so he was now kissing the top of her shoulder. She
tried to move her hands, but he held them tightly in his.

“Just relax,” he
whispered. “Let it happen,” he lifted his head, turning it and a
sharp hiss escaped her when he took her earlobe between his lips
and gently sucked on it.

“I want you,” he kissed
her neck just below her ear and a shiver went through her, a not
unpleasant shiver. “I need you and you need a man to make you feel
like a woman. Let me be that man, mom.”

He released her hands as he added the word.
“Please?”

“Jason, this can’t happen,
you…”

Her words were cut off when he put his hand
on her cheek, turned her head and kissed her. Her initial reaction
was to pull back, but his hand prevented her from doing so.

His lips worked over hers as his other hand
slid up between her breasts and rested on her chest. She could feel
his fingers trembling on her cheek and heard the soft moan he
emitted deep in his throat.

His eyes were closed and Kristin realized
she wasn’t making much of an effort to resist. She could try harder
to move her head, try to stand, hell, she could, and probably
should, slap him.

But not only didn’t she do any of those
things but her lips were now responding, tentatively returning the
kiss. It felt good, being touched felt good, being kissed felt even
better.

His words about how he desired her, how she
was a beautiful woman who needed to be taken care of. She did need
to be taken care of. He was right, she’d been masturbating in the
shower and in bed for months.

Frustrated to be doing so, but so desperate
for a release she had to do it. But those releases might take the
physical edge off for a brief time, but emotionally her orgasms
left her feeling bitter and wanting.

Wanting to be wanted and her son wanted
her.

Even as a voice within her mind shouted for
her to stop, Kristin’s lips became more active, now more
confidently sliding along Jason’s. Her nipples stiffened and a warm
wet heat had begun building between her thighs.

When Jason’s tongue slipped between her
lips, Kristin accepted it with a soft whimper and her hands rose to
his face, holding his head as she sucked on this tongue while her
mouth worked aggressively over his.

Jason’s hand left her cheek, and she groaned
into his mouth when his hands found her breasts, fondling them
through the dress. This is your son! The voice persisted in her
mind. You can’t let this happen?

That was the voice of a mother, of a married
woman, but another voice, that of a woman long denied affection,
attention and satisfaction, asked the question. Why the hell
not?

Kristin broke the kiss, and rose from the
chair, stepping to the side of it. Jason straightened and put his
hands up in a defensive gesture.

“Please don’t be mad.
I…I’ve wanted you so bad and I had to try! I’m sorry if I upset
you.”

He was giving her the out to stop this
insanity and all she had to do now that she had broken their taboo
embrace was to tell him to leave and they could talk about it
tomorrow.

But that kiss! It had awakened something
within her. It was more than her being horny and sexually needy, it
was the passion she felt coming from him. Right or wrong, his
desire for her was real.

The idea her own son could want her so badly
he’d risk not just making it know but to act on it was a form of
twisted validation for her. It wasn’t Kristin that was the problem,
it was James.

She wasn’t old, she wasn’t unattractive, she
wasn’t unworthy of his attention, affection and the lust a husband
should still feel for his wife no matter how many years they were
together.

No, Kristin was still all those things, just
not to him anymore. But to her son? He used words like beautiful,
sexy, and sensual. The kisses to her neck were so soft, so loving
but the one on her lips spoke of more than love, but the lust of a
young man for a woman who was an object of his desire.

As wrong as it was, Jason was right. She was
more than a mom, or a wife, she was a woman. A woman who needed to
be wanted and adored by a man she would be happy to do the same
for, to not just be the recipient of wanton desire, but to show
that man who good she could be to him.

Even if that man was her son? Again, why
not? He’d made the first move, not her, and wasn’t it a mother’s
duty to take care of her son, to give him anything he needed, even
if what he needed was her? Shouldn’t a son be good to his mother in
whatever way he could?

“Tell me you want me,” she
put her hands on his chest.

“I want you,” he replied,
his voice trembled. “I’ve been dreaming about you.”

“What did you dream
about?” When he looked away, she whispered. “Tell me,
please.”

“Kissing you, touching
you,” he turned his head to look her in the eye. “Being with you.
Showing you how goddamn hot you are and how bad I need to…” he
swallowed nervously.

“Fuck me?” her reply
shocked her, but she could feel her face flushing. Her nipples
ached and her clit throbbed with need in a way she hadn’t
experienced in far too long.

“Yes,” he nodded. “Fuck
you, taste you, make you come, make you mine.”

His.

“Then what are you waiting
for?” Her voice husky with desire, she tilted her head and parted
her lips. “Make me yours.”

Jason didn’t hesitate and she gasped when he
put his arms around her waist and crushed her against him. His lips
found hers and this time with the reckless abandon of true
passion.

His tongue boldly plunged into her mouth and
she eagerly accepted it, swirling hers against it as her mouth
opened wider, seeking to devour his lips with her own. Her hands
ran down his thick chest and hard flat stomach, and grabbing the
bottom of his t-shirt, she tugged it upwards.

Jason lifted his arms and Kristen broke
their kiss to get his shirt over his head. She threw it to the
side, then ran her hands over his now bare flesh.

“Oh,” she purred, sucking
on her lower lip. “My baby’s all grown up, isn’t he?”

“I’m not your baby
tonight,” he reached behind her and grabbing her hair, pulled her
head back. “I’m your man.”

His lips pressed to hers and she whimpered
not just from the kiss, but the sensation of him pulling her hair
with a confidence that caused her aching cunt to gush. Her hands
caressed his muscular arms and her hips ground into him.

Jason’s arms went around her, sliding along
her back and she groaned into his mouth when they slid over her ass
and gave her cheeks a hard squeeze. Her breath caught when his
hands dipped lower, captured the hem of her dress and pulled it
upwards.

“Oh, oh my god,” she
moaned, letting her head fall back as she felt the dress slide up
over her hips. Her son was undressing her! His lips found her neck
and her hand went into his hair, raking her nails along his scalp
as she held his head, pushing his lips mor firmly into her
neck.

Her free hand slid between them and he
moaned when she rubbed his cock through his jeans. Fuck he was
hung, she thought as her hand traced the length of his erection.
She gripped him through the material, noting he wasn’t just long,
but thick, more importantly he was so fucking hard!

Hard for his mother, hard for her.

He pulled her dress higher and a rush of
wanton excitement flowed through her when she put her arms up,
inviting him to take it off. Jason tugged it over her head and once
it was off, Kristin shook her head, sending her long ash blonde
hair cascading down her back and shoulders.

“Goddamn,” Jason breathed,
his eyes roaming over her body. “Mom, you’re…wow.”

“You like what you see,
baby?” Kristin loved the way he was obviously did. The desire in
his eyes as he took in his mother in the skimpy blue lace bra she’d
bought to go with the dress along with the minimal thong that
wasn’t much more than string and a patch of lace between her
thighs.

“I love what I see,” his
hands rose to touch her, but she put her hand up.

“Hold on, I don’t think
what you’ve dreamed about is me in a bra.”

She reached back and unhooked the bra. The
straps loosened when it released and her eyes remained on his face
as she slowly slid the straps down her arms while holding the bra
to her chest.

The look of anticipation on her son’s face
had her so hot she pressed her legs together and worked her thighs,
squirming against the wet need and throbbing clit between them.

With a playful flourish, Kristin whipped off
the bra, exposing her large heavy breasts.

“Fuck,” Jason’s eyes
widened and she emitted a long moan when his hands were instantly
on her tits, cupping them, fondling her firm flesh as his gorgeous
blue eyes drank in the sight of his topless mother.

She stepped into him, her hand going to his
face and guiding it to hers. Their lips met in another lusty kiss
and Kristen whimpered when his thumbs found her hard rosy nipples,
stroking them as he groped her breasts in his strong hands.

This time it was her tongue that plunged
into his mouth as her hands dropped between them and gripped his
jeans. His breath hissed into her mouth when she unsnapped them and
tugged his zipper down.

His right hand left her breast and his arm
went around her, his hand sliding up through her long soft hair as
she dipped her hand into his boxers and gripped something that was
long, but far from soft.

Jason released an adorable whimper when she
wrapped her slender fingers around his shaft and pulled his cock up
from where it had been bent along his leg.

“So hard,” she breathed
into his lips. “Hard for your mother,” she stroked him slowly in
her fist reveling in not just the size of his cock, but how he
moaned for her as pumped him. “This is mine now.”

“All yours,” he
groaned.

“Then I need to see all of
it.”

Kristin, now completely succumbing to raw
unbridled taboo lust sank to the floor, squatting before her son,
her legs wide and clad only in her fuck me heels and sticky
thong.

She yanked his jeans and boxers down,
causing his cock to spring free. Kristin gripped it in both hands,
pumping him and marveling at the fact there was still some of his
shaft protruding from her fists.

She licked her lips at the sight of his
large, swollen head which was an angry purple with a thin trail of
pre cum oozing from it. She squeezed him, causing it to squirt out
and for him to moan as his hands reached into her hair.

“Mine,” she whispered and
releasing his cock, opened wide and took him into her
mouth.

“Oh, oh my god!” Jason
groaned as she bobbed her head, taking his cock deeper with each
rapid suck.

Kristin’s eyes rolled back at the sensation
of having her mouth full of hard cock. She placed her hands on his
thighs, admiring how her blue nails looked on his body. She sucked
faster, taking him deeper and gagged when his tip it the back of
her throat.

Undaunted, she greedily slurped and
slobbered on her son’s cock, opening her mouth wider and making
sloppy gurgling and choking sounds as she devoured her son’s dick
like the sex starved woman she was.

His fingers curled in her hair and his hips
rocked, pushing his cock deeper into her descending mouth.
Kristin’s eyes began to water as she force fed herself his cock and
drool and pre cum spilled from the sides of her mouth.

“That feels so good,” he
groaned. “Looks damn good, too!”

“Hmm?” Kristin turned her
eyes upward to look at him, as she eased him from her mouth. “You
like seeing your big cock in Mama’s mouth?”

His answer turned into a moan when she
slurped him back into her mouth and resumed sucking his cock as if
it were the best thing she ever had in her mouth and truth be told,
it really was.

She cupped her tits, playing with her
nipples as she blew her son. The thought of this would have
disgusted her even a half hour ago, but now? Her hips were rocking
and her cunt dripping as her son moaned above her while his mother
went full milf porn star on him.

Kristin would love to suck him off. To make
him explode in her mouth and drain those young swollen balls down
her throat, but it had been so long since she’d gotten what she
needed, that she’d have to give him that treat next time.

She released his cock in a spray of sticky
pre cum laced drool and rising to her feet, grabbed his shoulders
and gently pushed him towards the chair. When it hit the back of
his legs, Jason sat down, his cock bobbing between his thick
thighs.

“I loved having you in my
mouth, baby, but Mama needs this big cock inside her.”

“Yes,” he whispered, his
eyes on her hands where she hooked them into the sides of her thong
and pushed it down over her hips, exposing the patch of blonde hair
and the rosy lips of her slit beneath it.

Kristin shoved the thong past her knees
noting how the crotch peeled away from her sticky cunt, and when it
fell to her feet, stepped out of it. Gripping his shoulder with her
right hand she swung her leg over his and grabbing his cock guided
it between her legs.

“Ohhhh” she groaned as she
slowly sank down on him, his head parting her lips and spreading
her neglected cunt open as she lowered herself onto his lap. “So
big,” she whimpered as she straddled him and wiggled her hips,
working him deeper and getting accustomed to his size.

“I can’t believe how good
you feel,” Jason’s hands tightened on her hips as she rocked back
and forth on his lap, moaning and sighing as his thick cock
stretched her cunt. “Or that I’m really doing this! Its like a
dream come true.”

“Trust me, honey, this is
no dream and,” she released a nervous laugh. “My god do you have an
amazing cock!” She moved her hips faster as she slipped her arms
around his neck.

She lowered her head, kissing him while
using her legs, raising and lowering herself on his long thick
shaft, gently riding him. His hands moved to her breasts, his
fingers catching her nipples and rolling her hard flesh between
them.

Kristin moved faster, bouncing on her son’s
cock as their tongues waged war between their mouths. Her son was
inside her! The thought should have been alarming, but all she felt
was a thrill of excitement as apparently the line about forbidden
fruit being the sweetest had a lot of truth behind it.

She bounced harder, riding him faster and
removed her lips from his to release sharp yips and yelps as his
big cock plundered her tight wet cunt. She cried out in pleasure
when Jason lowered his head and sucked her left nipple into his
mouth.

Kristin let her head fall back, moaning as
his tongue swirled over her swollen flesh while she repeatedly
impaled herself on his cock. His arms went around her, gripped her
ass and spreading her cheeks wide to allow his cock to slide in
even deeper.

He switched to her other nipple, licking and
sucking her excited flesh. Kristin’s hips worked in slow circles,
grinding on his lap when he sank deep into her before rising
several inches and doing it again.

His hips moved beneath her as much as he
could with her on his lap, but he quickly found her rhythm she
yipped each time his cock rose to plunder her descending cunt.

“So good,” she purred.
“You feel so good! I needed this, baby! Your mother’s been so
lonely!” she giggled when she drove down on him and this time held
him inside her as she moved her hips front to back, then side to
side, working his cock with her wet cunt. “So damn
horny!”

“I think you need
something besides getting fucked.” Jason made her gasp when he
surged to his feet, taking her with him.

He held her effortlessly by her ass and she
yelped when he thrust his hips, fucking her in a standing position.
Kristin caught a glimpse of them in the mirror as she wrapped her
legs around his waist.

Her naked but for the heels, clinging to her
son as his cock thrust up inside her. His shaft was glistening from
her juices and the muscles in his arms and shoulders flexed as he
bounced her on his cock.

Goddamn, her son wasn’t just a man, but one
hell of a man! Jason turned, and shuffling carefully with his jeans
still around his knees, made his way to the bed. He released her,
dropping her onto it and no sooner had her back hit the mattress,
than Jason was on the bed between her legs.

He buried his face between her thighs and
Kristin squealed when his tongue plunged inside her. He put his
hands on her thighs, spreading her legs as he swirled his tongue in
her sloppy cunt.

“Yes, oh yes!” she
whimpered, her hips rocking as she squirmed on the bed, grinding
her hot sticky flesh into his face.

He slid his tongue from inside her and her
eyes rolled back when he gave her clit a hard suck. He gave her
several more, making her yelp each time as he did it hard enough to
smack his lips.

His sucking turned to licking and Kristin
let her head fall back on the bed, moaning and sighing as her son
peppered her aching clit with soft flicks of his tongue. Her right
hand gripped his hair, holding his face to his mother’s cunt while
she wrapped her legs over his back, crossing her ankles, and
pulling his head further between her thighs.

“Fuck,” she whimpered.
“Just like that, baby! Lick it! Lick Mama’s pussy! Make me come!
Ohhh, please make me cum!”

It had been so long since she’d come from
anything other than a toy or her own fingers it didn’t take long
for Kristin to feel an orgasm building deep within her. But it
wasn’t just that, fact was, her son had a talented tongue and was
playing his mother’s cunt like a fine-tuned instrument of
desire.

His tongue blurred over her pulsing pink
pearl in every direction, up and down, side to side mixed in with
rapid circles and even a couple of slow teasing figure eights that
had her toes curing in her heels and back arching.

“Faster,” she implored
him, her free hand cupping her tit and rolling her nipple between
her fingers. “Keep licking, I want to come for you! Oh,
oh…”

She cried out when he boldly plunged two
fingers deep insider her and wiggled them side to side while
switching back to sucking her clit in a rapid rhythm. Kristin’s
legs straightened around him, her feet pointing forward as her
entire body tensed.

When Jason added a third finger inside her
while giving her clit a hard suck, Kristin went over the edge,
toppling into a powerful orgasm. She released a long guttural growl
as the pressure built within her, then released several high
pitched yips as her hips bucked and her cunt contracted around
Jason’s fingers.

She pressed his face harder into her
quivering flesh as she worked her hips in rapid circles into his
skilled and eager tongue. Kristin’s feet kicked along his sides as
the powerful orgasm continued sending waves of intense pleasure
crashing through her as she writhed on the bed and cried out her
son’s name several times as he continued to eat his mother’s
pleasure wracked cunt.

Kristin slumped into the bed, her body going
limp as the last tremors of her climax flowed through her. Jason
slid up to kneel between her legs, pushed her knees back and drove
his cock into her still twitching cunt in one long hard thrust.

“Oh fuck!” Kristin
squealed as he tore into her, hammering his mother with long
powerful strokes that had her eyes rolling like a slot machine and
her tits bouncing wildly from the force of his fucking.

“Take me!” she cried.
“Fuck me! Fuck your mother! Give her what she needs!” Somewhere in
her mind she knew how terrible those words were, but she didn’t
care. At this point she felt drunk on taboo lust and all she wanted
was for her son to keep dicking her down with his incredible
cock.

Jason gripped her ankles and lifting her
legs, spread them as wide as his arms would reach.

“Ow! Oh! Deep! Ohhh!”
Kristin howled as he plundered her wide open cunt, pounding her
like she was some porn star wannabe or a drunk slut he’d picked up
at some frat party.

“Harder! Harder!” she
wailed, her legs kicking in his hands. “Show me how bad you want
me! You want me to be yours? Then make me yours!”

Jason released her legs and she gasped when
he reached beneath her, grabbed her ass and flipped her onto her
side. She was on her stomach a moment later with Jason’s hands on
her hips, hauling her to her knees.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” she
cried when he drove into her from behind and continued his frantic
assault on his mother’s gushing twat.

His hands shifted to her ass, squeezing her
cheeks hard enough to hurt and spreading them open to drill her
even deeper. Kristin stretched her arms out, her fingrs clawing at
the sheets as she squealed and howled into the bed while he son
took her hard and fast.

He was fucking her, taking her, claiming his
mother’s body as his and she was happy to let him.

“Yeah, you like mommy face
down and ass up?” she cried out. “Like fucking her? Was I teasing
you, Jason? Was I making you want me? Making you want to give your
mother the fucking she needs, that she deserves?”

“Yes, oh,” he gasped and
slowed his thrusts. “I need you! I need you to be mine.”

He leaned over and pushed Kristin down until
she was on her stomach, his arm went around her neck, holding her
head up as she spread her legs wide so he could lie between
them.

He was now pounding straight down into her
prone cunt, his face beside hers, his breathing loud in her ear. In
between his heavy breathing, Jason released soft moans and whimpers
and she felt his body tensing along hers.

“Give it to me,” she
hissed. “Nice and deep, every drop! Give me all of it, baby. Make
your mother your dirty girl, your dirty secret, you’re Ohhhh
yessss”

Kristin purred when Jason’s cock twitched
and sent a long jet of warm cum deep inside her quivering cunt.

“Yes, baby, yes, that’s
it, I want it all!”

Jason gave her several slow thrusts, each
one ending in another spurt of cum, filling his mother, painting
the walls of her pussy, draining his balls into her. When he went
limp on top of her, Kristin contracted her cunt around him several
times, making him whimper and milking a few more drops into her
greedy twat.

“Holy shit,” Jason removed
his arm from around her and rolled onto his back. “I can’t believe
we did that.”

“I can’t believe how good
it felt.” Kristin turned over so she was on her back next to him.
“I don’t know how that happened, but I’m glad it did.”

She bent her knee, pushing her heel off,
then did the same with the other, kicking the heels off the
bed.

“Me too, I…I’m sorry,
mom.”

“Sorry?” She rolled onto
her side, bracing herself up on her elbow. “Trust me, you make a
woman cum then fuck her like that, you never have to be
sorry.”

“It wasn’t supposed to be
that way,” he turned on his side so he was facing her.

“I don’t
understand.”

“I thought of this for
months and I wanted it to be slower, to be sweet, show you I love
you. Instead we just fucked like a sleazy mom son video on
Pornhub.”

“I didn’t help with that,”
Kristin admitted. “I’ve needed that for a long time and I don’t
think I wanted slow, I wanted to get fucked and hot damn, that’s
what I got.”

“Yeah, kind of funny, I
mostly thought about it being kind of, I don’t know, soft with you,
but you’re pretty damn wild.”

“Baby, your mom has been
going without a long time, and even back when I was getting it, I
love playing dirty.” Kristin’s eyes drifted down to his cock which
had barely softened.

Reaching down, she grabbed it and pumped
him. Her hand slid easily along his shaft due to his cock being wet
from her sloppy cunt.

“You know,” she gave him
an inviting smile. “I’m pretty settled down right now, so if you
wanted to go nice and slow and make love to me, I think I’d be okay
with that.”

“Yeah?” he kissed her and
giving her shoulder a gentle push rolled her onto her back. He
rolled over her and she released a soft sigh when his once again
ready cock eased inside her.

Above her, Jason smiled. “I love you,
Mom.”

“Then why don’t you come
down here and love me,” she wrapped her arms around his neck and
her legs around his waist, pulling him down to her until she could
whisper in his ear. “And keep loving me.”

 



Chapter Seven

 


 


Kristin was pulled from her memory of that
night by her phone vibrating again where she’d placed it on her
leg. She thumbed the side of it, ending the call. She had to go,
but as she stood and padded over to grab the bag containing her
clothes, she continued to think back on that first night.

They’d made slow sweet love and she couldn’t
believe how amazing it felt, and even more emotionally than
physically. Jason came inside her once more as he told her loved
her and wanted her to be his and only his.

She wanted nothing more than to have him stay
in her bed but had to tell him to leave because she had no idea
when his father was coming home. She’d made the right call as James
had arrived barely a half hour later.

Kristin went into the bathroom, showered and
went into the bedroom slamming the door loudly to let James know
she had no interest in talking to him. She drifted off and woke up
when he came to bed, but pretended to be asleep.

Once she could tell by his deep breathing,
James had fallen asleep, Kristin slipped from the bed, and in her
night shirt went down the hall into Jason’s room. She thumbed the
lock on the door, woke him up by sucking on his cock which tasted
like his mother’s cunt then went for a long sensual ride.

When Jason was close, she slid off his cock,
down between his legs and sucked him off, letting him fill his
mother’s mouth for the first time. She stayed in his bed, cuddled
up with him and fell asleep.

Fortunately, she woke up two hours later and
to her and Jason’s dismay went back to her room. Every night that
week, she and Jason had sex. Sometimes in the morning after James
left and she called work to say she’d be late, and again in the
afternoon, and then again late at night.

When Jason went back up to BC, Kristin felt
more alone than before they’d crossed the line as she now knew
there was someone who wanted her, but she could only seem him once
every week at the most.

Kristin pulled an old Celtics t-shirt from
the bag along with a pair of jeans. She pulled the shirt on then
froze when Jason spoke.

“You’re
leaving?”

“I have to,” she looked
over when he turned the light on and sat up in the bed. “Your
father keeps calling.”

“Let him, just say your
phone was off.”

“Jason, I need to go home
and get this over with.”

“You’re tired and you had a
lot to drink, don’t take the chance.” He gave her a hopeful smile.
“And I really love when you can sleep with me. Makes me feel like
we’re a couple.”

“Soon enough, honey, soon
enough. I promise.”

“It’s midnight, what’s a
few more hours?” Jason grunted disgustedly. “You’re promising me
you’ll make it so we’re together and you can’t even spend the night
knowing that’s what you’re going to do?”

Kristin lowered her head, her eyes on her red
tipped toes. Her son deserved her, all of her, but…she flinched
when Jason’s phone rang.

“Guess who?” he shook his
head and reached for the phone.

“Let it ring!” Kristin
snapped.

“He’s going to keep
calling.”

“You’ll call him back, but
we need to talk first.”

Jason shrugged and stared at his phone until
it stopped ringing.

“Okay,” Kristin came over
and sat on the edge of the bed. “You want me to stay?”

“Please.”

“Then this is what you need
to do. I’m wrong honey.”

“About what?”

“What I’m doing to your
father. He grew cold on me and I don’t really know why, but I’m the
one stepping out and having an affair and with his own son. I can’t
pretend I have a moral leg to stand on.”

“I…yeah, maybe
not.”

“Then we make that work for
us. I want you to call your father back. He’s going to ask where I
am and you tell him I left three hours ago.”

“But he’ll
think…”

“That’s what he needs to
think,” Kristin cut him off. “Tomorrow I go home and give him what
he needs to end this, or for me to do it. Whichever doesn’t matter
only the results.”

“You’re going to be the bad
guy?”

“To be with my good man,
yes,” she slid her legs on the bed and under the covers. “Call your
dad.”

Jason leaned over, kissed her on the forehead
then thumbed his phone.

“Hey, dad, what’s up, its
after midnight.” He closed his eyes as he listened. “Mom? No, she
left a little after nine. She’s not home yet? Shit, you think she’s
okay?”

His eyes remained closed while James
spoke.

“Um, last time she was
here? I think she left after dinner, forget when but not late. I
ask her to text when she makes it home and she did two hours later,
why?”

He nodded as if James could see him.

“Okay, well, let me know
when she gets home.”

He put the phone down.

“I figured you’d want me to
act like you said you were going home last time too.”

“That works.” She lay on
her back, staring up at the ceiling. “Sorry you’re in the
middle.”

“Its okay,” he slid down on
his side and put his arm over her waist. “You going to ditch this
ratty shirt?”

“No,” she rolled onto her
side away from him. “Not feeling sexy right now, but maybe you can
just hold me?”

“You never have to ask,”
Jason put his arm around her waist and nestled his head behind hers
on the pillow. “Get some sleep, and after tomorrow no more
drama.”

“Maybe not this drama, she
sighed, closing her eyes. “But I think there’ll always be
some.”

“But it won’t be your
drama, it will be ours.” He kissed the back of her head. “Love you,
Kris.”

“Love you too,
baby.”


Epilogue

 


 


Kristin pulled into the driveway next to
James Ford F250 and took a deep breath as she shut the car off. She
stepped out, grabbing the overnight bag from the back seat and
slowly walked along the side of the house and entered through the
back door.

“Well, good morning to
you!” James exclaimed from where he sat at the kitchen table. “Nice
of you to come home.”

“I know you’re angry,
James, and you have a right to be.”

“Damn straight I do!” he
snapped, slapping the table with the palm of his hand. “You going
to tell me where you were, or do I have to tell you?”

“What’s that mean,” she
asked uneasily. She felt he knew something last night, but no way
could he know the truth.

“Yesterday before I went to
work I swung by your office. Took a look in the car. Nice red dress
you had hanging up,” he pointed to the bag in her hand. “That where
the thong and heels are? Bet that thong isn’t looking so new
anymore, is it?”

“James, I…”

“I thought about following
you, but I have the goddamn bridge project at work and couldn’t
miss the meeting, so I figured I’d see what happened. I mean, hell,
if you’re fucking someone else what’s one more time,
right?”

He was leading her right where she needed to
be, but as she pulled the chair out and sat next to him, her throat
locked up and she found she couldn’t respond.

“You going to tell me you
wore that dress for Jason?”

Why, yes, actually I did…

“Those slutty shoes and
Victoria secret bra too? Got all dressed up to get messed up for
dinner with our son?”

Kristin closed her eyes and slowly shook her
head.

“You stay at Jason’s last
night, like you did those other times?”

“No.” she said
simply.

“Bullshit,” he hissed.
“Because I….” his eyes narrowed. “No?”

“No,” she swallowed hard
then took the plunge to end what she no longer had to officially
begin what she knew was wrong, but desperately needed. “I didn’t
stay with Jason.”

“Then where the hell were
you?”

“I was where you think I
was. With someone else.” She forced herself to look James in the
eyes, the same beautiful blue eyes her son turned lover inherited
from him.

“You…you’re having an
affair.” For all his bravado that he had her dead to rights, he now
seemed shocked. “You’re admitting it.”

“I am, I’m sorry, James.
I…I don’t know what happened to us, but when you stood me up a few
months ago when we where supposed to go out and try to reconnect, I
gave up on us.”

“You gave up on us, but
didn’t tell me?”

“Would you have cared?”
Kristin wasn’t angry, she spoke in a quiet resigned tone. I guess
maybe but not because you’d be upset about us, but because someone
else might be riding your ride?”

“That’s classy,” he leaned
back in the chair, a look of disdain on his face. “Classy as
spending the night sucking another man’s cock then coming back to
me.”

“I didn’t mean for it to
happen,” she said softly, and it was the truth. “But I was in a bad
place and someone came along and they made me feel
wanted.”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” he
waved his hand. “And they say men have mid life’s? Who is this
guy?”

“Doesn’t matter, I met him
when I had to go up to the Cambridge office for a few days. He
doesn’t live far from Boston so I’d see Jason, then go see
him.”

“How long were you going to
do this if I didn’t figure it out? How long was I going to get
sloppy…”

“Fuck off with that!” she
hissed. “You’d have to want to touch me to be getting someone’s
seconds. That first night was the first time I came from something
without batteries in over a year.”

“Kristin…”

“You didn’t want me
anymore! All we do is work, come home, eat and you watch TV and I
spend time in my office or jilling off in bed wishing there was
someone with me. What kind of marriage is that?”

“Its still a marriage! You
wanted to do that, you should have…”

“I’m filing for divorce by
next Friday, but figure I’ll let you do it first if you want.” She
told him.

“Divorce.” He repeated,
again looking surprised.

“I’m wrong, James. I
shouldn’t have done it, I shouldn’t have been doing it the last few
months. There’s nothing between us anymore especially with Jason
out of the house, but you deserved better. I cheated on you and
I’ll admit that in court.”

“You will?”

“I’ll move out right away.
Take a few things with me now, then come back when you’re in work
and get the rest. I’ll leave you the keys. Wrong or not, we bought
this house together and I’m entitled to some of it. Sell it and
give me half, or buy me out. Aside from that, we both keep paying
for Jason’s last years of school and that’s it.”

“That’s it. Twenty three
years and that’s it.”

“You decided that was it a
year ago and thought you were deciding it for me too. Well, I
decided its over, and I’m sorry I didn’t do it the right
way.”

“So from me and to him,
huh? Got someone who’s going to let you move in?”

“No, he’s half my age, he
doesn’t have his own place.”

“What? You’re screwing some
kid?”

“I get what I need and I’m
his desperate milf he can tell his friends about. I’m not leaving
you to be with someone like you. I’m leaving to live my life and
have fun with whoever I want. Someone who doesn’t make fun of my
greys, the way I dress and pretend I’m some frigid bitch to make
yourself feel better about not wanting to bother with me
anymore.”

“Fine,” he put his hands
up. “You want out, get out. I’ll talk to Jim on Monday, get the
number of the lawyer he used for his divorce.”

“Fair enough,” she rose
from the table. “I’m going upstairs to pack a couple of
bags.”

“What about Jason?” James
asked. “He’s not going to take this well. You going to fess up and
tell him you were seeing someone else?”

“Don’t worry about it,
James,” Kristin walked toward the hallway to go upstairs. “Jason
already knows.”

 


The End
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