
    
  
    
      
        
      

      Accident Prone

      
        Author’s Note:
      

      I wanted to write a realistic, romantic mother/son incest story with a strictly PG-13 rating. I'm happy with the results but readers not interested in a story without an explicit sex scene might want to avoid this one and move on to the next offering. I just wanted to be upfront about it and save readers grief.

      It started the day Rachel Fleming almost blinded herself with drain cleaner. This was just after Michael's 18trh birthday, a Saturday afternoon, and he happened to be in the kitchen only by chance. A minute earlier or later, and Rachel would have suffered serious chemical burns, if not been disfigured. She was a klutz, almost painfully uncoordinated, and Michael had spent a good deal of his teenage years watching out for her. Especially over the last 14 months when there was nobody to perform that chore but him, and to a lesser degree, his 9 year old sister, Effie. Rachel was legally separated, pending a divorce.

      "Be careful of that," Michael cautioned. Taking a break from lawn mowing and edge trimming, he was standing at the refrigerator contemplating a can of Coke or a glass of Mom's homemade lemonade. He disliked anything dangerous as Liquid Drano anywhere near his mother's grasp, or within spill range. "Why not let me do that," he scolded. "I didn't even know the drain was running slow. Which one is it?"

      She hesitated, looking uncertainly into the side with the disposal and then at Michael, and then at the instructions on back.

      Great, he thought caustically, about to pour acid down the drain and you haven't even read the directions. He tightened when she placed the open bottle at the edge of the counter and squat to look at the disposer, as if that would tell her anything. He'd just started forward, saying, "Mom, what are you looking for?" when she raised her head and banged it sharply on the opening, yelping and grabbing her head with one hand and the open door with the other. It was just enough vibration to upset the bottle and send it toppling over. "Mom!" he shouted, too late.

      
        Two things happened: Rachel instinctively reached up and hunkered down, her head tilting forward reflexively. One act threatened to cause her terrible injury where the other probably saved her eyesight. Had the bottle simply fallen it would have been far less dangerous a situation. But Rachel's up thrust hand caught the bottle and instead of falling and hitting her back, the bottle lay on its side, gurgling the bulk of its contents onto the back of her head before Michael arrived and batted it into the sink. Rachel was screaming by then, on the verge of panic.

      Michael slapped up the faucet and grabbed the sprayer and yanked it out to the full extent of the braided steel hose and forced Rachel's head back, shouting at her: "Eyes shut, Mom! Keep your eyes shut! Squeeze them as tight as you can!" He triggered the sprayer and blasted the Drano seeping onto her forehead back into her hair. "Keep your eyes closed!" he commanded, grabbing the bottle of Palmolive liquid and squirting a stream across her forehead.

      "Scrub your face," he ordered. "Keep your head back while I get this out of your hair." Caring less about his hand, he concentrated the spray on her scalp and ran his fingers through her hair, forcing the Drano out and down her back. He realized what was happening even as she began to squirm from the chemical burning her skin. She was turned away from him and Michael instinctively reached down and grabbed the front of her shirt, spraying water sidewise across the kitchen. Apologizing, he ripped it open and yanked it back over her shoulders, buttons ricocheting off the front of the cabinet and out across the floor.

      "Michael!" she cried in panic.

      "Sorry, but you got to get out of this shirt!" He wrenched it down her arms, and flung it away and then sprayed her back and shoulders and then squirted detergent from one side to the other and worked it across her already reddening skin with his bare hand. He directed the spray into her hair sideways, making it run down her front rather than down her injured back. He made sure plenty of water followed the Drano and diluted it into near harmlessness. But he had another worry.

      "You gotta get out of your jeans, Mom!"

      "What?

      Her jeans were sodden and Michael knew exactly what Drano soaked into the material would do to her down there. Squirting the rest of the Palmolive onto her hair, he hit it with the spray and then lathered it until her hair turned white with bubbles. Then he ran his hand down under her bra strap and side to side while directing the spray against her back. He could see where the straps had concentrated the liquid and burned welts into her skin. He ran his hand far enough around both sides to encounter her breasts. She reacted as any mother would.

      
        
      

      "Michael!"

      "Sorry!" he exclaimed, laughing despite the circumstances. "I wasn't copping a feel, I swear I wasn't. Stand up. Get those jeans off." He directed the spray across her chest and down across her stomach. She was experiencing this entire thing blind, her face covered with bubbles. It took a moment, but she got the button unhooked and the zipper down and worked the jeans off her hips and down her thighs while Michael followed her progress with the sprayer. The important thing was to keep as much water flowing over her as possible. She would not like what he planned to do next.

      "Turn around," he told her.

      "Why?" She was scared and utterly helpless.

      "You have to take off your panties, Mom."

      "What?" she cried.

      "I swear to you, Mom, your modesty is less important right now that what might be happening to you down there. Please don't make this worse than it already is."

      Frustrated and humiliated, she turned and squirmed out of her panties and let them dropped into her jeans, bunched around her ankles.

      "I suppose my bra's next?" she spat angrily.

      Michael laughed mirthlessly. "Please. You know I'm not doing this to embarrass you." He kept his eyes on the back of her head and sprayed water down her front and backside blindly.

      "The floor," she moaned. "Oh, my God. This is such a mess. Is my face okay, Michael?"

      Michael told her it was.

      "Can I rinse the soap off it, at least?"

      
        
      

      Michael released the trigger and slid the sprayer back into the sink.

      "Wait," she said dispiritedly. He waited as she fumbled open her bra and clumsily peeled it away and let it drop on the floor. "You were right. My boobs are burning like crazy." She scooped lather from her hair and used it to scrub her chest. "This wouldn't be so bad if I could see, damn it." Michael said nothing, keeping his gaze safely averted. "I'm sorry to be such a horrible pain in the ass, Michael, I really am. Thank you so much."

      She was near tears, and without thinking, Michael reached out and put his arms around her waist, drawing her tight up against him.

      "You have no idea how absolutely fucking scared I was." His voice cracked with the strain. She gripped his arms with hers, and squeezed them tightly.

      "You won't tell your father about this, right?"

      Michael laughed bitterly. "How about the National Enquirer?"

      "Oh, they would definitely love this," she retorted. "Psycho Mom in Shocking Drano Striptease!" They both laughed.

      "I really need to rinse my face and get upstairs to the shower." She groped blindly for the sink and Michael leaned around and guided her hands to the faucet and eased it up. One at a time, she freed her feet from the jeans and then kicked them aside. "Can you put these in the washer for me? I don't know if they can be salvaged, but I'm sure the shirt's a write-off." She splashed water against her face.

      "How are your eyes?" Michael asked.

      "I don't think it got near my eyes. Thanks to you, Michael. Oh, God. I handled that so badly, didn't I? I would have run blindly for the shower if you hadn't been here and probably disfigured myself for life. I never even thought of the damned sprayer. I was so shocked when you pulled it out and shot me in the face. I honestly had no idea what it was at first. Did I scream? This could have been so, so much worse, Michael. It really could."

      
        In the ease-down from his panic, Michael was beginning to think he'd way overreacted. His left hand showed no reaction to the caustic liquid and he saw no worse on his mother's back than the welts from her bra strap and a slight pinking on her upper back and shoulders. He imagined her scalp had taken the worse of it and he'd been very fast with the sprayer and Palmolive. Had he just stripped his mother naked for his own benefit, rather than hers? It took all his will power to keeps his eyed from straying below her shoulders. He was aware that he'd seen a good portion of her naked peripherally.

      Michael, for God's sakes, she right here, completely naked! What are you doing? Quickly, he turned and squat to retrieve her discarded clothing, shirt included, and headed toward the laundry room. The faucet shut off and Rachel opened the cabinet over the sink, for a for a hand towel to wipe her face, Michael imagined. She would not be wrapping herself in it, he thought ironically.

      "I'm so sorry about this mess, Michael. I'll help you clean it up when I come down."

      Michael snorted. "Will you go shower, already? I'll take care of the mess. You take care of yourself." He opened the washer and dropped her clothes inside. "I'll start the washer until you get in the shower. Make sure you wash your hair really good, Mom. Three or four times at least. I didn't get it all out, I'm sure, and I don't know how long the soap will neutralize it. Thank God it was there."

      "Thank God you were there," she argued with almost comic intensity. Michael snorted and grabbed the bucket out of the corner, a yellow contraption with wheels that he'd always looked at with a fair sense of disgust, but was now grateful to have. There was a lot of water on the kitchen floor. He listened to his mother pad through it on her way out of the kitchen and then wheeled the contraption out of the washroom.

      * * *

      It took the entire length of her long shower for Michael to handle the mess. He'd just wheeled the bucket back into the corner when the water upstairs shut off. He waited a moment to be sure, and then restarted the washer. He'd forgotten until halfway through the first wash-cycle to shut it off, causing him appropriate guilty. Not half as much guilt as he felt for what he'd done to his mom, though.

      
        20/20 hindsight is pretty revealing of human nature, he thought. Maybe a better reveal of someone's motives. He was convinced that everything he'd done in that five-minute catastrophe was motive-driven; specifically, that he'd relished dominating the situation and making Rachel do his bidding. He was pretty sure that ripping her shirt apart had given him an erection. He suspected getting to sleep tonight would be an ordeal. He prayed for the willpower not to replay this over and over in his head for dark purposes. He was surprised a moment later when he turned to discover the object of his anxiety in the washroom doorway, hair wrapped in a towel and her body wrapped in her thick white terrycloth robe. He went to her immediately and hugged her tight. She clung to him, trembling violently.

      "Are you all right?" he asked, alarmed.

      "Delayed reaction," she said through clenched teeth. "You should have seen me in the shower. I had the water turned all the way over to hot and couldn't stop shaking." She compulsively drew her arms in against her chest and began to shake so badly that David walked her out to the living room and down on the couch beside her and held her tightly against him.

      "I caused that stupid accident myself," she said bitterly. "I must have a hidden death wish, I swear I do, Michael. If you hadn't been there..." She shuddered hard enough to dislodge the towel from her hair. They both tried to catch it, which made them both laugh. Then Michael pulled it free to inspect her scalp.

      "Ouch...that's not from the shower I don't think." He leaned out to look at her forehead, wincing slightly. "You need to get some lotion on this, Mom."

      She touched the reddened skin just below her hairline. "I saw it in the mirror--and my scalp, or course. My shoulders got it a little bit, and my back I think." She reached up and tapped the location of her bra strap. "This really hurts right here. And right here," she indicated, touching her chest and laughing in embarrassment. "I didn't get it off fast enough, I guess." She turned to look at him, almost timidly. "So how does it feel, having seen your mother completely nude?" Her lips trembled, and her eyes shown with tears. "Sorry. The anxiety, I guess. It could have been so much worse."

      "But it wasn't," he said, patting her knee. "I'd like to see your back and shoulders, if that's okay?" He cleared his throat. "It would be better if you put on a bra first though. I've had enough of my mother naked for one afternoon."

      She laughed and let him assist her to her feet. "No mother should ever have to be naked in front of her mostly grown son. That was truly embarrassing, Michael.."

      
        Upstairs, he waited in the hallway while Rachel went to her dresser and opened the top drawer and removed a bra and pair of panties. He watched her do this in his mind, and then tried, unsuccessfully, not to watch her disrobing and putting them on. He saw this just as clearly as had he stepped into the open doorway and watched her bend over and slip one foot after the other into her panties and pull them up. He blanked his mind to keep from imagining her donning her bra.

      "I'm good," she called uneasily. She stood before the vanity mirror with a bottle of aloe-based lotion in her hand. She held it up wordlessly and tilted back her head for Michael to do her forehead.

      She could have done this herself, he thought, squirting lotion into his palm and then scooping it onto his fingertips. She eyed him with her eyebrows arched questioningly as he dabbed lotion onto the finger-like incursions from her hairline. What scalp he could see through her matted blond hair was bright red, like a bad sunburn. He wondered if they shouldn't go to the hospital. Following his eyes, the same dark blue as her own, she read his thoughts and mirrored them: "It's no worse than a bad sunburn, Michael. It'll be okay."

      "Turn around," he said softly. "I'll do your back and shoulders."

      She turned and worked the robe back over her shoulders and let it slide down to her waist, catching it in the crook of her arms. Her bra was a deep, nearly black purple; he tried to remember the color of her bra in the washer and couldn't. He wondered, not so idly, if she wore matching panties under the robe. There was an angry redness above and below her bra strap, though her back and shoulders were no worse than the pink she'd been earlier. She moved her hair safely away and he ran a bead of lotion across her shoulders-she shivered in response-and another short stream down between her shoulder blades. He worked that lotion in first to keep it from running down to her bra strap.

      "I'm going to lift this." Pulling out the strap-he flinched when she flinched-he ran a bead along the welted skin and gently smoothed it with his fingertips . "Imagine we're on the beach and I'm applying suntan lotion to your back," he said mildly. She laughed and half-looked back over her shoulder, smiling.

      "That's what I'm imagining, right now."

      Michael was intensely aware how far from the beach they were, both physically and metaphorically. The tension between them-sexual tension, he might as well come right out and name it-was no less palpable than were he doing this to Ginny, his recent, lamented girlfriend. His corralled erection thumped uncomfortably against his jeans and he was so intensely aware of his mother's bare skin and the fresh smell of her right out of the shower that he began to color embarrassingly. This was driving him crazy.

      
        
      

      Finished, he lifted her robe and helped her shrug it over her shoulders and then stepped back. Rachel adjusted the front, retied the belt and turned around.

      "Thank you so much, Michael." She rose up and pecked him on the lips, something she rarely did anymore as she knew it embarrassed him. He grinned sheepishly and handed her the bottle of lotion.

      "Time to finish the grass," he said uncomfortably.

      For one long moment, they held eyes and the tension between them was so intense it could practically be seen in the air. She'd been alone in the nearby bed for 14 months now, husband-less and hurting. The breakup had nearly killed her and she'd mostly suffered in silence. During a rare unguarded moment six months ago, she'd let slip that his father was the only man she'd ever slept with. How many nights had she cried herself to sleep since he left, he wondered? Though he missed his father badly, there were times he could blow the man's brains out with a shotgun. How could you cheat on a woman like this? Before something enormously wrong went wrong, Michael kissed her on the cheek and went outside to finish his yard work.

      * * *

      Things did, and did not return to normal. Michael forced himself into a, 'I love my mother but she is my mother' mindset, while for a time, while Rachel seemed to become more lost by the day. When sufficient time had passed, however she began to pull herself together and be his mom again and put the incident behind her.

      Michael was correct about the imaginings. But the sexual undercurrent was no match against the horror of what almost happened to his mom, and his dreams for the following month were plagued by scenarios which played out significantly different, resulting in blindness or severe physical disfigurement because he was outside, or a moment too late in reacting. Rachel had nightmares as well, and more than once Michael and/or Effie ran to her rescue in the dark of night. The real nightmare began one evening in mid-October when Rachel came to him with the news that she and his dad were having dinner Saturday night. Michael was instantly cautious.

      
        "What about Cassie?" he asked warily. She was the 20-something redhead his dad was currently dating.

      Rachel, already pink with embarrassment, reddened further.

      "I didn't mean that to sound accusatory," Michael cautioned. "I just thought that she and Dad were..." He shrugged, not wanting to embarrass his mom even more. How do you reconcile with a man who has cheated on you with two of your friends, he thought? Two that he knew about, anyway. And with the three additional women during the 16-month separation period, Michael had little respect for his dad when it came to marital fidelity. His immediate reaction was therefore intensely negative, which he tried to conceal.

      "Your dad put that on hold," Rachel said uncomfortably.

      Michael hoped his angry reaction didn't show, but knew it had when Rachel flushed bright red and lowered her eyes. He put a hand on her forearm. "I know how much you miss him, Mom. Effie cries herself to sleep practically every night, and you do nothing but toss and turn."

      Rachel started to protest, but Michael cut her off.

      "You don't need my permission. You and Dad were together 18 years and have two kids together. You don't just throw away a marriage without looking at it from every possible angle. Dad made a mistake, sure. He's suffered right along with you though-" In the company of his cute little redhead and the other two bimbos, Michael thought grimly. "-and mistakes can be forgiven. I'm grown, but Effie is suffering without her dad." He transferred his hand to Rachel's cheek. "Just make sure he's worth taking back, okay? It wasn't you that caused this damned mess. Remember that, Mom."

      Tears in her eyes, Rachel nodded and patted Michael's hand on her cheek. "I should marry the son and forget the father," she joked, laughing through her tears. She sniffed and wiped her nose with the back of her hand. "I'm such a mess. I should probably say no. I haven't actually said yes, because I wanted to talk to you first and get your...opinion." She was regaining control of herself. "It is only just dinner. For all I know, I could be handed divorce papers." She winced, and Michael winced right along with her. "I haven't felt this confused since I came home pregnant with you."

      Michael had to think for a moment how old she was. The night she spoke of was almost 19 years ago. They'd married when she was three months pregnant and she'd delivered Michael a few months after her 16th birthday. Michael was two years old and his mother 18 before they lived together as man and wife, and even then, help was needed paying the rent and putting food on the table while Jack attended school and Rachel worked part time at Walmart. She never got a degree and had lucked into the job she'd spent her entire adult life mastering. Even so, it wasn't enough for her and two kids; Jack carried them with monthly support payments. Michael had to give him that; his dad was no welsh.

      "My opinion is yes," Michael said grudgingly. "Just go slow and make sure this is in your best interest."

      She nodded, and then pecked him on the lips again as she'd done that afternoon two months ago. "I have to tell you something. And don't blow me off and make like it's no big deal because it is." She took a steadying breath. "Since your dad left, you've been the man of the household. It hasn't escaped me how much you've put in, keeping this house stable for your sister and me. I haven't said anything because this was a matter of pride with you and I understood that. I've been really proud of you, both as a mother, and as a woman. And there is a difference, Michael." She took another deep breath. "I think we both know how close it came to something bad happening that Saturday afternoon." She waited for some reaction from Michael and he finally nodded. "You took complete control of the situation and showed me what a capable, level-headed person you really are. The woman in me reacted to that. I was very close to succumbing to the intense feelings of vulnerability and need I had. You rescued me, and did so selflessly. I was...I wanted to..."

      He put his fingertips against her lips, silencing her. "We both now how close it was. You've been alone for 16 months now, and I've been pretty much alone with you. The feelings I have are not exactly paternal anymore either." He laughed, completely flustered. "I don't think this is something we should talk about now. Not with Effie downstairs watching TV. She's caught me out enough times that I know better than to forget about her being around."

      Rachel laughed nervously. "That would be a bit much, admittedly. It's a bit much for her mother, too. But thank you for letting me get it off my chest. It had to be said before I exploded like a volcano." She kissed him on the cheek and stepped back. "In light of that..." She hesitated, biting her lower lip. "I have to decide what to do if your father wants to make up."

      Michael regarded her calmly. He knew where this was going, where it had to go from this point.

      "Don't ask permission to go to bed with your own husband," he said softly.

      Rachel reddened again. "I'm not. What I want is to promise you that I won't do it unless he's committed to me and the marriage and to his children. Unless he agrees to be my husband again and to be faithful the rest of our life together. It's unfair to you, but it's the fairest thing I can't think of."

      Michael said in exasperation: "What I think shouldn't be part of any decision about you and Dad."

      
        
      

      "It shouldn't be, no. But it is, and we both know why. And we both know that we can never go to bed together, no matter what. Right?"

      Michael nodded. He would not-could not-commit incest with his mother.

      * * *

      The four days leading up to the dinner date were hard for them both. Neither said a word, but neither could look the other in the eye for too long, either. It was a toss-up who was more anxious the evening of, Rachel or Michael.

      "How do I look?" Rachel asked, nervously smoothing the bottom of her knit top against her hips. Michael thought she looked just incredible; 9-year-old Effie gave her a more jaundiced opinion.

      "It makes you look fat, Mom. I liked the other outfit better."

      Michael could have dope-slapped her; Rachel eyed him warningly. "I think you're right. This makes me look to hippy, doesn't it?"

      Michael threw his hands up in frustration. "You don't have any hips! How can it make you look hippy?"

      Effie smiled at him condescendingly. "I don't know why she's even asking you. You'd send her out in jeans and a sweatshirt, you dork."

      Michael nearly lost his temper, which only made her smirk. He thought acidly, I'm the man of the house in case you've forgotten and you're not too old to put over my knee and teach some manners to. She looked away quickly, evidently reading his thoughts. He returned his gaze to his mom and assured her: "I think you look great. If you want to go back to the skirt and blouse outfit, I liked that too. Dazzle him with those incredible legs of yours, Mom."

      
        
      

      Effie giggled, and Mom frowned at him reprovingly. Secretly, he hoped she would switch back to the previous outfit because he disliked how the mauve colored top clung to every curve, particularly sculpting her small but prominent breasts. The loose-fitting, silky blouse tended to hide them. No such luck.

      Dad arrived at 6 PM and Effie was ecstatic, jumping into her father's arms on the front stoop. Michael was restrained, greeting his dad with a hug and a manly shake of the hands. He was encouraged, noting his dad looked almost as anxious about this dinner date as his mom, who looked on the verge of a panic attack. He was worried though, about the obvious and instantaneous sexual tension that sprang up between the two. He watched in frustration as his mom's color grew high and her breathing and dilated pupils gave her away. Her last look at Michael as Jack shepherded her out the front door was one of apology. He nodded, tacitly saying, Whatever is best for you, Mom. And despite his jealousy, he meant what he thought.

      * * *

      Two dinner dates later, including a movie and a visit to a bar afterward, Rachel approached Michael with news that Jack wanted the family to spend a ski weekend in December at Wisp. The stress was obvious in her face. This was a big step up from dinner and a movie, Michael thought----for one, thing, who would sleep where-but he stomped on the neck of his jealousy and approached this as a son supporting his mom's best interest. He knew how hard the last month had been for her. But he also had to be honest.

      "Don't get mad at me, okay? What I have to say will make you defensive and on the spot. I have to say it anyway, or I'm not living up to my promise to look out for you. And don't tell me that's not my job because we both know it is. You need looking after and as the current man of the house, it's my job to do it. I love you and I need to be your Devil's Advocate. Can we agree on that?"

      Indeed on the spot, flushed and humiliated, Rachel nodded curtly. Then she took a deep breath and calmed down. "I keep forgetting how much our family dynamic has changed in the last few months. My sense of worth takes a hit every time I remember just how dependent upon you I am. And how much I absolutely rely on you." She was quiet a moment looking at Michael's chest with her arms crossed defensively over hers. "The worst part is I still have this damned, frustrating, maddening desire for you that makes me feel like the poster girl for the Deviant Mothers Society. How can I be so emotionally attached to my own son? It warps my entire thinking process, my whole sense of being." She looked up. "And yet I still have feelings for your father and want him back. What is the matter with me, Michael?"

      He laughed bitterly. "I'm not your husband. You need a husband, even if he's a fuck up and put you through hell. The question is, can you trust him not to do the same to you again? Does he know you're considering this? Taking him back?"

      Rachel sighed. "He swears he doesn't want to rush me into anything. Or push me into anything. He agrees I was right to kick him out and file for the divorce. He admits that he had a problem with...infidelity. He broke it off with Cassie in the hopes we'd have a chance at reconciliation. He even acknowledges that you have a right to be involved in this decision as my..." She laughed, embarrassed. "My present provider-replacement. I wonder if he doesn't suspect how close to true that really is." She shifted uncomfortably. "Can I ask you a serious question? I'm not sure I actually can. This is so terribly embarrassing for me." She looked at the door and Michael knew her thoughts were on Effie, and where she was. He walked to the door, checked outside and eased it closed.

      "Go ahead," he said. The naked innocence in her eyes was unnerving. He watched her shudder and then drop her gaze to the floor.

      "Would you actually make love to me, Michael? If that was what we decided we both wanted and needed? Knowing that I'm your mother and that I gave birth to you 18 years ago?"

      "Yes!" Michael answered forcefully.

      His mom nodded fretfully. "This makes everything so hard. I think sometimes....I should just let you take me to bed and get it over with." She looked up apologetically. "That sounds so bad, I'm sorry." She impulsively stretched up and kissed his lips. "I love you, Michael. I promise you if things go sour with your father and I...shit. I am so stupid." She wiped at her eyes with the heels of her hands. "Why is this so fucking difficult?"

      Michael said in a whisper: "I want things to work out for you and Dad. I do. I'm not the one with two kids and a mortgage payment to meet every month. You need a husband, Mom, not a Freshman live-in lover. If things work out badly, I'm still here. We can talk about it then. Right now, you need to make sure Dad can be trusted not to hurt you again. Maybe this family weekend will answer that question." He took her by the arms. "I want you to sleep with him if that's what you need to find out. He loves you, I know he does, and that might be what gets you back together again. Just make sure it's what you need, Mom."

      
        He drew her into his arms and kissed the top of her head. Rachel wrapped her arms tightly around his waist and Michael tried to ignore her soft breasts flattening against his chest. He promised himself that, should the opportunity ever present itself, he would hold her naked against him and feel them flatten again.

      * * *

      Two weeks later they climbed into Jack's SUV and made for the resort on a blustery, promising Friday afternoon. The forecast for Western Maryland was snow, up to 12" in the higher elevations over the next two days. Michael found himself secretly excited about this. He hadn't been skiing since the breakup and looked forward to donning skis again and tearing up the trails. Beside him in the back seat, Effie leaned forward against her seat belt and exclaimed excitedly: "I get to ski the intermediate slopes, right?"

      Mom and Dad were less than committal on the request. "We'll have to see," Jack said. "You haven't been skiing in a year and a half, sweetie."

      "None of us have!" Effie objected. Michael frowned at the quick, uncomfortable glance that passed between his parents. Jack obviously had been skiing since the break-up. Not unexpected, Michael thought in retrospect, considering what an aggressive, expert skier Jack was. He'd learned at the age of three and had been a fanatic his whole life. Four years ago, on a weekend away with friends Aaron and Sheila Crawford, Jack and Sheila decided that love of skiing wasn't the only thing they had in common. A flirtation developed, followed by a torrid, year-long extramarital affair. When it ended, Jack took up with Melissa Crewe, a coworker of Rachel's he met at the company Christmas party. Things blew up when Rachel covered for Melissa one afternoon during a doctor's appointment that was actually a liaison with Jack at a cross-town motel. Though Melissa religiously deleted any emails from Jack, she had not counted on the email server failing that afternoon and messages being restored from the back-up server. Rachel was confronted not only with Jack's current infidelity, but a humiliating account of the affair with her best friend Sheila. Furiously humiliated, she called Melissa's cell phone and told her to pass the message to Jack that he needn't come home that night. Melissa sealed her humiliation by laughing about it in the background and inviting Jack to stay with her. Rachel had gone home and cried for a week straight.

      They arrived at five and checked into the lodge. The arrangements made everyone uncomfortable. They could afford only two rooms, so Michael and Dad would take one, Effie and Mom the other. Effie was at once enthusiastic and critical of this arrangement. She wanted a girls-night with Mom, but she also wanted Mom and Dad together again. Michael was glum about either arrangement, but selfishly preferred this one over his mom and dad sleeping together. That thought just caused him no end of pain. They unpacked and went for dinner in the lodge restaurant. Effie was straining at the bit, wanting to get out there and join the other skiers hitting the slopes. Every minute spent inside was a personal affront to her.

      "Why do we have to eat?" "Wouldn't it be better to work up an appetite first?" "Can I at least do some snow-tubing?" "You promised I could start on the intermediate slope, right?" "Michael can ski with me!" "I don't need Michael to ski with me if I have to ski the stupid beginner's slope." "I have as much right to talk as anyone. I think it's stupid for Mom and Dad not to be in the same room together."

      Clearing his throat, Jack said carefully: "We talked about that, sweetie. Your mom and I think that's being presumptuous."

      Michael snickered when Effie protested, "Shut up, Michael! I know what presumptuous means!" She turned her precocious gaze on Mom and Dad. "You're getting back together, right? Ow, Michael! Damn it!"

      "Effie Lynn! You do not use that language to your brother."

      "But he kicked me, Mom!"

      "You deserved to be kicked, you stupid little putz," Michael growled.

      "Michael, be nice to your sister. She's 9-years-old. She's guaranteed to say things like that. Effie, we discussed this already. Your dad and I are taking it slow."

      "Like a freaking glacier," Effie complained irritably.

      "Will you shut up," Michael growled. "And don't stick your damned tongue out at me. I'll cut the damned thing off the next time."

      Effie formed a slug and displayed it obstinately.

      
        This made Jack laugh, which made Effie laugh, which started Mom laughing, which made Michael roll his eyes and shake his head in disgust. And then start laughing along with the rest of them.

      It was decided that all would start with the toughest beginners slope to reacquaint everyone with skis and poles and skiers trying to kill everyone in sight. Michael stuck close to Effie, who took after her mother coordination-wise on skis; Dad kept an eye on Mom.

      Michael was not in the same league as his dad, although he'd inherited Jack's natural talent, if not his overwhelming desire to hit the slopes every chance he got. Michael would never be more than an occasional weekend skier, never taking off to Colorado as his Mom and Dad had some winters. Not that his mother was expert, by any means. Michael often thought she had no business on the intermediate slopes, much less following after his Dad on the expert's. She was not coordinated or confident enough for that. He was relieved when she showed no interest in venturing beyond the beginners slopes that night, though it kept Jack close by. The trouble began afterward, when they returned to the lodge, sore but pumped on adrenalin and Jack suggested he and Mom catch a nightcap in the bar. Michael was instantly and adamantly against it, but didn't say a word. His sister made up for his silence, practically jumping up and down in her excitement and clapping her hands. Michael could have strangled her. Instead, he told his mom via a nod to go with Dad and have a good time, which she did, reluctantly.

      An hour later, Michael began to worry but Effie threatened to run screaming down the hall that Michael was trying to kill her if he even went near the door. As a second hour crawled by and Michael began to fear the worst, Effie only grinned smugly and insisted they play archery on the the Wii. She was asleep when Jack and Rachel returned, pleasantly drunk and obviously enamored of the empty room next door. Michael sent them away with his blessings, noting Effie asleep in the bed opposite him anyway, which he damn well knew she'd done on purpose. When his parents stole through the connecting room, Rachel giggling drunkenly and Jack with an obvious hard-on for her, physically as well as mentally, Michael went into the bathroom and sat down on the toilet with his head in his hands and cried in frustration.

      * * *

      Rachel's eyes were bloodshot, puffy and discomfited at breakfast the next morning. Time on the beginner's slope the night before couldn't account for her stiff movements, and Michael wondered if she had slept at all. She would not meet his gaze, the only confirmation he needed that she'd had total unrestricted sex. He was hard pressed not to show his anger; from her cat and canary look, she was hard pressed not to melt away under the table out of sight. He finally relented as she finished her third black coffee and rubbed her calf with the side of his boot. She paused, fork halfway to her mouth and met his gaze, blinking timidly. He smiled, cocking his head in admission that she probably felt worse about this than he did, and would she please stop doing that. The man beside her had occupied her bed and body for 16 years; what was one more night? He wondered darkly just how many times they had done it.

      * * *

      "This is not a good idea," he said. They were at the lifts and Michael was not happy with this decision to skip the intermediate slopes and accompany Jack down an expert's. "You're not up to speed yet, Mom. We should let Dad enjoy himself without worrying about you and I killing ourselves."

      Rachel shook her head. "I'll be fine. I've skied this slope half a dozen times. I don't need a babysitter, Michael." She eyed him angrily for a moment, and then dropped her eyes sheepishly. "I'll be fine. You should go with your sister and keep an eye on her."

      "Not a chance," Michael said firmly, shooting Effie a look to keep quiet. "I'm not letting you out of my sight."

      She eyed him plaintively, but Michael indicated the argument was over, so sighing dramatically, she said, "Fine, whatever" and Michael would gladly have given her the spanking he'd wanted to give Effie. And then he berated himself for begrudging his mother her hard earned happiness. Only, she didn't look very happy, did she?

      10 seconds onto the trail and she was in trouble. He watched her blow two easy cuts and even the little coordination she'd exhibited last night was gone. She'd forgotten how to brake and was constantly on the wrong leg at the wrong time. Alarmed, and angry at his father for paying so damned little attention to his struggling wife, Michael tucked and went after her with single-minded intensity. His alarm shot through the roof when she looked back in panic after her worse cut yet and Michael knew it was a tree that would stop her if he didn't. He was beside her five seconds later and jettisoning his poles when she kicked back, right into his arms. He went down and brought her down atop him, digging the side of his skis into the snow, throwing up a flume that covered them both. She emitted a hi-pitched screech as the trees rushed at them at seemingly impossible and unstoppable speed. Michael braced for impact, wrapping her as tightly as possible and putting himself between her and the danger. At the last moment, his skis caught an impacted snow-ridge and it flung them sideways around the first two pines and right between a second and third pair and into a high bank of snow backed by laurel bushes. They came to a jarring halt amid a fierce throwback of snow. Michael could only pant and feel the slam of his heart against his rib cage. He looked down at his mom. He pulled up his goggles and then hers.

      "Are you okay?"

      Her bloodshot eyes peered up at him. "I'm so sorry, Michael. I really am."

      He looked at her confused.

      "For sleeping with your father last night. It was a mistake. I knew it and I did it anyway. I don't deserve to have you save me a second time like this. I'm so sorry."

      Michael choked out laughter, relieved. "I forgive you. I'm just so fucking glad you're okay." He looked up and saw a dozen skiers heading in to render assistance. He had only seconds to get this said. "Are you finished with him now?"

      "I want to be," she said. "I only wish it was that simple."

      He was unable to ask what that meant because a pair of skiers slid up and planted their poles near their feet. The woman gasped and covered her mouth, eyes wide in shock. It was then Michael spotted the blood soaking through his mother's right pants leg and the 8" long tear in the material.

      "Get the ski patrol," he said calmly. "Tell them we have a compound fracture and possible arterial bleeding." His mom was unconscious. He yanked off his belt and made a tourniquet around her upper thigh.

      * * *

      
        Michael was not talking to Jack. The son of a bitch had skied unconcernedly to the very bottom before looking back to check on his wife. Michael would have punched him out if not for the presence of Effie. Of course, she sided with Jack. At one point in the hospital waiting room they went toe to toe.

      "You should have told her no, God damn it!"

      "It's not my place to tell your mother no. She's a grown woman."

      "Who was hung-over and hasn't been on a slope in two years, and who couldn't ski worth shit in the first place. You get her smashed and bang her fucking eyes out but you don't take responsibility to insure she's capable of making a rational decision, which she isn't where it comes to you because she wants you back and would do anything to make sure that fucking happens."

      "Don't you talk to me like that, damn it! I'm still your father and deserve a little respect." He jabbed Michael with a finger which Michael ignored. Effie was on her feet by then telling Michael to back off, and people in the waiting room had looked up from their magazines or spun away from the wide-screen TV or roused out of their doze to watch. Behind the Information desk, the volunteer attendee was calling security.

      "Earn my respect and I'll give it to you!" Michael spat, purposely pushing against his father's finger. He tried to reign in his anger, before it got away from him and things got really ugly. Effie was making things no better with her belligerent complaining about Michael's behavior. Michael turned on her.

      "You know what? It is my fault. She had no business on that trail and I knew it and I still let her go. Instead of being a man and living up to my responsibilities, I took the easy way out and gave in to her stubbornness. I could have taken away her poles and not given them back until she promised to ski the intermediate slopes with me. She'd have been pissed, and rightly so, but she wouldn't be in surgery with a hole in her leg the size of a softball."

      "There was nothing wrong with her skiing!" Effie insisted shrilly. "You caused the stupid accident, not her, trying to play the big bad know it all son. If you had just left her alone we'd be skiing right now, instead of in this stupid hospital waiting to hear if Mom'll lose her leg or not. Why can't you just leave well enough alone?"

      Jack had just stepped in and told her to hush when a man tapped him on the shoulder and directed his attention to the widescreen TV in the corner.

      
        "This is something you should probably look at," the man said apologetically.

      Angry, Jack did so and Michael and Effie turned to look with him. On screen was a pretty blond reporter in a blue and white parka and a jaunty blue and white ski cap. Behind her was a slope at Wisp and the attention grabbing headline below her read: "Seriously Injured Skier May Lose Leg following Incident On Slopes." The sound was turned down so Michael concentrated on the closed captions scrolling along the bottom, white letters on black.

      "-victim, whose name has not been released was taken to Garrett County Memorial Hospital in Oakland, Maryland where doctors are trying to save her right leg after a serious compound fracture and significant blood loss. Witnesses say the victim and her husband and teenage son were all skiing the expert trail at Wisp and the son came to his mother's rescue when it became evident she was suffering some loss of control and possibly heading for the tree line at excess speed."

      The reporter was replaced by a shaky video taken down-slope. A pair of teenage girls slalomed gracefully back and forth across the trail amongst of a scattered group of skiers. In the top left hand corner, Michael spotted himself tucked and speeding after a figure he knew to be his mother. She was off balance on one ski, trying to compensate with her poles and out flung arms, in obvious danger of careening into the tree line at lethal speed. She looked back just as Michael caught her and jettisoned his poles. He was eerily reminded of a plow barreling along the shoulder of a highway as snow flumed up and over their heads from his dug in skis. He grimaced and looked away momentarily as they caromed past the first pair of trees, split a second and third pair and plowed sideways into the snow covered bushes. It was a marker post buried inside the snow bank that had broken his mother's leg. He'd not even felt the impact.

      "I think you owe your son an apology," the man at Jack's side commented. "My guess is he saved his mother's life this morning." Not awaiting an answer, the man returned to his wife and sat down in the ugly orange seat and watched a repetition of the footage. Michael did as well, this time noting the short conversation between he and his mother, and how damned close he had come to kissing her. From Effie's strangled-looking expression, it was as perfectly obvious to others as it was to him. Jack cleared his throat.

      "It appears the man is right. I do owe you an apology, Michael." He wisely avoided an arm over Michael's shoulder, shaking his hand instead. Effie stared at him with almost comical intensity, no way forgiving him, evidence of the video be damned. What puzzled him most was how they'd put the report together when he'd not seen or talked to a single reporter, neither at the resort, nor here at the hospital. Were they about to be stampeded, he wondered? To his horror, that's exactly what happened.

      
        * * *

      They saved her leg, but Rachel would walk with a pronounced limp the rest of her life. Michael considered this fair trade for having a leg to limp with. The impact had broken the femur and ripped the ball from her hip socket, requiring extensive surgery on the hip as well as her femur, thigh muscles and blood vessels. She would have bled out without Michael's tourniquet. But the tourniquet had nearly cost her the leg by cutting off blood to her muscles. Michael felt punched out by God himself. He would not leave, no matter what his father did.

      "Michael, they don't allow family overnight in intensive care."

      "I don't care," Michael said tiredly. "I can sleep in the Family Conference Room. I already asked."

      "That's stupid," Effie complained, bleary eyed and falling asleep on her feet. Michael's answering glare was mostly wasted because she chose that moment to yawn deeply and rub her eyes. She'd been obstinate and unforgiving all afternoon and night. Michael was ready to pitch her out the sixth floor window. Even his dad couldn't break through her obstinacy. Michael was at fault no matter what anyone said or showed her to the contrary. The galling part was that he couldn't blame her for it. He was torn in half himself.

      "Take Effie back to the lodge," he said. "She can't be here, and I'm not leaving."

      "Who said I can't be here!" she retorted hotly.

      "Effie, please be quiet. Michael, I understand your concern but if anyone stays with your mom, it should be me. After all," he said with a dejected sigh. "It's my fault she's here in the first place. If I hadn't--"

      Effie jumped in indignantly: "That's crap, Daddy! Michael-"

      Michael walked away, fed up. One more word from the belligerent little turd and he'd snap.

      "Sure...run away! You almost kill Mom and-"

      
        
      

      "Effie! Shut up!"

      Michael heard the shock in her voice. "But, Daddy he-"

      "Saved her life, is what he did! Now come on. We're going back to the lodge."

      "No!" she complained. "Why does he get to stay?"

      "We'll be back in the morning, Michael. Call me if there's any change in her condition."

      Michael entered the ICU and went straight to the nurses station. "I'm staying with my mom tonight. If you want me out of there you'll have to get a guard up here to drag me out." In the end, they agreed he could remain with her for two hours, until shift change, at which time he'd move to the Family Conference Room. Whatever he worked out with the overnight charge nurse was his affair.

      Inside her glass-walled room, Michael pulled up chair, sat down beside his mom and gently took her left hand in his. Her right leg was encased from hip to knee in a complex metal and canvas brace, elevated via a system of cords and pulleys. She would remain in this brace for the next 6-8 weeks until her femur healed. The hip joint had been repaired using some method he couldn't remember the name of, and didn't require a cast of its own. A fact everyone would come to appreciate when the brace alone made everything Rachel did a back-braking effort. She was in a coma, induced by the doctors, her injuries too much to endure tonight, even on morphine. Michael was fine with that; he wanted her as far aware from reality as medicine could place her.

      Her nearly translucent, Scandinavian skin rendered her untannable; between the surgery, the narcotics and her injuries, what little wintertime color she had before the accident vanished along with the blood left on the hillside. Monitors pulsed and blipped and otherwise recorded her reduced life force, if not her will to live. She was all Michael lived for right now.

      It really hurt, knowing she had slept with his dad. No amount of apologies could wipe that away. But forgiveness was not dependent upon remembrance, and Michael would forgive his mother anything, even for loving him. He pressed his forehead against the cold skin of her hand, praying silently. Behind his eyes he kept seeing her shocked face and bloodshot eyes looking up. He could smell the vinegary aftermath of the alcohol on her breath wash over his face. She wasn't aware that half her leg was ripped open and ruptured arteries and veins were pumping away her life blood as she lay there apologizing for her imagined transgressions. He'd almost left, almost thumbed a ride down the mountain after she'd finally shown herself at breakfast, a ragamuffin with bloodshot eyes and a difficult walk that left no doubt what she and his dad had gotten up to in the neighboring room. And her reproachful, defiant, Don't you dare judge me glances over the breakfast table when all he wanted was to self-combust and do away with himself forever. That was the worst. Her need to defend herself against something that was not in any way wrong: reuniting with her husband. She was wrong about it being wrong. So wrong.

      The hand beneath his forehead twitched. Michael looked up to discover his mom watching him through half-lidded eyes. He rose to call the nurse but Rachel groggily told him no.

      "You're not supposed to be awake," Michael said.

      "I'm not supposed to be alive, but I am." Her voice was the softest of whispers. She looked around beneath her half-closed eyelids, not moving her head. "Your father?"

      "He took Effie back to the lodge. Mom, listen--"

      "What time is it?"

      Michael hesitated a moment confused, and then checked his watch. "11:44 PM. Why-?"

      "Is it the same day?"

      Perplexed, Michael told her it was.

      "How long will I be in here?" she asked, almost unintelligibly.

      "About a week. Maybe more, maybe a little less. They weren't sure."

      "I love you, Michael," she said.

      "I love you too, Mom," he said perfunctorily. "But-"

      "No. I mean, I love you, Michael."

      
        
      

      Michael looked into her sleepy, drug-muddled eyes. She was smiling, not dreamily, but hopefully, he realized. Leaning very close, he whispered: "I don't care that you're my mother. I don't care that you're 16 years older than me. I don't care that Dad wants you back in his life and Effie wants me out of it-" He nodded, confirming the troublesome news about her daughter. "The only thing that matters is that you get well so I can lay claim to you. You understand me?"

      She grinned, giggling drunkenly. "I won't remember this in the morning. You know that...?"

      "I'm counting on it," he said.

      That eliminated her smile. "Don't you pull away from me Michael. Don't you do that to me."

      Michael said fiercely. "I will do what's best for you, and damn the consequences. You're in this hospital because I didn't do what was best for you this morning, which was refuse to let you follow Dad onto that trail. When all this over and you've fully recuperated, we can talk about it then. Right now, you are the entire conversation. No ifs, ands or buts." He breathed in, forcing calmness over his thoughts. Embarrassed at the tirade, wanting to infuse a little lightness, he grinned and said: "I will promise you one thing, though."

      "What's that?" she asked tremulously, trying not to cry.

      "I intend to paddle your bare behind for your brainless stubbornness this morning."

      She blinked in confusion, and then grinned, her face pinking in the dim light. "Is that a promise?"

      "You have my word on it, mother dear."

      She laughed, continuing to pink. "You might enjoy that more than you think. Your father certainly..." Her face darkened, from embarrassment of another kind. "Sorry. We won't go into that." She sought out his fingers and wrapped them weakly in hers. "I'm glad you're here. Mad at me or not."

      Michael placed his lips at her ear and whispered: "I count on you not remembering this in the morning." His hand slipped out of hers and entered her hospital gown through the oversize sleeve and settled atop her small left breast. Rachel gasped and the reaction of her heart and blood pressure immediately registered on the surrounding monitors. Before releasing her, Michael whispered: "Forget this too: I plan to put this finger-" He tapped her hardened nipple with the tip of his middle finger. "-up you when you get home and make you wiggle like a wabbit, woman."

      She squealed exactly like a teenager hearing his words, blushed bright red and slapped his hand through the flimsy gown, protesting "Stop that!" making the charge nurse come in and rudely kick him out. Expectedly, she remembered none of it in the morning.

      * * *

      Her hospital stay was 18 days. Four were spent in the ICU at Garrett County Memorial, the balance in and out of the ICU at Adventist Hospital after transfer by air ambulance to get her closer to home. Twice she developed infections in the wound, requiring IV antibiotics and resetting her discharge schedule. On her 7th day inside, the Saturday following the accident, Rachel developed a fever that baffled the doctors and sent everyone into a panic when it spiked at 105 degrees just before midnight and sent Rachel into convulsions. The nurses wrapped her upper body in a "cold suit', a compartmented vest which circulated chilled water to reduce her core temperature. The following day was bad for everyone when she slipped into a coma and didn't awaken for 33 hours. She had no memory of the previous two and a half days. On the nights Michael alternated with his dad, spending the night in her room, he reacquainted Rachel with his hand. She always became flushed and flustered.

      "The nurse would call the police if she caught you doing that," she chastised. She eased his hand away and out the side of her gown. Michael replaced it, making Rachel sigh in exasperation. She filled his hand so softly. He'd taken to sneaking peeks whenever the opportunity presented itself and he found her beginner-breasts just so adorably fetching. Say what she wanted: they both knew she liked it when he touched her intimately.

      To date, Michael had kept his hands above her waist. He loved her belly and delighted in teasing her belly button, which just left her so exasperated. On their nights together, they talked quietly about the future and what issues it held. The biggest issue, of course, was Jack. Rachel wanted nothing more to do with him, but so far, refused to discuss their Friday night and Saturday morning together. Michael didn't press her about it. He knew she was traumatized.

      The other big issue was Effie. She remained steadfastly hostile and Michael worried she'd blurt out something in anger, or go to her father in cold calculating malice. She was particularly spiteful about Michael spending the night in her mother's room and he knew things would blow up once Mom was home and pieces started falling into place. It would get ugly. This preyed on Rachel and interfered with her recovery.

      On the nights Michael remained at home, things with Effie were unbearable. Rachel forbad him to do anything interdictive. She'd deal with the problem herself, when she got home. Michael wondered how she would do that.

      Far and away though, Michael's biggest worry was Jack, alone with his mom every other night. It preyed on him 10 times worse than this issue with Effie, a question mark that hung in the air on their nights together, until finally, three nights before her scheduled discharge, Rachel dropped the bomb.

      "Your dad wants to move back in, Michael."

      Every muscle in Michael's body locked. It was just after 10 o'clock and they were playing Virtual Strip Poker on his and her Kindle Fires. Michael fumbled and almost dropped his tablet. He looked at her with his heart in his mouth. "What did you say?"

      "I told him no."

      Michael's heart took off like a Roman candle. He immediately quashed his exhilaration knowing this wasn't the end of it. "What's the but?" he asked cautiously.

      "He says I'm unable to care for myself. That I'll need a day-nurse or a home-care companion while you and Effie are at school. He says my hospital bill will be more than $200,000 and we have to start thinking about the expense of me being out of work for another three months while my leg heals and I undergo physical therapy. The doctors won't release me for anything but part-time or light duty work until they're satisfied of my recovery." She paused, closing the cover on the Kindle and setting it on her lap. Michael came and sat on the edge of the mattress and took her hand.

      "Michael, if your father hadn't kept us on his insurance plan we'd be bankrupt now. Our portion of the bill will be over $40,000. Your dad's insurance sucks, but I don't have any at all. If we don't get back together..." Tears pooled and spilled down her cheeks; she wiped at them angrily. "I don't know how we'll survive, Michael. This will probably bankrupt us, even together. Do you know how much money I have in the bank?"

      Michael shook his head, ashamed that he didn't know and hadn't thought about any of this before now.

      
        
      

      "Not even $500, Michael. Your father's support payments cover the mortgage, puts food on the table, puts gasoline in our cars..." She laughed bitterly. "Michael, I don't even make $40,000 a year. Your father has always supported us. My salary paid for clothes, toys, things like these Kindles; anything non-essential. We are your dad's biggest expense and he's been living off his half of the savings to make ends meet. We can't maintain two separate residences anymore." She looked away, tears freely flowing down her cheeks. "I have to tell him yes or we'll lose the house and have to move in with him, Michael. Is that what we want?"

      He reached out and took her in his arms and told her there was no way he would let them loose the house. She clung to him pitifully, sobbing with her head on his shoulder and repeating she was sorry, she was so sorry. Michael knew any hope for their happiness had just gone the way of her money.

      * * *

      "This seat is so big," Rachel marveled wide-eyed. Michael and Jack exchanged a glance; evidently someone had given Mom a special dose of pain reliever for the ride home. The center seat of the Honda Pilot was all hers. In the rear seat, Effie regarded her mom with proprietary right, her self-appointed guard dog. Guard-shark, Michael corrected sourly. Programmed by nature to rip into anything that moved, itself included. From this moment on, Michael expected nothing but trouble from her.

      "You OK, Mom?"

      Rachel smiled contentedly. "I am so OK, Michael. Thank you for asking." She leaned against the door with her legs across the seats and attempted to buckle herself in, looking dreamily from one belt buckle to the other. The best Michael could do was strap her around the waist and secure her legs with the two remaining seat belts. Not exactly legal, but it would have to do. Mom sighed cheerfully and snuggled against the pillow that Jack had brought, arms loosely crossed. "It feels so good to have clothes on again." She grinned widely at Michael, nearly giving him a heart attack. "Those stupid hospital gowns are so immodest, you know? Every single one of those nurses knows my body better than I do now." She giggled delightedly. "The male nurses especially. I'm certain one of them gave me a sponge bath one day last week." She smiled absentmindedly and tried to remember what day that might have been while Jack and Michael exchanged another embarrassed look. Michael was pretty sure no male nurse had ever sponge-bathed his mother. Knowing his father would have that privilege in the coming days-he'd taken the week off to attend his wife's needs-gave him a mental ulcer.

      
        
      

      Mom asked brightly: "You know what I like best? Getting to wear a bra again!" She flung out her arms and proudly displayed the front of her parka, giggling like a schoolgirl. "Some lucky fella gets to take it off me later on, and I like that too!" This drew an outraged "Mom!" from her daughter and a groan from both males. This time Jack and Michael did not exchange a look.

      Rachel dozed, sang, hummed and embarrassed herself with scandalous commentary on the way home. Effie did her best to keep her distracted and to some extent it worked, but Rachel still popped off occasionally with zingers.

      "I hope you reinforced my side of the bed because both of us on my side and this silly cast doing whoop-de-do certainly won't work." "I wonder if this cast qualifies as kinky lingerie." "I could wear this thing as a corset, don't you think?" "Can you imagine me not shaving for six whole weeks and having someone cut me out of this thing?" "Speaking of shaving: I'm beginning to look French, everywhere. It's so embarrassing." "Oh, Jack. I think we left my vagina behind. Did I just say vagina? I meant my jeans. Silly me."

      Finally, Jack pulled into the driveway at 3335 Sycamore and turned off the ignition. There was no way Jack and Michael could look at each other now. Removing the wheelchair from the back, Jack wheeled it around while Michael shouldered his mother's pink duffel and waited patiently at the rear. He refused to even look at her. It wasn't until Jack called for his assistance and Michael unwilling gripped his mother below the arms and helped Jack slide her across the seat, that he realized her eyes were perfectly clear and looking at him amusedly. Son of a bitch, he thought. She was acting. It took all his will power not to bray out laughter.

      Getting Mom upstairs was an exercise in logistics. Jack helped Rachel to her feet; Effie held her in place while Michael removed the wheelchair, and then Jack and Michael took up position either side and formed a sling to carry Rachel upstairs. The climb went flawlessly with Effie ahead directing, and a minute later Rachel was eased down on the edge of her mattress, which she patted fondly, like a long lost dog, Then Michael was politely ushered out so Dad and Effie could get the invalid undressed and into bed. Effie closed the door with a look of pure, unadulterated smugness. Michael shook his head, rolled his eyes and thought, if impotence had a name, it would be Michael Fleming. He went downstairs and ferried up the rest of his mother's belongings.

      That night, and every night moving forward, Jack and Rachel shared the same bed. And Rachel was correct: two and a cast were more than the bed could take. It protested angrily whenever they somehow, impossibly made love.

      
        * * *

      A month later, Michael came home one Friday afternoon to find Rachel's home-care companion at the kitchen table doing her taxes. "Hi, Rachel," he said, un-shouldering his backpack and setting it on the counter. Rachel shared the same first and middle names as his mom, though Rachel spelled her middle name Lynne, while Mom's was spelled with no trailing "E". Even their maiden names were eerily similar: Paxton and Patton. Rachel had grown up not a mile from Mom and had attended the same middle and high school, though 8 years earlier. Rachel Patton was 44.

      "I hope you do better than I did this year," Michael said, opening the refrigerator and grabbing a can of Coke. "Of course, I made about 10 freaking dollars, so it was like, a dollar fifty to the feds, and 75 cents to the state. Gotta keep those school open though, right?" He chugged half the can down thirstily. "How's Mom?"

      "Mom's fine," Rachel said distractedly. "She wants to see you, though."

      Michael considered what a difference 8 years and 40 pounds made on a woman her age. And thought how unfair that was.

      "What about?" he asked.

      "Not sure. Something about the house?"

      Michael shrugged and made for the stairs. He kept as much distance from his mom as the constraints of the house allowed. He'd not seen her in two days and would be fine if that stretched to a month. A month of Sundays, he thought irritably. Making the second floor, he plodded the 10' to her door, thinking that with any luck she'd be asleep in that fucking bed of hers and he'd call Marty to hang out. Tapping lightly, he glowered when she answered immediately and said to come in. She was in bed, reading, propped against a stack of pillows. She wore the jade green pajamas and matching robe that Michael had gifted her for Christmas. She looks almost gaunt, he thought casually. Good.

      "Rachel said you wanted to talk?"

      She nodded and set aside her book. It was obvious he should close the door for this conversation, but he left it open and stopped halfway to the bed. He raised his eyebrows expectantly. For a moment she held his eyes, and then abruptly disintegrated into tears. Startled, dismayed, he stood undecidedly a moment and then sat on the edge of the mattress.

      "Go!" she cried, waving him away. "Leave me alone!"

      Michael reached out but she batted his hand away. "Don't touch me! I'm sorry I bothered you, Michael. Please shut the door when you leave." She turned away and shrank into the stacked pillows. He just sat there, admitting finally what a fool he was. He'd done exactly what he'd promised not to do in the hospital; let his jealousy throw up a wall between them. He'd deserted her when she needed him most. He was no better than his father. Worse: Jack had never purposely deserted her.

      "Like father, like son, right?" he muttered.

      Rachel made an angry gesture that was more accusation than answer. She had told him flat out that Jack would expect sex from his wife and he'd agreed to accept that. Rachel and Jack were man and wife, reconciled, with expectations of a renewed marital relationship. She loved Jack, the father of her kids, the man who'd raised them alongside her. Man and wife the entirety of Michael's life, making love thousands of time. Who was the interloper, the one attempting to cuckold? Not Jack.

      "I can't help what I feel," he said quietly. "Since that night in the lodge-" He choked, almost gagging on the emotional turmoil. "I have to watch you with him instead of with me and that's more than I can deal with. I understand why people ruin their lives because of jealousy and anger. I am so jealous of Dad that I want to kill him half the time and that anger transfers to you, making me want to hurt you as much as I can. It poisons me, makes me think things I know are totally stupid and irresponsible." He sighed, defeated. "The stupid thing is I have no rights to you at all. You're my mother, not my wife. How did this fucking even ever happen?" Tears streamed down his cheeks. He gripped his mother's hand when she slipped it into his. He slowly turned to meet her eyes and she was crying also. How miserable could two human beings be, he wondered?

      "I'm so sorry, Mom."

      Rachel broke down completely and Michael slid onto the bed beside her and put his arm around her shoulders and drew her close, letting her sob quietly on his shoulder. He placed his free hand atop the one she pounded lightly against his chest in frustration. There was no good ending to this, he thought dully. God had chosen the perfect punishment for his transgressions. When the door swung open sometime later and Effie stood in the doorway staring at him balefully, he just nodded in agreement, and looked away, beaten. It was time to end this.

      
        
      

      * * *

      Effie found him in the basement that night. He sat at the end of the couch with his ankles crossed and one heel on the coffee table. His arms were locked across his chest and he stared blank-faced at the dead TV with the remote clutched in one hand. He'd been there an hour and a half and had never turned it on. He refused to look when she sat down next to his feet. She placed her hand gently on his ankle, and then he did look.

      "Am I all wrong?" she asked.

      Michael frowned at her.

      "About you and Mom and Dad?"

      He continued to stare and Effie clasped her hands in her lap and wrung them anxiously. "Mom is about to have a nervous breakdown, I think. Is that because of me?"

      Michael wanted to kick her backwards off the coffee table. Instead, as steady-voiced as he could manage, he said, "It's not because of you, no."

      Regardless, Effie hunched her shoulders and looked ready to slink away in shame. "I think maybe I've been completely unfair to you, ever since the accident. I wanted Mom and Daddy back together so bad I didn't care what that would do to her. I just wanted him back. I was convinced whatever he did was because of her, and he would never cheat unless she was neglecting him or doing it herself or being a horrible bitch. And then I saw that report on TV about the accident, and I knew it was you she was involved with, and I couldn't believe it. All along it was you and you drove Daddy away and were doing perverted stuff with Mom, and she was perverted too, and I hated both of you!"

      Her voice had gradually climbed as misery boiled into anger; now, slowly, hands balled into fists, she forced herself back into calmness. "I'm not wrong about you and Mom," she accused softly. "I'm not wrong about that at all." Her look dared him to lie. He did not.

      
        "I had nothing to do with Mom and Dad breaking up. Things started for us the day she spilled the Drano on her head. It never went anywhere. Before she went in the hospital the only thing between us was tension. We never talked about it, didn't play footsy with each other..." He leaned forward and dropped his feet to the floor. "And we sure as hell never went to bed together. I've never even kissed her, God damn!" Now he was the one mad. "Things have been horrible since we got home. Wanting to make her suffer, hating myself, wanting to rip your fucking head off for being such a spiteful little creep!" He restrained himself with great effort, sitting back, re-crossing his arms and putting his feet back on the table.

      Effie sat quietly for a time. "Mom's about to come apart. You're about to kill me. I can't believe it, but I think Dad is totally clueless about all this. I'm not sure anymore that it wouldn't be better for Mom to be with you rather than with him. As much as that idea revolts the crap out of me." She made a patently sour face and punched his knee belligerently. "You are such an asshole sometimes, Michael Fleming!"

      "So the hell are you!" he shot back.

      She flinched, and then grinning ruefully, punched his knee again and kicked his shin hard. He grabbed her by the shirtfront and mussed her hair violently. They laughed as she struggled to get away and retaliate, crying "Hey!" as he pushed her across the coffee table and onto the floor with his foot. From flat on her back she protested with an up-thrust middle finger, which she shook defiantly as she struggled to sit. Sticking out her tongue, she then asked: "So what are you going to do?"

      Michael shrugged. "What the hell can I do?"

      "You can start by telling her it's not over between the two of you, you idiot."

      Michael scowled angrily. "It is over. It has to be. We ended it this afternoon. For good."

      "Well undo it then, God damn it! Before she comes apart like a box of fucking Lego Blocks!"

      "Will you watch your mouth, God damn it."

      "Do something about this and I will! I'm on your side, Michael! That alone should make you fucking go running upstairs and throw Dad out of her bedroom."

      
        Michael came off the couch and reached across the table but Effie was quicker. Scuttling away on her hands and heels, she shook her head and pleaded silently with her eyes. Please!

      She was right: Rachel was close to losing it and the cliff edge was right at her feet. Do something now, or watch her take a swan dive to oblivion.

      "Get Dad out of the house tomorrow," he said.

      "How do I do that?"

      "Break your leg. It worked for Mom."

      * * *

      The next morning, Jack took Effie shopping for Lacrosse gear she didn't need. Rachel sat in her chair by the window, reading the new Stephan King novel. She looked up, her expression remote, when Michael entered. He doubted she even saw the words she was attempting to read.

      "Effie and I had a talk last night," he said.

      Her expression remained blank. She removed her reading glasses and set them aside, and then closed the book in her lap. She wore the same Jade pajamas and robe she'd worn yesterday. Her eyes were dead. He squat beside the chair and put his hands on the arm. "She knows who you are really in love with, Mom."

      Rachel nodded slowly. Michael had never seen her so leaden. Destitute was a better word, perhaps.

      "She wants an end to this mess. She wants you happy."

      
        Rachel smiled woodenly. "And how does she propose we do that? Given the present circumstances?"

      Michael placed a hand lightly on her arm. "That's up to you and me."

      She laughed, a nearly hopeless sound. "I'm not worthy of anyone, Michael. Jack's been the perfect husband since the accident and I've cheated on him every day with his son. Emotionally, if not physically. I'm a disaster and he's at a loss to understand why. What's happened is impossible and he refuses to see what his 10-year-old daughter picked up in a news broadcast. It kills him to see me like this and I'm clueless how to stop it." She looked away, freeing her arm from his hand. "He deserves more than me."

      Michael stood. He looked out the window and watched a gold minivan drive up the street. There was no way out of this mess, he thought. This gave lie to every happy ending he'd ever seen or read in a book. He felt stomped flat by God or fate, or something.

      "You know something," he said. "Let's just wait."

      Rachel looked up, puzzled. "I'm sorry...?"

      Michael rubbed the top of her seat back. "Maybe we're trying to push something into the daylight that isn't ready for daylight yet."

      Rachel was decidedly puzzled.

      "Sometimes...sometimes things are best left to God or the powers that be, or even to fate, if there is such a thing. If that's what we're supposed to do, I say we do it."

      Rachel gazed up at him perplexed. "You're thinking ...?"

      "That it's not right for us now."

      Rachel sighed and looked away again. "I don't know. I don't think this gets any better no matter what, Michael. It is, what it is. We should just accept it."

      
        "Maybe. Are you willing to see?"

      It was a long time before Rachel shrugged and then turned to look out the window.

      NEW YEAR'S EVE 2012

      "They could lock me up for this, you know," Rachel said humorously. Michael guided the drink to his lips and sipped the icy mixture, licking a spot halfway up the rim that she had missed. Margaritas were her favorite drink, his also.

      "What time is it?" he asked.

      Rachel looked at her watch, angling the faceplate to pick up stray light coming through the window. The house was dark and they were by the kitchen door waiting for midnight to arrive. From the family room came the sound of a female vocalist and slightly discordant music backing her up. Michael guessed it was Mariah Carey, though he couldn't be certain. The channel was tuned to the memorial Dick Clark's New Year's Rockin' Eve, hosted by Ryan Seacrest; the sound quality made identification impossible.

      "20 minutes to," she said.

      Michael, nodded, content to let the night un-spool at its own pace. He put his own icy glass to his mother's lips and let her sip. They were pleasantly buzzed, though not yet intoxicated. Effie was spending the night with Jack at his place.

      
        "Thank you for making us wait," Rachel whispered. She eyed him over the rim of the glass as she sipped. They had shared everything tonight; a pizza, a six-pack of Corona, a pitcher of Margaritas, two joints of exceptionally fine weed, and one chaste kiss when Michael got back from his drug run, which Rachel had fretted over angrily. She had to admit the high was worth it, though. Except for the munchies. She hated the munchies.

      "What you mean," Michael corrected, returning her glass to his lips, "was making us not lose faith."

      As Michael suspected, once Rachel healed, lost the cast and went into physical therapy, Jack lost his sense of direction. He'd predicted his father's downfall almost to the moment it became evident Jack was seeing another woman. The separation came in early October and Michael gave Rachel time to acclimatize to being alone again. It was better for her and worse this time. She'd been through it once, but the family was in terrible financial difficulty and each month brought a new crisis. Jack lived with his new girlfriend, which helped, but Michael quit school in December and went to work with his friend Marty at the local Costco. He made a surprising good wage, enough that Rachel could pay the mortgage on time this month and be only a few days late on the utilities. Still, she hated that he had quit school.

      "You will go back," she promised. Michael had smiled and nodded agreeably. He didn't care what he did as long as he did it with her.

      "Effie is fit to be tied," he said.

      Rachel laughed. Effie was always fit to be tied. "Because we're alone here tonight on such a perfect evening, or that she's missing it?"

      Michael grinned. "You know what she asked me yesterday? If we were. Tonight, I mean."

      "What did you tell her?" Rachel asked, grinning expectantly.

      "That I didn't know." He held her eyes in the soft light. "I still don't know. Do you?"

      Rachel shrugged. "Let the powers that be decide. It's what we agreed on."

      Michael nodded. He was totally fine with that. That powers that be had guided them to this moment in time, which was indeed promising. He slowly breathed in his mom's light bouquet of womanly scents. She wore lavender scented spray which he especially liked. Just enough to detect in the air. He closed his eyes and breathed deeply at her neck, taking her all in.

      "It's what you can't smell that arouses you most," she said softly.

      He nodded. Pheromones. She must be emitting them like...well, he didn't want to think that about his mother.

      She chuckled, evidently reading his mind. "This is a dangerous time for me," she admitted, sipping his drink.

      He shuddered lightly at the implication. "We'll have to use protection. If the gods so deem."

      Rachel eyed him wryly. Michael corrected himself. "Should the gods deem a liaison, we shall use maximum protection to ensure your continuing-"

      She kicked him lightly on the shin. "Don't tempt fate." He laughed and sipped her Margarita.

      This was such a wonderful night, whatever the gods deemed. Just to be here with her, alone like this, tempting fate, experiencing her up close and personal. To know they wanted the same thing, expected nothing. Let the gods decide.

      "Do you think Dad suspects?"

      Rachel sighed and then laughed softly. "Your father's an idiot. He'd need a Rosetta Stone to spell it out for him." She sighed. "I shouldn't tempt fate either. He could take Effie away from us." It did something inside Michael at her choice of words, unconsciously using the plural. That alone made him want to tempt fate and slip an arm around her possessively. He wondered how kissing her as a lover would feel. In the year and a half since the Drano incident, they'd never shared more that the harmless peck on the lips that all mothers and sons shared. It brought him shame that he'd fondled her in the hospital, though neither had ever voiced regret, and he'd been strictly hands off for more than a year. Their wait and see decision, though heartrending at the time, had been their salvation.

      "Ten of," he noted, overhearing Ryan Seacrest's expectant voice drift in from the family room. "I'm glad we're here and not there, nice and warm and sipping each other's Margarita's." He wondered if the gods would allow his mother's bitter-sweet nectar to be sipped, and shivered again.

      
        "I keep expecting a phone call. Effie's sick or your dad tumbled down the stairs drunk and broke his leg." She sipped his drink. "I know he doesn't have stairs so stop looking smug, brat." She thumped him softly on the chest with her fist. Then winced, and shifted off her right leg.

      Grueling physical therapy had returned her to near normal mobility, and her limp was almost unnoticeable. The scar was less noticeable than anyone had expected it to be. To his chagrin, Michael had not been present for the cast removal ceremony, which his mother had forbade, having been forewarned how grossly hairy her leg would be. He was at school when she returned home, encased in sweat pants. That evening her right leg was as smooth as her left, though fish-belly white and markedly thinner. Months of exercise had strengthened and toned them both. Always slender, Rachel was now at her lowest weight since high school. She drew looks wherever she went, especially from young men his own age, another irritant for Michael. It was wrong to covet her, but he couldn't stop. Don't tempt fate.

      A car passed and momentarily illuminated their hideaway. Rachel wore a soft pullover sweater over jeans. Reflected light picked out bits of color in the otherwise white knit material. It was loose enough not to delineate her breasts and keep his heart rate and blood pressure elevated. He remembered how soft those breasts were under his hand, and the little pink nipples tipping them. He didn't like to remember that during the first months of his life, he'd been attached to them. Something was inherently wrong in wanting your mother so indefensibly and not feeling shame. What he felt was overwhelming joy and excitement.

      "Assuming the gods allow," he said, stealing another sip of her drink. "What happens when Effie comes home and wants to know if Mom and Big Brother are now effectively Mom and Dad? We know she's the reason we're standing here together awaiting the stroke of midnight."

      She nodded thoughtfully. "If not for Effie..." She sipped Michael's drink. "I wouldn't have made it through this."

      Months passed after the decision in her bedroom, time during which Michael and Rachel barely spoke. Effie was their salvation; confessor and mentor to them both, the only true adult in the family at times, Michael felt. He worshiped the ground she walked on and confided in her about everything. Mom did also. She detested this 'Let fate decide' business, simultaneously accepting and categorically rejecting the idea, calling them both idiots and dolts. Effie spent a great deal of her time nowadays smoldering. Her question, which neither would address directly, was if Michael would join Mom in her bed and effectively become Effie's father. It was a question neither 'parent' could answer.

      The seconds leaked away and their trepidation grew progressively worse as, from the family room, Times Square grew increasingly boisterous. A horn blared in the distance, joined by another, and then a third, and someone lit off a stick of firecrackers, exploding in rapid fire progression as the countdown started.

      
        
      

      "10...9...8...7..." Michael and Rachel held perfectly still, arms entwined, glasses poised at each other's lips. "...6...5...4..." Multiple strings of Ladyfingers began to fire off in the neighborhood as the magic hour approached, accompanied by a cacophony of horns. Michael had never heard so many horns usher in the new year before. The crowds cheered louder in the family room as the countdown reached zero and the celebration exploded.

      "May auld acquaintance be forgot, and never brought to mind?..." Michael and Rachel continued to listen to the celebration, holding each other's eyes, sipping together as the old Scottish lyrics rang in the new year.

      "Welcome to 2013," Michael whispered.

      Rachel smile warmly. "Do I feel any different?"

      "Do I?" Michael countered. They both grinned.

      "Bottom's up!" Rachel drained the last of the Margarita as Michael finished hers. They kept their hands positioned as though a dutiful butler might approach and offer a refill. Michael could hear his proper English accent. "Sir and Madam?" Maybe they should have hired one for the night, he thought. Slowly, the firecrackers and blaring horns and the discord from the family room died away.

      "You truly don't look any different," Michael said.

      "I expected to be struck dead by lightening. It could still happen, I guess."

      "Second guess the gods at your own peril," he warned sonorously.

      Rachel laughed. "Wasn't the world supposed to end last month? That didn't happen either, did it?"

      "Ye of such little faith," he pitied.

      "I am not testing the gods' will. I'm just making small talk. Small mind, small talk, right?

      
        "I'd like to make you not so small over the next 9 months," he joked, lowering his eyes to her belly. Rachel snorted.

      "Explain that to your father. 'Meet your grandson, Michael Jr'. He'd take him away too, and get us both locked up. Incest has got to be illegal in Maryland."

      "It's illegal everywhere in the US," he said. "I researched it a while back. You might be interested to know that in Maryland, the law specifically applies to vaginal intercourse only. I read the statute. It doesn't mention any other sexual acts." He raised his eyebrows speculatively and got a kick in the shin for his trouble.

      "Are you as petrified as me?"

      Rachel shivered in answer. The romanticisms surrounding the act of incest was so much bullshit, Michael thought; the reality was frightening as hell. He worried that he-or Rachel-couldn't go through with it. Fear was a powerful deterrent. Guilt also.

      "Can I ask you something?"

      Rachel nodded stiffly.

      "Do you love me enough for this? To actually let me take you to bed?" Her answering shiver was twice as hard as the first. With his free hand, he took hers and placed it directly against his crotch. Though he was anything but erect, she convulsively balled her fist and twisted it away. He held it loosely by the wrist. She breathed raggedly through her mouth and closed her eyes and set her jaw, to keep her teeth from chattering. Michael thought, This was the moment of truth.

      She said nothing for several minutes while the panic attack eased and her heart rate returned to something like normal. Michael had suffered one as well. He was relieved to still be standing there with her in the darkened hallway. Finally, she reopened her eyes and met his. "I didn't run," she croaked. "I thought I would."

      "It was pretty close, for both of us, I think."

      She nodded. So close. So very scary.

      
        She unwound her arm and sat the glass on the nearby dining room table. "I'm ready to go upstairs. I might have another panic attack, and if I do, just coax me through it gently. I promise I won't run out on you, Michael."

      Setting aside his glass, he bent and swept her legs out from beneath her and hefted her 110 lbs or so in his strong arms. Surprised, but accepting of being carried upstairs to bed, she placed her arms around his neck and laid her head on his shoulder.

      "Be gentle with me, Michael. I'm easily breakable."

      Thinking how true that was, Michael carried her upstairs to their bedroom.

      THE END

    
  
    
      Do the Math

      I am 32 years old. Jonathan is 18. You don't need to be an accountant to do the math. For the record, I am starting this account Sunday evening, March 1, 2015. The date the account actually begins is May 27, 2014, a Tuesday. The time was just after 11 p.m. It was the day between Jonathan's birthday, and my own.

      Jonathan's father is long out of the picture. I haven't seen him in almost four years. For Jonathan, it's been nearly three years. His father lives in Laramie, Wyoming, with his third wife and their three kids. Nick has six children altogether, including Jonathan.

      His father and I were never married. I've never married, and retain my maiden name, or course, while Jonathan bears the name of his father. That was our parent's decision. I wanted Jonathan named completely after my father, whom I adore, but he overrode me. A child is the son of his father, he said. I was 14; I had no say.

      I work for my dad. He is general manager and part owner of the third largest electrical supply company on the East Coast. I've worked for him all my adult life. I worked part time for him during 11th and 12th grade, sporadically during college, and then he put me to work as a newly minted BA in accounting after graduation. Because of my father, I can provide for my son as a single parent in our own home. It's not always easy. Sometimes, it's very, very difficult.

      
        Mom and Dad took legal custody of Jonathan until I turned 18. It was the only way to keep him out of the hands of his other grandparents. I had little contact with Nicholas after revealing that I was pregnant, until we turned 16 and Nicholas rebelled. By then, it was too late. We had little in common to begin with except intense sexual attraction in our thirteenth year, and two years away from him put an end to that. I had little to do with any boy, all the way through the end of high school.

      It was different in college, of course; I went wild. I almost lost Jonathan again, and probably for good this time, had Dad not put an end to my wildness with a good spanking over his knee on my bare behind. This was in front of my roommates during the end of my sophomore year, and I hated him for it. He made me kneel in a corner afterward, like he made me do when I was a little girl, hands on my head, my bare bottom showing the results of his handiwork. I hated him, but I grew up that night. I wish he were here to discipline me now. I deserved to be put in a corner again, crying.

      Jonathan is at school, probably raising hell with his friends, doing what every freshman does their first year-get trashed and party. He drives home on weekends to see me. It's a four-hour drive, but he never misses a weekend, no matter how bad the weather or road conditions. Since he left in September, he's been home every weekend but one, and only because his car broke down. He usually arrives around the time I get home Friday night, and heads back at three p.m. Sunday afternoon. We spend as much time together as possible. His friends grow rather chagrined, I imagine, knowing he's here and Jonathan practically ignoring them. I am selfish bitch and don't care.

      I keep putting this off. Just type it out, Jena.

      I can't. Even though it's the reason I opened my Macbook tonight.

      Monday evening

      March 2, 2015

      I've decided to do this as journal entries. I came apart last night, closed the lid on the Macbook and went to bed. Actually, I read on my Kindle and munched on celery and carrot sticks until midnight. Jonathan says I'm a rabbit. I'm a vegetarian, though unlike vegans, I occasionally eat fish and have no problem with most diary products, other than milk. I have never liked milk. Maybe because my mother poured it down me by the gallon growing up. I also don't much care for cheese, though I eat it on salads and such. I tell you this; to explain the full tub of Ranch dip I consumed last night with the celery and carrots. Dip is my comfort food. I am helpless before dip.

      Jonathan is my lover. There I said. It's done.

      
        
      

      Tuesday evening

      March 3, 2015

      Last night went well. I got one paragraph written. I dropped my bombshell, though, and that was good. I have never told anyone. I hereby confess to everyone now, anyone who reads this account. No one will ever, ever read this account.

      I don't mean to be flip. This truly is a horrendous situation. Difficult beyond all imagining for a mother, woman, daughter, companion. It is amazing that I haven't lost my mind the way I lost my moral compass in the last 10 months. How effing fragile I've become. How unable to explain why I continue to do this week after week, with no end in sight. People kill themselves over things like this. I wanted to, that first night especially, as the true horror of the situation enveloped me like a death shroud. That's where this account starts: the worst moment of my life. That split second in time that Jonathan had prayed for since the age of eleven, and never believed would come. It was the moment he reached orgasm and ejaculated into his mother's vagina.

      There, I said it. So much worse than a simple admission of wrongdoing. Let me say it again: Jonathan ejaculated in me at approximately 11: 06 p.m. on the evening of May 27, 2014, the day following his 18th birthday, and one shy of my 32nd. Our shared birthday present, as I've often thought.

      * * *

      It's 9:41 p.m. I took an hour away from typing that bit about the birthday present.

      I became unglued, even as his sperm flooded my insides. I was in bed with my son, my underwear on the floor beside us, the rest of my clothing downstairs on the living room floor. A half-empty bottle of Chardonnay on the bedside table alongside two empty glasses; an empty bottle on the coffee table downstairs, the remains of the four joints we'd smoked, the strip monopoly game where I'd removed everything but my panties in front on my son.

      "Oh, Jesus. Oh, Jesus, oh Jesus, oh Jesus," he cried repeatedly as my body rebelled, as my mind started to shut down. Not pushing him away, but withdrawing into itself like a flipped tortoise into its shell. My arms released first, folding alongside my ribcage, hands tucking into my armpits defensively. Then my legs came apart, spread-eagling first, before forcing their way beneath him even as he struggled to bury himself deeper inside me. Finally, I turned away, closed my eyes, and imagined soaking in a hot bubble bath, in my darkened bathroom, scented candles flickering through the translucent curtain. It was my only means of escape, of mental survival. I had just fucked my son.

      "Mom?"

      I made a pitiful mewling noise and shook my head.

      "Mom, are you okay?"

      How could I be okay? On what planet could I possibly be okay with what I'd just done? I just kept shaking my head.

      "Mom, it's all right," he soothed, trying to bring my chin around with his fingertips, but I shook him off.

      "No," I croaked. "Don't."

      He lay still, supported on his elbows, his weight on my hips and thighs, still in me, but no longer moving. I could feel the slick wetness of his semen, leaked out from our exertions and from my desperate pullback. I will always feel the wetness we made our first time together. It was not all him, not close; I had added my share.

      "Are you all right?"

      "Please stop asking me that," I pleaded.

      He remained motionless, penis wilting and thankfully, easing out of me. I controlled my breathing and felt the thud of my heartbeat, a fist beating protest against my breastbone. What had I done? What was wrong with me? I had committed incest.

      I had been a willing, active participant in the act of incest. I had moved forward with Jonathan in lockstep, a perverse ballet of step, counter-step, would you like to do this, I would like to do that, innuendo and taunt, tease and titter, titillation and tentativeness, until...

      
        My mind said no more.

      He eased off me and I turned on my side, curling into a fetal ball. "Please go to bed, Jonathan."

      "Mom...?"

      I continued shaking my head, eyes squeezed shut, jaws clenched tight, lips drawn back, breathing through my teeth. What had I done? What had I done? What had I done?

      He touched my shoulder and I shuddered so violently that he snatched it away. I covered myself, cocooning inside the bedclothes. The shudder had started a tremble that was fast becoming an earthquake.

      "I can't leave you like this," he objected, voice hoarse and cracked.

      I shook my head, shook it, shook it, and shook it.

      He sat on the edge, fidgeting, rubbing his legs, scratching his arms, occasionally shifting his weight, not touching me, but always on the verge. I cringed if he even placed a hand too close beside me on the bed.

      "I'm not going," he said, harshly. "If we end it like this, you'll never talk to me again."

      That was a very real possibility. I might kill myself.

      "I'm sorry, Mom."

      I shook my head doggedly.

      "This wasn't your fault. I-"

      "Stop it!" I cried. "No more! Just go to bed, please! Now!"

      
        He stiffened in determination. "No!"

      "Jonathan, please?" I begged. "Can't you see-" That was far as I got before the floodgates opened and the horror came pouring out of me.

      Wednesday evening

      March 4, 2015

      I have to attempt this, a little at a time. Tackle it, I should say. Last night I slept almost as badly as I did the night of my birthday. The evening before, Tuesday night, once Jonathan had left me alone and gone to his bedroom, if not to bed, I fell asleep immediately and dreamed nothing at all.

      Some perspective, I think, is due here: I made love to my son four times this past weekend. He got me high as a kite Friday night, made me do a striptease while he filmed me with his cell phone, and then masturbated while I watched myself strip and dance for him, the video playing back on the flat screen in my bedroom. Our bedroom, on the weekends.

      We made love Saturday night and Sunday morning, and again, before he left Sunday afternoon. I am patently a moral degenerate, insane, not to mention, a felon. Incest is legal nowhere in the United States.

      Wednesday, my birthday morning, was a horror of another kind. Jonathan was gone to school before I woke up; I called in sick, soaked in the bathtub for two hours, until my skin threatened to slough off. I cried, breaking into unexpected, hysterical bawling. I wanted to beat my face with my fists. I wanted to drown myself. I didn't, and knew I was a coward. I almost drowned myself accidentally, falling asleep with my chin in the water.

      I douched. First with a kit from under the sink, and then with soapy water, four more times. Uncountable millions of sperm cells had invaded my uterus and would never be touched by any flush of chemicals or water. Many had died, others absorbed into my mucus lining, I'm sure, but plenty were still alive, swimming around inside me, searching, searching, and would remain that way for days to come. I could become pregnant. I was a week and a half past my period, I was not on the pill, and we had not used protection. I would become pregnant as stupidly as I had the first time around. I knelt at my bed and prayed for the fist time since I was thirteen and two weeks late for my period. Not a good portent, I thought. Not good at all.

      
        Retreating to my bed, and refusing to answer the phone, ignoring all congratulatory emails and text messages (officially, I would remain thirty-one until 9:06 p.m.), I stayed there until Jonathan came home about three o'clock. I was terrified to see him. He was the last person in the world I wanted to see. I was paralyzed by depression and couldn't leave the bed to lock the bedroom and bathroom doors.

      "Mom?" It took ten minutes, but he finally knocked. "You're car's outside. Are you okay?"

      I burrowed deeper into the covers. In memory, I stumbled up the stairs, tripping and laughing in the dark, grouping for handholds, my bare breasts perfect handholds for Jonathan, irresistible as my neck and jaw and earlobe to his mouth. I was moments away from being put into bed and having my panties removed, engaging in ultimate intimacy with my son, just 18 years old, coupling with him in extreme frisson, and then realizing where I was, and what I was doing. I had accepted him more eagerly than I had accepted anyone I'd been with, ever. I fucked him recklessly for half a dozen minutes, before understanding finally set in: what I was doing, where it was going, and what he would do to me without moments. I tried to stop it, too late. He gushed, gasping, clutching, and grunting while I began my implosion in earnest, losing my mind.

      The bedroom door inched open.

      "Mom?"

      "Go away," I mumbled.

      "Are you all right?" How many times would he ask me that?

      "I'm fine," I lied. "Please just leave me alone."

      Instead, he slipped through the opening and closed the door behind him. "I brought you a glass of Ovaltine."

      "I don't want it," I said, although I did, and I was touched. Ovaltine was my favorite childhood drink, had been since Mom used to make it for me while I bounced on my toes excitedly. One of the few things good as they are in recollection.

      
        He brought it around the bed and placed it on my bedside table. The remaining Chardonnay and the two empty glasses he removed and carried out of the room. I was surprised, and unexplainably dismayed, when he closed the door behind himself and left me in peace.

      I had fucked my son. No. I had seduced, and fucked my son. He was not an age where I could hold him accountable for my actions. My actions, not his. I am the adult. I know better.

      I forced myself up, sat on the edge wrapped in the bedclothes. I wore pajamas that I had no memory of putting on. Events of the morning-the desperate bath, the manic flushing of my vagina, avoiding mirrors at all costs...had I really stood naked in the living room gazing out the bay window?

      "Jesus," I muttered plaintively. I really had lost my mind.

      My bladder ached, threatened to explode if not immediately emptied. I rose and stumbled to the bathroom and pulled down my pajama bottoms before falling onto the toilet ring. Implosion had left my muscles rubbery and ungovernable. I trembled, stopped, began to tremble again, and retched silently, hand over my mouth. Thank God, I hadn't eaten anything or drank the glass of Ovaltine. It would settle my stomach, though, I knew, when I returned to bed, and that was good. I peed, releasing what seemed a gallon of urine that jetted from me at high pressure. I have a child-size bladder and pee a million humiliating times a day. I wake up, several times a night to go pee. I never drink anything after ten p.m.. I remembered drinking nothing that day, so this was the last of the wine that we downed last night. I wasn't helped by my intense hangover.

      I brushed my teeth and made myself look in the mirror. This was what a felon looks like, I thought: ratty blonde hair, sunken eyes, gray pallor, a puffy, beaten-about-the countenance look. "No," I moaned, seeing the unmistakable bluish-purple haze of a half-formed hickey. I remembered that being made, and my girlish protestations and giggling as I pushed him away from my neck, at the hollow joining my shoulder; I had not been fast enough. I raised my pajama top, looked at my reflection, and lowered it again with a miserable groan. What he had attempted on my neck, he'd succeeded in doing to both my breasts in multiple locations. He had bitten my left nipple on a dare-for which he was resoundingly smacked like a schoolboy-and it was noticeable painful against my top.

      "How could you do this?" I asked myself.

      I knew it was because I had wanted to.

      Thursday evening

      
        
      

      March 5, 2015

      It's 8:02 p.m. I have a glass a Chardonnay and I'm tucked into my favorite chair with my Macbook, ready to write. My hair is up in a sloppy pile atop my head, I'm freshly showered and shaved, my tummy is happily full with a salad I picked up at a deli at lunch today, and I'm wearing my favorite pajamas. What better way to continue the baring of my soul?

      First, let me say this: I am not sorry for what I've done. These last nine months were the happiest of my life. No one makes me happier, or more excited, than Jonathan.

      I am pregnant. I have been so for approximately six weeks and I sat down with Jonathan over the weekend to discuss it with him. It's too earlier to tell the child's sex, but Jonathan wants a boy. Secretly, I would like a little girl, but a boy would be my second choice, LOL.

      You know why I'm giddy tonight. Jonathan is coming home tomorrow. At this time tomorrow evening, we will be at dinner; making plans for what to do the rest of the weekend. I already expressed my desire to go away this weekend, to leave this miserable environment for a mountain visit somewhere, possibly even the beach, though he eyed me dubiously at that suggestion. I like Ocean City in March, though. We'd be practically alone, especially with the forecast this weekend: It's going to be cold. We'll have to see.

      This journal, I can tell you, is both a cathartic and debilitating experience. I felt the panic and dismay of that first day in its retelling. Last night, after describing my hickey's, I closed the Macbook's cover, went to my vanity mirror, raised my pajama top, and looked at myself. My breasts bear a nearly identical pattern of fading, but still distinguishable love-bites as I had that first day. It's like-no, I am certain it is, Jonathan doing it on purpose. I have one at the juncture of my neck and right shoulder that never seems to go away, and they litter my inside thighs, which can be acutely embarrassing when seen by another woman, I can assure you. For ten months, this has been going on.

      I never want it to stop.

      Partly, I know, it's my age. I'm only thirty-two. I've been with far fewer men than other women my age (none in the last three years, other than Jonathan), and starting at an early age, sex has left me bitterly scarred and dispirited. My experiences in college were especially so, when, essentially, I was promiscuous, bordering on sluttish. My father rescued me from that episode, brilliantly, as I told you before. My record of accomplishment with men since that time, no relationship lasting more than a year (and that was six years ago), has left me alone, forlorn and lost. Given that, I do understand some of the reasons-factors is a better word, I guess-for tumbling into bed with my son.

      
        
      

      Let me continue the telling.

      Jonathan knocked on my bathroom door. I looked at it dully, wanting him to go away.

      "Mom?"

      "What do you want, Jonathan?"

      "I want you to come out of there and talk to me."

      I wanted to never talk to him again. I was appalled that I had very nearly put his erection in my mouth last night; I shuddered violently remembering, nearly shaking apart. My vocal cords strangled my next words.

      "I can't see you right now. Please leave, so I can go back to bed."

      "I'm not letting you go back to bed," he warned.

      I laughed acidly. "I wish you had said that last night, Jonathan. At least, the 'I'm not letting you' part. I don't-" I closed my eyes and gripped the sink for support. I was verging on another hysterical outbreak. I breathed through my open mouth.

      "What we did was wrong, and I'm sorry we did it," he said plaintively, "and I am so sorry for hurting you like I have. Do you think you can ever forgive me, Mom?"

      Can I forgive myself? That was the better, immediate question. Could I forgive the mortal sin that I had committed, would God forgive me? I couldn't stop shaking.

      "Jonathan?" My voice was broken, breathless and frightened.

      He rushed in, caught me as I dropped, lifted me in his arms as I passed out, and carried me, not to my bed, but to his own.

      
        
      

      * * *

      I slept, not waking until nearly two a.m. I was covered with a quilt from the hall closet. Jonathan lay atop his comforter, asleep, holding my hands in his. He was snoring ever so lightly, as he always does on his left side. I watched him intently, feeling the worst of conflicting emotions. I had to pee again, which made me laugh. Not loud enough to awaken him, thankfully.

      I used the hall bathroom, and then, after eyeing my disastrous countenance in the mirror for a time, returned to Jonathan's bedroom and stood over him, watching him sleep. I realized my self-loathing had abated a bit. I was not close to acceptance, not within a light year of that, but I did feel marginally better.

      I love you, I thought dispiritedly. In a way God, nature, or society ever intended. I stood there, belted robe on over my pajamas, not remembering putting it on, not remembering much of anything about tonight, arms crossed, coming to grips with myself.

      I made love to you, eyes wide shut, consciousness unplugged, my limbic system in direct control; a million evolutionary years of sanity shirt-circuited completely. I wanted to do it again, that was the horrid part. My body cried out for him. My arms wanted to encircle his neck, my lips to glue to his desperately seeking mouth, my tongue to engaged in battle. Disastrous or not, last night had been the most intimidating, beautiful experience of my life. Its defining moment, almost certainly.

      And it must never, ever happen again. Not ever.

      I went to bed and slept in my robe atop my covers.

      * * *

      Thursday is a blur. Jonathan was gone to school; I showered and shaved, became presentable in makeup and clothing, went to work, and accepted belated congratulations on my 32nd birthday, which I had slept through the night before. Accounting had refrigerated my cake overnight, and we all ate a piece, Donna Michens noticing, and conspicuously eyeing, my just-visible hickey. She wondered without asking who my new boyfriend was. If she only knew, I thought.

      My dad came by around 2 o'clock, gruff as always, enquiring about my health. I told him quite truthfully that I had celebrated my birthday a night early and couldn't get out of bed yesterday morning. He eyed me, but left it at that.

      
        
      

      "Jonathan can vote now. See that he does next election," he ordered. I saluted sharply and said aye, aye, sir, my standard response to his pompous behavior. I got spanked a lot for that as an early teen, but never cowed, taking the punishment as a matter of course. Even at thirty-two, I was not too old for a good spanking in his mind; we both knew it.

      "You look terrible," he said.

      "I feel kinda terrible," I admitted.

      "Why don't you go home?"

      Why don't you kiss my ass, I didn't say. "I was out yesterday, Dad. I can't be out two days in a row."

      Laurie Cantor, Donna Michen's older divorced sister, was passing by and said causally, "Do what your father tells you, young lady. He's the boss, and you're not too old for a spanking, you know."

      Reddening, thinking, of all the things to say to me today, I protested, "You're my boss, not him!" Did I have the request printed across my forehead in scarlet letters?

      "You heard the lady. Get out of here now."

      "Jesus, Dad," I muttered, tightly. "Stop throwing your weight around, please?" Then I sighed and added, "OK. I really am not in the best of shape, I guess."

      "As long as it doesn't become an everyday occurrence," he said, patting me embarrassingly on the rear end.

      I didn't want to leave. Arriving home at 3 p.m. would put me in the house the same time as Jonathan. I couldn't do that. It would be hard enough arriving home at my normal time. He would want to talk, would probably corner me this time, and then the fight would begin. I did not want to fight. A fight would be very bad.

      Instead, I decided to shop and headed for the mall, planning to browse at Macy's or Lord and Taylor for work outfits. My salary, decent though it was at $44,800.00, was still a single household income; I was dressing the male and female version of the same clotheshorse, I thought sometimes. It's galling to pay more for a pair of tennis shoes for Jonathan. than two pair of expensive heels for me. Do you know how much coats from The North Face cost?

      I made it halfway there and then turned left at Gardner Boulevard, when I should have gone straight. I looked in my rear-view mirror, watching my escape route to the mall disappear in the distance.

      What are you doing, I asked myself.

      You have to face this head on, my left-brain asserted.

      No, we do not!

      You can't bottle this up inside. You made a mistake. Reconcile it, dammit!

      That's easy for you to say, I responded fiercely. You're not the one who almost put your son's cock in your mouth and sucked the damned thing!

      Of course, she was, though. I signed in defeat and drove home.

      * * *

      I trembled uncontrollably. Hitching my purse strap over my shoulder, I locked the car and carried my valise inside, praying he wasn't home. That hope was dashed when I tried the door and found it unlocked. Bracing, standing frozen a moment with my eyes closed and breathing raggedly through parted lips, I opened the door and stepped inside. Music played, too loud. Bass thumped through the floor into my feet. I looked at the ceiling and tried to imagine how to handle Jonathan up there with a girl. He surprised me, coming out of the kitchen in his boxer shorts and a t-shirt. Oh, God, I thought. Can this get any worse? Though surprised, there was no guilt or panic in his eyes, only concern.

      "Are you OK?"

      "Are you alone?" I countered, having to know for sure.

      
        He nodded in understanding. "I always jam in the afternoon. It helps distract me from my homework, you know?" He grinned, sheepishly as you can imagine, while I just stood at the front door.

      "You're home early."

      I couldn't walk. My vocal cords were frozen. Tears stung my eyes and my nose burned. Jonathan blurred as tears over spilled my eyes and I was seconds away from blubbering like a child. "I hate myself," I wailed. "Why did I do it?"

      He remained for a moment and then rushed to where I stood, carelessly shoving a plate and a can of Diet Coke on the foyer table as he passed. He wrapped me in his arms as I bawled, misery streaming from my every pore. My nose ran and tears flooded down my cheeks. "What is the matter with me?" I sobbed. "I'm your mother. I wanted to suck your cock!" I screamed. "What is the matter with me?"

      For the second time in 24 hours he picked me up and carried me in his arms, this time to the living room couch instead of his bedroom, sitting down with me in his lap. I curled up, desperately clutching the valise to my chest and my purse digging into both of our ribs as I quavered and cried. Guilt-driven pain has no measure, I was finding out.

      He said nothing, only cuddled me on his lap. He knew better than I, what Jena needed though. The moment his hand stole inside my coat and cupped my breast, I sought his mouth and kissed him feverishly, violently, writhing desperate to get my arms around his neck, to straddle him, to shove my tongue down his throat. I was sober this time, no excuse at all, reckless and wanton, his whore mother. My father was right to beat me in college.

      "Stop!" he said breathlessly.

      I did, and stared at him in utter helplessness. I was crying still and he was hard to see. My breath came and went in jagged gasps. Had I ever wanted somebody more? No, I knew, and yes: two nights ago, last night, and again, now, desperately, with all my being.

      "I could be pregnant!" I blurted.

      He shuddered and placed his hands over my breasts. They had never needed holding more. "It's possible?" he asked.

      
        I nodded, my breathing no better. My heart might shatter my breastbone in a moment. So aroused, so crazed, that I was secreting juices into my panties. I could smell myself. My underarms itched maddeningly, and deep inside, between my legs, I burned.

      "Two nights ago was bad. Today would be insane. I am not on birth control, Jonathan."

      He was a smart boy, could do the math, as he'd done two nights ago, and again just now, taking my breast and setting me free. He was counting the days since my last period.

      "I have condoms in my room," he said softly.

      I nodded, committing myself totally. "I want you."

      "I want you too."

      "No panic this time, Jonathan. I promise."

      He slowly shook his head. "I thought you might kill yourself," he confided.

      "I thought I would too," I confessed.

      "What changed?"

      I shook my head again. "Tell me this isn't just me riding some hopeless flight of the imagination, Jonathan."

      "It's not," he assured me, laughing bitterly. "You have no idea how much I wanted you. I prayed for this for years. I want you the way a dying man wants salvation," he said longingly. He focused on my drying eyes. "Really? You wanted to-"

      "Don't you say it!" I threatened, laughing harshly. "Do you know how awful that makes me feel, knowing I wanted to do that to you?"

      
        "Wanted to, or want to?" he asked cautiously.

      I leaned in, purposely grinding his erection with my crotch. He groaned, and shifted uncomfortably. "Do you want me to?" I whispered.

      He nodded slowly, yes.

      "Then I will. But not today. Today I have to preserve some shred of my decency," I said.

      I kissed him, and he lifted me off his cock, using my breasts to advantage. I reached between his legs and cupped him through his shorts, feeling the shaft and his testicles through the thin material. I knew we would fuck right here, on the couch, me in his lap, and I suddenly wanted that very much. I forced my hand through the flap and grasped his shaft, stroking it clumsily. He continued to hold my breasts, kneading and squeezing them roughly through my blouse and bra, so I yanked up the front of my top with my free hand, undid the center snap on my bra, and put them into his hands, bare. He moaned and kissed me gratefully. I was so ready to fuck. And no condom would come between us again, today.

      * * *

      It is 10:45 p.m. I needed to go pee-again-and recharge my glass from the frighteningly close-to-empty bottle of Chardonnay in the refrigerator. I am pleasantly inebriated, so please forgive the atrocious writing. It has steadily deteriorated as I have imbibed this utterly delicious wine. Am I in danger of becoming a lush, as well as a whore?

      Something I forgot to mention: Sports bra. LOL. This is significant how, you ask. Well, all day Wednesday I wore one, a defensive measure, I think, a chastity belt for my breasts. Not unlike our engagement of the couch, Tuesday night's adventure began with a touch of my left breast, and I wanted to forestall any such incident happening Wednesday. If a suit of Kevlar armor had been available to me on Wednesday morning after my bath, I would have donned it.

      The import is, that all day Thursday I felt constricted inside my lace brassiere, the opposite of vulnerable, as I would expect to feel. The entire morning I felt suffocated, restricted, the sensation intensifying all afternoon, until almost maddening when I got home. It doesn't have to be explained to me why. Or why the arrival of Jonathan's hand on my breast set me free and turned me wild.

      We did, in fact, fuck on the couch. I experienced another meltdown, maybe ten seconds after yanking my panties aside and plunging down on his shaft, but as panic attacks go, it was very minor. I stripped off my coat and yanked my top off over my head, flinging if away as my orgasm ignited. I wanted my bra left on. I told him this, but not why, though I did explain to him later. He attacked my breasts voraciously, gnawing mercilessly at my nipples, sucking blue-black marks on my flesh. If I'd been inflamed Tuesday night, I was a blowtorch now. Everything he did to me drove me wild.

      I began to violently orgasm in less than five minutes. It was probably somewhere between three and four minutes, but no more than five. He yanked my skirt up around my waist, grabbed my underwear and tore them from me, then held my bare hips and rode me up and down his shaft. I had not been penetrated with anything more than my fingers in three years, and already painful from Tuesday night, I was in agony from the battering of my cervix and the friction with my delicate, inexperienced linings. I would pay for this madness tomorrow.

      Frenzied, he came, thrusting upward and bear-hugging me to his chest, immobilizing not just my arms, but my entire upper body. He held me motionless while he pistoned up and down, making me wail in a frenzy of my own, ululating, fingernails puncturing my palms, biting my lips to make them bleed, passing gas uncontrollably from my humiliating position, silent, thank God, and the smell was overwhelmed by our excretions and sweat. He finally let me collapse atop him.

      "No more," I panted, "No more."

      He tore into my neck and shoulders again, leaving hickeys everywhere. Then my breasts, bending my backward until I almost came off his lap. For a moment I half-fell, hand back in a panic to catch myself, then he pulled me back. I think I was close to hyperventilating. I was certainly hyper-excited.

      My God, I thought, he has no intention of stopping.

      He didn't, bringing me back to orgasm despite his noticeably less rigid erection, and for a tremendously brutal period we locked together our mouths and kissed violently while my presence on his erection brought him back to astonishing hardness in a very short time. I moaned continually and continued to battle for supremacy of his tongue, which he energetically fought against. I was outmatched in almost every respect. I lost all shred of self-respect when he forcibly repositioned my arms behind my back, crossed them, making me grasp my elbows, and then stuck his middle finger far, far up my rear end. This last insult to my self-esteem wound me up so tightly I re-ignited all over again, coming in seconds with the most powerful orgasm of my life. I have climaxed as powerfully only once since; the night I became pregnant with Jonathan's brother or sister.

      In all, we made love six times Thursday afternoon through Friday morning, ceasing for good only after I became so raw from intercourse with his big penis that I began to sob from the pain, and then only because he made me stop. I didn't want to. I never want to stop making love to my son.

      
        
      

      * * *

      I don't know where to go from here. The compulsion to chronicle my story, to express the immediacy of the agony I felt, to explain in detail my coming to accept the truth of the situation, that I am in love with my son, and that I am pregnant as a result of this love...well, that compulsion seems to have spent itself over the preceding pages. I am done with this chronicle, I think. What little I have left to say is strictly of an anecdotal nature.

      Oh, Jonathan, how I would love to kill you sometimes, LOL. Just recently, I came home from work to discover him there a day early. To my surprise and consternation, he met me in the foyer and engaged me in an earth-shattering, record-breaking kiss. Flummoxed though delighted as I was, he immediately compounded my bewilderment by lofting me over his shoulder firefighter's rescue style, and carrying me squealing and protesting upstairs to our bedroom, where he unceremoniously dumped me on the bed. Properly outraged, I demanded to know what the ef was going on.

      "Take off your clothes," he ordered.

      Flustered, I demanded to know where he got off, telling his mother what to do.

      "Take them off," he repeated sternly.

      Incensed, I told him unkindly to eat cake.

      Laughing in distain, he folded his arms and intoned: "You wouldn't talk to your father that way."

      "You're not my father," I politely pointed out. By now, I had a pretty good intuition of what he intended for me. The prospect raised my blood pressure, erupted me in gooseflesh, and subjected me to intense anxiety.

      "I'm the next closest thing," he advised.

      "And that is?"

      "Your owner."

      
        
      

      I barked laughter. He then grabbed my hair-"Ow, Jonathan! Ow!"- hauled me to my feet, dumped me over his lap, yanked up my skirt and hauled down my panties and gave me the soundest spanking I'd received since calling my mother an effing bitch when I was 13.

      Again, he had done the math, intuiting the secret I had buried, even from myself, since early adolescence: that I had provoked my father into spanking me with my behavior and activities. That I had needed the spankings, even enjoyed them on some subconscious level, that possibly even my actions in college were a cry for help, pleading with him to do what I could not: put and end to my downward spiral into promiscuity and despair. He even put me on my knees in the corner afterward, hands atop my head, bare rear end pulsing like a lighthouse, squirming, trembling, indignant and patently unrepentant.

      Oh, how incredibly aroused and outraged I was, an absolute stew of emotions. My nipples ached fiercely, threatening to punch right through the cups of my bra. I felt like a swamp inside, imagining I could smell myself. Tears born of helplessness and humiliation streamed down my cheeks, and I so wanted him to put me in bed and fuck me like crazy. Which he finally did, after making me suffer in agony half the night. We most certainly conceived his little brother or sister in the offing.

      * * *

      Most likely, I will dispose of this journal before it can do me grave harm. I can imagine some hacker in Russia stumbling across it while looting my bank account or turning my laptop into a cog in his nefarious botnet-much less chance of that, I know, with my Macbook. But what if Jonathan were to stumble across it sometime? Since becoming intimate, every parent-offspring barrier between us has collapse. I have no secrets anymore, and precious little privacy...much the same, I imagine, were we man and wife.

      Anyway, it's way past my bedtime, I'm excessively inebriated for a work night, and tomorrow will not be an easy day in the office. I need to have my wits about me. And, of course, Jonathan will be here tomorrow night. I am goose-bumped all over, thinking about that. Time to go to bed now. Farewell, and good night.

      Sunday evening

      March 8, 2015

      
        I revealed the existence of my journal to Jonathan Friday night. He read it sometime past two o'clock in the morning, following our second bout of energetic lovemaking (our third was much more reserved, an exquisite dessert after the fiery main course and second helping) and he was disturbed. Not so much at the fact the journal existed, but the level of despair I endured for two days following our game of strip Monopoly and resulting plummet into incest. He read it through twice without question or comment. Twice he cried, which touched me more deeply that anything he's done since bringing the glass of Ovaltine to my bedroom that first afternoon. Handing back my laptop, he had nothing to say other than how sorry he was, and that he thought I should publish the account online, anonymously. I was appalled at the suggestion and said no.

      When my initial panic subsided, however, and after discussing the idea sometime later, following dessert, he brought up a very good point. A true account of incest, he explained, told from the viewpoint of the female participant (he kept using the word victim, to which I strongly and consistently objected), detailing the mental anguish I underwent could be a powerful teaching point for another women in the same position. I had to grudgingly agree, and consented to publish my account online. This, of course, sparked additional disagreements.

      I wanted to retool the account as a short story, told in the third person in order to address the effect on both mother and son. He said no way.

      Doing so dilutes the whole premise, he said. My unvarnished words carry the emotional impact to the reader. A short story would be viewed as that: a story, fiction, pandering to the base tendencies of a mostly male readership. I admitted the truth of his observation, asked if I should at least edit the account, correcting my atrocious spelling and grammar, and he shook his head, stating the account should stand as-is; polishing would dilute the impact. As usual, Mom acquiesced.

      One thing I absolutely insisted upon and to which Jonathan agreed was full anonymity: no one could trace this account back to me and compromise my security. I have therefore deleted all reference to where Jonathan and I live, changed the location of his birth father, altered the names of my boss and coworker, and misrepresented the type of business in which I am employed. I also changed Jonathan's name against his strong objection, keeping my own as a balm to his indignation. Everything else is factual, as written.

      I will also submit this account to a pair of erotic story sites of Jonathan's choosing, he pointing out that I could most reasonably expect to reach my target audience there, and how dispiriting a concept is that?

      Whomever and wherever you are, let this account fall into your hands in your hour of greatest need and distress.

      Jena M.
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      Mrs. Correlli's Lover

      I rubbed my forehead and thought: Oh, God. What has he done now?

      "Mr. Correlli," I said. "I'm sure you're mistaken about that. My son would never--"

      "You're son's a goddamned menace!" Mr. Correlli yelled into my ear. "And a seducer. I ought to call the goddamned police on his sorry ass, the little bastard."

      My son is not a bastard, I thought distractedly, and he's certainly not little. But he is more than capable of getting himself into trouble with your goddamned slut wife, Mr. Correlli.

      "I ever find that goddamned little prick in my house again, you'll be getting a call from the police--or the fucking coroner!" he hollered at me.

      I almost got out "But--" before he slammed the phone down in my ear. "Oh, Brad," I sighed. "When are you going to learn?"

      My son is the horniest young man I have ever known, worse even than his father. And Maria Correlli, with her lush red hair, sensuous looks and--let's face it--voluptuous body, was not a woman my son would not be attracted to. Given the chance, Brad would go after her like a piranha after a bleeding cow. And someone had given him the chance, obviously.

      The back door opened and banged shut again.

      "Brad? Is that you?"

      "It's me," he called out.

      "Would you come in here, please?"

      The refrigerator door rattled open and I heard something dragged across the shelf, probably the gallon of milk because Brad was a growing boy, in need of his calcium. "What's the matter?" he wanted to know.

      
        
      

      "Mr. Correlli just called."

      Not a pause. "Oh yeah? What'd he want?"

      As stiffly as I could, I answered: "An explanation of why you tried to rape his wife."

      He appeared in the kitchen doorway with a milk mustache and a huge grin on his face. "He said that?" he asked.

      "He said that," I confirmed.

      "Wow. He was more pissed off than I thought. He'll get over it."

      "I'm sure he will," I said. "And so will you. You're grounded. For life." I pointed at the ceiling and the second floor above it, where our bedrooms were. "You may start your sentence immediately," I said.

      He laughed and used the back of his forearm to wipe his upper lip. He was hot and sweaty, the blonde hair covering his head matted in places, spiked in others, and generally an adorable mess. His blue eyes sparkled and so did his perfectly white, orthodontically-perfect teeth.

      "I'm serious, Brad. You're grounded."

      "I'm 18," he reminded me. "You can't ground me."

      "As long as you live under my roof, you're--"

      "--subject to my rules," he finished for me. "Yeah, yeah, sure."

      I crossed my arms and tapped my foot impatiently.

      "Aw, come on," he said, rolling his eyes. "It's not like I raped the bitch."

      
        
      

      "Bradley Collins!" I exploded. "She is not a bitch! And even if she were, you have no right messing with a neighbor's wife! It's . . .it's idiotic!" I exclaimed, unable to come up with anything stronger.

      His grin turned lopsided. "You didn't see her," he said.

      "Bradley!"

      "In her shorts and this tight tube top."

      "I don't want to hear it," I said, shaking my head.

      "No, I mean, it was really tight," he said, creating the shape of her bosom with his hands. "And stretched so tight across her breasts that the nipples were showing through."

      "Bradley!" I gasped, almost strangling on laughter. "You stop that! Right now."

      He laughed again and told me: "I was cutting her grass. I always cut her grass on Wednesdays; you know that. I went inside for a drink of lemonade when she called me in, and we were standing there in the kitchen talking about the weather. Maybe a little too close, but that was all. I didn't know her husband would come home."

      "And catch you trying to seduce his wife," I finished for him.

      He tilted his head, the way he always does trying to decide if he wants to confide in me or not. I kept my expression neutral and finally he said. "I--"

      I held up my hand. "No more. I don't want to know any more." Of course, I did, but it would only have offended me, hearing his confession. And made me jealous. I always get jealous, damn it.

      I sighed and started tapping my foot again. "You know he could make trouble for me, Bradley. You know that, and you still go on, carrying on like this."

      
        John Correlli was a deacon at my church and president of both the Neighborhood Watch group, and the homeowners association. He was a boor at the best of times, and spiteful and vindictive at the worst. A few deftly placed words and he'd have little trouble turning the congregation against us, and make living in this development a nightmare. He had done it before. And with his ties to the University of Maryland alumni association, he could possibly even cause problems with Brad's athletic scholarship. I didn't need that headache.

      "Stay away from Mrs. Correlli," I told him.

      His head remained tilted. "What about her grass?"

      "Fuck her grass! Let her cut her own grass. Or let that wimp of a husband cut it for her," I replied, angrily. "If he knows how."

      Brad's grin spread to full intensity again. No doubt he wondered how a miserable prick like John Correlli landed a woman like Maria in the first place. Short, scrawny, balding, nearsighted: it didn't make any sense. Unless, of course, it was a money thing. The creep had money.

      "Just for the record," he said, turning back to the kitchen. "We're not intimate anymore. The creep got all boiled up about nothing."

      As he disappeared around the corner and into the kitchen, I kept my features neutral and my breathing steady, even as I wanted to jump in the air and shout, Yes! Thank God for that into the air.

      * * *

      You already have this figured out, right? Wrong. I have not had sex with my son. At least not yet. I have these impossible to control fantasies and desires; urges and frustrations and he knows as much, just as I know he has designs on his mother. He eyes me constantly, no longer only when he doesn't think I'm looking. Until three weeks ago, neither of us had acted on these impulses. I often wondered, What would I do if he did? What would he do?

      I am 36 years old. I had Brad when I was 18 and just out of high school. His father was 20 at the time, in the Marines, stationed overseas, and we didn't marry until he returned home in 1993 when Brad was almost a year old.

      
        Brad's younger sister, Geena came along two days after his fourth birthday. I was 22 at the time and working for my father at his plumbing supply store in Bethesda. Dad co-owns one of the area's largest plumbing, heating and air-conditioning companies, but I can't tell you the name of the company without telling you who I am.

      Next out of my personal baby-factory was Bradley's sister, Lettie, born two days before his 8th birthday. Last was the baby of the family, Tisha, the final peapod ever to be fertilized by the man of this particular household, because the man of the household is now gone, four years split. Tisha was born one day after Brad's 14th birthday.

      I don't know what it is about me and mid-October.

      * * *

      Brad has seen me nude. He has seen me in just my panties, and in my bra and panties, and in various other states of undress. I don't think it's an unconscious compulsion as much as pure bad luck on my part. I always seem to be running into him half-naked in the morning, dashing from my bedroom into the bathroom across the hall. Or I'll leave the bedroom door cracked only to find it has swung inward at the most inopportune moment, to reveal me braless or worse, panty-less, just as Brad trundles by. And it's always Brad that trundles by, never his sisters, as though some built-in radar guides him there. Maybe he's clairvoyant. Maybe he's, what do you call it, telekinetic, like that woman in the X-Men movies?

      I'm always startled and red-faced and tongue-tied when it happens; Brad thinks it's just the funniest thing in the world. He teases me about it shamelessly for days afterwards, sometimes even getting his sisters into the act for an extra laugh. Innocent fun, right?

      Not always. One morning this past winter, while in my bathroom getting ready for work, I turned away from the mirror, completely nude after my shower except for the towel wrapped around my hair, to find Brad standing in my bedroom doorway, just staring at me.

      "Oh, Jesus, Brad!" I cried, grabbing for my bathrobe. My cry startled him out of his trance and he spun and stood looking out into the hallway.

      "How long have you been standing there?" I demanded, bundling myself safely into the robe.

      "Just a moment or two," he lied.

      
        
      

      "Did you get enough to see?" I demanded, furious with embarrassment.

      This stung him, and he turned his face away, expression pinched, looking almost like he was going to cry. That's when I knew. That's when I knew for sure.

      He had broken the rules, standing there staring at me like that. But I had broken them as well, coming down on him. Our relationship had strayed beyond the, Oh, look! Seen you nude in the mirror and got to embarrass you mercilessly about it phase. It embarrassed me further.

      "Brad," I had said. "I think you better leave."

      He stood motionless for a time, continuing to look back over his shoulder, not at me, but at my presence in the room, deciding upon a proper response.

      What response did I want him to make? There was no mistaking the thrum in my body, the hormonal content of my blood, the thump of the blood beating at my temples. I shook with its intensity, feeling breathless and weak. I had begun ovulation overnight, or would very shortly, and if stupidity and animal passions clouded my judgment badly enough, I could damn well find myself pregnant.

      Maybe Brad sensed this sudden realization in me, and the resulting panic, because he walked away, fists clenched at his sides, stiff-legged down the hall.

      I wanted to call him back, but I didn't.

      * * *

      Brad had injured his knee against Springdale High School in the fourth quarter of last year's Homecoming game. The knee had healed up fine enough, but I worried what would happen to that knee when he began playing ball again in the fall. As a freshman, he'd see precious little, if any playtime for most of the season. At least, that's what I hoped. According to his coach, Brad would start out on Special Teams and Special Teams players are prone to getting hurt. Badly hurt.

      I was there the night that he was injured, cheering him on in the grandstands just like everybody else. I will never forget that moment of panic when he didn't get up after a bruising tackle. I'm sure you understand what I go through, both wanting him to succeed in a blazing streak of glory, and not wanting him to get off the damned bench.

      "How much have you gained?" I asked him. We were in the workroom, just off the kitchen, what people up north call the mudroom. He banged his knee hard with both palms, switched the piece of Slim-Jim from one corner of his mouth to the other, and grunted: "About five pounds."

      "Five pounds," I repeated dubiously.

      He grunted again and flexed his thigh muscles, tried to pull his ankle out of my grasp, and very nearly succeeded. I put pressure against his knee from either side, one hand gripping his ankle, the other on the rock-hard muscles of his calf. This was a job for his father, I thought, not some wimpy, flabby mother.

      His father was currently in Greenwich, Connecticut, shacked up with his bimbo.

      "How much are you supposed to gain?" I asked, trying to keep that ankle immobilized and failing at it miserably.

      "You have to hold it tighter," he complained. "Here. Like this." He removed my hands and jammed his ankle between my left breast and my biceps, repositioning my hands on his calf. I was very aware of the backs of his fingers having scraped along the swell of my breast--and was trying hard not to show it. He seemed unaware of either the contact, or of my uneasiness.

      "How much are you supposed to gain?" I repeated.

      "Twenty pounds."

      "And you've gained five? Are you going to make it? You have barely a month left, Brad."

      Classes at College Park didn't begin until after Labor Day, but football practice started in mid-August, even for the freshmen. He had less than a month remaining, actually.

      "It'll be fine," he said, unconcerned.

      
        "How much do you weigh right now?"

      He grumbled, irritated now: "What difference does it make?"

      "It makes a lot of difference," I pressed. "You're supposed to weigh two-hundred and twenty pounds to make the Special Teams requirements. How much do you weigh? Right now?"

      He glanced at me, mouth pulled down at the corners. "Two-oh-five," he grumbled.

      "Brad! You've lost weight!" I cried.

      "So what," he said, shrugging angrily. He smacked hard on either side of the knee again, making me grimace. "You'd be happier if I didn't play, anyway."

      "That is not true!" I lied. "I just want you ready to play. Not an underweight punching bag for some upperclassmen to beat up on."

      "I'll be fine, Mom. Stop nagging."

      "I am not nagging!" I said hotly. "This is nagging."

      I smacked the side of his foot and stood up.

      "Your room is a total disaster, young man. I don't think you've cleaned it since the day school let out. Coke cans all over the place, microwave pizza boxes stacked up three high on your dresser. I don't even want to talk about what your bathroom looks like." I put my fists on my hips. "I want it cleaned up. Now. Today. Before you leave this house."

      "Before you leave this house," he mocked. "You're cute when you're mad, you know that, don't you?"

      I stuck up my middle finger at him. Then I put it away, embarrassed. "Don't disrespect your mother," I mumbled at him.

      
        "What I'm going to do," he said, glancing up at me as he adjusted the laces on his left cleat, "is take you over my knee and paddle your bare behind, you do that to me again, woman."

      I raised my middle finger at him again, very deliberately. "Bite me. How's that?"

      He looked at me for a moment, then, faster than I could dodge away, grabbed my elbow and the waistband of my sweats and had yanked me down over his lap.

      "Bradley! Bradley! Don't you dare!" I hollered.

      His hand went up, then up higher, then up as high as he could manage and not drop me off his lap. Then it came slowly down and made gentle contact with my right buttock.

      "Okay," he said, laughing nastily. "You are so busted, woman."

      He yanked down the back of my shorts; his hand went up and down in rapid-fire succession five times, stinging my backside before he let me go.

      I struggled off his lap, got myself righted and my clothes twisted back into place just as Lettie stuck her head in the door. "What's going on?" she demanded, all ten-year-old authority.

      "Nothing!" I snapped back at her. "Don't you have something to do?"

      Oh, the look she gave me and her brother. Rolling her eyes, she went back to eating her apple and walked away.

      I stuck my finger in Brad's face. "You are this close!" I hissed at him and stomped away.

      * * *

      I had liked being spanked. It was that fact, not the act of being upended and taught a lesson by my impudent son, which bothered me.

      
        I sat fuming in my bedroom fifteen minutes later, the scene playing and replaying in my head: the embarrassment, the bare-bottoming, the sharp whack-whack-whack of his hand on my flesh. I couldn't even look at myself in the mirror or I would cry. How could I look at him?

      He startled me from the bedroom doorway. "I didn't know it would upset you that much, or I wouldn't have done it."

      I turned away from him and said, "Get the hell out of here. I'm not talking to you."

      "If we don't talk," he said. "Things are gonna get bad here, Mom. Let's talk."

      "We have nothing to talk about," I said, angrily. "You just spanked your mother."

      "Mom--"

      "When any one of your sisters could have just blundered in and seen you."

      "Mom--"

      "Get out of here, now! I don't want to talk to you. Now, I said!"

      He was silent a moment. "No."

      I whipped around and speared my finger at him and bared my teeth. "Get the fuck out of my bedroom or I will throw you out of this house." I meant to say more, to threaten him with bodily injury and loss of tuition, but in the next instant he was at my bed pulling me to my feet, and then he was kissing me, right on my mouth.

      * * *

      "Bradley! Bradley, stop!"

      
        I struggled away and turned my face to keep him from kissing me again. I was breathless and disoriented and panicked and sure that at any moment the rest of my family would come barging in to see what their whore mother was yelling about.

      "Bradley, let me go," I choked.

      He finally let me go and I staggered away, causing him to grab my arm to keep me from falling over the chair.

      "What did you think you were doing?" I demanded shakily.

      "Nothing you didn't want me to do," he replied softly.

      "Brad--" I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and looked at him, then the open door, which I rushed over to close. "For God's sakes," I said, my voice cracking. "You can't do that."

      My heart was banging in my chest like a runaway freight train. It felt ready to explode. My hands shook and my mouth was completely dry. I realized I was shaking head to foot.

      The most insane thought popped into my mind just then: What would Maria Correlli say if she knew you were kissing your own mother, Brad?

      I began to giggle, stifled it savagely with my hand. I looked as far away from Brad as I could find in that room.

      For God's sakes, Anita, I thought. This is what you want. You've wanted it as long as you can--

      "Mom?"

      "I--I need a moment," I said in a wavering voice. I couldn't think; I couldn't even breathe. It felt like someone had wrapped me in a steel corset and was tightening the laces with Paul Bunyan's hands. I saw, clearly in my mind's eye, shot from above like a security camera, myself locked in his embrace, my mouth hungrily taking what he had to offer, the panic-start of breaking away from him, pushing off.

      
        I could not deal with this right now. Certainly not in my own bedroom, with three other children around.

      "I can't do this," I said softly. "Not here. Not like this." And then a sudden strong breeze cleared away all the brain-fog. I said to him, "In two days, it's your birthday. What would you like for your birthday, Brad?"

      He said only three words, and they sprang from his lips immediately.

      "A motel room," he said.

      I sighed, happily.

      * * *

      It was 8:51 P.M. I gazed sleepily at the shimmering red digits of the alarm clock, snug within Bradley's strong arms. The covers were pulled up tight around my shoulders, as I liked them. I felt very secure. I felt wonderful, actually.

      And I had just committed incest.

      "Bradley?"

      Sleepily, "Um-hum."

      "Why do you suppose we feel the way we do?"

      He stirred beneath me, his semi-erect penis moving within my vagina. The same vagina that, 19 years before, had delivered him into the world. I should have felt truly awful--at least troubled by it--but I didn't.

      "Why do you ask such silly questions," he asked.

      
        Because, I thought, I'm snug as a bug in a rug and enjoying feeling silly.

      We lay there for another ten minutes, silent, dreamy, exhausted, me with the secure knowledge that down between my legs, dammed temporarily by his now-flaccid penis, magic baby-fluid was even then swimming upstream through my uterus in search of an egg. It made me so sad.

      "It makes me so sad," I murmured.

      He raised his head. "What makes you so sad?"

      "You present me with millions of your little spermaleafs--"

      "Spermaleafs?"

      "It's what your father called them," I said. "And I've condemned all but one of them to a certain death."

      He raised his head again. "What did you say?"

      I repeated what I had said.

      "Mom...?" His voiced alarmed now. "What are you talking about?"

      I raised my head, looked into his eyes. "Didn't I tell you?"

      "Tell me what?" he said, half-sitting up with me atop him.

      "That I might be pregnant, of course."

      * * *

      I awoke with a start and sat bolt upright. The covers fell away, and although I searched them desperately, there was no Bradley--or anyone else--hiding within. I flopped back to the mattress, panting.

      
        
      

      "My God," I groaned. "What if I do get pregnant?"

      I turned on my side, tucking the comforter in beneath my chin. The dream was fading now, all but forgotten, but not the feeling of dread. Yesterday, I had stood in my bedroom planning to commit incest with my son, aware that I was fifteen days into my cycle. A brand new egg, a tiny little human being in the offing, was even now making its way to my uterus, to patiently await fertilization.

      Bradley would have to wear a condom, I thought, like it or not. I was not coming home from Holiday Inn pregnant with a fifth child. Not this little girlie-cue.

      And we're missing the important consideration here, my voice of reason stated.

      That being, I asked?

      Sex with your son?

      Okay, I thought. I've been over that. Countless times. Pick another subject.

      I turned onto my back, tucked myself even tighter, stared at the odd shapes left on the plaster ceiling by some sponge.

      Did I really not have a problem with this? I thought about Bradley taking off my clothes tomorrow night in the motel room. I thought about renting the motel room today, lying when the young woman on the phone asked the number of occupants.

      "One," I had said. "Just myself."

      Only, the number was really three, wasn't it? One plus one makes three.

      I pitched over onto my other side, irritated, mouthing silent curses at my obstinate conscience.

      "Why don't you leave me alone?" I muttered.

      
        
      

      Why don't you come to your senses, she answered?

      It's too late to take a pill, I thought. I'll use my diaphragm. Tisha's diaphragm, I reminded myself: It's why she was born.

      Around four o'clock, I finally fell back asleep. I dreamt only once that I remember, about little yellow ducklings paddling around a murky, heart-shaped pond. They quack-quacked the name of the child that I had never delivered to be Bradley's baby brother.

      * * *

      Brad and I didn't talk the next day. He was gone all day long, either mowing lawns as he had done since starting his summertime business back in 2003, or running errands for our crippled neighbor, Mrs. Roderigo. At five o'clock I saw him momentarily as he came inside to clean up.

      "Are you hungry?" I asked.

      "A little," he mumbled.

      Don't get peevish, I thought. He's as uptight as you are, Anita.

      "I can make you--"

      "I don't want anything, Mom. I'm going up to take a shower."

      He began to walk away and then stopped. I thought he would go on, but he reversed course and came over beside me and kissed the side of my neck. I inhaled his odor of sweat and grass and pheromones and told my upstart heart to quiet the hell down.

      "Maybe, I will have something," he half-whispered.

      "What?" I asked.

      
        
      

      "Anita Collins. On the half-shell."

      He kissed my neck again and I shivered right down to my toenails. Then he walked away and I stared after him, eventually telling myself to close my mouth.

      * * *

      Friday was awful. I cannot describe Friday. It is not in my vocabulary.

      At four o'clock, I went into the bathroom, locked the door, and ran water into the tub. I sat on the tub's hard side, my legs widespread, feet in the water, shaving my pubic hair into a thin blonde stripe half-an-inch wide, starting just above my clitoris. I shaved my labia completely free of hair, something I hadn't done in four years. Then, weighing the consequences of a deadly slip of the razor, I rendered myself free of hair everywhere.

      I had finished the hard part, so I shaved my legs and then my underarms, emptied the water and started the shower. If Geena or Lettie wondered why Mom was taking such a ridiculously long shower for a birthday dinner with Bradley, let them.

      I dressed in a sleeveless blue and green sundress. Beneath were the new Victoria's Secret bra and panties I had bought Thursday afternoon. I decided against pantyhose. My legs looked fine.

      Dressed and ready to go, I found everyone in the kitchen but Geena. Bradley was dressed handsomely in new khaki Docker's and an open-throated shirt. His hair was a teenage mess, but otherwise he looked fine.

      He looked at me only for a second when I walked in, but long enough. His face grew red, and hiding it, he opened the refrigerator door and busily inspected the shelves.

      "What time'll you be home?" Lettie wanted to know, chewing a leftover Domino's breadstick.

      I took the breadstick away from her--"Hey! That's mine!"--and directed her to the dinette table and made her sit down. "No eating at the counter," I said for the ten-thousandth time. I picked up the small tub of barbeque sauce, and put it on the table before her.

      
        "This is not dinner," I said.

      "I know it isn't," she answered peevishly.

      "And where is your little sister? You're supposed to be watching her."

      "Under the table."

      I looked down. I heard scuffling sounds and a 4-year-old's merry giggle.

      "All right," I said. "Be good tonight. We'll be home by ten o'clock or so. I don't want any funny business, either. Tell your sister . . . Geena!" I shouted.

      "What?" came her distant reply.

      "No boys in this house, young lady!"

      "Oh, Mom," she answered disgustedly.

      "I mean it!" I called out, to no response.

      Lettie had done a double take. "Ten o'clock?" She looked at the sunflower clock on the wall. "How long's it take to eat dinner, Mom?"

      Not looking at her, but at her brother, I said, "We might see a movie afterward. I'm not sure yet. If we do, it could be as late as eleven-thirty, or twelve o'clock. I want you in bed when I get home, if that's the case."

      "Oh, Mom." She rolled her eyes and got a smack atop the head for it. "Ouch!"

      "Eleven o'clock," I reminded her. "No later." I kissed her on the head and we left.

      
        * * *

      Bradley drove. I sat seat-belted in beside him, legs tightly crossed, fidgeting, lower lip between my teeth, staring out the window. I saw nothing but a passing blur.

      Hesitantly, he asked: "You all right?"

      No, I was not all right! Jesus Christ, Bradley, I am not all right.

      "I'm fine," I said. "Drive."

      Ostensibly, we were on our way to the Red Lobster on Shady Grove Road in Rockville; in reality we were heading for the Holiday Inn on Montgomery Village Avenue in Gaithersburg. A one hundred and forty dollar, one-night-stand.

      "I can't do this," I almost said.

      A Ride-On Bus passed us on the right, blowing diesel fumes against the windshield. Even with the windows closed I could still smell it. Just terrific, I thought sourly, for an already clenched stomach. Was I going to vomit? Right here in the car?

      Again, I almost told him I couldn't do it.

      Anita! Come to your senses! He's your son!

      My son, I thought, almost sadly, who's had a crush on me for--

      I broke off that line of thought. He was eighteen now; I was well over eighteen. Live in the present, I thought, not the past. The past is done.

      At Montgomery Village Avenue, Bradley made a left, continued down a block and U-turned. At the front entrance of the hotel, he pulled in to drop me off. I retrieved my valise from the rear floorboard where I had left it that afternoon, and slipped it over my right shoulder. A sundress and a valise: how cute.

      
        
      

      "Remember," I told him needlessly. "Half an hour. No sooner. I don't want anyone getting suspicious about this."

      "I know, Mom."

      "And when you come up? Be on your cell phone the entire time. It'll make you look more natural." It didn't occur to me that it was me he should call. "And don't look around the hallway when you're walking down from the elevator. Just come to the room and--"

      Shit! I thought. He wouldn't have a key. "Shit!" I hissed. "You won't have a key."

      He shook his head and laughed at me. "Who do you think'll be talking to me the whole time on the cell phone? When I get there, you just open the door, Mom. Or leave it open for me. This isn't rocket science, Mom."

      "Oh," I said, feeling extremely stupid. "Yeah. Sure. Okay."

      "Relax, okay?" He rubbed his hand up and down my left arm. "Just take it easy. It'll be fine."

      "Sure," I said, taking a deep breath and smiling bravely at him. "It'll be fine."

      What a load of hogwash.

      * * *

      The room was 7012. It faced Montgomery Village Avenue, giving me a splendid, three-second view of Lakeforest Mall before I closed the drapes.

      I didn't even remember checking in. I couldn't tell you if the woman--I think it was a woman--was black or white, American or foreign. Maybe she had an accent?

      
        I dropped the valise in a chair and stretched my back. For one glorious instant, I had this insane notion that I was about to start, that everything would go circling down the drain tonight, and I almost laughed. Oh, if only, I thought bitterly.

      Bending down and rummaging through the valise, I came out with an unopened box of Trojan condoms, a tube of Ortho spermicidal jelly, a box of spermicidal applicators, and my not-so-trusty diaphragm from four years ago. Between the four of them, I thought I'd be safe. I hoped I'd be safe.

      "Okay," I said, placing the box of condoms on the nightstand. Hurrying into the bathroom, I rushed right out again and dashed over to the door to see what that noise had been in the hallway, to make sure it was locked, and to make sure that no one was lurking outside with a camera.

      A camera, Anita? You are coming unglued!

      I returned to the bathroom and removed my panties, placing them on the sink top, and sat down. I opened the ludicrously-pink carrying case and removed the diaphragm. I checked it carefully all around the perimeter, as I had already done three times that day, and then prepared to put it in.

      "God, I hate these things," I said aloud. I hated them, and right then I hated myself even more. With a mechanical motion I squeezed a small amount of jelly into the bowl of the cup and folded the ring over the jelly.

      "Just do it," I told myself, and then did.

      For good measure, I added a small squirt of cream from one of the plastic applicators and then wiped myself to remove any excess. I knew what the stuff tasted like. Then I slipped back into my panties, smoothed my dress and went into the room to wait.

      And I thought: Effective for two hours. That was the lifespan of the spermicidal jelly: two hours. If sexually active for more than two hours, the instructions had read, or if not active for the first two hours, apply more spermicidal jelly into your vagina. If diaphragm comes dislodged during sex, consider emergency contraception.

      I felt incredibly sick at my stomach.

      My cell phone rang and I started and grabbed it off the bed. It wasn't Bradley though. It was ...

      
        
      

      "Geena, what is it!" I snapped.

      There was a startled silence on the other end. Then finally, "Geez, Mom, get a grip. It's only a birthday dinner."

      "What?"

      "You said you were going to Red Lobster," she complained.

      Oh, no. Oh, God no. "Where are you," I demanded. And don't you say--

      "Red Lobster. Where are you?"

      * * *

      In a panic I speed-dialed Bradley's cell phone number.

      "I'm here," he said. "Is it time?"

      "Get the hell up here!" I hissed. Then, "No! Meet me downstairs in the driveway! Right away." I was already running for the door, valise forgotten.

      "What's going on?" he demanded, sounding in equal measures mystified, miffed and disappointed.

      I told him.

      * * *

      All things considered--considering how it could have gone--Bradley's surprise birthday party was not a disaster. The birthday boy showing up an hour late wasn't so great--an event justly and wholly the fault of his stupid mother, a fact my brat's Geena and Lettie and everyone else involved in the party didn't let me forget for ages--but we survived.

      
        
      

      That was two weeks ago. Brad's father has long since flown back to his bimbo in Connecticut, and things have pretty much settled down again at home.

      Pretty much.

      As I type this diary entry into my Apple iPad, sipping the iced tea Bradley has so thoughtfully brought out onto the back porch for me before returning to his work on the broken lawn mower--I get to watch his strong broad back shimmer with perspiration in the noonday sun--I say a silent prayer, thinking how badly things could have ended.

      Next week, I'll ride along with him to Maryland University to see the campus and to be introduced to his coaches. We plan to spend some time in the very nice new hotel they opened up on Baltimore Avenue near the college. Bradley had me call over there, yesterday, to check the rates. Very reasonable, I thought.

      Am I scared?

      Of course I'm scared. Terrified.

      Am I going to do it?

      We'll see what happens. Again.

      THE END

    
  
    
      
        
      

      The Christmas Present

      Most people would consider what we did to be wrong. A few would say it was okay, but mostly out of prurient interest. A few others, those who have been through the experience themselves and understand the emotional impact, would claim that it's both. My son and I are certainly in that last category.

      I knew even before Paul did, that he had a problem. One morning when I was 36 and Paul had just turned 18, I came downstairs dressed in only my bathrobe to make Paul breakfast. After a minute or two of wandering back and forth between refrigerator and cupboard, cabinet and sink, chatting with him aimlessly as mothers do with their children, I realized that Paul's eyes were following me everywhere I went. I was bent over at the time with the front of my robe hanging open loosely. Although the angle was wrong, I could feel the intensity of his desire to see my bare breasts. It shocked me, to say the least. I reacted as any mother would, jerking upright and covering myself, blushing madly as I did so. It was the last time I let myself be around Paul in nothing but my bathrobe.

      Paul's preoccupation with me increased. He was very popular at school and something of a jock; the girl's of course, simply loved him. But no sooner would a relationship with a girl begin, than things would turn sour. Two or three weeks would pass, a month, maybe two months, during which time I'd feel his interest as strongly as I would any admirer. It was embarrassing, and sometimes a bit on the frightening side. Because, no matter how much I told myself it was just teenage infatuation--Puppy Love, in other words--another, more deeply-rooted part of my psyche insisted that I was ignoring--possibly even engendering--a dangerous situation. I know this because, I had dangerous feelings for Paul in return.

      "Soccer Mom!" he greeted me coming in the front door one evening. Actually, this was his favorite greeting to me. I routinely shuttled his teammates to soccer and basketball games, to football and baseball games, also to his tennis matches depending upon the season. "Mom's Taxi" we called the Voyager.

      Normally, I loathed the big ugly vehicle. But you can't transport half-a-dozen testosterone-pumped 18-year-old's around in a Lexus SUV, no matter how big you think it is. And they certainly wouldn't fit into Melvin's beautifully restored Buick LeSabre, and of course, not into Paul's Chevy pickup.

      Ever had half-a-dozen or more testosterone-pumped 18-year-old's checking out your breasts? Just one of the joys of being a Soccer Mom.

      
        Dropping his backpack just inside the door, and his parka on the back of his father's chair, Paul crossed to where I sat and planted a kiss on my forehead.

      "Gonna be at the game Friday night?" he inquired.

      "Are you going to be at the game Friday night?" I corrected.

      He grinned at me, and I looked back at him over the rims of my reading glasses, suppressing a grin.

      "Like I said," he joked. "Gonna be there?"

      "Of course, I'll be there." I sighed, shaking my head.

      He sat down next to me on the couch.

      "Whatcha reading, doll?"

      I showed him the cover and waited for his sarcastic denouement. His nose pinched.. "Chick shit," he pronounced.

      "Don't curse," I admonished.

      "Whatever. You driving us?"

      "Do I have a choice?"

      "The game's at Walter Johnson."

      That day I had worn a brown angora sweater over a white turtleneck and black leggings to work; I still had them on. Glancing down, I noticed that the swell of my breasts was perfectly delineated by the clingy sweater. I shifted uncomfortably and he looked away.

      
        "What's for dinner?" he asked.

      "Pork chops, green beans, mashed potatoes and corn."

      His stomach rumbled noisily. "Sounds great. When are you going to make it?"

      "Your sister's in there making it right now," I said, again suppressing a grin.

      His expression soured immediately. He looked in the direction of the kitchen, where Joanna, from the sound of her furious soft cursing, was industriously ruining dinner.

      "Do not make fun of your sister's cooking," I warned him.

      "But, Mom--"

      "She's 20 years old and badly needs the experience." Home from school for Spring Break, Joanna had graciously offered to prepare tonight's meal. Though filled with trepidation not much different than that of her brother, I had graciously accepted. "She'll do just fine," I assured him.

      In counterpoint, there came the clatter of a dropping pan and Joanna's outraged exclamation of anger.

      "Maybe I should go help her," I said, rising quickly.

      He rose, as I arose. "Have my present all picked out?" he asked.

      I smoothed the sweater over my tummy, glad to have it no longer delineating my breasts. "All picked out, bought and wrapped up," I acknowledged.

      He looked toward the kitchen, wincing at the sound of a dropped lid. "You're okay with my list of friends?" he pressed.

      
        "Invite a few more," I offered. "I'm sure we can find space in the laundry room." Between friends and family members, it looked like a record-setting 19th birthday party.

      He winked at me and headed upstairs while I headed for the kitchen to see what catastrophe waited.

      * * *

      Three days later, we held what I came to remember as the Birthday Party from Hell. Not only did a crowd of invited friends swell all out of proportion to the square-footage of our house, but alcohol and some very potent-smelling marijuana found its way into the basement. I can't tell you how many times I yelled at Paul to turn down the music, nor how many inappropriately locked-together couples I separated in my wanderings. Although no proof ever surfaced, I'm told that two classmates copulated with their boyfriends in the downstairs bathroom. When finally I herded the last of them out the front door after midnight, I was a complete wreck.

      "You are never having another birthday," I growled at Paul.

      He locked the front door and glanced at me in surprise. "I thought it went good," he said defensively.

      I really was fuming. "The Roman's thought it was going well as they fed Christian's to the lions," I said hotly.

      "Mom!" he protested, snickering.

      "Oh, go to bed," I said disgustedly. "We'll clean this up in the morning."

      We did not wait until the morning, but spent the next hour and a half picking up the mess, working both individually and together. We spoke very little, but with the passing minutes my mood lightened so that finally, when we turned off the downstairs lights and I accompanied him upstairs, I had my arm around his waist.

      "Thanks, Mom," he whispered outside his door.

      I didn't want to awaken either Melvin or Joanna, so I eased Paul into his bedroom and closed the door softly behind me. Even so, I gave my response in a whisper.

      
        
      

      "I'm sorry I yelled at you earlier, Paul."

      "You didn't yell at me," he said dismissively. "Besides, things really did get out of hand there for awhile." He rolled his eyes, laughing softly, telling me about one of the trysts in the downstairs bathroom.

      "Oh, please," I said, rubbing the middle of my forehead. "Tell me that didn't really happen."

      "Sorry," he said, still laughing softly.

      "It isn't funny, Paul. What if that girl gets pregnant?"

      "Girl's get pregnant all the time," he reminded me.

      "Not in my downstairs bathroom, they don't." I sighed, giving up on being upset. "Did you like your present?"

      He instantly brightened. "Shit, yeah! It was the greatest."

      Carefully, he placed the iPad2 on the top of his dresser. He'd showed it off all night, as though it were a bar of gold. Then he darted forward and grabbed me in a hug, and planted a kiss on my right cheek.

      "You're the greatest too," he said.

      Now, I've been hugged and kissed on the cheek any number of times by Paul. This time was no different, should have been no different anyway, but having his arms suddenly around me, having my breasts mashed up against his chest, smelling his strong aroma of aftershave, deodorant, sweat and testosterone, my breath caught in my throat and suddenly my blood pressure shot into the stratosphere. Embarrassed, I looked numbly at the iPad and mumbled something instantly forgettable.

      There was an embarrassed silence. Then Paul said in an oddly constrained voice: "Mom? Can I kiss you?"

      
        
      

      I blinked at him. "You just did," I said stupidly.

      "No," he said, leaning forward. "Like this."

      Suddenly his lips were on mine, and try as I might to stop it, there was no stopping the instinctual movement of my lips in response.

      "Paul," I said, pushing back. My hand rose and I touched my lips with my trembling fingertips. "Don't do that."

      "Do what?" he said, innocently.

      "That!" I said feverishly. In truth, I was in a fever from being kissed. Kissing had sent blood rushing to my face and every other part of my dermis. I was suddenly itchy all over and scratched both my forearms, and my right underarm. There was a totally unwelcome tingling between my legs that made me want to go screaming from the room. I felt horrified.

      "Paul," I said. "You can't kiss your mother like that."

      "I don't want to kiss anybody else," he came back.

      I shook my head, exasperated. "You could have so many girlfriends."

      "The only girlfriend I want," he said, taking half a step toward me again, "is you."

      I turned around and left the room.

      * * *

      For two months, things remained status-quo. Paul watched me like a calculating, long-suffering suitor. I made sure he didn't get close enough to set off another critical chain-reaction. However, things will always reach a boil when the fire's on, no matter how closely you watch the pot. Eventually it did with us.

      
        
      

      It was Christmas Eve last year. Melvin had a mid-morning flight out of Philadelphia into O'Hare Airport in Chicago. I was extremely upset and justifiably rancorous.

      "I can't believe they're sending you out on Christmas Eve," I said angrily. Neither of us suspected yet that Chicago would get snowed in, and I'd not see Melvin again for three days.

      "Take it easy, dear," he said soothingly.

      I didn't want to be soothed.

      As was our tradition, we three had decorated the house three days before Christmas (Joanna had flown to Cincinnati the day before that, to spend Christmas at her boyfriend's parent's house), and Paul had hung a spray of real live mistletoe in the living room over the fireplace. Ostensibly for his father and I, Mom had a sneaking suspicion that Paul intended to use the mistletoe himself, and not with any girlfriend.

      Melvin took me in his arms and rocked me gently back and forth. He was 6'1", weighed 220 pounds and at 38, was still blessed with an impressively athletic build. Granted, he was slowly going to fat in the middle, but what 38-year-old man isn't? And despite his eroding hairline, he was still the sexiest man I knew. A real man's man, like Daniel Craig.

      Kissing me on the nose, he said, "We made it 22 years without a break. That's a seriously impressive record, sweetie."

      "Twenty-three would be better," I said grumpily.

      He kissed me on the nose again. Then I accompanied him to the front door where he gathered his flight bag and his two pieces of luggage.

      "Drink an eggnog for me tonight," he said.

      I nodded.

      "You OK?"

      
        
      

      "I guess I am," I said, clutching myself across the chest. I had a very bad feeling about tonight--a premonition, as it turned out--and I didn't want him leaving.

      He did leave, however, just as he had to, and after watching him drive down the street and turn the corner, I slowly closed the front door and locked it. I knew, even without a crystal ball, that things would get out of hand that night with Paul. And of course, they did.

      * * *

      It was 11 o'clock. The last of the company had left and Paul and I cleaned up the mess in silence. In the kitchen, he came up behind me and said: "I guess it's just you and me now, partner."

      Forcing a smile and a cheery tone of voice, I replied: "I think we'll make the best of it. Don't you?"

      "I opened the flue in the chimney," he said, jokingly. "Santa should slide right down. Whoosh!" he added, making a swooping motion with his hand.

      I was on the verge of saying something totally inane when he encircled my waist with his arms and pressed up against me. I went rigid.

      "Paul!"

      "What?" he said, releasing me and stepping back. "Can't a guy hug his mother?"

      I chose to ignore it. "You'll like what I got you."

      "You'll like what I got you as well," he said, a grin--and a blush--stretching across his face.

      "What?" I asked suspiciously.

      "Oh, you'll find out."

      
        I guessed, not un-foolishly, that Paul had bought me either sleepwear or lingerie.

      "We need to talk about this, Paul."

      "About what?" he said, his demeanor innocent.

      "You know what," I said.

      "I don't know what you mean," he countered.

      "Let's start with my underwear."

      He blushed red as an apple.

      For ages now I had been aware that Paul borrowed my underwear to fantasize with. Half a dozen times I'd found a pair of my panties or one of my bras--sometimes both--under his mattress or in a drawer. More than once I'd found them stiff with dried semen. I didn't mind as long as he didn't plant them somewhere out of reach. The problem was, he always took my lacy things, which I missed.

      "You don't wear them, do you?" I teased.

      His blush grew even stronger. "Of course not. I only--"

      "Masturbate with them?" I asked.

      He grew doubly red. "Can we talk about something else? Please?"

      "Like what?" I asked. "The weather?"

      Feeling sudden pity, I opened the refrigerator and withdrew two wine coolers from the six-pack on the shelf. "Here," I said, laughing at him. "On me."

      
        He twisted off both caps, handed me back a bottle and took a sip. I had embarrassed him awfully and was feeling slightly guilty. The way he felt about me, I was surprised he hadn't simply moved my dresser into his own bedroom.

      "Let's go out to the fire," I said. "I'm chilly in here. Especially with this," I said, holding up the cold bottle. Anything cold in my hands tended to send shivers down my spine, as it did now.

      Putting his arm around my shoulder, he guided me out to the living room and to the divan on the long wall. We sat down side by side. Pillows were stacked before us on the floor, and kicking off my shoes, I stretched and placed my crossed ankles atop the closest stack.

      "This is nice," I said, appreciating the crackling flames.

      It occurred to me that for the past week, I had been a rudderless vessel being swept down the Niagara toward the falls. Suddenly, here I was in control of the damned boat and steering not away from the thundering flume, but towards it. Was I insane?

      "You don't tell anybody about this," I said, tapping the mouth of my bottle against his. "I'm too old to get locked up for contributing."

      He looked at me oddly. I sighed.

      "Joking? A little humor? Contributing to the delinquency of a minor?"

      He snorted. "Just cause you're twice my age doesn't mean you're old."

      I rolled my eyes. "Old enough to know better. Certainly old enough to regret it."

      He laughed. "You're not old. Dad's old," he said, making me giggle girlishly.

      Gathering myself, I said, "Your farther is not old," meaning to add something like: "He'd get really upset hearing you say that, Paul."

      But Paul jumped on my mispronunciation and teased, "My farther?"

      
        
      

      I punched his shoulder. "Don't mock your mother, boy."

      "Knock my mother?"

      "Stop it!" I ordered.

      Laughing, he kicked off his shoes and stretched out beside me, placing his crossed ankles next to mine on the pillows. I felt comfy sitting beside him like that. I said: "Do you know how old I am?"

      "I know your bra size," he replied facetiously. "Does that count?"

      Laughing, I went to answer smartly but he got in ahead of me.

      "37. Your age, not your bra size. That's a 36C." He looked pointedly at my chest. I wore another angora sweater tonight, this one light blue, just as clingy, with black leggings. My heart quickened and blood overloaded my capillaries, making me hot and itchy at the same time. It took every bit of willpower not to go digging at my underarms.

      "Embarrassing your mother on Christmas Eve," I scolded, taking a sip of wine to mask my embarrassment. "You should be ashamed of yourself.'

      He laughed softly and took a sip of his own. "What good am I, if not to embarrass you?" he said. "But seriously, Mom. You are not old."

      "I'm no spring chicken, either," I said, taking another sip.

      "Tell that to my friends."

      "If it's bad, I don't want to hear about it," I warned, wondering where this strange conversation was going.

      "Define bad," he inquired.

      
        
      

      "Anything out of a young man's mouth."

      He laughed, and I laughed with him.

      "You know what a MILF is?" he asked.

      I knew what a MILF was, and I wasn't flattered.

      "Better never let me hear anybody call me that," I threatened, "or they'll be picking flakes of fingernail polish out of their throats."

      He smiled at me wryly.

      "And you better never call me that," I further warned.

      "If it's true, though?" he asked softly.

      What I should have done was what I had done two months ago: get up and leave. Instead, I sat there and gave the question thoughtful consideration. Maybe it was the wine.

      "I'd probably be insulted," I said slowly. "Sons aren't supposed to want to fuck their mothers, Paul."

      I had said it. For better or worse, it was out there now.

      He was quiet a time. We both took sips from our bottles. Most of the relaxation had gone from my body and I felt like a mousetrap ready to snap closed.

      Finally, he said: "I'd settle for a kiss."

      I looked up at the mistletoe, hanging there innocently from the ceiling fan. The red berries, deadly poisonous if eaten, glowed softly with reflected firelight. And then I thought, Why not? Let him get it out of his system.

      
        
      

      "One kiss," I assented. "No tongue, and no touching me, either, Paul."

      This stipulation caused more embarrassment to me than it did to Paul, who just nodded eagerly.

      "Anything," he agreed breathlessly. I hadn't even seen him put down his bottle on the end table before he stood up and reached for my hand. Trembling inside, I gave it to him and allowed him to pull me to my feet.

      What happened next is not quite clear in my mind. I know we kissed, quite chastely; lips pushed out like some old Saturday Evening Post cover. Then we kissed again, and his hand was on my left bicep, and I had my head tilted back and I was raised up on my tiptoes and then my mouth was open and I touched my tongue to his and suddenly I was in his arms and he was holding me tightly and this kiss just kept going on and on and--

      "Paul!" I gasped, staggering backwards. "What are you doing?" My chest labored and blood pounded in my ears. Had I just French kissed my son.

      He caught me before I could fall backwards over the pillows.

      "You okay?" he asked.

      "No, I'm not okay!" I exclaimed.

      Shaken, I reached down and snatched a wine bottle off the table--his, as it turned out--and downed the contents in one long gulp. Smacking it back down, I stomped across the living room into the dining room and then out into the kitchen, where I made a beeline for the refrigerator. Paul followed, unsure what to say to me. I didn't want him to say anything.

      "Do you want one?" I demanded.

      "Yes, please," he said, stepping forward. Snapping off the lid, I stuck the bottle into his hand and twisted the lid off my own. In three long swigs I had the contents down.

      "Mom," he said. "Take it easy."

      
        
      

      "Take it easy, my ass!" I said, freeing another bottle from its lid. "I just French kissed my son."

      This time, instead of swigging the cold wine, I sipped it, trying to compose myself. My heart had slowed from full gallop to a spirited trot, and I could no longer hear surf pounding in my ears. As much as I hated to admit it, I had liked kissing Paul.

      "Are you mad at me?" he asked. His expression was hangdog.

      I didn't answer; not trusting what answer would come out of my mouth. Instead, I sipped more of the wine.

      What I felt, was that I had come within a hairsbreadth of fulfilling his long-time fantasy of seducing his mother. That's what it felt like to me.

      "Why me?" I demanded.

      "Excuse me?" he said.

      "I'm your mother, Paul," I cried in exasperation. "Why would you want to...kiss me?" I had almost said fuck me.

      He looked at me with momentarily unfathomable eyes. Then, shrugging, he said: "Because you're the perfect woman for me."

      I snorted. "I'm far from perfect, Paul."

      "You are to me," he countered.

      Arms crossed, wine bottle clutched in my right hand, foot tapping incessantly on the floor, I said: "You are crazy."

      Sighing, he looked down at the floor.

      
        For a long time, neither of us moved nor spoke. I kept tapping the floor with my bare foot; he kept staring at it. Finally, wondering what words would exit my mouth; I said to him: "No one can ever know about this. No one. Ever, Paul."

      He looked up hopefully.

      "If your father ever found out, it would kill him. Just kill him, Paul."

      "I understand," he said.

      "I've never cheated on your father, not even once. Never." Looking past him, I thought: And I'm getting ready to do it with his son?

      Quickly drinking the last of the wine, I retrieved another bottle and this time poured it into a glass. Then I did the same to the rest of Paul's and handed it back to him. Might as well be civilized about this, I thought. Another part of my mind responded wryly: Or be romantic.

      Knowing I'd need it, I removed the last wine cooler from the now-empty carton and carried it along with me back to the living room. Ignoring the divan, I separated the stack of pillows with my foot into a more comfortable pile to sit upon while Paul took my unopened bottle of wine and sat it on the end table. Then, extending his hand, he helped his slightly tipsy mom sit herself down on the pillows. He joined me a moment later and we both leaned back against the upholstered front of the divan, something I had done many times with his father. Then he got right back up and crawled over to the fireplace to rebuild the faltering fire. As he squat to load another log, I watched him contemplatively.

      He was such a handsome young man. Better looking, in fact than his father. Better looking, in fact, than the handful of young men I'd dated before marrying his father. I couldn't believe my baby was six-foot tall and almost two hundred pounds. He's not a baby anymore, I reminded myself. He's 19 years old and a college boy.

      Sipping, I wondered, not for the first time, what having Paul out of the nest would do to me. I didn't like the idea. His sister being gone was something of a relief; but Joanna and my relationship had, to say the least, been rancorous. Paul being gone, I suspected, would leave a huge jagged hole in my heart.

      "I don't understand the attraction," I said to his back.

      
        Still adjusting a log with his right hand, he looked back over his shoulder. "How can you say that? You're beautiful."

      I felt myself blush. Maybe at one time I'd been beautiful, but two children and 22 years of marriage had taken its toll on me. I was ten pounds overweight, my breasts had begun to sag, and I would never look nineteen again in a bathing suit. I wondered if he knew I colored my hair. Without my contacts I was blind as a bat. Thinking all this depressed me.

      "Every son thinks that about his mother," I mumbled.

      Drawing the sides of the screen closed, he brushed his hands together and stood up. The fire had begun to devour the new logs and was crackling merrily. The push of heat against my face felt wonderful. I watched him, idly swirling wine in the glass.

      When he turned around, he said: "I've wanted you all my life, Mom."

      I snorted at that.

      "Well, since I turned 18, anyway," he said, shrugging.

      That I couldn't snort about. I remembered that morning when his eyes relentlessly following me around the kitchen. I said: "Are you a virgin?"

      Without sign of embarrassment, he nodded.

      "You've been saving it for me?" I asked, butterflies wheeling in my stomach.

      He nodded again.

      "You really are crazy," I said.

      He retrieved his glass and sat down beside me again. I reached over for the unopened bottle, twisted off the cap and replenished our glasses. Wine always fortified and emboldened me, fine for some situations, but disastrous in others. I put my hand on his right cheek and stroked it lovingly. Taking this as a cue, he leaned over to kiss me. I turned my face up to meet him, careful with the wine glass, not wanting to spill it all over us. Our lips touched and electricity flowed through my body again. I let him draw me in, holding the nearly-full glass of wine safely aloft. I'm sure, except for the absurdity of a 37 year old woman and her 19 year old lover, we looked liked something out of a movie.

      It became something almost magical. My mouth opened under the urging of his tongue and I met and accepted him into my mouth. For someone professing to be a virgin, Paul kissed exceptionally well. He continued to twist me around until I was in danger of flopping down on top of him with a wine glass in my hand.

      "Wait!" I gasped. Reaching up, I placed the glass safely out of reach on the end table and then allowed Paul to bring me back to him. Our mouths locked together again and our tongues began to waltz. I was atop him now, my position ungainly, but not wanting to be in any other position. I kissed him with an energy and urgency I hadn't experienced in years.

      "Not a word!" I gasped, breaking the kiss. "I want you to promise me, Paul. Not a word to any of your friends." I remembered how oath-sworn secrets, most of them certainly true, spread faster than the speed of light in college. Paul telling even one of his friends would leave his whole class knowing.

      "One of these days, Mom," he said, looking up at me with complete honesty, "I'll tell a nice young woman I meet on the Internet all about it. She'll write up our story and I'll surprise you with it on Christmas Day when you're 60 years old. Until then, I won't say a word to anyone."

      What could I say to that?

      I kissed him again and slowly, tentatively, his hand slid up the outside of my sweater and encountered my breast. I moaned as he took possession of it, squeezing gently, his fingertips tracing the outline of my brassiere underneath. I was suddenly glad that I had worn a matching set of lacy blue underwear.

      He broke the kiss. "I can't believe I'm actually doing this," he whispered softly. "That we're actually doing this," he corrected.

      I was breathing heavily and took a moment to catch my breath.

      "We have to be careful, Paul. I'm not on the pill anymore and I certainly don't want to get pregnant."

      
        Just saying the word released an army of red-hot emotions battling inside me. Regardless of which way that battle went, I knew I had sufficient cause to worry. My period was a week and a half away, making pregnancy a very distinct possibility for this lady.

      Paul grinned up at me and I knew he had prepared for this eventuality. Undoubtedly he had a whole box of condoms stashed away, just awaiting the opportunity. The problem was, I didn't want him using a condom. Knowing that made my emotions battle just that much harder.

      I returned my mouth to his and let him work his hand up under my sweater. He cupped my breast gently, squeezing it almost reverentially, and I wondered if his virginity extended to breasts. The thought, the hope that it was true made me absurdly happy. Then he confirmed it.

      "This is the first breast I've ever touched," he said.

      "Oh, Paul," I moaned. Warmth spread throughout me like delicious hot cocoa.

      "When I see it," he said, rising up to kiss me again, "it will be the first bare breast I've seen, also."

      Every nerve ending in my body tingled. I needed more wine. Lots more wine. Stretching out, I grabbed my glass and, after taking a huge gulp, offered the rim to my son's lovely mouth. He rose to accept.

      "We have another six-pack in the refrigerator?" he asked.

      "Thank, God, yes!" I gasped, finishing the glass and grabbing his off the table. I was in the rapids of desire and alcohol was vital to assist me over the jagged mental rocks.

      His hand slipped along my back and located the strap of my bra and unsnapped it easily.

      "Hey!" I said in surprise. "You didn't learn that on your sister, I hope!"

      He laughed, enjoying the absurdity of it. Putting his other hand under my sweater, he sought out my now-free breasts and held them as though he were handling bars of gold. Sitting in his lap, I stripped off my sweater and sat there with it clutched in my hands. I watched his wide eyes travel from one bra-covered hand to the other. Finally, gulping loudly, he lifted my bra away and bared my breasts.

      
        
      

      I giggled uncontrollably and hunched my shoulders in unbidden reaction. His grin was huge and seeing his pleasure at something so mundane as my saggy, 37 year old breasts made me squirm with pleasure like I hadn't done in years.

      "Stop it!" I squeaked.

      "They're beautiful" he complained. It occurred to me that he'd soon be sucking on them after an 18-1/2 year absence. That realization broke me out in goose-flesh across my upper body and made my already hardened nipples ache miserably.

      "Cloud Nine," he said breathlessly, breaking me out in fresh giggles.

      I let my bra slide down my arms and gave it to him. Then, with his assistance, I stood up and walked breezily out to the kitchen for two more bottles of wine. On the way back I grinned sheepishly, crossing before the two open windows, one of them the big bay widow overlooking the front lawn. I refused to cover myself up; instead I strode by the bay window with my shoulders back and my chest thrust forward, feeling marvelously like a stripper. I sobered somewhat seeing his look of shocked disapproval.

      "I'm not an exhibitionist," I said defensively, handing down his bottle. I was no longer in direct line of sight of the bay window, and felt safe standing there.

      "I don't want to share you with anyone," he said. "Especially, not a neighbor."

      "It's after midnight," I pointed out.

      "People could still look in."

      "Oh, pooh," I said dismissively. I really was feeling the drink.

      I refilled my glass halfway, and then his with the remainder of the bottle. I thought it best to cut back my consumption; otherwise, I'd soon find myself too drunk to function properly. I'd always had a low resistance to alcohol.

      
        While I sipped, Paul set his glass down on the floor, and then unexpectedly reached up and slipped his fingers beneath the waistband of my leggings. He slowly began to work them down my hips and thighs. My heart skipped a beat, and then began pounding thunderously. My nipples hardened into achy little points and blood rushed into my face and my upper body again broke into gooseflesh. I had intended to do just what he was doing right now, but I was not doing it, my son was and I shivered so hard he stopped momentarily.

      "Are you all right?" he asked.

      "I'm fine," I lied, shivering again.

      "Are you cold?" he asked.

      "No, Paul, I am not cold."

      I continued to look down at him, slowly sipping my wine and experiencing the strength of my heart beat. He worked my leggings the rest of the way down to my ankles and I stepped out of them awkwardly.

      "There," he said unnecessarily.

      "There," I repeated.

      He looked up at me, at my near-naked body, his eyes following the contours of flesh from my breasts down to my ankles and then back up again. I had the sensation of trying to be memorized. I wondered how I'd feel when he removed my panties and rendered me completely nude. It was too much like being on display.

      Squatting and placing my wine glass on the floor beside his, I took his hand and assisted him to his feet. With trembling fingers I unbuttoned the front of his shirt, spread it apart and ran my hands across his young, hard-muscled flesh. He responded with a shiver of his own and I leaned in to kiss him. His hand found my right breast and the other the small of my back. Both of my hands stayed inside his shirt.

      "You are the most beautiful woman in the world," he whispered. His mouth homed on the erogenous zone of my neck and began to kiss me there and suck eagerly. A shudder occurred, so powerful that it forced an involuntarily cry out of me and a spasm of muscles tried to dislodge him from my neck. Instead, he burrowed in deeper and went for total devastation.

      "Oh, Paul," I moaned loudly. He had me bent over backward and clutching his strong biceps for support. I tried to get away but his lips were relentless. He found my earlobe and then the back of my ear and I began losing control of myself. I felt a helplessness and a maddening desire that I hadn't experienced since the back seat of a car when his father had first seduced me. Was it truly, Like Father, Like Son?

      I yanked the shirt out of his pants and down his back. While I struggled with his belt buckle he unzipped his fly and then assisted me getting his belt apart. We fought over the button but he won out. I was victorious in getting his shorts removed. Without my permission he then removed my panties and we both stood naked, together, kissing.

      "You kiss just like your father kisses," I told him during a gasp for air.

      Sometime later he asked: "Is that good?"

      When next I came up for air I said: "You bet it is, mister," then stuck my tongue back down his throat.

      For a long time we did nothing but kiss. He kissed wonderfully, and I could easily have kissed him all night. But a French kiss takes massive effort and eventually even the strongest tongue wears out. Mine wore out before Paul's did.

      "Wait!" I gasped. "Break! I need a break."

      Paul didn't want to break, and extended my agony another two minutes.

      "Please!" I gasped. "If you don't stop, I won't be able to talk tomorrow."

      He laughed, which broke his fanatical craving.

      While I fought for breath, he tipped my head back with the tips of his fingers and reminded me we stood under the mistletoe.

      
        "Whatever you paid for it," I said hoarsely, "you got your money's worth."

      He let me recover, but worked his hands over pretty much the entire reachable span of my body. Again, I felt that desire to be memorized.

      "Do you know," I said wonderingly, "that you have me more worked up than at any time since I was a teenager?"

      From his grin, he seemed to like that idea.

      "It's not funny," I said, looking away in embarrassment. "You do things to me that ..." I groped for the words.

      "That a 37 year old mother shouldn't be experiencing?" he finished.

      "Not with her son, anyway," I said.

      I was aware of his erection--which I had purposely ignored until now--pressing against my abdomen. I wanted to see it, to see what my child intended to put inside me. I moved him away just enough to look down and discovered a carbon-copy of his father. Same length, same thickness, same coloring. Not a carbon-copy, I realized, but a mirror image. Where his dad's erection took a slight bow to the left, Paul's went right

      Lke father, like son, I thought wryly.

      Paul sat down on the edge of the divan and drew me close to him. With a hand on either hip, and with great interest, he examined my hairless labia. Immediately I felt trepidation. Should I have shaved in anticipation of this moment? But Paul seemed totally transfixed by my light stubble and I felt relieved when he tentatively removed his hand from my left hip and ran his fingertips across my skin.

      "You're not disappointed?" I asked.

      He looked up, almost distractedly. "Why would I be disappointed?"

      
        "Women my age don't always shave themselves down there."

      "I love that you do," he said, continuing to run his fingertips across me lightly. His words and the touch of his fingers returned me to shivers.

      Squatting, I retrieved the wine glasses from the floor, handed over his and indicated that I wanted to empty them together. After clinking the rims, we did so in one long gulp. I then reached down and retrieved the unopened bottle from the table, twisted off the lid and let Paul fill our glasses. I sipped appreciatively while Paul went back to examining my genitals.

      "I'm glad you've never done it with anyone but Dad," he said.

      "I'm glad I've never done it with anyone but your dad," I repeated, adding: "And you, of course."

      "Do you think Dad would really mind?" His hand had turned palm up and he was now lightly fingering my lips. I was wet inside and out. I shivered again.

      "We don't want to ask him," I said seriously.

      He nodded, his eyes almost wistful.

      I should explain that his was only the second set of fingertips to ever touch me there. (Other than those of my doctors, of course.) I told him that and he grinned up at me happily. Suddenly, he leaned forward and planted a kiss just above my clitoris.

      "Paul!" I yelped, jerking spasmodically and taking an unconscious step backward.

      "That too?" he asked, grin widening.

      "That too," I confirmed, downing a gulp of wine. My God! I thought. He just kissed my pussy!

      As a true indicator of my astonishment, that horrid word came naturally to mind and was not viciously slapped down as it normally would. I hate the word pussy and won't tolerate having my genitals called that, even by myself.

      
        
      

      I sipped wine while Paul continued to finger my wetness. I stared down at his intent face, but shifted my eyes to his hand whenever he looked up. It was obvious I liked it, and obvious he liked it too. Thank God for that glass of wine, I thought.

      "Can I put it inside you?" he asked, looking up.

      I wanted to laugh, to tell him at this point, he no longer needed permission. But his earnestness melted me inside and I simply reached down and tousled his hair in answer. Still, I sucked in breath and took another quick gulp of when his middle finger slid effortlessly into my vagina.

      "Oh, God!" I gasped, shivering head to toe.

      "Do you like that?"

      I took another sip of wine and didn't answer. I'm not sure I could answer. I could barely think, much less talk. I almost had a heart attack when he withdrew the finger and put it in his mouth.

      "Paul!"

      "What?" he came back, laughing.

      My face got hot enough to rival the heat from the fire.

      Taking his hand, I drew him to his feet and wrapped my arms around his neck and put my tongue in his mouth. I could taste myself in his saliva, but that was nothing new for me. I tried to maintain enough presence of mind not to spill wine down his bare back--but it was an effort. Especially when his middle finger slid effortlessly inside me again.

      "Is this better?" I asked, raising my right foot and placing it on the edge of the divan. A second finger slid inside me, then a third, and then his thumb sought out and found my clitoris.

      "Where did you learn that?" I panted.

      
        He only laughed and kissed the side of my neck and left shoulder. I clung to him, rather desperately, as those three fingers and a thumb and that damned mouth of his tried to separate me from sanity.

      "I have a favor to ask," he said, head still buried in the crook of my neck.

      "What?" I gasped. He had me shaking like a leaf and rubbery-kneed, ready to collapse.

      "Would you stroke me?"

      As incredible as this sounds, I had never even considered doing that. Immediately, I transferred the wine glass to my left hand and reached down and took his huge stiffness and began to stroke it. He moaned at my touch, but I moaned even louder. Now that I'd taken this step, I wanted that beautiful thing in my mouth and then in my vagina. I wanted him fucking the hell out of me. I wanted what he would deposit in the end of his condom and was frustrated almost to tears knowing that's where it would go. It was then, I knew, that I decided I had no intention of letting him put one on.

      From this point on things went very fast. My arousal was beyond control and so were my knees. Sucking down the rest of the wine to keep from spilling it, I made my intentions clear where I wanted to go and he lowered me quickly but awkwardly to the pile of cushions. The wine glass rolled away across the polished wood flooring even as I spread my legs and took my son inside.

      "Oh, God, Paul!" I moaned plaintively. "Fuck me!"

      He wanted to protest, wanted to protect his mother, but Mom was having none of it. I wrapped my legs around his waist, my ankles locking at the small of his back, and he began to thrust into me and pull back as though we'd screwed every day of our lives. My arms were around his neck and his mouth locked onto the flesh of my right shoulder. Even as I prayed that he'd leave no mark there for his father to find, I prayed that he would. I wanted his mouth on mine but I also needed to breathe, and breathing came first. In less than thirty seconds Paul tightened like a steel cable and my own orgasm peaked.

      "Oh, God!" I nearly screamed. Then I said nothing as burst after burst of hot liquid blew into me. I bucked against him and felt muscles screaming in every part of my body. Ignoring them, I clamped to him even tighter, using my heels in the small of his back to jamb my loins against his thrusting cock. He orgasmed again, then a third time, and only then did his tremendous outpouring of semen begin to diminish. I continued to orgasm as I always did when totally, truly aroused; for a moment, I think I may even have passed out. Certainly the world receded into a tunneled darkness. And then, finally, blessedly, it was over.

      
        * * *

      Would I ever recover from this? Sex always left me weak and trembling afterward, but this felt like being crushed by a stream roller.

      "Are you all right?" he asked anxiously.

      He was still in me, slowly becoming flaccid. I was having trouble breathing, having trouble getting my breath. He cleared sweat-soaked strands of hair from my eyes and looked into them, his concern evident. "Breathe, Mom," he said.

      "I'm trying to," I gasped. I had a baby elephant on my chest. I wondered fleetingly if it was pink.

      He began to withdraw from me but I cried "No!" and pulled him back again. "I'm okay," I insisted. "I just need to catch my breath."

      He allowed me to catch my breath, contacting me only at our loins. His hands planted either side of my shoulders supported him above me. I had no choice but to uncross my ankles and let my legs fall spread-eagle to the pillows. They were useless and cramping fiercely. Semen leaked out of me onto the pillows.. I'd have to attend to that later. I'd have to attend to many things later.

      "Are you sure you're all right?" he asked again.

      I nodded. I was easier to breath now. The baby elephant on my chest had given way to a good-sized canine. I ran my hands through my sodden hair and pulled it into a tight ponytail behind my head and held it there.

      "Merry Christmas," I said softly.

      He began to laugh, and I joined him, and the laughter lasted a very long time.

      * * *

      
        Twenty minutes later we sat in the corner of the divan, wrapped in a comforter, me snuggled in against his side with his left arm around my shoulders. I had my legs tucked beneath me. The only part of me visible was my left heel and my left arm and hand, which held my newly-replenished wine glass. We clinked the rims of our glasses together and we each took sips.

      "You're okay with me not wearing a condom?" he asked.

      "I'll live with it," I said glibly.

      He looked at the billowing red and yellow fire and took another sip. "I could have gotten one," he said. "It would've taken a minute."

      I told him: "What's done is done."

      "What if you get pregnant?"

      I looked up at him. "What if I am?" I asked.

      Thankfully, that ended any further discussion of my possible pregnancy.

      "I'm keeping your bra and panties," he said a short time later.

      "I was sort of expecting that," I replied.

      "I'm never giving them back," he clarified, grinning down at me.

      "I was sort of expecting that too," I acknowledged.

      We were quiet a time, just enjoying the silence. Finally, he said: "How are you with oral sex?"

      "Excuse me?" I nearly choked on a sip of wine.

      
        He swept the coverlet off himself and exposed his quite beautiful, fully erect penis.

      "Paul!" I choked out. "Put that thing away."

      Laughing, he did just that. Shaken, I sipped anxiously at the wine while eyeing the peaked tent of material above his lap. I wanted it, and it was the last thing I wanted. I had given my son the most intimate gift a woman could offer. I should be satisfied with that. But finally I admitted my weakness.

      Without comment, I reached beneath the cover and exposed him to the fire light once again. Then, careful not to spill the wine, I bent over him and put his penis in my mouth.

      "Oh, my God," he moaned.

      Oh, my God, I thought.

      I pleasured him as I hadn't pleasured his father in ages. Even bent over him awkwardly with a wine glass in my hand--which I took sips from occasionally for fortitude--I made sure he understood that I was making love to him with my mouth, not just fellating him. Not once did he try to guide me or keep me in place for his own gratification. He touched my head often, true, but it was only to caress my hair or move it out of the way to see better. In truth, I wanted him seeing what I did. I enjoyed his eyes observing my lips sliding up and down his shaft, sucking the head, kissing his testicles. Not once did I touch him with my hands, although he certainly enjoyed the brief moment of coldness whenever I took a sip of wine. I thought to ask if he wanted to return me to the floor and make love to me there for a second time, or lay me out on the divan and have me there, but our enjoyment was so great that I continued his oral until he exploded powerfully into my mouth. I held myself still and let his sperm erupt, and then, unbidden, swallowed it to the safety of my tummy. When I finally straightened up and swept the hair out of my face, he ogled me with an expression of pride and disbelief.

      "I didn't expect you to do that!" he croaked.

      Laughing, I drank the last of my wine and accepted half of his into my glass.

      "Are you complaining?" I asked.

      "Fuck no!" he exclaimed, making us both break into laughter. For once, I didn't chastise his language. I returned to my previous position against his side.

      
        
      

      For the next hour we did nothing but exchange small talk, watch the slowly dying fire and sip wine. Paul migrated to the kitchen midway through our interlude for two more bottles of wine, and we both visited the bathroom together where I peed like a racehorse, giggling like a 13-year-old as Paul emptied his distended bladder into the sink beside me.

      "That is so disgusting," I told him.

      "I could pee between your legs," he offered.

      "No thanks," I countered.

      He then wiped me clean himself, which I found to be incredibly erotic. I moved him before me and again made love to him with my mouth, this time with the added bonus of masturbating him extensively. Because I was sitting on the commode with easy access to my clitoris, I masturbated. Before swallowing, I opened my mouth wide and showed him the total worth of his deposit. I almost lost it, however, when he teased me and got me laughing uncontrollably. I got most of it down, but not before making a revolting mess of my mouth.

      Back in the living room, he said to me: "I'm going to return the favor, you know."

      "You are, are you?" I eyed him over the rim of my glass.

      And then he described, in vivid detail how he would do it. Then I was at his mouth and French kissing him again, making my blood boil, and then I was atop him, straddling his lap, but not on him yet, being driven mad by the rubbing of him against my lower belly. We continued to French kiss with that damned wine glass clutched in my right hand, Paul taking every advantage to manipulate my breasts and my nipples, attacking my neck and my shoulders with his mouth, even experimentally slipping a finger up my rear end. That last made me moan in a most embarrassing way. Then I was on my back on the pillows again with Paul feasting between my legs. I want you to know that I've never been feasted upon with such vigor. I reached orgasm the instant he entered me and he reached orgasm only moments later. His orgasm lasted forever and mine half again as long. When he finally collapsed, it was like a building coming down to its foundation. We both panted, exhausted.

      "That's it," he gasped. "Got to sleep."

      
        Sleep was fine with me. I hadn't the strength to lift a hand off the floor. I could only lie there beneath him and let sperm leak out of me onto the pillows. He had so much sperm, but I hated wasting any of it. Had I the energy, I gladly would have licked and sucked the excess out of the cushions.

      The last thing I remember before I passed out was Paul slipping his fingers up me. He told me the next morning that I had fallen asleep smiling.

      * * *

      If I had expected the cold light of dawn to make a difference, it did not. I awoke to a new round of lovemaking, and this time we took our wonderful time about it. He remained in me for an hour and twenty minutes of undiminished, loving sex and I showed him each of my favorite positions. To my joy, he saved his ejaculation for my favorite position, the same way he'd taken me both times during the night. Again, we slept, this time until nine o'clock when his dad called.

      "Hand me my panties," I hissed, scrambling out from beneath the coverlet.

      He shook his head, grinning mischievously.

      "It's for your own sake," I told him. "I want you inside me, not streaming down my legs."

      Grinning, he snatched my panties off the floor. I scrambled into them and then off the pillows, across the living room toward the phone, this time ducking and covering before the big bay window. I reached it on the tenth ring.

      "Hello," I said, breathlessly.

      "Nikki? You sound out of breath."

      "I just ran upstairs to answer the phone," I huffed. I put a finger to my lips to silence Paul.

      "Sure you weren't knocking around the living room with some Joe?" he joked.

      I almost choked, but managed to answer in a calm voice. "I'll save that until you get home, Joe."

      
        
      

      "That's what I'm calling about," he said, sighing. "Well, that, and to wish you a Merry Christmas, of course."

      "What do you mean?"

      During the night, a six inch snowfall had blanketed the neighborhood and, even as I watched through the bay window, the neighbor across the street, Mr. Henry, began shoveling his walk free of fresh powder.

      "We're snowed in," he said with a sigh.

      I looked at Paul. "How badly?"

      "Badly as Hell. Almost three feet."

      "Three feet!"

      A grin, wide as the Grand Canyon spread across Paul's face. Even as I wagged my head at him, I knew a similar grin was spreading across my own. Disgusted, enthralled, relieved, I began to laugh under my breath. Paul lay back on the pillows, laughing merrily under his breath also. When I hung up I returned to him and allowed him to remove my panties before I lay down atop him.

      The next three days were the most marvelous, enjoyable and erotic three days of my life.

      * * *

      Paul is 34 years now, married, with three children of his own. His wife is a simply wonderful girl that Paul fawns over. I think she loves Paul almost as much as I do.

      Christmas morning was followed by a handful of times that were divine, but of course never matched that first coupling for intensity, sweetness or spontaneity. Nor should they have. It was the most special gift a mother and son could share; a gift always to be cherished. Now, if I can just get him to stop French kissing me every time we're together and turning me into a nutcase.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Machine Language

      It was a Friday night--Saturday morning, actually--around 1:30 A.M. I couldn't sleep.

      Everyone else in the house was sleeping like logs, I figured, and here I was, on my back in bed, hands behind my head, counting the little pips of plaster protruding from the ceiling. The count had reached 29,788.

      "This is bullshit," I growled.

      I sat up and looked across the room. "I don't want to do this," I whispered, eying the bottom drawer of my dresser. Inside it, beneath a layer of flannel shirts and other wintertime stuff, was a thin fan of DVD's belonging to my younger brother Dave, away at his freshman year at Penn State.

      I was a freshman at Maryland U. myself, having dawdled away a year between graduation and the commitment to a higher education, and so, un-blessed by the dormitory life. He'd left the disks in my care, although, unlike Dave, I had never developed a liking for porno. Until tonight they had remained un-watched. I got up and got them out of the drawer.

      The disk that got my attention was titled All the Right Holes. Clever title, I thought, unable not to grin. The disk pictured a young blonde with a distracted look on her face, lower lip caught between her teeth, scrutinizing what could only be called a monstrous dildo affixed to the end of a steel shaft. The monster hovered a foot and a half above the edge of a mattress, leaving no doubt what the blonde was contemplating. This movie, I thought, I just had to watch.

      Fifteen minutes later, I was extremely aroused and extremely frustrated. Beating off is no less a pleasure for myself than it is for other guys, but at times like this it seemed more a torture than pleasure. I didn't want to be watching the blonde girl with the undisguised expression of alarm on her face (seen also in her clenched fists, curled toes, rigid posture, and tendons popping out like steel cables all over her body) being ass-fucked by the goddamned machine; I wanted to be doing that myself.

      "Michael," my mother said softly.

      I started and whirled around. "Mom?" I said stupidly.

      
        She was leaning against the door jamb, arms folded across her chest, wearing an undisguised look of disgust.

      "Shit," I said, fumbling with the remote control. The action jumped to double-time, then extreme fast-forward, then slow-mo for an unfortunate close-up of the girl's stuffed anus. I finally got the machine turned off.

      "Sorry," I mumbled, clutching the remote hard enough to shatter it. "I didn't know you were standing there."

      "Obviously," she said in a very dry voice.

      Both of us understood that my cock, straight up out of my undershorts like a flagpole, had to be put away, which I did, shamefaced and awkwardly. It still was plainly evident within my shorts, however, and I found myself, for once, wishing to be of a more normal size.

      "I thought my door was locked," I said, apologetically.

      "I'm sure you did." She gestured toward the entertainment center with a fingertip. "That, I assume, is your brothers property?"

      I nodded slowly, feeling shameful for transferring blame. "He just asked me to hold onto them for him," I said, taking back the responsibility. "Watching it was my idea."

      A smile crept across her lips. She said, "Rather explicit, I must say. Better quality than the last tape I watched, which must have been . . . ten years ago, I guess. More . . ." She searched for the right term. " . . . adventurous too, from what I just witnessed."

      Right. Argue the merit of porno from her heyday to the predilections of today's bumper crop of stars. What was she doing up, anyway? It was five after two and the volume was down to one bar, barely audible from where I sat. To my knowledge, stroking eight inches of cock was pretty much a silent operation. Had I been panting too loud?

      Neither of us knew what to say next, and after a moment she straightened up, took the doorknob in her hand, and said, "I'm going back to bed. Please make sure the door is locked next time." The smile came back. "Your sister would die of a heart attack."

      
        
      

      I wondered which sister she meant: Sixteen year old Christine, mentally-stunted (if not physically), or bright little Kesta, only nine.

      I nodded and she closed the door and left me in peace.

      Left me in peace. I was so embarrassed I wanted to die. How long had she stood there and watched me beat my meat? What does a mother think, seeing the boy she raised, grown into a cock-stroking degenerate. My face crunched miserably at the thought, but then I reminded myself that I was the same age as her own first boyfriend, later her husband, when she let him knock her up with yours truly at the age of fifteen.

      I sighed, and gave up on it for the night.

      *

      Saturday in the daylight was better. Mom acted un-remembering of our little incident, in fact, bantered with me over dinner in a a most uncharacteristic manner.

      "I wish you wouldn't call your sister Brain-dead, Michael. It's very demeaning."

      Kesta giggled convulsively, then stifled it at Mom's withering glance. I poured Coca-Cola into my glass, let the foam settle, topped it off, then did the same to hers. Brain-dead was out somewhere with her friends.

      "I realize there's a less disporting description of the girl out there someplace," I admitted. "But Googling "Christine Whittle" keeps coming back "Brain-dead Individual." Help me out here, will ya?"

      "Very funny," she said, stabbing Kesta with another glare. "But it's not conducive to her self-respect. You should learn to be more tolerant of her."

      "Tolerant? May I remind you who abandoned your bright little ES 3000 in the middle of the road just because she ran out of gas on the way to the concert?"

      
        "That was not entirely her fault," she said, reddening slightly. "I forgot to fill it up. I forgot to warn her about it."

      "She has eyes, doesn't she? Maybe not a brain, but eyes."

      "Stop it, Kesta," she said. Then to me: "It turned out all right."

      I pulled a slice of pizza free of the pie and stuck the point in my mouth. "Yeah," I said, between chews. "Calling you at the intermission. That was real thoughtful of her."

      "Michael."

      "Michael," I mimicked. Then, "She always was your favorite."

      A grin fought its way onto her lips. "No. She was always my most needful. There is a difference, you know."

      Kesta laughed again, though not quite sure of the reason.

      I sighed dramatically. "How about--"

      "How about Christine?" she said sweetly, "Or I cut off your Coca-Cola allowance?"

      "I was just going to suggest Christine," I said.

      This might not sound like the height of levity to you, but Mom's idea of light banter is the Sunday morning sermon. Dave and I had long ago named her "Solemn Sister" and then later, "Sister Agnes."

      We cleaned up the mess and I headed out to see Rachel, my girlfriend. It was one a.m. when I got back home and the house was nicely quiet. Even Brain-dead was asleep. I like the quiet. Quiet is good.

      
        Before heading upstairs, I detoured to the kitchen, considered the two remaining slices in the Domino's box, then decided on a sardine and tomato sandwich instead. I sat down with a glass of milk and some Doritos to eat with it.

      "You could just drink chlordane," Mom said, running her hand across the my shoulders before sitting down opposite me at the kitchen table. "And save yourself years of unnecessary eating, Michael."

      "Oh, there's an interesting rebuke," I said. "Coming from the woman caught eating pickle and asparagus sandwiches at three o'clock in the morning."

      She wrinkled her nose. "I was pregnant," she said. "I had a defense."

      "And you were cute pregnant, too," I said out of nowhere.

      That ironic smile from the night before appeared on her lips again. She tilted her head, questioningly, an amusement in her eyes. I had never before, in all our years together, spoken to her with a sexual undertone in my voice. Let's clarify that: A sexual undertone directed at her.

      *

      I am writing this account on my Apple iBook. The story so far has been told First-Person, past-tense, but let's switch over to present-tense for a moment. Mom is thirty-five years old. She is a brunette with hair just touching her shoulders. She is lightly freckled from the summer sun, the freckles fading stubbornly now that it's September. Her driver's license states that her height is 5'6", and that her weight is a comfortable 135 lbs. I don't believe she is that heavy anymore, having gone on a diet and taken to the gym in the last six months. Driven to it, I'm sure, by her job as a systems analyst. But she looked good at 135.

      Her eyes are brown and she has a perfect oval face. Her nose is cutely pointed and she has a strong chin and high cheekbones. When she puts her hair back she looks twenty-five, thirty at the oldest. Her breasts are not large but they are very well formed (a recent discovery), and she is trim-waisted and slender-hipped. You should see her legs. In short, she is beautiful.

      Try being nineteen years old with a mother everyone wants to fuck, including, not to put too fine a point upon it, every one of your friends.

      
        She and my father married in 1987, Mom being almost four months pregnant and starting to show a little potbelly, as evidenced in their wedding photographs. The marriage lasted two years, not quite to the day of my brother David's birth. Dad continued child support for the two of us until Mom's third marriage, which I will get to in a moment.

      Her second marriage was to Harry Whittle, Brain-dead's father. He was my dad's best friend during his junior high and high school years, and who (evidently) never made it a secret how much he desired my mother. Harry and Mom married two days after the divorce decree in 1990, freeing her from Dad. Ten months later, Brain-dead was born.

      Here's where things grow complicated. Mom was such a stick in the mud sexually (her own confessed flaw), that Dad abandoned her in 1989 and so did Harry Whittle in 1994. Following that second divorce, Mom swore off men completely. She saw no one for two years (becoming "Sister Agnes" in the bargain), and then suddenly, in the summer of 1996, she and Dad sat the three of us down in the living room and told us they were getting remarried. Talk about your bombshells. I hadn't even seen Dad in two months and where had this come from, we didn't know. But true to their word, the loving couple retied the knot on June 6th, 1996, their original anniversary date.

      And that's how Kesta came to have the same father as David and I.

      *

      "Are you ever going to date again?" I asked.

      This was not the question she had anticipated. She blinked, said "Uh--," a monumental lapse for her, before recovering. "Where did that question come from?" she asked.

      "You're thirty-five years old, Mom. You haven't seen anyone since Dad passed away. That's four years now, going on five, and your biological clock is slowly ticking down."

      She shook her head, as though to clear it. The smile had drifted away but there was still interest in her eyes. She wanted to know where this was going. So did I. So I just told the truth.

      "I had the worst crush on you when you were pregnant with Kesta. Don't take that the wrong way."

      Her eyes grew big. "How am I supposed to take it?" she said, almost hoarsely. "Did you--"

      
        
      

      "I did not mean it sexually," I said, very firmly. "I meant that you are adorable with a baby inside you. It makes me covetous of you, protective. I want to protect you. That's all I meant."

      It looked like she couldn't breath. I had that problem myself. The problem was, I was lying through my teeth. Her being pregnant with Kesta, and to a lesser degree, Brain-dead, had fired up a need in me that blew any feelings of protectiveness out into orbit. I was in love with her, and had been for years.

      She pushed back from the table, shaking her head. Her extraordinary brain, up for any challenge on a day to day basis was, for once, failing her.

      "I--I don't know what to say," she. "I have to go to my room."

      Embarrassment had already reddened her face, right to the roots of her hair; this only embarrassed her more. She walked away stiff-legged and I sat there with my sardine and tomato sandwich before me, wondering what the hell I'd just done.

      *

      It was the next evening and I was diligently completing my homework assignments. Two texts and three notebooks were spread out on the desk before me, along with my trusty iBook. My iPod lay somewhere beneath the mess, unused but not forgotten. Math and music don't co-habitate well in my brain, and calculus, the worst possible of all math's, was the subject I was laboring with. I looked up and Mom was standing in my doorway.

      "Hello," I said.

      "Hello," she said back.

      She wore her customary late night lounge wear: sturdy cotton pajama's beneath a terry-clothe robe; "bundled up" as David and I liked to call it. She was a cautious person by nature, the caution extending even to family members. I don't remember ever seeing her braless beneath her clothing, and with the exception of just one time, had never glimpsed her in her underwear, The exception occurred when I was thirteen years old and I couldn't even remember the circumstances, only that she wore a long black skirt--leading me to believe it was Sunday after church--and a low-cut black brassiere. The image of her small breasts snugged tightly into the bra cups--captured by them, really--still comes to me at night.

      So far, we hadn't talked about last night.

      "I was thinking about last night," she said, getting to the point.

      I said, cautiously, "You were?"

      "Yes, and I think you were right. I should begin dating again."

      My heart sunk and I put down the pencil I was holding, before it fell from my grasp. Okay, asshole, I thought. Reap what you sow.

      "I think that's a good idea," I lied. "Anyone in particular?"

      She shook her head. "It's been so long, that I don't have any prospects."

      Right, I thought. Men probably ask you out two or three times a week. Or maybe not. Her Victorian facade was pretty formidable.

      "Do you . . . like anybody?" I asked, hoping she missed the hesitation.

      She shook her head. Then she laughed, pretty mirthlessly, I thought, and said: "I know my looks are nothing to be ashamed of, but I don't exactly exude sexuality, Michael."

      No, you don't exactly, I thought. More like you erupt with it. I said, "Put out your thumb and see who picks you up."

      "Michael," she said, mock-horrified. "Is that anything to say to your mother? I'm not a tramp, you know. I don't buy drinks for men at the local roadhouse. Have some respect, will you."

      She was smiling, evidently enjoying the repartee.

      
        
      

      "But you'd look devilishly good as a cowgirl," I said.

      Her smile broadened. "Should I take up line-dancing?" She began a dance in the doorway, doing a very passable imitation of a roadhouse-girl, needing only boots, a Western shirt and too-tight jeans to complete the impression.

      My heart reacted to a sudden jolt of adrenaline, beating anxiously. Or maybe it was testosterone I was reacting to, because I felt it between my legs also. She was giving me an erection, or the stirrings of one.

      She leaned back against the doorjamb, hands in her pockets. The pressure drew the top of her robe apart, enough to expose the left side of her pajama top. The pose was unconscious, I'm sure, but very provocative for Mom. The equivalent of baring her cleavage, in another woman.

      "Listen," I said. "No one says you have to jump in head first. But you must know a man, maybe a couple men, who spark an interest in you?" She nodded in not-complete agreement. "So, the next time one of them begins to . . ." I didn't want to say flirt. ". . . shows an interest in you, show an interest back. Just be yourself," I added.

      She snorted. "I'm asking for your help, not a way to polarize myself. Being myself freezes the air enough to show your breath." She smiled sadly. "I'm not very good with men, Michael."

      And then she said something that shocked hell out of me.

      "Do you know how many men I've slept with, Michael?" She held up two fingers, which shocked me even more. For another woman, the equivalent of admitting she had fucked the entire football team, including the coaches and the other cheerleaders, on the way home on the bus.

      "Uh, gee, Mom," I said, "that's, uh, great."

      "I'm sorry," she said. "I've embarrassed you." She stood up straight, a prelude to leaving me in peace.

      "No, no!" I said hurriedly, closing the text books, the two notebooks and stacking them off to the side. "Come over here and sit down with me."

      
        She hesitated, then moved over to the chair opposite me and sat down. Her hands clasped together before her on the tabletop and began tugging at one another immediately. She was agitated, I thought, even more than normal.

      "Do you want to know something funny?" she said in a low voice. She looked back at the open bedroom door, then lowered her voice again. "The reason you were conceived, was because of a porno tape."

      I just sat there and stared. We both grew red-faced. She swallowed uncomfortably, ground her hands together, and then pressed on.

      "It was a Saturday night in July. I was at your dad's house and I shouldn't have been. because your grandparents were out." She recollected a moment. "Maybe they were at the movies, I don't remember exactly. Your Aunt Betty was there until eight o'clock or so, and then she went to the movies with her friends.

      "That left just him and I," she said, still wearing away her at her palms. "I was fifteen, he was seventeen . . ." She shrugged. ". . . the next thing I knew we were doing it."

      Time for caution, Michael, and some tact. So I asked: "Was it your first time . . being with a man?"

      She nodded slowly, gazed fixedly on her hands. "It wasn't a very good experience for me. He was all worked up from the tape--" An embarrassed grin played across her lips. "--and I was absolutely turned off."

      "Doesn't do it for you," I said.

      "No it doesn't," she replied, with a very definite shake of her head. "In fact, it made me want to go take a bath."

      "But not dad."

      "No," she said, with a sigh. "Not your father. He was like a rutting dog. Ready to mount me as soon as the movie started. Which he did, eventually," she said, sighing again. "Like it or not."

      
        We were both quiet a moment. Then, knowing this was perhaps not the right thing to say to her, only knowing that it was the truth, I said, "I'm glad you did do it. I really am. If you hadn't, I wouldn't be sitting here right now, trying to comfort you." I reached out and put my hands over hers. "I'll tell you something else. You don't like porn for the same reason I don't like porn: It's impersonal, degrading, especially to the women. It's a good part of why men see women as possessions, not their partners. Dad wasn't making love to you, he was fucking his imagination."

      "Michael!" She recoiled a bit, but didn't pull out her hands. "That's a bit crude, Michael. And unjust. Your father was not a bad man. Only . . ."

      "A man?" I said, and she laughed.

      "Yes. A man."

      We sat there and I held her hands. They were momentarily still and I liked the warm feel of them. I guessed she suspected this, but she allowed me to keep on holding them. After a moment, she said, "I like sex, Michael. I just don't like having it."

      Not knowing what else to say, I ventured, "With a man," to which she nodded, not quite positively. "Well, have you ever considered . . .?"

      She looked up, the smile creeping back onto her lips. "I have considered that, and I think making love to another woman might be very satisfying for me, and very pleasurable, something tells me I'd be no more adept at bedding a women than I am a man."

      Shock upon shock: a bisexual mother.

      I cleared my throat, again asking the obvious. "Anyone in particular?"

      She shook her head. "I've never actually considered it, not as a lifestyle choice, anyway. Besides," she said, looking up at me and grinning, "that would only be running away from the real issue, wouldn't it?"

      "Your inability to relate?"

      "My inability to relate."

      
        "Want to watch some porno?" I asked.

      *

      It was a joke, but when she said, Yes, actually, I would, I just looked at her.

      "I'm serious, Michael," she said. "Go close the door."

      I got up and closed the door. And locked it for good measure.

      What it was, the sight of the blonde girl having sex with a machine intrigued her. Since she could no more rent, buy, borrow, steal a porno tape than she could blow a complete stranger on the street, and because of our sudden closeness, she opened up to me.

      "First, and foremost," she said, motioning me back to my seat, "I will not have sex with you, Michael. Ever."

      "Mom--" I choked out, more from surprise than from denial.

      "You can't deny that's what you want," she said, as level-voiced as though we were discussing politics.

      "But--"

      "I've seen the way you look at me, Michael."

      "But--"

      "The way you were looking at me, just now, in the doorway."

      "But--"

      
        "Your eyes give you away. Don't deny it, Michael."

      I needed a talk with my eyes.

      "Listen," I started earnestly. I stopped when she untied the belt from around her middle, pulled the robe back over her shoulders, and began to undo the buttons on her pajama top.

      "Mom!" I stood up too quickly, sending an avalanche of texts, notebooks, pens and paper--and the iBook, which damn-near fell into her lap--to the edge of the table. "Sorry," I said, scooping stuff back over to my side.

      She reached down and retrieved my iPod from the floor, handed it over to me. "Put this someplace safe," she said, the eternal parent.

      There was no place safe, not in this bedroom, I thought.

      I sat down again, carefully, watching her carefully. "You made your point," I said. "You can--" I made wiggling motions with my fingers and she re-buttoned her pajama top again. Amazing, how the thing we want the most, can scare us the most.

      "Then it's understood?" she asked, pulling her robe back into place.

      "Perfectly," I said.

      She retied the belt. "Good. Now tell me about that tape we were watching."

      *

      We watched the movie sitting side by side in the two chairs, and halfway through she had to excuse herself. She came back ten minutes later, not-quite composed, a tad jittery, and flushed-faced as though she'd run all the way.

      "I just had to check on the kids," she said, nervously.

      
        What she had actually done, I suspected, was dash right down to her bedroom, hurl herself on the bed and masturbate herself out of some of the arousal she was experiencing. Then she went and checked the kids.

      Her hands were shaking, and I clasped her left one as she sat down again.

      "This is really turning you on," I whispered.

      "Yes," she whispered back. "It really is."

      I pushed the Play button again and we resumed watching the DVD.

      The blonde had been replaced by a petite brunette with a striking resemblance to my mother (the impetus behind her sudden departure, possibly), introduced to us by the improbable name of Butter. (The blonde's name had been a more believable Jennifer.) Butter was currently trying to adjust both the angle of the dildo penetrating her anus, and the elevation and pitch of her hips on the pillows on which she lay, stomach-down.

      Mom's hand was clasped tightly inside mine.

      "You see yourself up there, don't you?" I asked.

      She blushed, but her head bobbed up and down.

      Butter was having trouble on-screen. Despite her provocatively red baby-doll negligee, and the garter's and black stockings on her legs, Butter looked less like an experienced porno star than a woman being asked to fuck a machine. Her movements were tense and awkward, she was unsure of herself, unsure of the machine, and very rigid in her posture. She feared the machine more she than wanted it, I thought, although she wanted it also.

      Finally, everything seemed to her liking and Butter used the hand controller to start the motor.

      It was a decidedly homemade-looking contraption, this machine, with a large black motor mounted to one end of a thick board, and a bearing (I don't know what else to call it, except a sleeve maybe?) at the other end, through which pistoned a long shiny steel rod, sporting the dildo. On the receiving end was Butter's anus, buttered-up, if you'll excuse the pun, to accept the action.

      
        
      

      "That must hurt," Mom whispered.

      "I dare-say it does," I agreed.

      She bit her lower lip and chewed on it anxiously. She winced slightly, then again, and, turning back to the screen, I realized that Butter had either, A) Misjudged the penetration into her rectum, or B) the speed that she could comfortably endure. Whatever the option, she was in obvious and startling discomfort.

      "Ouch," I said.

      "Ouch," Mom repeated.

      I was surprised they had shown us this. I was grateful as well, because Mom related to Butter much differently than she had to Jennifer, which was not at all. Jennifer had fucked the machine with the enthusiasm of a cheerleader on a packed school bus after the big game. Butter was terrified.

      A movement caught my eye and I saw that Mom had her right hand to her chest, and was unconsciously rubbing her breastbone.

      I asked her quizzically: "Have you ever used a dildo?"

      She started, then shook her head violently. "No. Never. Have you?"

      I laughed and said: "What about a vibrator?"

      She shook her head again, then shushed me. Butter had found an acceptable combination of both hip angle and pistoning speed, and the machine was running again, the flesh-colored dildo pushing in and out of her anus. As she grew more relaxed, and more accustomed to the action, she slowly crept backward to accept the dildo's full length. I heard Mom emit a tiny moan and that was it.

      "I don't mean to shock you," I said. "But I have to do this." I released her hand, undid my belt, lowered my fly and struggled out of my underpants. She had seen me do this before, so it shouldn't be a complete shock, I told myself, and I guess it wasn't. But as I began to stroke myself, her eyes fixed on my hand in rapt amazement, her right hand still rubbing the spot between her breasts.

      "You're so big," she whispered. "Your father was big."

      "Brain-dead's father?" I asked, always Mr. Tactful.

      "Not so big," she said, her eyes following my hand.

      It was too much. I couldn't control myself. With a titanic contraction, the first streamer of semen spurted out of me and flew across the intervening six feet to the entertainment center, splashing vertically up the face of the DVD player.

      "Oh, God," I groaned, getting my left hand there in time for the second gush. I exploded again, and looked over to find Mom with a gaping mouth and huge eyes, shocked gaga by what she was seeing. She reached forward compulsively with both hands and backed up my one hand, trapping my sperm safely.

      "Michael," she said in wonder. "Oh, my God!"

      My God indeed.

      I came for a good twenty seconds, sperm gushing into my palm and overflowing into hers. I felt her shudder slightly at the feel of the hot liquid, but she stayed where she was, aiding me, until eventually the orgasm ended. I sat there, stunned and exhausted.

      "Well," she said, still in the grip of shock. "That was unexpected."

      "Yes," I said, laughing weakly. "For me, also."

      "Are you done?"

      "I'm done."

      
        We sat there undecided for a moment, then she arose and, cupping her hands to keep from dripping me on the carpet, went over to the door. "A little assistance please?" she said.

      I jumped up and ran over to join her.

      "Put yourself away!" she hissed. "If your sister saw that thing. . ."

      I looked down and assumed she wasn't talking about Brain-dead.

      I did as I was told, one-handed, zipped my fly and held my other hand behind my back. Opening the door, I looked up and down the hallway, then decided this was something best left to me.

      "Wait here," I told her.

      She nodded, slipping behind the door while I snuck down the hallway to the linen closet for a pair of hand-towels. Upon my return, I wiped my own hands clean, and then cleaned hers.

      "Thank you," she said, giving me a grateful, but sorrowful smile.

      "My mess. My cleanup," I said.

      We both knew it was more than that, something neither of us could put into words, and the moment passed.

      The rest of the movie was easy for me. Mom never took her eyes off the screen, never varied her look of intensity: concentration personified. The entire time, she kept my right hand in her left, and alternated her other hand either to her lips, or to her breastbone. When the movie ended, she sat back with a sigh, rubbing her neck.

      "That was . . . intense," she said softly.

      "Very."

      
        "Do you have any more?"

      I laughed, but she wasn't kidding. "Like this one, you mean?"

      "Yes."

      I had to admit that I didn't. That David didn't. "The rest of them you wouldn't like," I correctly guessed. "But what I really think you want," I said, holding up the DVD case, "is this." I tapped, not the enormous red dildo, but the steel shaft holding it aloft.

      "David!" She blushed madly, until I thought her skin would peel away, giving lie to any denial she cared to voice.

      And that's how I came to buy her one.

      *

      It was easy, really. The kit came in knockdown form--not the bruiser from the film, but a more "sedate," manageable model, about which Mom still fidgeted and agonized over and kept worrying me with questions.

      "But what happens if your sister finds it, Michael?"

      "It comes apart Mom, into components. When you want it, we just put it together."

      "But she'll recognize what it's for, won't she?"

      "Knocked-down like this, could you tell what it's for?"

      "But what about the . . .?"

      "Dildo?"

      
        "I hate that word."

      "Put it in the dishwasher. She'd never find it there."

      "Michael!"

      "I'm serious."

      The first time she tried it out, I was banished from the house. From the state, if she could have arranged it. I took Brain-dead and her sister to the movies and fretted the whole time. When I returned, she was already asleep.

      The next morning, at the breakfast table, she gave me a tentative half-smile, avoided my eyes, and made a point of reading her newspaper between fussing at the kids. When she got up from the chair, however, I noticed that she winced slightly, and when she walked, there was a slight, but noticeable hitch to her gait. Either she had ignored my advice about going easy the first time, learning the machine and its ways, or the machine had gotten away from her. It was not something she chose to confide in me.

      That was a month ago. I am now readmitted to her bedroom. This afternoon, while the girls labored in school but I had no classes to keep me from home, she appeared at the appointed time, helped carry the components up to her bedroom, undressed as I assembled the machine, and then very carefully, on her hands and knees on the bed, eased herself back onto the tip of the dildo.

      "Ready?" I asked.

      She looked at me in the mirror propped against her headboard. She smiled hesitantly.

      "Ready," she said.

      I inched the knob to the right and, slowly at first, and then with more conviction, the dildo began to slide in and out of her anus. It went halfway in with each stroke, about four inches, a depth and speed she liked to start with.

      "You okay?" I asked.

      
        
      

      "Okay," she confirmed.

      I placed the controller beside her right hand and sat down on the chair to watch. Getting her started was a concession to my "never being able to fuck her."

      Holding my eyes in the mirror, still smiling her hesitant smile, she very carefully, but very deliberately eased herself backward and the dildo began to fill her up. When she started a bit, and her eyes narrowed in pain, I knew she had found her mark.

      "Bye, Mom," I whispered.

      "Goodbye, Michael," she replied, And then, smiling at me one last time, she closed her eyes and laid her head down on the pillow. Controller in hand, she and her lover began conversing in machine language.

      THE END

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Pictures of Lilly

      "I'd really like to give you something extra special for your birthday," said Mom. "But I don't know what yet."

      We were in the kitchen, cleaning up after dinner. I had an idea what I'd like to suggest for my eighteenth birthday, but I wasn't foolish enough to say it.

      "Socks are fine," I said, handing her a glass to put away. "I can always use socks."

      "Socks my ass," she said, my exact wish.

      For years now, since I had first gotten my first hard-on, I had craved after my mother. Obsessed over her is a better word. Once a week at least, I'd lay in bed at night, cock in hand, slowly stroking myself to mental images of kissing her, undoing her brassiere, unbuttoning her blouse, unzipping her pants. A thousand times I had made love to her in my fantasies, (oddly, I had never once dreamed of us having sex, not that I can remember), fondled her bare breasts, kissed the side of her neck, slipped my fingers into her wet inner reaches . . .

      I coughed, and concentrated on drying the dishes.

      "Eighteen is such a special birthday," she said, leaning back against the counter. "There has to be something you really want."

      If you only knew, I thought.

      Mom was thirty-six years old, exactly twice my age. She had a few strands of gray in her blonde hair and her waist and hips were no longer those of a teenager; but she was still quite hot for a mother. An honest to God MILF, if you know what that means. She stood 5'7" in her stocking feet, weighed in the neighborhood of a hundred and forty-five pounds, and stuck out there pretty good up top. And she had a wonderful ass.

      I looked into her ice-blue eyes and smiled. "A hug and a kiss and I'm yours," I said.

      
        Laughing, she pushed away from the counter and took me by the shoulders. A quick dart in to land a kiss on my mouth, and then a tremendous hug and she backed away again. "You're too easy," she said. "Think of something else. Something extravagant."

      She stood with her hands on her hips, head cocked slightly to one side, wonderful looking in a western-cut blue shirt and blue jeans.

      "I don't need extravagant," I said. And to my absolute amazement--and horror--I told her what I did want.

      She blinked. Her smile waned. "Excuse me? Did I just hear you right?"

      "A kiss," I repeated. "An honest to God, for-real kiss."

      She shook her head. "What kind of present is that?"

      "The perfect present," I said.

      She was silent a moment. "You're serious? A kiss?"

      "An adult kiss," I said. "The kind a man and a woman would share."

      "I'm not a woman. I'm your mother," she said, and we both laughed nervously. After a pause, she went on. "Why would you want to kiss your mother?"

      "I have an Oedipus complex."

      "Don't joke about that."

      "I'm not joking," I said. "I told you what I wanted and you can decide if it's what you want to give me. I won't be upset if you don't," I lied. "I'm a big boy now."

      
        She tapped her foot worriedly on the floor. "A big boy asking to make out with his mother." She crossed her arms, a classic defensive gesture. I had the feeling I'd just alienated her for life. "Do you know how this makes me feel?" she asked.

      Frustrated and angry? Ready to yank your hair out?

      "I don't want you to feel put out," I said. I'm just asking."

      She blew air out the corner of her mouth. "Whew. This is unnerving. I never thought . . ."

      "Never thought what?" I asked.

      "Never mind."

      I turned away. "Get me some shirts or something then. I don't care. An iPod would be nice."

      She moved up behind me and put a hand on my shoulder. "You're an adult now, Peter. I'm an adult. Adult's have certain responsibilities. We can't go doing things on a whim because the moment struck us. And that's what it is, just a moment."

      I turned back to her. "In two weeks I'm gone. Out of the state. I'll see you, what? Once or twice before Christmas? Thanksgiving? And we're talking four years, Mom. Who knows where I'll be after that. Dad wants me to move out to the West Coast with him."

      She flinched, and I regretted having said that. "Anyway," I went on, taking her hands in mine. "What's a little kiss, between friends?"

      She smiled and touched my cheek. "You are so full of it, young mister." She sighed, and crossed her arms again. "Okay, so say I agree. When do you want to do this?"

      "My birthday's not until Wednesday," I pointed out.

      "You expect me to wait till then? Worrying about my schizophrenic son? I think not, young man."

      
        I shrugged. "Right here in the kitchen?"

      "Well, it won't be in my bedroom," she said caustically. "Right here. Right now. Or you'll get your iPod."

      She didn't wait for an answer. Stepping up to me, she slid her arms around my neck, lifted her face and waited for me to kiss her. I closed my eyes and put my lips to hers and experienced the warmth and sweetness of the woman that was my mother. It lasted perhaps ten seconds and then she stepped back.

      "Well?" She hadn't parted her lips, but I felt like I had French Kissed her for hours. My heart galloped.

      "Swell," I croaked. "Just swell."

      "Then we're finished?" She tilted her head again.

      I tried to remember if her breasts had been against my chest. I couldn't recall. I couldn't breath.

      "If it wasn't what you wanted, Peter, just tell me." She smiled grimly. "If not, we'll do it again. Can't stand to have you thinking I gipped you."

      No one moved. No one said a word. Then, hesitantly, we closed the distance and her arms reclaimed my neck, my arms encircled her waist, I drew her hard against me, experiencing her entirely this time: the bulge of her breasts, the feel of her ribs below them, her hips where them pressed against my thighs. Her lips parted slightly and I felt the tip of her tongue.

      "Mnnnnnmmmm," she moaned. Then she lurched away, swiping the back of her hand across her mouth. "How did I get myself into this?" she croaked. Her eyes were bright and a flush had spread from her chest all the way up to her hairline. Her chest rose and fell sharply. I realized it wasn't the kiss that had scared her away.

      "Sorry," I said sheepishly. I didn't look down and she kept her eyes safely on mine, but both of us were thinking about that bulge in my pants.

      She said, between labored breaths: "A mother should never do that to her son." With that she turned and stomped from the kitchen.

      
        
      

      The next day, Monday, I worked. I got home at six p.m. and found her in the kitchen, chopping up celery. The rest of the salad was on the counter top, in various stages of disassembly.

      "Can I apologize for last night?" I asked.

      "For what?" she said, noncommittally.

      "For being an asshole."

      The knife went whack-whack-whack on the chopping board, spitting out thin slices of carrots. "Why? Did you do something?" she asked in a detached tone.

      She was dressed in khaki shorts and a sleeveless white cotton shirt, with an apron about her middle. I walked over and stood behind her and put my hands on her hips.

      "No!" she cried, and then suddenly she was in my arms and her mouth was attacking mine, and I didn't care that somewhere behind my back a knife was waving about. I cared only for her lips, her tongue, and those big soft breasts against my chest.

      "Mnnnnn," she moaned.

      I slid my hands up her back and let my left hand drift back down until it rested at the small of her back. Her stiffening told me that it had better stay there. But she didn't break the kiss and it when it did end, we were both breathless.

      "This is getting too serious," she murmured. She remained in my arms, her arms still about my neck, her forehead against my chin. Then she straightened and looked pointedly at the kitchen window, through which could be seen the backside of the high school and the playing fields.

      "You should be out there playing soccer," she said, nodding at the knot of teenagers chasing after a ball. "Not in here seducing your mother."

      "Is that what I'm doing?" I asked.

      
        
      

      "Aren't you?" she demanded.

      "I'm just trying to get my birthday kiss," I said.

      "Fuck you," she said, pushing me away. "Now get out of here so I can finish dinner."

      A little after ten o'clock she appeared in my bedroom doorway. There was a book in her hand and her reading glasses were pushed up in her hair. She still wore the khaki shorts and the white blouse, although the blouse now sported a trio of spaghetti stains that marred its white crispness. She looked, if not depressed, then emotional. She leaned against the door jamb.

      "What's up?" I asked.

      "I want to talk to you."

      "About what?"

      "You know what."

      The set of her mouth had an angriness to it. I turned from my computer and leaned back in the chair. "Okay," I said. "Let's talk."

      "What exactly do you want from me, Peter?"

      I looked down at my hands, began worrying at a fingernail. "That's difficult to explain, Mom."

      She stood erect and crossed her arms. "Do you know, that when you kissed me this afternoon, that I haven't been kissed like that since my honeymoon."

      I felt absurdly pleased and acutely embarrassed at the same time. "Thanks," I murmured, feeling my face go red.

      
        She shook her head and walked down the hallway to her bedroom. Her door slamming shook the entire house.

      The next day, Tuesday, the day before my birthday, I came home to find her in the basement, starting a load of laundry. One baleful look told me that I should go back upstairs. I left her a note on the dining room table saying that I'd be back for dinner and ran out to Blockbuster for a tape.

      At dinner, there was barely a word spoken. After we'd finished she told me to go away, that she'd do the dishes herself. In the past four years, ever since she and dad had split up, this was the first time we hadn't shared kitchen duties, or if not, that I hadn't given her the night off. I went upstairs, feeling like I'd sunk with the Titanic.

      "This is bullshit," I said at ten o'clock. I got up, turned off the TV and paced the bedroom back and forth. Sampson the cat sat eyed me from atop the DVD player. I glared at him and he gave me a stare that would freeze water at eighty yards. At ten-thirty I went downstairs to have it out with her.

      She was on the couch in the living room, her Stephen King novel propped against her chest, the reading glasses on her head. She was asleep and breathing restfully. I immediately felt my anger drain away.

      "You are so beautiful," I whispered.

      She wore beige satin pajamas beneath her robe. The pajamas were from Victoria's Secret, and I had admired her in them before, which was probably the reason for the robe tonight. In these particular pajamas you either wore your underwear, or you might as well wear nothing at all. I sat down on the arm of the couch opposite her and just watched.

      When I was twelve, I found an archive on my dad's computer that I never should have seen. It was encrypted, and although it took me a month to crack the password--mom's goddamned name spelled backwards--I was driven by my hormones to keep with it until I won. The name of the archive was not cryptic at all: Lilly Naked. Lilly is my mother's name.

      The archive's contents were hundreds of JPEG files. Some were shot from his digital camera, but twice as many were images scanned from Polaroid's, and actual lab-developed photos. (I guessed later on that he had found a photo-processing lab in some magazine that developed and printed personal pictures, word unsaid. Not sight unseen, because I've also heard that thousands of pirated personal photos showed up in USENET newsgroups back in the mid-to-late nineties, before digital took over the world.) There were pictures of mom all the way back to her teens, before I was born. A couple dozen, I think, would have gotten dad busted for possessing child-pornography--married to the lady or not. They chronicled mom's development from a very early teen to a full-breasted high-school senior. Four of the pictures showed her posing nude along with my Aunt Margie, a year her junior.

      Do you understand my obsession?

      "I have your pictures," I whispered to her. She stirred, and the book slid two inches down her chest, but she didn't awaken.

      "Every one of them is on my computer," I informed her softly. "Locked up just like the day I found them, in an encrypted file." The file was no longer called Lilly Naked, however. Anyone seeing now it would pass it up as a system file.

      I slid down off the couch arm and onto the cushion. She stirred again, but the book lost no further ground down her bosom. I folded my legs beneath me and crossed my arms over my chest and just sat there, content to stare at her.

      "Sweetie?"

      I jerked awake.

      "What are you doing down here?" she asked.

      My legs were asleep and so were my eyes. It took a second before they would focus on her. She stood bent over me with one hand holding the book, the over holding her reading glasses. Her robe was parted just enough to show me the swell of her white breasts. The hand with her glasses was on my shoulder.

      I unfolded my legs and put my feet on the floor. "Man," I said, groaning. Pins and needles in my hip joints.

      "How long have you been down here?" she asked.

      Images of her smiling hugely, dressed in only her fingernail polish and ponytail holder refused to let me think. "Uh . . , since around eleven, I think."

      
        
      

      "You were snoring," she said with a tiny grin. "You woke me up."

      "I don't snore," I said. "It must have been the refrigerator."

      "Then I'll have to get the refrigerator replaced," she said, "because it's snoring too loudly."

      My right calf had the charlie-horse from hell. I rubbed at it but it refused to go away.

      "Here," she said, and sat down beside me. Before I realized she had intentions of anything else other than massaging my calf, she had leaned in and placed her lips against mine. I swept her into my arms, leaned back against the couch arm, stretched out with her laying atop me. Her arms went around my neck and we were making out like a couple of teenagers.

      "Mnnnnn," she moaned desperately. My erection was ferocious and she rubbed fiercely against it. She straddled me with her thighs and rode me with her genitals directly atop my erection, her back arching and her tongue down my throat. I had never had any female, older or younger than myself, react so violently to a kiss. She tore her mouth away suddenly and her head twisted back until I thought the tendons would snap. She was coming, riding an intense orgasm.

      "Oh God, Michael!" she cried out. "I love you!"

      I woke up gasping.

      "Who the fuck is Michael?" I said angrily.

      She was sitting bolt upright, blinking in confusion, book fallen to the floor and her glasses dangling in a hank of hair. I must have given her a heart attack, I thought.

      "I--I don't know any Michael," she stammered. Then she realized where we were and some of her confusion died away. She untangled her reading glasses from her hair, set them aside on the end table and closed herself up tight in the robe.

      "What are you doing down here?" she asked.

      
        
      

      I snapped: "Didn't we just through this?" My hips ached hugely and I dreaded unfolding my legs.

      "You don't have to talk to me like that," she said angrily. "No one told you to come down here."

      "I didn't come down here," I said stupidly. "I just . . . never fucking mind."

      She glared at me, her mouth a severe, lipless crescent, her face blotchy and red. She wanted to speak, but didn't trust herself to remain civil. I should have followed her example.

      "You're nothing but a fucking tease," I said.

      "What?"

      "You get me all hot and bothered and then go fucking crying out for some guy named Michael."

      She was incredulous. "Are you insane? You're talking about a dream? What kind of fantasy world do you live in, Michael?"

      "My name's not Michael!" I screamed at her and she slapped me.

      It was half-an-hour later. We had both calmed down. I had explained everything to her: the pictures, the six intervening years of obsession, the dream I'd just had.

      "I honestly don't know any Michael," she said. "None that I would cry out for in lust, anyway." She touched my forearm and then rubbed it lightly. "Honestly, Peter. What are we going to do with you?"

      "What are we going to do with us?" I corrected sadly.

      She sighed, looked away for a moment, then up at the clock.

      "Happy Birthday," she said.

      
        
      

      "What?"

      She nodded at the clock. "Eighteen years ago, I was screaming obscenities at your father and beating him with my fists."

      "What's changed in eighteen years?" I asked.

      She laughed. "Nothing much." She placed her hand back on my forearm and rubbed it slowly up and down. "You are more like him than a clone would be," she said. Her hand left my forearm for my hair, which she ran her fingers through gently. "I just wish you hadn't found those damned pictures of me. It's amazing you haven't grown up schizophrenic."

      "Who says I haven't?" I asked.

      She laughed lightly. "It would explain a lot."

      She got up and crossed to the end-table lamp and turned it off. The only illumination came from the stairs leading to the second floor and what shown in through the windows. She sat down next to me and took both of my hands in hers.

      "How do I reconcile this?" she asked. "Being in love with my son?"

      I just sat there, swimming in the depths of her admission. "I don't think you can," I answered finally. "No more than I can reconcile being in love with you."

      "But it's so wrong."

      "I can't deny that."

      A car passed by outside and I swear I heard every tread crossing the pavement. The refrigerator's compressor kicked on, and roared deafeningly. The wall clock counted the seconds off tick-tick-tick, loud enough to shake the wall. We held hands and looked at each other in the moonlight.

      
        "This can't happen again after tonight," she said.

      "It's been happening for years, Mom."

      "That's not what I mean," she said, looking at our hands.

      I removed my right hand and slipped it carefully inside her robe. She stiffened, but she didn't resist me when I cupped her left breast. Her breathing quickened and a mild shiver ran up her spine. I moved my hand up to her shoulder and pulled aside the pajamas enough to kiss the base of her neck where it joined the shoulder. She moaned, and I kissed her up and down her neck and then along the top of her shoulder to the point. A moment later my fingers located the top button holding together the front of her pajamas, and one by one I unbuttoned them. I reached inside.

      "Don't!" she said, grabbing my hand away from her breast.

      I let her hold it away. "I won't do anything you don't want me to," I told her.

      She let go and drew her robe closed around herself, clutching it together at the top with her right hand. "I'm not ready for this," she whispered hoarsely.

      But she was ready for it, I knew, reacting only from inertia. I couldn't blame her for that; her son had just bared her breasts. But then she surprised me by leaning forward and finding my lips with hers and kissing me hungrily. Within seconds her lips had parted and her tongue flicked inside my mouth, searching for mine. I kissed her deeply, our tongues performing a slow dance.

      "I am so Goddamned aroused," she moaned when we broke the kiss. Her forehead was against mine and I felt her breath on my mouth. It came and went in shallow gasps. She squirmed, and groaned, and I knew that she was wet between her legs. It had to be a terrible embarrassment for her, but it made me want her even more.

      I took her hands and very deliberately placed them at her sides. I pulled apart her robe, the front of her pajamas top and pulled them down to her waist. She shuddered violently, gasped in a ragged breath, but didn't fight me. Instead, she withdrew her arms from the sleeves and put them around my neck again and we kissed. There was no resistance when I put my hand on her warm breast.

      "Are you all right?" I asked after some time.

      
        Her breathing, if anything, was more reedy. She placed my mouth back on her left nipple, which was immensely hard, and as long as the tip of my little finger. I had her against the couch arm and her robe was undone but still beneath her; I hadn't bothered her pajama bottoms yet. I had however, brushed the front of her pajamas at the crotch and found them wet.

      She moaned desperately, as though in sudden, awful pain. I raised my head and she grabbed it between her hands and dragged me up to her mouth. There was no tenderness in our joining now, only starved, desperate hunger. Our tongues battled to see which could farther penetrate the other's mouth. Her fists gripped my hair and I took two fistfuls of her own. We warred against each other as only two people in love can war.

      Suddenly she forced herself flat onto the couch, dragging me down with her. She released her death-grip on my hair and then, extricating her own hair, forced all of our hands down to our groins where they engaged in a frantic struggle to free her of her clothing. It took an immensely long time to understand that she wanted me to rip her pajama bottoms right off of her, which I did, bellowing in triumph as the thin material shredded in my hands. Then, not quite knowing how my cock had come free of my pants, I plunged into her and she answered with her own primal scream, cut off when she buried her teeth into my shoulder.

      I came in her in less than five seconds.

      She came for twenty seconds more, then passed out.

      This is all wrong, that's what you're saying. A mother and son can never find a successful, post-coital relationship, no matter how badly either or both may want it. It's just not possible, you say. Mental strain and feelings of guilt will drive them apart, probably sooner, than later. And perhaps you're right. It's too early to tell will us. But I can tell you this: We've been together for nearly a year now, and we're still happy.

      Of course, not everything's gone well. Dad stopped paying child support on my eighteenth birthday. The college fund he'd been managing for eighteen years turned up unaccountably short on funds; I now attend the University of Maryland at College Park, instead of Stanford University, his Alma Mater.

      In short order, we realized that even the state's meager tuition was more than we could afford. (Lilly's never seen a dollar of alimony from the bum, even though dad makes a cool two hundred-thousand plus a year, against her forty-thousand). Soon thereafter we moved out of our comfortable, North Potomac brick home into a vinyl-sided, two-bedroom townhouse in Prince George's County.

      
        Still, we have it good. A month after my eighteenth birthday, Lilly and I went shopping for a pair of matching wedding bands, one of which I wear whenever we're home, the other that she's taken to wearing all the time now. Newlyweds! In spirit, if not reality.

      Are we really happy? Most of the time, but we have our ups and downs. Lilly, for instance, lost sixteen pounds in the first two months, mostly from violent, recurring sex, but also from not having time to eat. But she put it all back on again, and then some, in the months following. And the sex? It's not as frequent or as violent as it once was, but hey, that's to be expected.

      Where is she now? You can't hear her out in the kitchen? Chopping up celery and bitching about how her back hurts and how much she has to go pee? And how much she hates having hemorrhoids. God, how she hates those hemorrhoids.

      Know what I tell her? Once every eighteen years is not so bad for dealing with hemorrhoids, dear.

      " 'Easy for you to say,' " she counters, waving a knife casually in my direction. "You're not the one they'll give an enema to, not the one who'll practice breathing for twenty hours straight, not the one who'll stand up straight in the stirrups screaming for her mother when the contractions come."

      What about the risks? Isn't it dangerous? you say.

      It is, but it happens more often than people are willing to admit. And officially, we don't know who the father is. Lilly went to a party back in August and passed out in a stupor in the host's bedroom. In the morning, she had no panties on and never found out who took them. It was okay; she'd always wanted another child.

      Genetic damage? We've had tests done three times and so far, everything's okay. She could have aborted it, but Lilly says that life is too precious, even for a life at risk.

      The sex of the child? Well, we'll know in two or three days whether he looks more like his mommie, or his daddy.

      We think we'll name him Michael.

      THE END
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