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I could taste myself on his lips when he kissed me. Sweet I woke up to the familiar blaring of Mark’s alarm at 6:45 a.m.  I lay there pretending to be asleep as my husband groaned and rolled out of bed. Forty-eight years old and he still moved like an old man in the mornings.

“Big project deadline this week,” he muttered, not even looking at me. “I’ll probably be late again tonight.”

I opened my eyes and watched him shuffle toward the bathroom. 

“Okay, honey. Drive safe.”

He didn’t reply. Just closed the bathroom door. Ten minutes later he was dressed in his usual gray suit, kissed my forehead like it was a habit instead of affection, and headed downstairs. I listened to the garage door open, his car start, and then the sound of him driving away into the quiet Austin suburbs.

The house fell silent.

I stayed in bed for a while, staring at the ceiling fan spinning lazily above me. My body felt heavy with that familiar ache. Last night had been the same disappointment as always. Mark had climbed on top of me, thrust a few times, finished in under two minutes, and rolled over. I’d lain there unsatisfied, my fingers eventually slipping between my legs just to take the edge off. It was becoming routine - me finishing what he started.

At forty-two, I still looked good. I knew that. Years of yoga and Pilates had kept my curves in all the right places - full breasts, a soft waist that flared into wide hips, and a round ass that still turned heads when I wore jeans. My auburn hair was long and healthy. But none of it seemed to matter to Mark anymore.

I sighed, got up, and went through my morning alone. Coffee. Light breakfast. A quick yoga session in the living room. By ten o’clock I was restless. Today was the day Jake was coming home for summer vacation. My twenty-year-old son had just finished his sophomore year at the University of Texas in Austin and was driving back to stay with us for the next three months. The thought made me smile. At least the house wouldn’t feel so empty.

Around noon, I heard the sound of a car pulling into the driveway. I peeked through the front window and felt a little flutter in my chest. Jake’s black pickup truck was parked behind my SUV. He stepped out, and my breath caught for a second.

God... when had he gotten so big?

He looked nothing like the skinny teenager who had left for college two years ago. Jake was now 6’2, broad-shouldered, and heavily muscled from college football. His tight t-shirt stretched across his chest and biceps, and his shorts showed off powerful thighs. He grabbed his duffel bag from the truck bed like it weighed nothing.

I opened the front door before he could knock.

“Mom!” His face lit up with that charming, cocky grin.

“Baby! You’re finally home.” I pulled him into a hug. His body felt so solid against mine - hard muscle and warmth. I held on a second longer than I probably should have, breathing in his scent. He smelled like cologne and summer heat.

“You look amazing,” he said, pulling back to look at me. His eyes moved up and down my body for a brief moment. I was wearing a loose white tank top and pink yoga shorts that hugged my hips and thighs. “Seriously, Mom. You’ve been hitting the gym hard, huh?”

I laughed, feeling my cheeks warm. “Just trying to stay in shape. Come on in, I made your favorite lemonade.”

We spent the next hour catching up in the kitchen. He told me about college, football, and how glad he was to be home for the whole summer. I listened, nodding, but I kept noticing little things - the way his arms flexed when he reached for his glass, the sharp line of his jaw, how deep his voice had gotten.

After lunch, the Texas sun was blazing. Jake suggested we cool off in the pool.

“Give me ten minutes to change,” I said.

I went upstairs and slipped into my black one-piece swimsuit. It was modest but still showed plenty of cleavage and hugged my ass. When I came back down, Jake was already in the pool wearing just a pair of dark blue swim trunks. Water glistened on his broad back and shoulders as he did laps with powerful strokes.

I laid my towel on a lounge chair and tried to relax under the sun. But my eyes kept drifting to him. The way his muscles moved under his wet skin. The way his trunks clung to his body when he climbed out of the pool, revealing the heavy, obvious bulge between his legs.

I felt a rush of heat between my thighs and quickly looked away, embarrassed. He’s your son, Emily. Get a grip.

Jake grabbed a towel and walked over, dripping water onto the concrete. He stood right beside my chair, towering over me.

“You okay, Mom?” he asked, drying his hair. “You’ve been kind of quiet since I got here.”

“I’m fine,” I said, forcing a smile. “Just happy you’re home. The house feels different when you’re around.”

He sat on the edge of my lounge chair, close enough that his wet thigh brushed against mine. “Dad still working long hours?”

“Every day,” I said with a sigh. “He left before six this morning. Probably won’t be back until after eight tonight.”

Jake’s eyes softened, but there was something else in them - something darker, more intense. 

“That must suck. Being here all alone... taking care of everything while he’s gone.”

His tone made my stomach flutter. I crossed my legs, suddenly very aware of how little fabric was between us.

“It does get lonely,” I admitted softly.

Jake reached out and rested his hand on my knee. His palm was warm and strong. “Well, I’m here now. All summer. You won’t have to be lonely anymore.”

The way he said it sent a shiver through me. I looked up at him - at his chiseled chest, his strong arms, the confident way he carried himself  and for the first time in years, I felt truly seen. Not as a wife. Not as a mother. But as a woman who was starving for touch.

I realized I was staring again. Staring at the deep lines of his abs, at the way water still ran down his skin. Jake noticed. A small, knowing smirk tugged at his lips.

“Mom...” he said quietly, his voice lower than before. “You’ve been looking at me a lot today.”

My heart raced. I opened my mouth to deny it, but the words wouldn’t come. The Texas sun beat down on us, and the air between me and my son suddenly felt thick with something dangerous. Something I knew I shouldn’t want. But as Jake’s hand stayed on my knee, gently squeezing, I didn’t pull away.
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The next morning arrived too quickly. Mark’s alarm went off at the usual 6:45 a.m., ripping through the quiet house. I lay there pretending to sleep again, my body already tense with frustration. He didn’t even look at me properly. Just dressed in his wrinkled gray suit, grabbed his briefcase, and left. The front door clicked shut. The garage door rumbled open and closed. And just like that, I was alone again.

Except this time, Jake was home.

The thought sent a forbidden little spark through me. I tried to push it away as I got out of bed. I was wearing nothing but a thin white tank top and pale blue panties. My nipples were already hard, brushing against the fabric with every movement. Between my legs, I was shamefully wet. It had been building for weeks, and Jake’s arrival yesterday had only made it worse. The way he looked at me by the pool... the way his hand had rested on my knee... it had kept me up half the night.

I went downstairs, made coffee, and tried to distract myself. I cleaned the kitchen. Folded laundry. But nothing worked. By 9:30 a.m., my body was screaming. My clit throbbed. My pussy felt empty and needy. I kept remembering how Jake had looked yesterday - shirtless, water running down those hard abs, the thick bulge in his wet swim trunks. My own son. I hated myself for thinking about it, but I couldn’t stop.

Finally, I gave in.

I went upstairs to the master bedroom, locked the door, and pulled out the toy I kept hidden in the bottom drawer of my nightstand - a thick, realistic dildo, seven inches long, with veins and a suction base. I stripped completely naked. I climbed onto our marital bed, the same bed I shared with Mark, and positioned myself against the headboard.

My heart was pounding as I spread my legs wide. I was soaking wet already. I rubbed the thick head of the dildo up and down my slit, coating it with my juices, then slowly pushed it inside me.

“Ahhh...” I moaned softly at first, eyes fluttering shut.

It felt so good. I started moving it in and out, deeper each time, my hips rolling to meet every thrust. My free hand squeezed my breast, pinching my nipple hard the way I wished Mark would.

“Fuck...” I whispered, moving faster. The wet sounds of the dildo sliding in and out filled the room. I was so worked up that I started moaning louder, no longer caring if anyone heard.

“Oh god... yes...”

My mind betrayed me. Instead of fantasizing about some nameless stranger, I saw Jake. His strong body. His cocky grin. That massive bulge in his shorts. I imagined it was him fucking me instead of this toy.

“Jake...” I whimpered under my breath, then immediately felt guilty. But I didn’t stop. I fucked myself harder, slamming the dildo deep, my moans turning into desperate cries.

“Yes... fuck me... harder, baby...”

I was so close. My thighs were shaking. My back arched off the bed as I chased that orgasm I desperately needed.

That’s when I heard it.

The soft creak of the bedroom door opening.

My eyes flew open in horror.

Jake stood there in the doorway, shirtless in just gray basketball shorts, staring directly at me. His eyes were wide, locked on my naked body, on the dildo buried deep inside my dripping pussy, on my hand still squeezing my breast.

For a second, neither of us moved. I was frozen in complete shock, the dildo still halfway inside me.

“Jake!” I gasped, finally yanking the toy out with a wet pop and slamming my legs shut. I grabbed the sheet and tried to cover myself, my face burning with humiliation. “What are you doing?! Get out!”

But he didn’t leave.

Instead, he stepped inside the room and quietly closed the door behind him. His eyes were dark, hungry. I could see the massive erection already straining against his shorts.

“Mom...” His voice was low and rough. “Don’t stop on my account.”

“Jake, this is not funny! Get out right now!” I was shaking, clutching the sheet to my chest. My pussy was still throbbing, aching to finish.

He took another step closer. “I’ve been watching you for the last two minutes. The way you were moaning... the way you said my name.” A small smirk tugged at his lips. “You want it that bad, huh?”

My stomach dropped. He had heard me moan his name.

“Oh my God...” I whispered, mortified. Tears of shame pricked my eyes. “Please, baby. Just leave. This never happened.”

Jake shook his head slowly. He looked so tall, so strong, standing there at the foot of the bed. “Dad’s gone. He’s always gone. And you’re up here fucking yourself with a toy because he can’t satisfy you.” His eyes dropped to the wet dildo lying on the sheets. “I can help you, Mom. For real.”

I stared at him in disbelief. “Jake... I’m your mother.”

“I know exactly who you are,” he said, his voice confident and deep. “And I know you need to get fucked properly. I can see how desperate you are. Let me take care of you.”

For one dangerous second, I actually considered it. My body was screaming yes. My pussy clenched at his words. But my mind snapped back.

“No,” I said firmly, even as my voice trembled. “This is wrong. Get out of here right now, Jake. I mean it.”

He held my gaze for a long moment, then finally nodded.

“Alright, Mom. I’ll go.” He turned toward the door, but paused. “But we both know this isn’t over. You need me. And I’m right down the hall... whenever you’re ready.”

He left, closing the door softly behind him.

I sat there on the bed, sheet clutched to my naked body, heart hammering in my chest. My pussy was still soaked and aching, worse than before. I felt humiliated, guilty... and more turned on than I had been in years.

I stayed like that for almost twenty minutes, replaying everything. The way he had looked at me. The size of the bulge in his shorts. The confidence in his voice when he offered to “help” me.

I should have been disgusted.

Instead, I found myself wondering what would have happened if I had said yes.

[image: ][image: ][image: ]

The next morning, I barely slept. All night I kept replaying what happened - Jake walking in on me, the way he looked at my naked body, the thick bulge in his shorts, and those dangerous words: “I can help you, Mom.”

Mark was left as usual and I was already wide awake, my body humming with a confusing mix of shame and arousal. I stayed in bed wearing nothing but a silky white robe that barely reached mid-thigh. I told myself I would stay strong. I would tell him this had to stop. That I was his mother and this was completely wrong.

But when the bedroom door opened ten minutes later, all my resolve crumbled.

Jake stepped inside wearing only a pair of black boxer briefs. His muscular body looked even more imposing in the morning light filtering through the curtains - broad shoulders, defined abs, powerful thighs, and that very obvious, heavy bulge straining against the fabric.

“Mom,” he said quietly, closing the door behind him. His voice was deep and determined. “We’re not pretending anymore.”

“Jake... wait.” I sat up, pulling the robe tighter around my body. “Yesterday was a mistake. I was just... frustrated. We can’t do this. I’m your mother. This is so wrong.”

He didn’t stop. He walked straight to the bed, towering over me. His eyes were dark with hunger.

“You’ve been neglected for years,” he said, reaching down and gently tugging the sheet away from my legs. “Dad can’t fuck you the way you need. But I can. And I’m done watching you suffer.”

“Baby, please...” My protest was weak, barely a whisper. “We shouldn’t...”

Jake leaned down and kissed me.

The moment his lips touched mine, something inside me snapped. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was hungry, possessive, and full of all the years of hidden tension. His hand cupped the back of my head as he deepened the kiss, his tongue slipping into my mouth. I moaned against him, my hands instinctively gripping his strong shoulders.

“Jake... we can’t...” I gasped when he pulled back for air, but my body was already betraying me. My nipples were rock hard, and I could feel myself getting wet.

He untied my robe with one smooth motion and pushed it open, exposing my naked body. His eyes roamed over my full breasts, my soft stomach, and my smooth, glistening pussy.

“Fuck, Mom... you’re so beautiful,” he growled.

Before I could protest again, he climbed onto the bed, pushed my legs apart, and lowered his head between my thighs.

“Oh my God...” I cried out as his hot tongue dragged slowly up my slit.

His strong hands gripped my thighs, holding me open while his tongue flicked rapidly over my swollen clit. Then he sucked it into his mouth, moaning against my pussy like he had been starving for me.

“Jake! Oh fuck... baby, that’s... that feels so good...” I moaned, my hands flying to his hair.

He ate me like a man possessed - licking, sucking, and pushing his tongue deep inside me. I had never felt anything like it. Mark had rarely gone down on me, and when he did, it was always half-hearted. But Jake was relentless, hungry, and skilled. My hips bucked against his face as waves of pleasure crashed through me.

His hand left my thigh and climbed my stomach. Fingers spread across my ribs. Then higher.

His palm cupped my breast and I whimpered.

The weight of his hand. The wet heat of his mouth. Both working at once. He kneaded me, thumb finding my nipple. And still his tongue kept moving. Steady now. Up and down. Side to side. Every pass lighting up nerves I didn’t know I had.

Jake groaned against my clit and the vibration tipped me closer.

My thighs began to tremble. Not the muscles. Something deeper. A quaking that started in my core and radiated outward until my whole body shook with it.

“Close,” I managed. “Baby, I’m so close.”

He sucked then. Tight and focused. Directly on the peak of me.

My hand tightened in his hair. The other fisted in the sheet.

He switched breasts. His free hand found the one he’d abandoned, already slick with a sheen of sweat. He squeezed. Not gentle. Firm. The way that bordered on pain but stopped just short.

“Yes,” I hissed. 

His thumb and forefinger pinched my nipple. Rolled. Pinched again.

And his tongue never faltered.

Lick. Suck. Circle. Repeat.

His eyes were closed. Lashes dark against his cheeks. His jaw worked with the rhythm of his mouth and his shoulders rose and fell with heavy breaths he took through his nose.

He was beautiful.

My son. Between my legs. Devouring me like I was the only meal he’d ever needed.

The thought pushed me right to the razor’s edge.

“Jake. I’m gonna...”

Pleasure ripped outward. My vision whited. My hips bucked so hard he had to press my thighs down to keep me on the bed.

I cried out. His name. Maybe something else. I don’t remember.

The orgasm rolled through me in waves. Not gentle ones. Hard. Convulsive. Each crest dragging a fresh moan from somewhere deep in my chest.

And still he licked me through it.

Gentler now. Softer. Letting the aftershocks chase each other across my skin while his hands kept working my breasts. Slower. Soothing.

When I finally opened my eyes, the ceiling came back into focus.

Jake was kissing his way up my body. Stomach. Sternum. The valley between my breasts. One collarbone. Then the other.

He paused above me, propped on his elbows.

and salt and heat.

“Good?” he murmured against my mouth.

I laughed. Breathless. Tattered.

“You have no idea.”

He pulled back and grinned. That crooked smile he’d had since he was twelve. Except now it came with stubble and a jaw that could cut glass and a body that blocked out the rest of the room.

“I have some idea.”

His hand slid down between us. His fingers found me again. Slick and He circled my clit once. Twice. Slow.

Then pushed a single finger inside me and curled it forward.

My mouth opened. No sound came out.

“I’m not done yet,” he said.

He withdrew his hand. I made a sound-half complaint, half plea.

But he was already shifting. Rising onto his knees between my thighs. His boxers stretched taut across him. The shape of his cock pressed against the fabric, straining upward. Still slick from his mouth. Still pulsing from his finger. I watched him hook his thumbs into the waistband and push down.

The boxers slid past his hips.

His cock sprang free. Thick. Curving slightly toward his stomach. The tip already wet - a single bead catching lamplight. It bobbed in the air, throbbing with each heartbeat.

I couldn't look away.

He was beautiful everywhere. Broad chest tapering to a lean waist. Those shoulders I'd watched broaden year after year. Now blocking out everything behind him.

Jake stroked himself once. Slow. Eyes locked on mine.

"You ready mom?"

Words had left me. I nodded.

He lowered himself. His weight settled between my thighs - familiar and new all at once. His cock nudged my entrance. Just the tip. Warm. Blunt.

Then he pushed.

The first inch stole my breath.

Not because it hurt. Because it filled. Stretched. My body remembered him from before, recognized the shape of his cock, welcomed it with a rush of slick heat that made the slide easier.

He sank deeper. Slow. Controlled.

"Oh god."

My voice sounded far away.

Jake's jaw tightened. A muscle flickered in his cheek. His arms braced on either side of my shoulders, every tendon standing out as he fought to go slow.

Then he started to move.

Long strokes. Each one pulling back until I could feel the ridge of his head catch at my entrance. Then pushing forward again. Deep. Measured. A rhythm that felt like a metronome set to my pulse.

The wet sound of us filled the room.

Mark never fucked like this.

The thought surfaced unbidden. Mark's rhythm had always been rushed. Quick thrusts. Three minutes on a good night. Then a grunt, a collapse, and snoring before I'd even caught my breath.

Jake's hips rolled with something else entirely.

Power. Passion. Each stroke deliberate. Like he was memorizing me from the inside.

"Look at me," he said.

My eyes found his. Dark. Focused. He was watching my face, cataloging every flutter of my lashes, every parting of my lips.

The headboard knocked against the wall.

Soft at first. Then harder as his pace increased.

My breasts swayed with each thrust. He noticed. His hand came up and palmed one, thumb sweeping across the nipple in time with his hips.

He lowered his mouth to mine. The kiss was messy. Open. His tongue pushed past my lips the same moment his cock pushed deeper, and the dual penetration made my mind go blank. One hand left my breast. Slid down my side. Hooked under my knee and lifted my leg higher. The angle changed.

I gasped into his mouth.

He was hitting somewhere new. Someplace that sent bright shocks up my spine. My fingers dug into his shoulders. Nails bit skin. He groaned against my teeth and thrust harder.

Sweat slicked between our bodies. Our stomachs slipped together. The smell of sex thickened the air - salt and musk and something sweeter underneath that was just him.

His rhythm stayed steady. Relentless. Each stroke a claim.

"That's it," he murmured. "Take it."

My other leg wrapped around his waist. Locked him against me.

The sound of skin on skin grew louder. Wet slaps interspersed with his low grunts and my high, reedy whimpers. I couldn't control the noises anymore. Every exhale came with some small animal sound.

He dropped his head to my neck. Bit the tendon there. Not hard enough to mark. Hard enough to feel.

My fingers twisted in the sheets.

The pressure built differently this time. Not the sharp peak his tongue had pulled from my clit. This was deeper. Heavier. Spreading through my pelvis like liquid heat.

His pubic bone ground against my clit on every downstroke.

The headboard hit the wall in perfect time. A metronome. Three-four time. Waltz rhythm.

Unbelievable that I could think about time signatures while my son fucked me into the mattress.

My body tightened around him. Involuntary. A clench that made him stutter.

My climax hit without warning.

My heels dug into his back. My walls clamped and fluttered around him in waves I couldn't control. Lights popped behind my eyes.

Jake kept fucking me through it.

Same rhythm. Same power. Driving into the convulsions like he wanted every pulse for himself.

"That's it," he gritted. "Fuck. That's..."

His voice cracked. His thrusts lost their rhythm. Became erratic. Harder. Shorter.

He was close.

I opened my eyes. Watched his face contort. Watched his lips pull back from his teeth. Watched the corded muscles in his neck strain.

A guttural sound tore from his chest. His hips slammed forward one last time and locked there. The first pulse of his release was so hot I could feel it. Deep. Flooding. His cock jerked and pulsed and emptied while his whole body shook above me.

He collapsed. Lowered himself carefully. His forehead touched my sternum and his ragged breaths cooled the sweat between my breasts. One of my hands came up. Stroked through his hair. Dark strands plastered to his temples.

Neither of us spoke.

His cock softened inside me but he didn't pull out. Didn't move. Just breathed.

He pulled out. The absence left me hollow. Gaping. His warmth retreated and cool air rushed in where he'd been.

"Turn over."

Jake's hand guided my hip. I rolled onto my stomach without thinking. The sheets were damp beneath me - our sweat, our fluids, marking the cotton with everything we'd done.

His palm pressed between my shoulder blades. Pushed me flat.

Then lower.

His hands found my hips and pulled upward. My knees slid apart on the mattress. My cheek pressed into the pillow. The position arched my back and lifted my ass into the air.

To be continued...........
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