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  Escort Service


  


  Sonia and Eloise were having their morning cup of coffee which they usually started their day with when the subject of Arnold, Sonia’s husband came up.


  “So when is Arnold getting back, Sonia?” Eloise asked.


  “Not for another two weeks,” Sonia muttered. “I’m so tired of him being gone all the time, I could scream.”


  “Well, he does make good money on his trips,” Eloise grinned.


  “Money can’t buy everything,” Sonia complained. “I miss him. I get lonely.”


  “Why don’t you invite Larry over?”


  “My son can’t fix what I’m lonely for, if you know what I mean,” Sonia snickered.


  “Oh…” Eloise laughed. “Maybe you need to use this escort service I use when I get to feeling frisky and Charlie isn’t around to take of business.”


  “Escort service? You use an escort service?”


  “Yeah,” Eloise said, reaching over and opening her purse. “It’s called ‘The Fraternity.’


  “That’s an odd name for an escort service,” Sonia smiled. “Why do they call it that?”


  “All of the escorts are college kids from Billingsley College,” Eloise smiled, pulling a business card out of her purse and pushing it across the table to Sonia.


  “Billingsley? Maybe I’d better not. What if Larry is one of the escorts?” Sonia joked, her cheeks reddening ever so slightly.


  “Well, I don’t know about that. He’s handsome enough, but maybe he doesn’t have the attributes required for the job,” Eloise snickered.


  “Attributes? What do you mean?”


  “Attributes. You know. Equipment. All the escorts I’ve, uh, I’ve been escorted by, have been, uh, you know, uh, rather well endowed, if you know what I mean,” Eloise smiled. “Top 98 percentile of the male population is what they claim.”


  “Eloise Chambers—you ought to be ashamed of yourself,” Sonia gasped, her face turning beet red. “How can you talk about my little boy like that?”


  “For one thing, you’re the one who brought it up and I wasn’t specifically referring to your son. And oh, by the way, while we’re on the subject, he’s not a little boy anymore, Sonia, in case you haven’t noticed, because I have—”


  “Eloise, stop it. Stop talking about Larry that way. It’s, it’s indecent to talk about him that way. And don’t get any bright ideas about him either.”


  “Indecent? What do you mean? He’s a young man now. He’s not your little boy.”


  “He’ll always be my little boy, Eloise. You don’t have children, so you don’t know how it feels…”


  “Whatever…” Eloise smirked, “but call the service. As tight as you’re wound, you could use an escort to help you unwind a little.”


  “Eloise, you’re nothing but a slut—” Sonia fussed, picking up the card and looking at it.


  “That’s what Charlie says,” Eloise giggled. “But, really, call them. I’m sure one of the escorts can take care of your problem for you.”


  “It doesn’t bother you in the least to cheat on Charlie?”


  “It’s not really cheating, Sonia. It’s not like I’m emotionally attached to any of them. They’re just guys…young guys with cocks. Fuck, it’s just sex, Sonia. It’s not like I’m gonna run off with one of them or something. And besides, I love old Charlie and always will. He just doesn’t have the same get up and go he once had, if you know what I mean.”


  “I’ll have to think about it…” Sonia said, slipping the card in the pocket of her blouse.


  “Well, I’ve got to run. Talking about all this has got me to thinking that maybe I might give them a call, too.”


  “What about Charlie?”


  “I’ll just tell him us girls are having a night out,” she laughed, pushing back from the table and standing up. “He’s so naïve…he’ll believe anything.”


  ~~~


  Pulling the card out of her pocket, Sonia studied it.


  The Fraternity Escort Service 777-301-6969


  All of Our escorts are handsome-witty-educated-charming-and competent


  (In the top 98 percentile of the qualities women desire in a man)


  Discretion is our key concern…


  You can’t she told herself. You can’t cheat on Arnold like that. But what would be wrong with a night of dancing and dining? That wouldn’t be cheating…would it? I can’t remember the last time I went out for a night on the town. It would be fun to have some college kid fawning all over me for a night.


  Really, Sonia? You can’t be really considering doing this. It’s crazy. Your forty-four years old. What college boy would want to go out with a woman twice as old as he was? What would you talk about? But escorts were trained in that sort of stuff weren’t they? It was their job to please the client wasn’t it?


  But Eloise had been rather descriptive about the other duties the escorts had performed for her. But I’ll be the boss. I can cut it off at any time I want. Cut it off? That didn’t sound very pleasant, she laughed to herself. Especially for the poor escort guy.


  But wait, she told herself. Hadn’t Eloise suggested the escort service to her because she had suggested that she wanted someone to take care of her problem? Eloise was right. If she just needed someone to take her out dining and dancing, she could ask Larry. It was just the other thing that Larry couldn’t help out with. She felt uncomfortable even thinking about Larry in the context of the whole thing.


  Could she, she asked herself? She’d never done anything like that in all of her forty-four years. Not even close. But…Eloise had done it. Eloise had done it and nothing had happened to her. And she’d done it more than once the way she talked. And they said that discretion was their key concern, didn’t they?


  Decisions, decisions. Decisions. Sticking the calling card back in her pocket, Sonia quickly made herself a drink and headed up the stairs. What would she wear, if she decided to go through with it, she asked herself? Why was she even thinking about it? She couldn’t really go through with it.


  But, she excitedly thought. It would be fun to dress up and go out with some young stud. Why not? Not so fast there, Sonia. Get ahold of yourself. Taking a sip of her drink, Sonia sat her drink down on her vanity and looked at her reflection in the mirror. Why not? You’re not getting any younger, she told herself. Flaunt it while you still got it. 34F-24-35


  Watching her reflection in the mirror, Sonia reached up to the top button on her blouse and pushed it through its buttonhole. Then, before moving to the second button, she reached into her pocket and pulled the card out again.


  The Fraternity Escort Service 777-301-6969


  All of Our escorts are handsome-witty-educated-charming-and competent


  (In the top 98 percentile of the qualities women desire in a man)


  Discretion is our key concern…


  Smiling to herself, she laid the card down on the vanity and unbuttoned her second button. In a matter of moments, Sonia sat on her vanity stool with her unbuttoned blouse loosely hanging down from her shoulders. She had never felt like this before. It was like there was electricity in the air. Eloise was right. She was wound up so tight, she felt that if she touched herself, she would fly apart in a million pieces.


  Could she really do it, she feverishly asked herself as she pushed her blouse back over her shoulders and let it slither down her back. Reaching behind her back, she looked down at her breasts as the rested down inside the plain, white brassiere she had wrapped around her chest. Maybe she wasn’t Dolly Parton’s class, she told herself, but her 34Fs could still catch a man’s attention when she wanted to show them off. Especially Arnold…when he was around to notice, which wasn’t often and why she was in the dilemma she was in, she complained. Unfastening her bra, she straightened her arms out and let it slide down her arms to reveal the dangling pretties it had been hiding. They were pretty, she told herself, reaching up and gently cupping the droopy globes of creamy-white tit flesh.


  She couldn’t believe how stiff and swollen her nipples were as she rubbed a finger across one of the jutting nubs and felt a jolt of electricity spark down to her throbbing clit. Why were they so fucking sensitive? Surely the thought of getting some young cock couldn’t be making her that aroused. There had to be something else. But what?


  Larry? Really? Get real, Sonia and stop joking around. This is serious. You’re thinking about cheating on your husband and the thought of you own son being one of the escorts is getting you hot and bothered. You’re sick. How can you even think that about your own son? Pervert! And what about the odds. There were some twenty-five thousand students at Billingsley. So the odds were twenty-five thousand to one that Larry could be an escort. No, wait, about half of the students at the college were coeds, so that lessened the likelihood to one in twelve thousand five hundred. But still, those were pretty good chances that he wasn’t one of them.


  Easing her big tits back down on her chest, she let go of them and reached down to the button on waistband of her skirt. Plucking the button open, she ran the zipper down over the curve of her hip. Watching the mirror image of her big tits bobble and shake, Sonia hooked her thumbs down under the waistband of her skirt and panties. Then, with a wiggle of her hips, she slowly pushed clingy cloth down off over the arc of her loins. Once clear of her hips, the skirt and panties dropped down her legs to land in a muddle at her feet. Stepping out of them, she reached down to pick them up.


  When she did, she could feel the heavy tug of her breasts on her chest as gravity added to their bulk and weight. Picking up her panties, she sniffed them before tossing them on the bed along with her skirt. Did pheromones really work, she giddily wondered? If they did, the heavy scent of her sex would certainly be communicating the urgency of her need to every man she came in contact with. She was H-O-T! And she was H-O-R-N-Y!


  But still, she thought as she stepped across the room to her closet. This was a big step. No, a huge step. A step she had never taken before. Oh, the thought had crossed her mind a couple of times, but in twenty-three years of marriage, she had never strayed over the line. Never once had she been unfaithful to Arnold. It was kind of scary in a way. She and Arnold were comfortable with each other. Each knew what the other liked and tried to please the other.


  Walking into her closet, she slowly stepped down the line of dresses, pausing to pluck and pull this one and that one. At the end of the line, she had pulled down two dresses from the rest of them.


  With the two dresses draped over her arm, she bobbled and wiggled her way back out to her bed and carefully laid the dresses out on it. Standing by the bed, she studied the two dresses trying to decide which one to wear.


  Black or red, she pondered? Black would make me look thinner. It was the color of authority and power. But is that the image I want to portray to the boy?


  Red is the color of passion and love. The most emotionally-intense color. It can also provoke a biological response in people going so far as to get them hot and bothered, even quickening their pulse and increasing their breathing rate. It also makes a woman look more voluptuous.


  So, she smiled to herself, was there any doubt in which dress to wear? It would be red, hands down. But she liked black, too. So why not wear them both? Red dress, black lingerie, nylons and heels.


  Her mind made up, Sonia picked up the black dress and returned it to its place in the closet and then went over to her dresser. Pulling open her lingerie drawer, she picked out a little, quarter-cup, black lace brassiere that only offered support without hiding any of the grandeur of her spectacular rack. Next she picked out a black garter belt with six long, black garters hanging down from it. The belt itself consisted of alternating panels of sheer and solid cloth. Gathering up a pair of sheer, black nylons and almost non-existent black panties, she walked back over to the bed and dropped all of the finery on top of her little, red dress.


  What am I doing, she asked herself? Here I am picking out what to wear and I haven’t even got an escort. That might not have one available for the night. Well, call them, fool, she berated herself.


  Picking up her cell, she had an odd moment of panic as she pressed the numbers into her phone. She had looked at the card so many times, she had committed the number to memory. Sitting naked, it seemed odd, and more than a little awkward as she heard a male voice on the other end of the call answer. It made her want to cover herself up to, to what, she scolded herself?


  “Hello…The Fraternity Escort Service,” the voice said.


  “Uh, hel-hello—”


  “Can I help you?”


  “Uh, yes, yes, I was wondering if, if you might have an escort available?”


  “And when would you like to set up the escort to accompany you, Ma’am?”


  “Uh, seven? Seven o’clock, tonight?” she timidly asked.


  “Oh, tonight? I see, uh, let me see. Could you hold for a second while I check?”


  “Uh, Yes, yes, I can hold,” Sonia mumbled feeling more and more uncomfortable with each passing second.


  “Yes, Ma’am, we do have an escort available for tonight,” the voice said after a few moments of silence. “What type of function will the escort be accompanying you to?”


  “Just, uh, just dinner and dancing…I suppose.”


  “I see. Well, the fee for such services is one hundred dollars…and of course, you would have to pay for dinner and any other associated expenses.”


  “I understand,” Sonia answered.


  “Is that acceptable?”


  “Yes, yes, that is acceptable.”


  “Then I need a little information. Your name?”


  “Mrs., uh, Sonia…” Sonia almost panicked and hung up. Dare she give them her real name? They didn’t have to know her real name—make up one, she anxiously thought. “Adkins,” she lied. “Uh, Mrs. Sonia Adkins.”


  “Mrs. Sonia Adkins,” the voice on the other end repeated. “And your address?”


  “Uh, three, three-forty-eight Sycamore Way,” she stammered.


  “Three-forty-eight Sycamore Way? And that’s here in Billingsley?”


  “Yes, yes, in Billingsley.”


  “Okay. I have Mrs. Sonia Adkins—seven o’clock—three-forty-eight Sycamore Way. Correct?”


  “Yes, yes that’s right,” Sonia mumbled.


  “Your escort will be there…and thank you for using The Fraternity Escort Service and have a good night…Then the line went dead.


  A surge of relief washed over Sonia as she set her cell back down on the vanity and tried to compose herself.


  ~~~


  Lying in his bed, looking over his history quiz, Larry heard the buzz of his cell.


  Picking it up, he spoke into it.


  “Hello…”


  “Hey, Cramer, you busy tonight?” he heard a voice ask.


  “What for?”


  “I’ve got a date for you if you’re not.”


  “Uh, yeah, sure, I’ll take it. Nice to have someone pay for eats for a change.”


  “Not to mention the other treats, huh?” the voice laughed.


  “Yeah, those too,” Larry laughed back.


  “You got a pen?”


  “Just a second,” Larry said, rolling out of bed and stumbling over to his computer table. Grabbing up a pen, he spoke into the cell.


  “Shoot—”


  “Seven o’clock tonight—a Mrs. Sonia—” Larry’s heart did a flip-flop when he heard Sonia. That was his mother’s name: “Adkins,” the voice continued on as a wave of relief washed over him. “At three-forty-eight Sycamore Way. Got it?”


  “Three-forty-eight Sycamore Way? Here in Billingsley?” Larry asked. That was his parent’s address. His mom’s address!


  “Yep, verified it three times. Why?”


  “Uh, nothing, nothing, just odd,” Larry muttered, his mind threatening to spin out of control.


  “You sound shook up. Someone you know?” the voice asked.


  “No, it’s nothing,” Larry said, trying to regain some semblance of control.


  “You want me to get somebody else to take it?”


  “No—No—I’ll take it,” Larry mumbled.


  “Okay, have a blast. Catcha later,” then the line went dead.


  Larry was baffled. His mother? What the fuck was going on? And how had she gotten the number of the escort service?


  Eloise Chambers? She was one of mom’s neighbors and she had, had dates with several of the other escorts in the past. Had she told mom? This was crazy! Crazy! What should he do? Maybe he should just not show up. Then what?


  Maybe she just wanted someone to take her out for dinner and dancing. But if that was all she wanted, why hadn’t she called him? He could have done that for her. Hell, he would have been happy to do that. He couldn’t really blame her if she was lonely. Arnold was gone all the time.


  But what if there was more? Then a finger of anger probed into his brain. Strangely enough, not at his mother, but at the escort service and his father. He could just imagine what would have happened if the scheduler hadn’t called him. His mother and one of the guys? Not that he could have blamed the other escort. His mom had a killer bod. And she was pretty, too. No, more than pretty, she was hot.


  But most of his anger was directed at his father. If he’d stay home a little more, maybe this wouldn’t have happened. Yeah, that’s right, he blamed himself. And if his father didn’t have such a good job, maybe you wouldn’t be in college. That what you want? It was all mixed up. Everything seemed to depend upon the other and the whole sordid mess was all intermingled and there didn’t seem to be a way to sort them all out.


  So, he would just meet his mom at seven and he would take her out for dinner and some dancing, if that was what she wanted. Then he would take her home. There would be no harm, no foul. And he would have saved his mom from doing something stupid and making a fool of herself. Maybe someday, she would even thank him for what he had done to save her from herself.


  Satisfied that he had made the right decision, he headed off for the shower to get ready for his date.


  ~~~


  Stepping over to her floor-length mirror, Sonia stopped to take inventory of herself before she took her shower.


  Not bad for forty-four, she told herself. Five feet eight, one hundred fifteen pounds and a figure that most women would die for, she smiled running her eyes up and down the reflection of her body in the mirror. Well, she should have a nice figure, she spent an hour every day down in the gym keeping it in shape.


  But what about this, she asked herself as she ran her fingers through the curly tangle of brown curls covering the tip of her belly. I used to keep it bald back in the day, but with Arnold never being around, she had stopped bothering to keep it shorn. Surely, I need to do something with it, though. A trim or bald or something. What do the young guys like nowadays? Giggling to herself, Sonia went running down to her sewing room where she kept her computer tucked over in the corner.


  Googling “what type of pubic hair do young men prefer” she sat waiting for a couple of seconds before the choices came up. After a few minutes of research, she found the consensus was that while most older men seemed to favor a full bush or none at all, most young men liked a nice, neatly-trimmed muff.


  So, a trim it will be, she laughed to herself as she went hurrying down to her bathroom. Opening up the medicine cabinet, she laid out all the implements she was going to use to perform the modification of her pubic ornamentation. Scissors, razor, comb, hand mirror, and shaving cream sat on the counter when she was finished gathering up the equipment she would need.


  Smiling to herself, she picked up the scissors and the comb. Combing the kinky, little curls and pulling them out from her mons, Sonia shaped the hairs into a narrow strip of curls that ran from just above her clit extending up about three inches. Holding the mirror in her hand studying her pussy as she trimmed, she made a few more nips and then set the scissors and mirror back down on the counter. Taking a deep breath to calm herself, she picked up the can of shaving cream and gave it a few good shakes before tilting it up and squirting out a big puff of the frothy, white foam on the tips of her fingers. Putting the can back, she lifted her foot and rested it on the edge of the tub as she spread her legs and dabbed the white cream all over the tapered tip of her tummy.


  Stepping back over to the sink, she quickly rinsed her hands and dried them off. Then she nervously picked up the razor and resumed the position once again.


  Pinching the fat, fleshy lips of her pussy between her thumb and finger, she pulled them out and began to slowly, methodically shave off the curls until all that remained was a tiny swath of foam-covered curls about an inch wide and three inches long. And she had tapered the bottom tip of the sliver of curls so that it looked like a little arrowhead pointing down. Pointing down to her sex, guiding the way for any man, or boy who might stumble up on it.


  Giggling to herself, she dampened a towel and quickly wiped away the foam. Then she picked up the mirror and held it down in front of her pussy. Pulling her pussy lips first one way and then the other, she checked it out to be sure that she had gotten all of the kinky, brown curls. Satisfied she had, she put away all of her barbering tools, pulled out the Nair and quickly applied it to her legs. Stepping into the shower, she quickly sponged off the foam. Finishing her shower, she toweled off and hurried back out into her bedroom.


  Where had all the time gone, she giddily wondered slipping her little, silver wrist watch back on. Five o’clock already. Two hours. Two hours and her escort would be here. She was as nervous as a cat in a rocking chair factory. This was all so new to her. She’d never done anything this crazy in her whole life. What if she got caught? No, no, don’t go there. Don’t even think about that. Thinking like that was like tempting fate. Like flaunting her vulnerability in fate’s face. See, look at me, look what I’m doing and no one will ever know.


  Stepping over to her dressing vanity, she picked up her drink, threw her head back and quickly tossed it down in one gulp. As the warm glow spread out from her belly and quieted some of the angst swirling through her mind, Sonia decided that maybe another drink might settle her down to a point where all this might just seem doable. Wearing only the gold anklet that had been a present from Arnold on their eighteenth anniversary and her watch, Sonia dashed across the bedroom and down to the stairs.


  Stepping down the steps two at a time, she could feel her big breasts heavily tugging at her chest as they bobbled and floundered up and down with each step. She loved her girls, but they could be such a nuisance at times, she tipsily thought as she padded over to the bar. Picking up the bottle of CC, she dashed three fingers into her glass. Then as she started to set the bottle down, she tipped it again and added another three fingers, filling the glass almost to the point of overflowing. Setting the bottle down, she carefully lifted her drink and sipped on it until it would be safe to transport it back up the stairs to her bedroom.


  Being careful not to spill it, Sonia slowly made her way back up the stairs to her bedroom.


  Setting her glass on the night table by the side of the bed, she reached down and ran her fingertips over the lingerie lying on top of her little, red dress. Slipping the sheer, black nylons out from under the other naughties, she sat down on the edge of the bed. Holding one of the nylons between her hands, she bent her long, sculpted leg and pointed her toe. Easing her arched foot down into the opening of the nylon, she slowly straightened out her leg as she pulled the sheer, slippery hose up her leg until the reinforced band at its top was wrapped around the meaty part of her thigh. Then she reached over and duplicated the feat with her other nylon.


  Standing up, she picked up the lacy, black garter belt and wrapped it around her belly. Connecting the two clasps that held it together, she quickly spun the belt around until the clasps were in the back. Then, one at a time, she slowly stretched each of the six long garters down to the top of the nylons, pushed the little, rubber nubs on the garters trough their metal grommets and hooked them.


  Pushing up off the bed, Sonia padded over to her mirror and turned to face away from it. Looking back over her shoulder, she checked out the seam that ran from the bottom of the reinforced band at the top of her nylons all the way down to the reinforced heel. She saw that one seam was slightly out of line so she leaned down, pinched hold of the errant hose plucking and pulling on it until she had both nylons lined up perfectly.


  Satisfied with her nylons, Sonia stepped over to the closet and picked out a pair of spike-heeled pumps and slipped her feet into them. Previously, she had been five feet eight, but with the high heels on, she now stood a statuesque six feet tall.


  Tottering for the first couple of steps on the stilts, she went clacking back over to her vanity and opened the lid of her jewel-encrusted jewelry box. Reaching into the box, she pulled out a pair of long, dangling earrings made of three circles of white coral. Looking into the mirror, she attached the smallest of the three circles to her ear. The middle circle was just a little larger than the top one and the bottom one was larger still. After she had both earrings fastened to her ears, she pulled out two bead bracelets made of opaque, white glass. Slipping them up over her wrist, she stepped back over to the bed, leaned down and picked up her panties.


  Smiling to herself, she realized that she had made a smart choice. She was leaking out so much pussy juice she was afraid that if she didn’t wear panties she would be sliding off her chair and landing on her butt all night long. Giggling to herself about her tasteless joke, she leaned down, lifted her stockinged foot and slipped it into the panties. Then hold the panties around one ankle, she lifted her other foot and stepped into her panties.


  Standing up, pulling her panties up her legs as she did, she pulled them up over her garters and garter belt until they were wrapped around the swell of her svelte hips. Now she could slip the panties off and keep her garter belt on should the occasion arise, she tipsily thought.


  Smiling, she reached back and picked up the brassiere. Lifting it up, she wrapped the little, black wisp of lace and satin around her waist. Connecting the little clasps that held it together, she twisted the bra around until the satin-lined cups were resting underneath her pendulous breasts. Then, one at a time, he held out the shoulder straps, slipped her arms through them and pulled them up over her shoulders. Watching herself in the mirror, she pinched the bottom of the brassiere between her thumbs and fingers and tugged it down a little bit.


  Then she tugged the cups up and cradled her tits in them. The tiny wisp of material hid little but did provide support and a little push up to make her tits seem even bigger and fuller.


  Stepping back, she turned to the left, then to the right, checking herself out in the mirror to make sure everything was shipshape. Satisfied with what she saw, she quickly slipped into her little red dress. The hem of the dress only came down to mid-thigh leaving most of her long, nylon-encased legs bare and there was no back to the dress at all. The opening in the back of the dress left her long, sweeping back bare from her neck all the way down, stopping only a scant couple of inches above the tops of the cheeks of her tight, firm ass. The only thing keeping her dress from spreading open was an inch-wide band of red velvet in the middle of her back that ran across the opening, attached on both sides by red buttons and covering the back strap of her bra.


  Stepping over to her vanity, she tipped up her drink and took another long pull on it. The alcohol was having a calming effect on her. Quieting the nagging guilt she still felt while at the same time blurring the fuzzy lines between right and wrong. Was it really wrong to want to have some fun? It wasn’t her fault that Arnold was always gone, was it? A woman needed to feel wanted, appreciated every once in a while, she pouted.


  Glancing at her watch, she saw that it was six forty-five. Oh, my God, she panicky thought. It’s almost time. Can I go through with it? A final check in the mirror, a couple of fluffs of her short, dish-water blond hair and she was as ready as she would ever be.


  Hurrying down the stairs, she refreshed her drink and nervously lit a cigarette. She didn’t smoke often, but she had to have something to do with her hands while she waited.


  Suddenly the doorbell rang—


  Sonia nearly jumped out of her skin. She hadn’t been expecting it to come so soon and sloshed almost half of her drink out onto the bar. Grabbing up a dish towel, she anxiously dabbed up the spill and tossed the towel under the bar.


  Then the doorbell rang a second time.


  “Coming—” she called out, reaching down and running her hands over her dress to smooth out any wrinkles that might have formed as she waited. Then with another fluff of her hair, she went clopping across the living room to the front door.


  Stepping up to the door, she flipped open the peephole cover and peered out through it.


  A spasm of shock ripped into her brain. Larry? It was Larry standing at the front door! What was he doing here? And he was wearing a coat and tie? She’d only seen him dressed up in a coat and tie two or three times. He definitely wasn’t a coat and tie kind of guy. Tees and short pants were more his forte.


  Wait! Could it be? Was he her date? How had he found out? Did he work for The Fraternity?


  It appeared that Sonia’s worst nightmare was coming true. She’d been caught red-handed.


  Then she saw Larry reach out to ring the doorbell again. The harsh buzzing shook Sonia out of her reverie and she reached for the door handle. Her trembling fingers felt numb as she clutched hold of the knob and somehow turned it.


  “Larry?“ she wheezed as she opened the door.


  “Uh, Mrs. Adkins?” Larry asked as they both awkwardly stood staring at each other.


  “Uh, uh, what are you doing here?” she asked him, stumbling backward so he could step inside.


  “Wow, Mom, you look fantastic—” Larry gushed as he stepped around her. And she did, his reeling brain railed as he watched her slowly push the door closed behind him. She was fucking beautiful! He had rarely gotten to see his mother dressed to the nines and now this. And the fact she had dressed this way for him made the whole thing seem even more sensual and evoking.


  As she turned back to face him, Sonia saw Larry’s eyes immediately dart down to the exposed swell of her breasts as they ballooned up above the sweeping neckline of her dress.


  “What are you doing here?” Sonia asked him again, self-consciously lifting her hand up to cover the daring display of bare tit-flesh.


  “I’m here to take a Mrs. Adkins out to dinner and dancing,” Larry grinned, lifting his eyes back up to her meticulously made up face. “But if she’s not around, how about you and I going instead?”


  “I’m so embarrassed,” Sonia mumbled, stepping around him and clopping across the room toward the bar.


  “Don’t be. I know that dad is never around. I know how much you like to dance. So what’s wrong with you wanting to have a night out? But I would have been happy to oblige had you called me,” Larry told her, watching the seductive roll of her hips under the clinging tightness of her short, red dress.


  “I know…but I didn’t want to bother you,” Sonia lied lifting her drink up to her lips and taking a sip. How could he know that dinner and dancing weren’t the only things on her fevered mind? But he worked for the escort service. He must know what Eloise had hinted at. There was more to the date than that.


  “Where did you get our number?” Larry asked her as he followed her over to the bar.


  “Uh, El, uh, Eloise Chambers. She said that she had used it a few times,” Sonia explained, then added. “She said that if I wanted to go dancing that The Fraternity was an escort service that could provide someone that could dance,” she lied.


  “Well, she’s right there,” Larry grinned, tipping up the bottle of CC and making himself a drink. “They made us go to dance lessons before they would hire us.”


  “You—dance lessons? That’s hard to believe,” Sonia laughed, feeling somewhat less guilty about the whole thing. It was all innocent enough. Her and Larry, dinner and dancing? While it wouldn’t take care of the root problem, it would be fun going out for a dinner and dancing with him.


  He had a new strange demeanor. A self-confidence that hadn’t been there before. Had he acquired that confidence by dating older women?


  “So how long have you been working for The Fraternity?” she asked him, noticing that his eyes were continually straying down to the exposed expanse of bare tit-flesh.


  “About a year,” he told her, taking a sip on his drink. “Started my sophomore year. Nice to have a few extra bucks to rub together…not to mention free food and the company of a pretty woman…or in the case of the company of a beautiful woman tonight,” he smiled, sneaking another quick peek down at her breasts.


  “You’re making me blush,” Sonia murmured as an actual blush did spread out across her cheeks.


  “I’m not lying, Mom. You look awesome. You’ll be the prettiest woman in the whole club,” Larry grinned.


  “So you really don’t mind going through with this?” she asked, nervously plucking at the neckline of her dress, trying to pull it up so that it would cover a little more.


  “Sure—”


  “Well, I guess, if you won’t feel embarrassed being seen with an old woman,” she laughed, feeling more and more comfortable and less and less intimidated by the whole thing.


  “You certainly don’t look like an old woman, Mom,” Larry said, his eyes wandering down to her breasts again.


  It was a strange sensation being ogled by her own son. It was one she had never had to deal with before, but there was no denying that he seemed to be overly-interested in her breasts and was thoroughly enjoying what he was seeing. She almost felt naked the way her kept checking her out. Thankfully, the booze helped somewhat in quelling that feeling.


  “I’ll tell you what I’ll do Mom,” Larry said. “I’ll take you out and wine and dine you tonight, if you’ll promise that the next time you want to go out, you’ll call me first. Deal?”


  “Uh, deal…” Sonia smiled, wondering just what he would think if he knew just how the whole sordid affair had begun. His mother, the slut! Sure, she wanted to be wined and dined, but she wanted more. More than he could provide. Now she would have to find some other way of satisfying that need. Back to the old vibrator, she disappointedly thought.


  “Well, call us a cab and let’s get this thing on the road,” Larry laughed.


  Did she know where these dates typically ended, he wondered. Hadn’t Eloise explained the whole thing to her? Dinner, dancing and then fucking—


  But surely mom wouldn’t cheat on dad like that he told himself. Not mom! No she would never do anything like that. But she was certainly dressed for the part. Hell, I’m her son and I’m getting turned on. What would one of the other guys have thought? You know what they would have thought. She was H-O-T! They would have been on her like gangbusters. Like dogs after a bitch in heat. He knew because, sadly, he was beginning to feel the same way.


  “Okay, we’re a cab,” Sonia laughed, picking up her cell. Larry’s eyes were instantly drawn down to her tight little ass as she went swishing out into the kitchen. God what an ass, he sickly thought. And her legs— they were stunning. There was no other word to describe them. Was she wearing a garter belt, he lewdly wondered? His mind was out of control as he sat at the bar waiting for her to return. The way she was showing off her breasts made him wonder. Panties? Was she not wearing any? Just the thought of her walking around in front of him without any panties on sent jolts of electric excitement sparking through his cock as it began to thicken and uncoil down inside his pants.


  What was going on, Larry worriedly wondered? His mom was making him hard? How could that happen? Well, look at her for one thing, he told himself as he heard the sexy ping of her high heels as she came clacking out of the kitchen.


  “We’re a cab,” she softly laughed, making her breasts jiggle and bobble down inside the bodice of her low-cut dress as she came walking across the room toward him. They looked so soft and supple as they quivered and shuddered with each step she took.


  I wish he would quit looking at my breasts that way, it’s making me feel uncomfortable, Sonia fussed to herself. Then why did you wear your sexy, red dress, fool? How can you blame Larry? Why your tits are practically hanging out in the open. Another inch and your fucking nipples would be showing.


  But I’m his mom. It’s not supposed to be like that. I’m his mother. Well, you’re a woman, too. And a mighty sexy one, so quit putting all the blame on Larry. After all, he is a man!


  “Ten minutes,” Sonia told Larry as she freshened her drink and took another sip.


  You keep drinking like you’re drinking and you’re gonna do something dumb, she warned herself. How many had she had? One, two, three, and this one made four. Slow down, girl.


  “I never knew what a beautiful woman you were, Mom,” Larry praised, sipping on his drink as she stepped over to the couch.


  “Thank you for the compliment…but I was right under your nose all the time,” she said, feeling a strange sense of pride and guilt at the same time as she slowly eased down on the couch.


  “Yeah, but you never dressed up like this…for me,” Larry grinned.


  “I didn’t really dress up for you, Larry, Honey. You weren’t supposed to be my, uh, my date tonight,” Sonia mumbled, crossing her legs and then pushing the hem of her short dress back down.


  But as she did, Larry caught a glimpse of one of the clasps on her garters that held her hose up.


  She was, he railed to himself! She was wearing a garter belt! That revelation sent a jolt of electricity firing off down in his cock making it jerk and twitch. Garters. His mother was wearing garters. He couldn’t believe it. It was just another new surprise about his mother. Another provocative, mystifying side of her femininity that he’d never known in all of his twenty-one years.


  Then, as things seemed to be growing more and more awkward by the moment, they heard a car honk out in front of the house.


  “Our cab must be here,” Larry said, setting his drink down the bar and standing up. Hoping to catch another glimpse of garter, Larry watched his mother uncross her legs and set her glass on the coffee table. He was disappointed when nothing but long, nylon-encased leg was exposed as she stood up.


  Following her over to the front door, Larry couldn’t help but admire the sculpted perfection of her cute, tight ass as it rippled and shook with each step under the clinging satin. It was going to be a long night, he told himself.


  “Shall we?” Sonia asked as she picked up her little, rhinestone clutch off the table by the door.


  “We shall—” Larry joked back as he opened the door for her. Stepping out into the warm dusk, he saw that the horizon was bathed in the last rays of fading gold light. Spinning the lock to lock the door, he closed it behind them. Then, like a giddy teenager on his first date, he took hold of his mother’s hand and they walked hand in hand out to the cab.


  Letting go of her hand, he reached down and pulled the cab door open for her.


  As she bent down to slide into the car, Sonia’s short dress rode up her leg and unknown to her, gave her son a brief flash of creamy, white thigh and garters.


  Another spasm of excitement sparked through Larry’s stiff, hard cock as he almost got to see all the way up her dress to the panties hidden at the juncture where her long, lovely legs met at the tip of her tummy. But disappointedly, the hem stopped just short of revealing the answer to his earlier question of whether she was wearing panties or not.


  Closing her door, Larry ran around the back of the cab and jumped in.


  “The Sabor,” Larry told the driver.


  “The Sabor, it is—” the cabbie answered back.


  In the process of embarking, Sonia and Larry found themselves sitting in the middle of the backseat so close their hips were almost brushing together. Larry didn’t know what to do. On any other date he would have slipped his arm around her and pulled her to him, but this wasn’t any other date. This was his mother!


  Then as they drove along, she looked over at him and smiled. The smile melted all the barriers he had created for himself. Leaning away from her, he lifted his arm and eased it around behind her neck and pulled her up against him.


  Sonia was startled by her son’s sudden act of intimacy. She hadn’t been expecting it and didn’t know how to respond. Any other time it would have seemed a normal, loving gesture, but tonight there was more. There was already an awkward sense of tension in the air and this just seemed to add to it.


  Sitting with her arms crossed and her hands in her lap as they bumped along, Sonia felt the same tenseness she’d felt on her first date with Arnold. It was bizarre, but this thing was taking on all the trappings of a real, honest-to-God date. A date with her own son!


  Looking back over at him, she saw him innocently smile back at her and gently pull her against him. Not wanting to spoil the quiet closeness of the moment, she reached over and intimately laid her hand on his leg about halfway between his knee and crotch. Then to Larry’s amazement, she gave his thigh a soft squeeze.


  Larry thought his cock was going to rip out through his pants as he felt his mother’s hand on his leg. He couldn’t explain it. It was a simple, blameless gesture, but to him it was almost as if she had touched him on his penis. His brain was on fire and there was no one to put it out.


  It was taking every fiber of his being to keep from sweeping his mother into her arms and crushing his lips against hers.


  Squeezing his leg again, Sonia smiled back at him. His lips looked so full, so soft. For the briefest of moments she wondered how soft they would feel against hers. Then from somewhere a crazy, impulsive thought popped into her head. A kiss? His lips against hers, softly touching…Her heart was pounding so hard she had to turn away. A deep breath. Could she blame the booze? Why did her face feel hot and flushed?


  Suddenly, the cab braked to a stop, breaking the spell Sonia and Larry had found themselves entrapped in.


  “Uh, yeah, uh, we’re here—” Larry muttered, sheepishly pulling his arm out from behind his mother’s neck and reaching for the door handle. Pushing the door open, Larry stumbled out into the cooling night air and took in a deep breath to try and calm the raging flood of hormones pouring through his reeling brain.


  What had just happened, Sonia breathlessly asked as she sat anxiously waiting for Larry to open the door for her? She had wanted to kiss him? That had been close. Yes, she had to admit it. She had been that close to leaning over and kissing him on the lips. This is crazy! Get ahold of yourself, woman—


  Both of them were fighting feelings they’d never felt for each other, yet neither of them knew what the other was going through. If they had, maybe things would have been different, but they weren’t—


  Opening the door for his mother, Larry watched her turn on her butt and stretch her long, curvaceous legs out of the car. As she did, her dress rode up both legs and Larry got a brief, but telling peek at the black silk covering the mystical triangle where her legs met her tummy. Panties, he disappointedly railed. She was wearing panties, he fumed, holding his hand out to her to help her out of the car.


  Taking his hand, Sonia pulled herself out of the car and quickly shoved her dress back down to cover herself. Why did you wear this dress, she fussed at herself. Your tits are nearly hanging out in the open and it’s so short, you show your ass every time you move. What a fool you are—


  Handing the cabbie a twenty, Larry took his mother’s hand and guided her up to the front door of The Savor. Holding the door open for her, he followed her inside and they made their way over to the Maître d’s podium.


  “Yes?” the Maitre’d asked.


  “Reservations for two for Mrs. Cram—uh, , Mrs. Adkins,” Larry mumbled.


  “Cram-Atkins?” the Maître d frowned.


  “Mrs. Adkins,” Larry corrected himself.


  “Let me see,” the Maître d said as he ran his pen down the list of names on the ledger sitting on the podium.


  “Yes, here we are. Table for two for a Mrs. Adkins,” he said, drawing a line through his mother’s name. “Right this way…”


  Following along behind his mother and the Maître d, Larry saw that every head in the dining room swing toward them. He couldn’t blame them. All the women were probably envious of his mother’s stunning good looks and the men were drooling over the delectable prize strutting across the room toward our table.


  Quickly stepping up behind his mother’s chair, Jamie pulled it back for her. Smiling at him, Sonia gracefully melted down into it as Jamie gave it a gentle push to push it under her. As he did, he couldn’t help looking down and found his eyes staring down into the bodice of her dress at the two globes of creamy-white, quivering tit-flesh. And this time he could see the two big, plump berries jutting out just below the neckline of her dress. A spasm of excitement sizzled through his achingly-hard cock as he saw their aroused state.


  Finally Jamie was able to tear his eyes off his mother’s breasts and stumble around to his chair.


  Why is he blushing, Sonia asked herself when she saw Jamie’s crimson cheeks? Oh, my goodness, he was looking down my dress. He saw my nipples. My swollen, hard, aching nipples. And now he knows how aroused I am. This is crazy, she told herself as she felt a matching blush burn out across her own cheeks.


  “Wine?” the Maître d asked.


  “What would you suggest?” Jamie said.


  “Our house wine is excellent,” the Maître d smiled, glancing down at Sonia’s ample bosom.


  “Fine, a bottle of that,” Jamie told him, giving him a jealous scowl.


  “Yes, Sir…” the Maître d haughtily smiled back, bowing and stepping away from the table.


  The food was , the wine delicious and before they knew it, dinner was over.


  “Do you come here often?” Sonia asked.


  “A couple of times a month,” Jamie grinned.


  “You must be quite popular with the, uh, the, the other women,” Sonia smiled back at him.


  “I guess so,” Jamie uncomfortably answered.


  Just then the waiter stepped up to the table with their bill. Looking at both of them, he finally set it in front of Jamie. Reaching into his coat for his wallet, he saw his mother reach across the table and pull the bill over in front of her.


  “I’m paying the bill,” she told him. “That’s part of the arrangement…isn’t it?”


  “But…” Jamie complained.


  “I’m not going to let you spend all your money on one of my silly whims,” she shushed him, “so keep your money. It’s not any good tonight…” she softly laughed, flipping open her clutch and pulling out a credit card.


  Handing the card and the bill to the waiter, they both watched him turn and head off. Then Sonia reached across the table and took hold of Jamie’s hand.


  “Thank you for coming,” she purred, giving his hand a gentle squeeze. “I was so lonesome tonight. It’s nice to have someone to talk to.”


  “Glad I could help, Mom,” Jamie said, feeling guilty for thinking what he had earlier thought about her.


  Moments later, the waiter was back with her card. Slipping it back into her purse, she smiled over at Jamie.


  “Do you want to dance?” Jamie asked her, pushing up out of his chair and stepping around behind her chair.


  “I thought you’d never ask,” she laughed as Jamie pulled her chair back so she could stand up.


  The dance floor was hardly big enough for the few couples already on it as they slowly made their way toward a booth tucked over in the corner of the dimly-lit bar. The light, what little there was, was being provided by the tiny candles in the middle of each of the tables.


  There was a strange unfamiliar closeness between them as they sat sipping on their drinks and listening to the music being played by the Janston Trio up on the tiny stage at the end of the bar.


  “Ma’am, could I have this dance?” Jamie finally asked.


  “I wondered when you were going to ask,” Sonia smiled, setting her drink down as Jamie slid out of the booth and stood up. Scooting across the booth, Sonia stood up beside him. Normally, Sonia would have been some four or so inches shorter than her son, but now in her high heels she matched his six foot height.


  Taking her by the hand, Jamie led her out to the dance floor. Then holding onto her hand, Jamie slipped his arm around her. As he did, she curled her arm above his and around behind his back. Then they began to slowly move to the beat of the music as they swayed across the dance floor. English Leather, Sonia woozily thought. The same after shave his father always wore.


  Sonia was surprised to find she was actually enjoying herself as they danced the night away. She couldn’t recall the last time she had had so much fun as they danced and made small talk. It had all the trappings and feelings of a first date!


  It was all so different, Jamie told himself. Dancing with this beautiful, sexy woman was once again making things hard on him. Literally.


  This was a quiet intimacy he had never shared with his mother. It was all so bewildering. The slow, sultry throb of the music; the warm softness of his mother’s body in his arms; the beguiling fragrance of her perfume; the brush of her hair against his cheek; the feel of her warm, smooth skin against the palm of his hand; it was all so provoking.


  Jamie’s cock was so hard, it was aching. He didn’t think he’d ever been so hard and dancing the way they were, it was only a matter of time before his mother would know too. Then she would know what a sick, twisted pervert her son was, he shamefully thought.


  Then, Jamie felt his mother’s soft, full lips brush against his neck. He couldn’t tell if it had been on purpose or an accident, but a paroxysm of excitement shuddered through his cock making it twitch. And as fate would have it, his mother picked that very same instant to move in closer.


  CLANG—CLANG—CLANG—went the alarm bells inside her head as her belly brushed up against her son’s cock. HE HAS AN ERECTION! Jamie has an erection, her fevered brain screamed out at her. How? Why? How could he? He was her son! She was his mother! Things like that weren’t supposed to happen. Just then her belly brushed against his cock again. Yes, he was hard, she frantically thought. It felt like he had a tree limb shoved down inside his pants. And it felt huge!


  Oh, crap, now she knows, Jamie anxiously thought as he felt his mother’s belly brush up against his cock. She knows she made me hard. She knows what a sicko her son is.


  What should I do, Sonia hysterically raved at herself?


  The ones in the control center of her brain were running around like chickens with their heads cut off not knowing what to do. Then the one in charge ordered that a switch be thrown. Oh, no, no, no, Sonia screamed to herself. That’s the wrong switch, she frantically thought as she felt a rush of warmth spread out across her loins. Suddenly her swollen nipples grew hypersensitive. So sensitive she could barely even stand to have her dress touch them as they were sending pulse after pulse of pure, raw excitement sparking down to her throbbing clit.


  This couldn’t be happening, she ranted. How could she be aroused in that way by her own son? But there was no denying it. She was aroused. Then more and more switches were thrown as she could feel the lips of her pussy swelling, becoming engorged with blood just like her clit. She could feel her wet, sticky juices beginning to flow. Her heart was pounding and she was having difficulty breathing. Even the lighting in the room suddenly seemed brighter as her pupils dilated. And the roaring jet inside her head revved its engines.


  Then as they continued to slowly sway to the music, she felt Jamie’s hand inching down the curve of her bare back, moving lower and lower down toward the swell of her butt.


  Now sirens had joined the clanging bells in her head as her frantic brain warned her of the impending danger.


  As his trembling fingers moved lower and lower down his mother’s back, Jamie could feel the muscles in her back tensing. But that didn’t matter because he was no longer in control and held no power over his hands. Then as he gently pressed his hand against her back and questioningly rubbed his cock against her belly, he felt his fingers brush across the edging at the bottom of the sweeping back of her little, red dress.


  Sonia felt like she could make out every tiny detail of her son’s giant penis as it rubbed against her belly. She could feel the rubbery hardness of its head and even the flared rim of the glans where it joined the shaft of his cock. Her fevered brain even thought she could make out the jut of the big blood vessels crisscrossing the thick, round cylinder of meat. She knew this was an improbability, but still it couldn't stop her brain from thinking that.


  Suddenly, Sonia stepped back, breaking his hold on her.


  “Uh, I, uh, I need to go to the little girl’s room,” she mumbled, unable to look him in the eye.


  “Uh, okay,” Jamie guilty hawed.


  As they stepped apart Jamie held onto her hand while they made their way back to the table. Then Sonia let go of his hand and picked up her clutch.


  “I’ll be right back,” she mumbled as she went clacking across the dance floor toward the lady’s room.


  Jamie was beside himself. What had he just done? He had ruined everything? It had all been flowing together so nicely. She seemed to be enjoying herself. Until he had acted like a buffoon. Why had he rubbed his cock against her belly? She was his mother for Christ’s sake. And why had he tried to grope her ass? He had been acting like some sex-crazed teenager…and with his mother!


  What had just happened, Sonia asked herself as she sat on the toilet lid trying to regain her composure once again. Jamie had an erection! And he had actually rubbed it against her belly—or had it been an accident? Maybe that part of it had been an accident, but it was no mistaking that he was hard. That part couldn’t be explained away. He had an erection and she was surely the cause of it. There could be no other reason for it.


  A part of her was repulsed by it, but another part of her was thrilled by it. Her alcohol-contaminated thoughts were all jumbled up. She didn’t know what to do. She wanted to go home and think about it. Think about what had just happened between the two of them. Try to find some explanation for it, but she didn’t want the night to end like this. She wanted the new closeness they had shared to go on. She wanted the warm, happy camaraderie they had shared to go on, but not the new, frightening side of those feelings.


  Did he have feelings for her? Those kinds of feelings? It made her queasy just thinking about it. Her son? Jamie? She had never considered anything like this ever happening. And now that it was, she didn’t know what to do. They weren’t that kind of people. That only happened between backwoods bumpkins. Didn’t it? It couldn’t happen between a normal, loving mother and son. Could it?


  It was crazy. She was so confused by her own feelings. Much less the actions of her son.


  This couldn’t go on. She needed to talk to Jamie and find out what was happening. Find out how he truly felt toward her. But how? How could she ask him if he had those kinds of feelings toward her? And if she could bring herself to do that, she was terrified of the answer. What if he was? Then what?


  It was unfathomable. This morning’s innocent comment to Eloise had led to all this. Her whole world was now turned upside down. What had been safe and sane had suddenly become dangerously absurd. She felt like she wanted to cry. But she couldn’t.


  It had to be a crazy mistake. None of this could be happening. Not to her! And she couldn’t spend the rest of the night sitting on the toilet in the bathroom. She had to go back out and do something. Do something to find out what was really going on between them.


  Standing up at last, she stepped up to the sink. Staring at her reflection in the mirror, she saw a scared, fearful forty-four-year-old woman staring back at her. She seemed to be so much older than the happy, frivolous woman she had seen in the mirror earlier in the day. The woman who had been contemplating cheating on her husband. Was this was her payback for those cheating thoughts?


  Opening her clutch, Sonia pulled out her lipstick and slowly ran it across her lips. Then stuffing it back in her purse, she nervously plucked at the neckline of her dress, pulling it up, trying to hide her overly-exposed breasts. Why had she worn the dress? Maybe she was just like Eloise. Maybe she was a slut, too. Maybe? There was no maybe to it. She was a slut who would do anything to satisfy the craving that was crying out down between her legs. Well, almost anything. A slut who would spread her legs for any man who could fill that aching emptiness and bring her satisfaction. But no not—ANY man, she tried to tell herself. Not him!


  Then the realization of what she had just thought struck her right between the eyes with the force of pile driver. ANY MAN—her fevered brain screamed? Any man? Jamie? The force of the revelation made her sick to her stomach as she had to grab hold of the sink and hold on to keep from falling to her knees. How could she?


  No! No! No! That couldn’t happen. Never would she let that happen.


  Slowly, she came to her senses. Pushing away from the sink, she took one last look at the evil crone who had just thought about having sex with her own son. Then she went clopping across the bathroom to the door. That woman, Sonia frantically thought, must be kept caged down inside herself. She could never let that woman escape into the light of day or the darkness of the night. She must be on her guard twenty-four/seven to keep her hidden away from the world. And that battle would start right now—


  Feeling woozy and lightheaded from the struggle going on inside her head, Sonia slowly made her way back across the crowded dance floor to their booth.


  “Mom, are you okay?” she heard Jamie ask her as she stepped up to the table.


  “Uh, yes, why?” she asked, wondering if he could tell what she was thinking. If he could tell that she had been thinking about them? Him and her and…and…she couldn’t even bring herself to say it to herself.


  “You, you look a little shaky,” he grinned, standing up so she could slide back into the booth.


  “No, I’m fine,” she lied. “Maybe it’s just that I’m getting older. Need my beauty sleep, you know,” she said, trying to smile and joke it off.


  “You certainly don’t need any of that,” Jamie joked back, knowing that he’d probably gone too far.


  “I think we need to go home,” Sonia murmured, taking his hand in hers and giving it a soft squeeze.


  “But it’s only ten o’clock. The night’s still young,” Jamie grinned, squeezing her hand back.


  “Please…” she whispered.


  The ride home was quiet. They hardly spoke a word. As the cab pulled up in front of his mother’s house, he shoved the door open and hopped out. Well, he’d really screwed up an otherwise fun evening, he chastised himself. Now she would probably never speak to him again.


  Pulling her door open, Jamie saw a flash of creamy-white thigh as his mother unfolded her long, sculpted legs and stepped out into the humid evening darkness. Slamming the door shut, he took hold of his mother’s hand and led her up the front walk to the door.


  Thankfully, she had made it home without anything else untoward happening, she told herself as they stopped at the door and turned to face each other.


  “Well, I enjoyed it, Mom. I’m sorry if I did anything to make you angry,” he apologized.


  “No, you didn’t do anything to make me angry,” she told him.


  “I usually get a good night kiss when I drop my date off,” he grinned.


  “Well, I wouldn’t want to be the first to break the string,” she tipsily laughed, leaning forward and softly brushing her lips across his.


  But just as their lips briefly touched, the caged woman down inside her made one last attempt to break free. “Don’t let him go—” the woman screamed at her. “Don’t let him go—”


  “Don’t go—” Sonia whispered, unable to stop herself as the prisoner down inside her struggled with the lock that held her confined.


  “What? But I thought,” Jamie mumbled, bewildered by his mother’s strange reversal.


  “No, don’t go…you, you can sleep in your bed. It’s still made up,” she told him.


  Why? Why did you do that, she frantically asked herself? You were almost home free and now you go and do this? You’re a fucking fool—


  Jamie could see the uncertainty in his mother’s eyes. He didn’t know what to do.


  “Are you sure? Back at the club, you…” he mumbled, wanting to stay, but not wanting to do anything to widen the gulf between them that had seemed to have materialized back at the club.


  “Yes. I don’t want you to leave. Come inside and we can…uh, we can talk…” she shakily told him.


  “Okay, if you’re sure,” he said.


  Unable to answer him, all Sonia could do was nod her head up and down.


  “I’ll be right back,” Jamie told her, stepping back down the walkway toward the idling cab. Digging his hand down into his pants pocked he pulled out a twenty and handed it to the cabbie who was smiling back at him with a knowing smile on his leering face.


  “Keep the change…and it’s not like that,” Jamie snarled. “She’s my mother—”


  ”Whatever—” the cabbie laughed, shifting the cab into gear and pulling away from the curb.


  Or was it like that? Jamie puzzled as he turned and walked back up the steps toward the front door where his mother had just disappeared inside. Something was happening between them. He couldn’t deny that, but just exactly what that something was, he couldn’t put his finger on it.


  Stepping into the house and closing the door behind him, he looked over and saw his mother standing behind the bar with a drink in her hand.


  “CC and coke?” she asked him as Jamie smiled and eased his suit coat back over his shoulders.


  “Sure,” he grinned back, draping his coat over the back of a chair and unloosening his tie. Then he slipped the tie up over his head and laid it on top of his coat. Walking across the room toward his mother, he thought he saw her eyes dip down to his crotch and then away again. It had all happened so quickly, he couldn’t be sure but thankfully his insubordinate partner hiding down between his legs had lost most of its earlier tumescence and was no longer blatantly evident. But, unfortunately his mother’s glance was all that it took to set the mechanism in motion once again when Jamie felt a tickle of excitement shiver through his cock as it began to swell down inside his pants.


  Thank goodness, Sonia happily thought as she saw that the bulge which had been plainly evident sticking out against the front of his pants was no longer present. His erection was gone. Thankful that she no longer had to deal with the evidence of her son’s obvious arousal, that revelation also brought with it a bizarre sense of disappointment. Her thoughts were spinning and tumbling through her head like a squad of gymnasts being loosed in a gymnasium.


  “So…what did you want to talk about?” Jamie asked her as he eased up on one of the barstools beside the bar.


  “Oh, nothing, in particular,” she lied, sliding his drink over in front of him. “With you being away at school and all, we don’t get many chances to talk. You know, just the two of us…”


  “No, I guess not, but all you have to do is holler and I’ll come running,” he laughed.


  “Yeah,” she laughed, making her quivering breasts jiggle and dance down inside the bodice of her red, satin dress. “It’s not like you’re a hundred miles away or something. You’re just across town.”


  Jamie could resist sneaking another peek at the creamy-white globes of flesh puffing up over the neckline of her dress. They were so full and plump, they looked like they were going to spill out into the open with each and every breath she took.


  Oh, no, Sonia told herself. He’s ogling your breasts again. I thought that was over and done with. What did you expect, fool? Did you think that once you left the club his interest would just disappear?


  Nervously brushing her fingers across the quivering globes, Sonia tried to hide them from her son’s leering eyes, but even as she did, that same disquieting feeling of pride and guilt she had felt earlier came swimming back into her head.


  Well, if he wants to look, let him, she tipsily told herself, dropping her hand away from her breasts. He wouldn’t dare do anything else. But as she did, she had that same sense of arousal and excitement she had felt when she had first felt his erection. Suddenly her loins were ablaze while her hypersensitive nipples felt as big as ping-pong balls as they rubbed against the inside of her dress. They were so sensitive and susceptible she wanted to reach up and tear her dress off them to let them breathe and be free of the itching jolts of excitement they were firing off down into her throbbing clit.


  Her chest was so tight, every breath was a struggle as she fought for control. But even as she struggled, she came to the shocking conclusion that the WOMAN down inside her had escaped and was wrestling control of her body and mind away from her.


  No! No! No! She screamed at the woman, who ignored her plaintive pleas and went about assuming domination over her.


  “Would you like to dance?” she fearfully heard herself ask. She was no longer the loving mother—he was no longer her son—She was WOMAN—He was MAN! How could it happen so fast, she frantically asked herself? It was almost like an out-of-body experience as she stood watching the despicable creature seducing Jamie.


  “Uh, yeah, uh, sure, if you want to,” Jamie grinned wondering what had just happened. One moment she had been nervously hiding her breasts behind her hand and the next, she had thrust them out at him like she wanted him to see them. And now she wanted to dance? Isn’t that what had gotten him into trouble earlier? When she had felt his erection—and he could feel another one rapidly forming as his cock uncoiled and firmed up down inside his pants. And then, there was the distant, unfocused look in her eyes.


  It was almost as if someone else had taken over her body. Taken it over and was controlling it.


  “Yes, I want,” Sonia purred, setting her drink down on the bar and slowly stepping out from behind it.


  “Are you okay, Mom?” Jamie timidly asked, setting his glass down and slipping down off the barstool.


  “I’m fine. Why do you ask?” she smiled, stepping across the room toward the entertainment center. Jamie couldn’t take his eyes off her perfect, round ass as it seductively rolled and rippled with every step as she slowly made her way across the room.


  “I don’t know. You’re just acting funny—” he mumbled as he watched the short dress tautly clinging to her butt when she bent down and turned the DVD player on.


  “Funny?” she smiled, standing back up and running her fingers across her breasts. “How am I acting funny?” she asked him, slowly clopping toward him, blatantly rolling her hips from side to side.


  “I don’t know—just different—” Jamie nervously smiled, letting his eyes stray across her softly-jiggling breasts.


  “Don’t you like the way I’m acting?” she asked. Sonia felt like she was being torn in two by the battling forces raging down inside her. One side, the old Sonia, the mother was trying to fight back and regain the upper hand. But the other side, the crazy, out-of-control side of her seemed to be slowly winning.


  “I don’t know—uh, I guess…” Jamie told her. Was she coming on to him? It certainly looked like it, but it would be stupid to assume that and do something that could forever haunt him. He would let her make the first move and he would meekly follow along behind letting her make the decision.


  “Come…” Sonia whispered, taking his hand in hers and gently pulling him out into the middle of the room. Following her lead, Jamie eased his arm around her waist and gently pulled her against him as her arm curled around behind his neck.


  Oh, God, she breathlessly railed to herself. He’s hard again! He has another erection, her muddled brain floundered. Yes. Yes. Yes, she groaned to herself as she gently rubbed her belly against the steel-hard cylinder of meat pressing against her. Now the woman in her was almost fully in control, guiding her, letting her instincts take over while the remaining sliver of the mother in her slowly sank deeper and deeper into the quicksand of carnal desire.


  Then as they slowly swayed around the room to the slow, sensuous beat of the music, she could feel Jamie’s fingers fumbling with the little band of velvet that stretched across her shoulders and held her dress together. He was going to unbutton her dress—a tiny part of her still fought to stop him, but the vast majority of her psyche wanted him to do it. She wanted to show him her body. Show him how beautiful he made her feel. Show him what could be his if he wanted it!


  Jamie’s brain was on the verge of shut down as he felt the tension in the velvet band of cloth go limp. The back of her dress was unbuttoned. Now the only thing between him and her hidden femininity was the bottom of her dress. She was nude from her long, slender neck all the way down to the small of her back he told himself, except for the back strap of her bra while they continued to slowly move to the beat of the music as if nothing had happened. The he boldly began to inch his hand lower and lower down the long, sweeping curve of her bare back.


  The excitement sizzling through his brain was making his fingers tremble as they brushed against the smooth, flawless arch of her back. This was his mother, he ranted to himself. His MOTHER was letting him undress her. It was beyond comprehension. Yes, most of his other escort dates usually ended up this way at some point or other, but this was his mother. His reeling brain was straining to wrap itself around the profound magnitude of it all, but it couldn’t as he felt his fingertips brush against the top edge of the back of her dress. What would you call it, he deliriously wondered? I guess that you would call it a neckline but that hardly seemed fair when it was only a couple of inches above the swell of her buttocks.


  Oh, my God, he’s really going to do it, Sonia told herself as she felt his fingers fumbling with the clasp at the bottom of the backless swoop of her dress. How could she let this happen, she frantically asked herself? But then as she clung to the last tiny shard of decency, she felt that slip through her fingers as Jamie slowly pulled the little zipper down over the curve of her ass.


  They had almost stopped moving altogether as Jamie unzipped her dress. But once that was done, he began to sway again, leading her, guiding her toward the couch. As he did, he felt his mother’s lips on his neck nibbling their way up to his ear.


  “Jamie…” she softly whimpered as she felt the back of her legs nudge up against the couch.


  Then suddenly she found herself falling backwards onto it. A soft “Ompfff—” escaped her lips as she landed on the couch. Half-sitting, half-lying on the couch, she watched as Jamie leaned down over her and eased his fingers down under the neckline of her dress. She couldn’t move, paralyzed by the fever filling her reeling brain.


  Slowly, Jamie began to peel his mother’s dress down the slope of her shoulders as she lay looking up at him with a dazed, groggy look on her pretty face. Then he saw her beautiful breasts spill out into the open.


  His hands stopped moving as he stared down at the dangling treasures in worshipful awe as they softly jiggled and quivered in the tiny, lace brassiere that cupped them. Her nipples were obviously swollen and puffy as they stuck out of the centers of the round globes of quivering flesh almost covering the entire breadth of her darkened, quarter-sized areolas. A spasm of electric excitement jolted through his achingly-hard cock as he tenderly ran his fingertips across one of the stiff, rubbery nubs and felt it flick under his fingers.


  “So beautiful…” he whispered as he brought his hand back to the sleeves of her dress and began to push them it down over her belly. As he did, he saw the little lacy garter belt peek out from under her dress. Trying to pull the dress lower, he found he couldn’t as it was trapped between his mother’s butt and the couch. Pushing harder, he saw the muscles in his mother’s legs tense as she pushed up off her spike heels and lifted her butt off the couch to free her dress.


  Pulling the short dress down over the curves of her hips, he saw his mother was looking down at him with a lost, dazed look in her smoky, blue eyes. Looking back down, he watched the neckline of her dress slip down off her belly to reveal the sheer, black panties covering her sex and the long, black garters reaching down to the darkened bands of nylon stretched the thickness of her thigh.


  Dropping to his knees beside her long, nylon-encased legs, he pulled her dress down over her knees, down her calves and off over the shoes being careful not to snag it on the long, spiked heels.


  Another quick glance up over his mother’s softly-quivering breasts to her face, Jamie saw that the expression on her face hadn’t changed as she stared down at him in an almost trance-like state.


  Crawling on his knees, he moved over in between her legs. Reaching up to the little satin bow between the lacy cups of her brassiere, he gently plucked at it. As he did, he felt the tension go out of the wisp of a bra as the satin-laced cups dropped away from her breasts leaving them completely bare and exposed to Jamie’s feasting eyes.


  They should be declared national treasures, Jamie giddily thought as he lovingly ran his fingers over the soft, firm mountains of creamy-white flesh. Leaning down, he buried his nose down in the perfume-scented cleavage running down between the quivering pillows of flesh. Groveling in the soft, pliancy of her cushiony breasts, he wrapped his hands around them and began to squeeze and massage them.


  Finally, he kissed his way over to one of the big, rubbery nipples jutting out of its pebbled circle of darkened flesh. Pursing his lips around he rubbery nub, he began to softly suck and gently nip at it with his teeth.


  As he did, he felt his mother’s fingers plucking and pulling at the row of buttons running down the front of his shirt.


  Sonia barely even realized what she was doing as her fingers frantically worked at the buttons on her son’s shirt. All she knew was that they needed to be naked. Naked so they could complete the ruination of the innocence which had once existed between them.


  She could feel a warm trickle of spit slowly dribbling down the underside of her breast as Jamie sucked on her overly-sensitive nipple. As he sucked and nibbled on the swollen nub, rivers of excitement were flowing from it down to her aching, throbbing clit. She was beyond caring now. Only one thing mattered. Only the joining of their bodies could satisfy the sick, twisted craving down between her legs.


  Then Jamie felt his mother’s frenzied fingers on his belt as she blindly pushed it through its buckle. With the belt spread open, her fingers found the button holding his pants buttoned shut. Seconds later, his pants were unbuttoned and his mother was unzipping them.


  With a whimper, Jamie let his mother’s spit-drenched nipple slip out from between his lips as he struggled up to his feet between her legs. Stripping his unbuttoned shirt back over his shoulders, he tossed it onto the floor and dug his thumbs down under the waistbands of his shorts and pants.


  Dropping her eyes down over her son’s chiseled chest and six-packed abs, Sonia expectantly waited to see it. Waited to see the thing that had brought all this about by declaring Jamie’s true feelings toward her.


  Then, with a tortured sob, Jamie shoved his shorts down his legs to free the evil creature that dwelled down between his legs.


  “My God—” Sonia gasped as her son’s giant penis sprang into view.


  The tree limb she had felt on the dance floor had somehow transformed itself into a tree trunk as the evil malignancy slashed and danced around while Jamie struggled out of his pants and shorts.


  Jamie was vainly pleased with the size of his penis. Nine inches of rock-hard flesh, muscle, nerves and blood vessels. While their business card bragged that the penis size of all of the escorts in the service were in the 98th percentile, Jamie’s was in the 99.9 th percentile range according to statistics he had looked up on the internet.


  Sonia felt a shiver of fear tickle up her spine as she stared at the monstrous column of meat jutting up out of her son’s hairy crotch. He was bigger than his father. Much bigger. Longer and thicker.


  Jamie saw the look of panic flash across his mother’s eyes as she lay gawking up at his penis. Was he too big for her? The last thing in the world he wanted to do was hurt her. But they would sort that out when it came time to find out, he told himself because he had other things on his mind right now.


  “So big…” he heard his mother murmur as he slowly kneeled back down on the floor beside her legs.


  Looking back down, Jamie could see that the damp, juice-soaked crotch of her panties was wetly clinging to the outline of the fleshy folds underneath it. Now he could smell her arousal as he reached up and dug his fingers under the stretchy band of black elastic that stretched around her narrow waist. Pulling down on the band, he watched it move down through the neatly-trimmed triangle of fine, brown curls above her pussy. Then as the elastic band flicked down over the jutting nub of her clit, he saw his mother flinch and heard her let out a soft whimper.


  Then he pulled the panties lower and the beautiful, dew-covered rose between her legs came into view. The two fleshy pink lips were wetly clinging together, hiding the mystical secrecy of her femininity as Jamie gazed upon it in reverential wonder. Her pussy! His mother’s pussy!


  Pausing, Jamie’s feverishly pondered the absurdity of it all. How could her ever have come out of something so tiny, so fragile, so delicate? And yet, as unbelievable as it was, he had. And now he would return to that exposed vulnerability that lay between his mother’s legs.


  With his fingers still dug down under the waistband of her panties, Jamie slowly pulled them down her thighs, over her knees and down around her ankles.


  As he did, his mother slowly lifted one high-heeled stiletto off the floor and let him ease the panties off over the shoe. Being careful not to let the silky wisp of cloth catch on the long, spiked heel, he watched her set her foot back on the floor and lift her other foot. Quickly slipped the sheer panties off over her foot, Jamie grasped them between his hands, lifted them up to his face and buried his nose down into the fluffy jumble of silk. Breathing deeply, inhaling the pungent musk of her sex through his nose, he savored the heady scent of her estrous.


  Then his mother reached out and pulled the panties out of his hands. Tossing them down on the couch, she threw her legs apart, curled her hands around his shoulders and forcefully pushed him down between them.


  Staring down at the portal to her womanhood, Jamie pored over its esoteric beauty. It was a sight he never dreamed he would partake of. The tangle of curls, the little, fleshy hood below the curls, the little pink button protruding out of the hood splitting at the bottom to form the two, plump, gorged lips that ran along the oozing slit between them. Moving his eyes down to the trickle of clear goo dribbling down out from between the lips, he followed it down as it trickled down the smooth, hairless expanse of flesh below it to the fluted circle of darkened flesh peeking out of the crack of her ass. Then he brought his eyes back up to her pussy. Her sex. His mother’s sex! The origin of his very existence. It was profound! Mind-boggling! Enough to drive any sane boy crazy. But he wasn't sane. He was crazed by the lust swirling through his fevered brain.


  Looking up over her taut belly, up through the valley between her flattened breasts, Jamie could see the anxiety in his mother’s big blue eyes as she stared back down at him.


  “I’m afraid, Jamie…” she softly whispered as Jamie leaned down and kissed the soft, fuzz-covered skin just above the tangle of curls above her pussy.


  “You have nothing to fear from me, Mother,” Jamie whispered back as he slowly kissed down through the perfume-scented muff above her pussy.


  “I know, Baby, it’s just…just…” she sniffed, trying to hold back the tears that were threatening spill down her cheeks. “This is so wrong.”


  “We can make it right,” Jamie told her as he eased his tongue out and slowly licked it across the tip of her clit sticking up from its fleshy hood.


  “Ohhhhhhhhhh…” Sonia groaned as Jamie felt the tips of her fingers brush against his temples. Reveling in the heady scent of sex welling up from between his mother’s legs, Jamie let her guide his lips down toward the weeping succulence between her legs.


  As Jamie kissed his way down onto the moist, slippery folds of flesh, he felt his mother’s hips roll as she pressed herself against his lips.


  “Jamie…” Sonia murmured as her fingers clutched tighter and she pulled him against her.


  Opening his mouth, Jamie covered the whole of her sex with it as he probed the slippery softness with his probing tongue. The wet, clinging juices flowing out of her pussy tasted sweeter than any honey he’d ever tasted as it filled his mouth, flowed over his tongue to coat it with its sticky syrupiness. Gently sucking, Jamie swallowed, letting the gift of her sex flow down his throat and into his belly while he continued to probe the slippery softness with his tongue. Then his tongue found the opening of her sex and he thrust into the clinging warmth as deep as he could.


  Savoring the sticky sweetness of her juices on his tongue, Jamie pulled back slightly and then thrust into her again. As he did, he heard a soft moan ooze down to his ears while more and more of the thick, gooey cream flowed out into his mouth.


  Sonia’s reeling brain could barely comprehend what was taking place. It all seemed so natural, so warm and loving, but there, just below the surface of it all, there was the nagging fear that something terrible was going to happen. It had all been too easy. There would have to be punishment for what they were doing—


  But even while she awaited her retribution, Jamie’s probing tongue was pushing that fear into the background as it crept ever closer to her achingly-sensitive clit. Looking back up over his mother’s belly, he saw that she had her eyes clenched shut and the tendons in her long neck were tensed as she thrust her head against the back of the couch.


  Then Jamie felt the glossy slipperiness of nylon brush against his skin as his mother lifted her legs up and eased them down onto his shoulders. Now he could feel the rubbery nubs of the catches on her garters digging down into his skin as she trapped his head between her thighs. Then as she pushed up against his mouth, he felt the backs of the hard, round heels of her stilettos dig down into his back to gain leverage so she could roll her hips and grind herself against his swirling, probing tongue.


  Raking his tongue across the squiggly nub, he felt his mother flinch while another soft murmur rolled out over her lips.


  “Yes, Baby, there, please. . .” Sonia whispered as Jamie pursed his lips around her clit and gently sucked it out of its fleshy hiding place. Then her hips began to squirm and roll every time he flicked his tongue back and forth across the swollen nub.


  Oh—God—God—God, Sonia wailed to herself as Jamie's rough, flicking tongue scraped across her clit. The physical part of being eaten was fantastic, but when incest was added to it, it was unbelievable. “Incest,” she unconsciously mumbled. The word tasted like acid on her tongue as she said it. Incest had always been something dark, filthy, and unthinkable before. But now? Not only was she committing it. She was committing incest and loving every unfathomable second of it. It was all so natural, so instinctive. She had broken through the societal mores regarding incest and now she was letting her inborn senses rule her.


  “Incest—”Jamie heard his mother hiss. Wondering what had brought it forth, he paused, looking up over his mother’s belly to her scowled face.


  “NO—No—No—don’t stop—” she gurgled as her eyes flew open and she stared down at Jamie.


  Jamie could feel his mother’s fingernails digging into his skin, pushing him back down to her clit as her butt began to demandingly patter up and down on the cushion while she tried to find his tongue with her clit.


  Quickly finding the fleshy nubbin, Jamie began to swirl and flutter his tongue all over it as more and more of the creamy goo gushing out of her pussy poured out onto his chin.


  Jamie could barely hear the mewing moans his mother was making as her thighs slapped up against his ears. He could barely breathe as the pungent musk his mother’s sex welled up from her sex and filled his nostrils with its ripened sweetness.


  “Oh—yes—yes—yes—yes—” Sonia hissed as she felt herself drawing closer and closer to that wondrous moment of release. Every muscle in her body was tensing, straining as she frantically rubbed her clit against her son’s wildly-lapping tongue.


  “OhGod—OhGod—OhGod—” she suddenly gasped as her loins erupted in a fiery conflagration of pleasure. Jamie felt his mother’s heels dig into his back as she thrust up off it and drove her clit against his licking, lapping tongue.


  Fiery pricks of pain blossomed from where his mother’s fingernails were digging down into his scalp. His mother’s back was bowed so tightly, he thought it might snap as she frantically rubbed herself against his juice-smeared face.


  Running his hands up to his mother’s flattened breasts, Jamie roughly clutched them. Clawing and mauling the pillowy mounds, he found her swollen nipples with his fingers and thumbs. Harshly twisting and pulling on the rock-hard nipples, he continued lap and lick at her spasming clit while she groveled her way through her mind-seizing orgasm.


  Sonia felt herself sinking deeper and deeper into the fiery abyss of her orgasm as she gasped for air and made soft choking sounds.


  Thick gushes of hot, sticky cream were spewing out onto Jamie's chin, coating it with its sticky heat as his mother came and came and came.


  Then, just as suddenly as it had begun, it ended as Jamie saw his mother collapse back down onto the couch. Her eyes fluttered shut and her head rolled to the side.


  Sonia was an empty shell of a woman as she lay gasping for breath trying to keep from passing out. The fiery climax had left nothing but a burnt-out hull of the woman she had been before. If this had left her in such bad shape, what would she be like when they made love?


  As his mother’s breathing slowly returned to normal Jamie lovingly kissed and licked around the weeping wound, licking away the juicy evidence of his mother’s explosive orgasm.


  “Oh, my Baby…” Sonia murmured, reaching out and running her fingers through the shortly-cropped hair on his temples as his tongue continued to twirl and lap at her pussy.


  “Was it good for you, Mother?” Jamie asked, finally lifting his face up out from between her splayed-out legs.


  “Awesome—” she whispered back.


  It was surreal. Never had she felt suck passion. Such love. Her whole being was aching to be held by this wonderful man. Longing to feel his strength. Yearning to feel his manly potency inside her. Feeling it inside her, moving inside her, moving with her to make pure, sweet love.


  Jamie's heart was so full of love for his mother, it felt like it was going to burst. But it wasn’t the warm, comforting love a boy feels for his mother. This was a new, passionate love. A possessive love. And now he had to show her this love.


  Struggling up to his feet, he stepped out around her legs and roughly shoved them together. Then, bending down, he thrust one arm under the backs of her legs, hooking the crook of his elbow behind her knees while he slipped his other arm behind her back. Grasping her in his arms, he grunted and lifted her up off the couch. Briefly staggering under her weight, he fought to keep his balance until he was back in control.


  As her son lifted her into his arms, Sonia instinctively wrapped her arms around his neck and held on to keep from falling. Then, with a whimper, Jamie started across the room heading for the back of the house where the bedrooms were.


  “Yessss—” Sonia hissed as her little, pink tongue flicked out and she began to lick it around Jamie's juice-lathered lips.


  Lurching down the hallway, Jamie heard the clatter of one of his mother’s stilettos as it slipped off her dainty foot and fell to the floor. For a brief instant, he thought of stopping to pick it up, but quickly dismissed the thought as he continued down the hall toward her bedroom.


  He would take her in her own bed, he sickly thought. Take her in the same bed his father had taken her. Cuckold his father in his own bed. As depraved and heinous as fucking his own mother was, the fact that he was going to do it in the very same bed that his father and mother had fucked to conceive him made it all that much more depraved. More sick! More degenerate!


  He was going to take her in her own bed, Sonia’s spinning brain told her. Take her in the bed she shared with Arnold. For some reason, that made the whole thing even more wicked.


  Stopping beside the bed, Jamie reached out and gently tossed her down on it. Landing with another soft, “Ommmppfff—” Sonia quickly rolled over onto her belly and pushed up onto her hands and knees. Then, grabbing hold of his hand, she pulled Jamie onto the bed with her. As he stumbled onto the bed, Sonia roughly shoved him and rolled him over onto his back.


  Before Jamie could move, Sonia grasped hold of his cock and leaned down between his legs. He felt his mother’s hot breath brush across his balls just before her soft, warm lips kissed down on them. Then he felt her lips and her hot, wet tongue slowly lick and kiss their way up the underside of his cock all the way up to its bloated head.


  It was almost too much as Jamie felt his mother lift his cock and slowly twirl her tongue around his cockhead before her soft lips sank down around it.


  “Motherrrrr…” Jamie groaned as his mother gently sucked on his cock making soft, slurping sounds while her lips moved up and down it. To Jamie, her mouth and lips felt like soft, slippery silk as she gently sucked and licked him.


  Then her lips lifted off his cock as she cradled it in both hands and worshipfully rubbed her cheek up and down the spit-slickened shaft while she kissed and fondled his big balls.


  Reaching down, Jamie ran his fingers through her hair as she fawned and slowly kissed her way back up toward his cockhead. Lifting it again, she sank her lips down around the rubbery head and sucked almost half of his cock back into her hungry mouth. Sucking harder and harder, she worked her lips up and down his cock as Jamie struggled to hold back the flood of semen that was beginning to boil and bubble down inside his balls.


  “Mother—” Jamie whimpered, curling his hips up and trying to push deeper into the warm, moistness of her mouth.


  “No—not yet—” she murmured, lifting her head and letting his cock slither out of her mouth. Then she leaned down over his cock and thrust her big, soft breasts against it. Groveling and softly moaning, she squirmed and rubbed her tits up and down his spit-slickened cock as Jamie's fingers crawled down her belly to the slippery wetness between her legs.


  Watching on in a euphoric fog, Jamie watched his mother push up onto her knees on the bed beside his hips. As she did, he softly probed the weeping softness between her legs until he found the opening to her sex and pushed up inside its clinging warmth.


  “Mmmmmmm…” she murmured as Jamie slowly worked his juice-covered fingers in and out of the clutching wetness.


  Leaning down, Sonia rested her hands on Jamie's muscular chest as she lifted one leg over his. Then Jamie felt the slippery smoothness of nylon brush against his hip as she straddled him with her knees rubbing against his hips.


  Pulling his gooey fingers out of her, Jamie lifted them up to his mouth and sucked them clean as his mother reached back down between her legs and found his jutting maleness.


  This was it, Sonia deliriously thought. There could be no turning back now. This was the moment of truth. In seconds he would be back inside her. Her baby back inside her. Back inside the same flesh from which he had come. Then she felt a tickle of panic shiver up her spine as the head of her son’s penis brushed against the soft, swollen lips of her womanhood.


  Incest—her frantic brain railed. Such a nasty word. She knew it was horribly wrong, but she couldn’t stop. She had to have him. She had to show him how much she loved him! Show him she would do anything for him.


  But once it was done, it could never, ever be undone she frantically told herself. They would be forever tainted by the blasphemous deed. Their punishment for the crime would be an eternity in hell…but she didn’t care.


  Slowly rubbing the round, swollen head of his penis up and down between the fleshy lips of her cunt, she coated it with her slippery juices. The head felt as big as a basketball, she fearfully thought. Was he too big? Would he rip her in two?


  Finally, she seated the rounded tip of the cockhead in the oozing, juice-smeared opening of her cunt.


  As Jamie felt the silky warmth begin to slowly settle down around the head of his cock, he saw that his mother was looking back down between them watching them become one again. She was so hot, so wet his huge penis easily slid up into her clinging softness. Then as his cock pushed deeper and deeper into the clutching channel of her cunt, he saw that she was frowning.


  “So big—” she softly groaned.


  Sonia was determined to have all of him. Take all of him up inside her as he curled his hips and pushed into her. She felt like she was being stretched to the limit as the giant head spread her open and slipped farther and farther inside her.


  At last, just as she felt a twinge of pain when the big, round knob brushed against her cervix, Sonia felt her pussy cringe back, lengthening and molding itself to the giant phallic god.


  Now it was done! It could never be reversed.


  “Oh, God, Jamie, what have we done?” Sonia groaned out, looking down at her son with that a frightened, panicky look in her eyes.


  “We’re making love, Mother…” Jamie murmured, gently thrusting up into her. “Sweet, pure love, Mother, nothing else.”


  “Oh, Jamie,” Sonia whimpered, leaning down over Jamie and settling her soft, cushiony buttocks down onto Jamie's hairy groin as she took every last bit of his penis up inside her. Then she pushed up onto her knees, rolled her hips and ground herself against him as Jamie's hands crawled up her over her belly to the big, pendulous globes of quivering, white flesh hanging down from her chest.


  Cupping the soft, giving flesh, Jamie's fingers found the big, rubbery nipples jutting out of the tips of her breasts. Pinching and twisting the spongy nubs, he could feel the muscles inside his mother’s cunt doing the same to his cock. It was like having a thousand velvety fingers squeezing, massaging his cock as she sat atop him grinding herself against him.


  Then she began to slowly rock back and forth, sliding her tight, wet cunt up and down the goo-lathered shaft of his thrusting penis. If there was a heaven, Jamie giddily thought, this is what it would be like. All day, every day, spending every second inside his mother’s wondrous pussy.


  Rolling his hips, Jamie slowly worked his cock in and out of the moist, tight wetness between his mother’s legs as she leaned down over him and found his lips with hers. Lifting his hands up off her breasts, he gently curled them around her neck as he flicked out his tongue and found hers with it. Their lips weren’t even touching as their tongue twisted and warred, writhing, intertwining outside their mouths.


  As their tongues clashed together, Jamie could feel her breasts rubbing against his chest as her big, swollen nipples scraped against him. The kiss only lasted a few seconds before his mother pushed up, arched her back and thrust her big tits into his face.


  “Jamie…” she softly gurgled, rolling her shoulders and mashing her tits against him as his mouth opened and his lips pursed down around one of her swollen nipples.


  All the while he was sucking and licking the stiff, springy pap, his butt was bouncing up and down on the bed as he plunged his cock in and out of the clutching warmth between her legs.


  Sonia could feel the fiery pressure down in her loins growing hotter and hotter as she leaned back and pulled her nipple out of her son’s mouth. Leaning back, she ground herself against him as he roughly groped and mauled her dangling breasts. Throwing her head back, she ran her hands up and down Jamie's strong muscular arms as he squeezed and clutched at her soft, giving breasts while she rocked back and forth on his thrusting cock.


  “Mmm—Mmm—Mmohh—Mooohh, oh, oh, oh—Godddd—” she gasped as her loins erupted in a rush of pleasure so deep, so pure, she felt like she was going to swoon.


  As his mother’s groin came crashing down on his belly, Jamie saw that her whole body was tensing, straining, trembling as her muscles began to twitch and contract. Her fingers were clutching at his chest and Jamie could feel the sharp, stinging pricks of pain as her fingernails dug down deep into his skin. Then he felt the warmth flowing out around his cock as a gush of cunt-juice spewed out to cover his belly and balls coating them with its hot, sticky heat. As it did, his mother’s pussy tightly clamped down around his embedded cock and began to clutch and pull at it. It felt like a hot, meaty fist was constricting down around his cock, squeezing it, clutching it in rhythm with the spasming contractions working through his mother’s orgasming cunt.


  She was coming…his mother was having another orgasm. That made his heart swell up with love for her. He wanted to give her pleasure. Make her feel wanted and needed again. If his father couldn’t do that…wouldn’t do that, then he would do it for her. Feverish with the excitement swirling around inside his head, he didn’t care if he never came as long as she did. He wanted her to come and come and come until she had no more orgasms left to give. He wanted her to use up every last one and then he would find more for her.


  Sonia was ecstatic. Never had she finished so quickly, so intensely. It was unreal. How could anything so gross, so disgusting as incest make her feel so fulfilled, so whole? Having her baby, her son, her child inside her, inside her, moving with her in harmony with the incestuous union of their bodies? It was incredible. She had never felt so much emotion, such passion. It almost took her breath away.


  Jamie could feel the tension in her muscles softening as her fingernails began to ease back out of the tiny lacerations they had inflicted on his chest when she came.


  “Oh, Jamie, my love…” Sonia purred, reaching up and lovingly running her fingers through the sweaty fur covering her son’s temple.


  Knowing that she was probably tired from her wild, frantic ride, but wanting to give her more, Jamie gently wrapped his arms around her and slowly rolled her over onto her back.


  “Yes…more…” Sonia gurgled out, looking up into her son’s lust-glazed eyes.


  Leaning down over his mother, Jamie reached down and slipped his arms under her legs and lifted them up.


  Tilting her hips up to open herself to him, Sonia could feel the slippery smoothness of her nylons rubbing against her soft, puffy nipples as Jamie pressed her legs back against her. Then Jamie began to fuck her. Softly grunting, he slowly pumped into her up to the hilt on every deep, jarring thrust.


  “Oh, Baby, My Baby—” Sonia babbled, clenching her eyes shut and twisting her head from side to side as she groveled in the perversity of it all.


  Rocking back and forth on his hands and knees, Jamie could feel the hard, smooth side of one of his mother’s stilettos brushing against his temple on one side while on the other side of his head, he felt the silky smoothness of her stockinged foot rubbing against him.


  The energy expended by both of them had produced profuse amounts of sweat as it continued to pour off their damp bodies. It was making their skin slippery as they slipped and slid together while they fucked on in their mindless pursuit of gratification.


  Oh, God, not another one, Sonia guiltily thought as she felt the storm of another orgasm gathering down inside her pussy. Jamie hadn’t even finished once and now she was on the verge of a third orgasm. It was crazy. This had never happened before.


  “Jamie—Jamie—Baby—I’m sorrieeeee—” Sonia whimpered as her back arched up and she thrust back at Jamie, impaling herself on his thrusting cock.


  As his mother’s orgasming cunt came around his pistoning prick, Jamie finally felt the burn down inside his flopping, floundering balls as they splatted up against his mother’s sweaty, upturned ass. Then he saw his mother’s bright-red stiletto drop to the bed beside her head only missing it by a couple of inches. As it did, he felt the warm, soft soles of his mother’s stockinged feet clasp his head between them while she agonized through yet another climax.


  More and more hot, clinging goo gushed out his mother’s clutching, milking cunt as she came around him.


  At last he could feel it! It was almost there. Almost, almost, he deliriously thought as he teetered on the razor’s edge between losing it and finally finding it.


  “OhhhhGGoooddddd—” he gasped as his balls exploded into a million shards of pleasure and joy. Hunching his hips forward, Jamie drove down into the all-consuming warmth that had once enveloped not just his cock, but his whole being. He couldn’t get enough of himself inside of her as he thrust as deep as he could. Then it came. Came out in thick, creamy gobs as the very essence of life began to spurt out of the head of his cock and down into the sucking depths of his mother’s ravenous cunt. It was sheer ecstasy as the spasm after spasm of pleasure jolted through his whole body making his cock kick and jerk down inside clasping, embracing deepness of his mother’s womb.


  He had returned to his beginning. Except now, this time it was him who was filling his mother’s emptiness with the seeds of life—not his father. And she was willingly accepting his gift as she groveled and writhed below him. Her fingers were all over him, scratching, clawing at him as she pulled and tried to get him even deeper inside her convulsing womb, trying to suck his whole body back inside her where it had once grown and filled her.


  It was inconceivable. This was the woman who had caught him when he took his first tottering steps; kissed away the pain of his scrapes and bruises; comforted him when his first puppy love disastrously ended. But now what, his deliriously ranted? Who would catch him this time, because he was falling once again? Falling deeply, hopelessly in love with the woman in his arms.


  He had never felt like this before. This was so different from all of the other women. The passion was so intense it made him afraid.


  Sonia was ecstatic. And she had almost turned it away. She had come so close to letting Jamie leave. If he had, none of this would ever have happened…or would it? Maybe this was their fate. Their lot. Maybe this had all been recorded in Destiny’s Book and now it was just playing out as it had been recorded.


  Whatever it was, or had been, it had been glorious.


  At last, Jamie was through. He had no more to give her, except the deep and passionate love he felt for her.


  “Motherrr…” Jamie groaned as he felt his cock withering and dying down inside the cum-gorged depths of his mother’s womb. He never wanted to leave the clinging warmth that was enveloping his maleness. As he shrank inside her, he could feel his mother’s pussy still softly contracting and squeezing him. But at last nature ruled as the clutching contractions squeezed too hard and he felt his shriveled cock come slithering out of his mother.


  “No—don’t go—” Sonia sobbed, feeling an intense emptiness she had never felt before. It was as if everything had been taken from her. Her baby was gone.


  “Sorry…” Jamie whispered, raising up and easing his arms out from under her legs. As he did, he felt the smooth silkiness of her nylons brush against his sides when she lowered her legs back down onto the bed.


  “You can’t leave me—” Sonia blathered, rolling over and shoving him down onto his back. “I won’t let you—” she hissed, thrusting herself against him. Then she began to clutch and pull at his limp, lifeless cock as her lips descended down onto his face.


  Jamie could feel his mother’s soft, full lips on his brow as she lovingly rained down kiss after kiss on it. Then her lips made their way down onto the closed eyelids. The kisses were so soft and gentle they felt like the brushes of a butterfly’s wings as she kissed across one eyelid onto the bridge of his nose and off onto the other lid. Then she kissed back over onto his nose, down it and down onto the little furrow just above his lips. At last her lips touched down on his lips as she kissed him with a tenderness he’d never experienced before.


  “My Love…” she softly whispered, in a voice so low and hoarse he could barely hear her. Then her lips crawled down his chin, down under it and onto his throat as her fingers kept caressing and fondling his cock while it slowly began to respond and swell.


  Kissing lower, she found the hard, stiff nub of one of his little nipples with her lips. Then she began to nibble and tongue it as it grew harder and harder.


  Jamie lay on his back with his eyes closed as his mother slowly kissed down off his nipple and onto his belly. He was drifting along on a cloud of bliss, basking in the depraved attention of his mother and the afterglow of orgasmic delight as her lips crept closer and closer to his navel. His belly button. The place where they had once been joined as one!


  “My Baby…” he heard her whisper as her warm breath brushed across his belly button. “When we were one…” she murmured and then slowly tickled her tongue around the indentation of his navel where once they had been joined together as mother and child…


  


  The End
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