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A Quick (And Important) Note to the Reader:

I would like to set some expectations.

This novel will not fulfill the expectations of most erotic stories until later. 

Inheritance starts as a slow read.

It isn’t the standard smut fare. 

This is because it is a story about incest, and the way a family falls into the wildness of the incestuous taboo. 

It’s not the kind of story where things can be rushed. The characters and interactions are—as far as I’ve attempted and as smut allows—realistic. It will take time for the real erotic taboo potential of the story to emerge. It will take time to stoke into something meaningful and truly fantasy-fulfilling.

It will not give an immediate payoff at the end of each chapter.

It will build.

And build.

All I can ask is that you temper your expectations and enjoy getting to know these characters as part of an erotic fantasy that, by the ending, should knock your socks off.

And at the same time, there are two more novels that I have outlined following this train, so know that even by the end, there will be more.

Much more.

Enjoy.
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CHAPTER 1
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Life is never how you expect.

Take my example. 

I grew up in a wealthy family, had an ideal childhood, and didn’t think much of life other than a chance to get married and to seek some personal happiness. Though life’s always more complicated than that—and that’s a fact that everybody learns at some point. 

For me, it was my eighteenth birthday.

After I turned eighteen, my mother came into my room in the dead of night, knelt by my bed, and told me that I had a responsibility to the family and to the estate. 

“Sons,” she stated, like the word of god, her dark, deep brown eyes shimmering with seriousness. Her hands were on my thigh, squeezing me over my blanket. 

“Listen to me, Julian. If there’s one thing you need to listen to and take from me, it’s that you need to think about your future and the future of the estate. The inheritance procedure is clear. You need to have sons.”

She had told me what I’m about to explain on a couple different occasions. She explained it thoroughly; extremely thoroughly this time, when before she told me that there was simply ‘this is how our family did it’, and then the how.

One of the strange things about my family is that we let some old religious sentimentality rule parts of our finances. My father was deeply religious, and part of an obscure Christian denomination that took all things regarding property very seriously. His particular branch of Christianity mandated that property passes patrilineally, father to son, but with some extra conditions. Marriage, or rather, progeny, was one. If I myself didn’t have a son by the time I turned thirty, everything would divest to the closest living male relative, and once the lawyers filed everything and the trusts were established, there was no way to undo it, especially after he died. 

I had no control, other than my ability to impregnate a lawfully wedded wife.

Mom gave this all to me in a meandering way, and then closed out her talk. “Do you get it? If you only have daughters, they’ll lose everything. There’s only twelve years left. If you don’t have children, then it’s just gone and out of the Wesler family name. Do you understand?” 

Mom lifted herself and sat on the bed. As she moved, she pulled close to me, and her breath smelled faintly of wine. She wasn’t drunk, but we did have my eighteenth birthday party that day, and so she had a full glass this time. 

I did too. Or maybe a little more. My friends and I had dipped into the cellar at some point.

Mom shifted on my bed, her silk dress tangled around her knees, her normally elegant poise now taut with expectation that I’d take what she said seriously. I would, as best as I could. But it looked clear to her that I still needed help.

She looked so beautiful. 

My mother always looked beautiful.

She’d developed these subtle grey lines under her eyes that looked like they were placed there by a makeup artist and served to make her gaze look dusky. Her face was angular, but soft in expression, and the real gentleness in her mostly came in the way she looked at you, and in combination with the vivid, deep color of her eyes. It could hardly be described as ‘brown’—they were almost golden when the light hit them right, but other times they were dark and shimmering, vivid in their depth, almost a royal maroon. They were the eyes of a queen, though she never pretended to be one. She made you feel very special when she spoke with you. Always.

Her dignified approach added to that. My mother was old money. 

Not new money; not audacious, not loose or showy with her wealth. Mom kept it as classy as she could, and so everything she did was with a practiced social grace that overcame everything with perfect social demeanor, and made everyone feel like she was their friend, a true friend, the only friend they ever had or ever would have. And it reflected in how she looked. She had a reserved, but genuine smile and elegant features that made her look gorgeous, and simultaneously, like that beauty was merely a natural facet of hers, and nothing sculpted or made up or dressed up beyond the expensive clothes that simply seemed to be a part of her, as if it were natural, or expected. 

Her body also kept its figure, and over the years, her self-care and exercise routine added to it in tasteful ways until she was a sculpted hourglass, smooth but firm and fit. She loved to swim. Once, somebody referred to her as a Jennifer Connelly look-a-like, and once we all noticed the vague resemblance, I at least couldn’t let go of it. The real Mrs. Connelly was exceptionally thin, last I saw. My mom, however, was herself, and as healthy as a woman who understood health could be. She rode horses, trained in the little home gym on our estate, swam regularly, and took a doctor’s vitamin and supplement regimen for health, and as a consequence, filled her dresses in ways that models could only dream. 

But she was my mother, and in a way, it made me happy to know that someone as beautiful as her was my mom. It was a point of pride for me.

Tonight, since we had a little party with some of my close friends to celebrate my entry into adulthood, she wore her favorite maroon dress, to match her eyes in their most romantic colors. It was my favorite too, silken and shimmering, perfectly smooth along every curve. It made her the image of matriarchal perfection. And like always, I adored her.

She shifted, sliding on the edge of my bed in that dress, the folds of it gathered around her thighs as she leaned toward me, trying to impress on me just how important it was that I do as she said. I took it seriously.

“So, I have to get married?” I asked. “I’m barely an adult.”

Mom looked at me for a minute. She took a deep breath.

“It’s not that you need to get married, my love. It’s that you need a son.” She looked to the side. She made a slow, careful inhale. She was silent again, while my clock made low ticks against the back wall of my bedroom. 

Then she continued, speaking thoughtfully. “You’re still young. You still have twelve years. But the point that I’m trying to make is that if you wait for too long, or if something were to happen to you, you’ll end up throwing away the economic bedrock of the family. And then... well... it’ll be gone from us.”

“Just like that?”

“Just like that.”

“And then what?” I asked. “Is it really so bad if our cousin gets it?”

“And then, nothing.” My mother gave me a soft, understanding smile. “You’re right to ask. It will just pass on to them, nobody will die; there is no tragedy, ultimately. I have my own assets set aside, and of course when I’m gone, they’ll go to you. And in the meantime, we could live in one of the houses my family owns, and we would be perfectly fine. Your cousin would also take care of us, I’m sure, if we needed anything at all.” Her hand stroked my cheek. “I know money’s not exactly the meaning of life. Family is. Life itself, is. But that doesn’t change how important the estate is, and knowing you, you’ll want to get married. But you need to understand that I know, I simply know, Julian... that if you were to let go of everything, that you would regret it forever. And while I will respect you and your choices, you need to understand, I will do everything in my power to help you keep the estate, and therefore, your happiness.”

“Wow,” I said, a little shocked by how earnest she was. “It’s that important to you, huh?”

“It is, Julian. Because you are.”

She said that last sentence with a slowness and a lowering of her tone to tell me that she was about to drop something especially serious on me. When she told me about drugs and the dangers of getting girls pregnant, it was like this.

“Julian... I need you to be made... aware. Of an option. If you can’t find a wife, or if you’re having... marriage difficulties...”

She put her hand on my thigh.

I blinked, wondering what was prompting her like this. 

Mom took a hand to her shoulder, where the tiny strap of her dress clung to her. Her fingers were shaking as they went there, and as she pinched the strap and lowered it, I started to shake too. Something was happening in me, a sudden sharp confusion, a little ache in my belly that coincided with a violent surge of blood, down there, that went stiff and ached under the covers.

“Mom?” I said, looking at her. I almost felt frantic. I felt an excitement, which tipped me further. I felt guilty for feeling it, but her other hand kept slipping up my thigh. I was trying to get my erection down, even as her hand smoothed inward.

Toward it.

Mom stopped.

Her strap was halfway down her arm. And then her hand went to the other one. 

As she pulled it, her dress suddenly started to fall, silk in the color of maroon and wine, falling, by inches, down her chest.

Mom had creamy skin, smooth and pale, and as her dress lowered, exposing the top of her breasts, I could only notice the flawless expanse of skin, round and soft and swelling, even without a bra. I couldn’t look away. 

“Mom,” I whispered. “What are you doing?”

Nipples, pink and heavy, suddenly appeared. Each nipple had a smoothness to it, the areolas by contrast had little goosebumps that ringed them, a lightening pink in the center of each. Her hand that undid the shoulder straps slipped under one breast, lifting it, cradling it, while I stared, unable to take my eyes off of it.

Off my mother’s breasts. The ones I had nursed at.

“Julian, if all else fails,” she whispered, her dark eyes staring straight into mine. “I want you to know that you can ask me to take care of it.”

“What do you mean?” I stammered.

The hand that rested on my thigh reached for the covers, and pulled them down, below my waist. My cock tented in my pajamas, and as mom’s hand approached it, it throbbed, heavily, while my mind whirled with confusion, with panic, with arousal. With surprise. At how quickly I found myself desiring it. It was like all my instincts had lost their sense. I felt the brush of her palm, gently stroking over the head of my cock, the warmth as her hand gently closed over it, around it, grabbing it with the cotton as the only barrier between my skin and her hand. 

Her hand started to move, gently masturbating me over my clothes.

“I’ve spoken with our family doctor,” she explained, while my cock throbbed in her hand. Her fingers curled. “I don’t want to give you specifics but... if necessary... I am ready to bear children.” 

Her hand left my cock, only to take my waistband and then to pull it down, freeing my package, sending my cock stiff and pointing straight up. 

She held it again.

Skin.

To skin.

My mother’s hand conformed to it, gently holding it, slowly moving up and down, while I watched her in helpless disbelief. In helpless pleasure. Each slow movement lifted her breasts, just barely, her nipples rising and falling.

“The only lawyer with the power to administer the trust isn’t in contact with the rest of our family,” she began. “And I trust him to keep our family’s secrets. He’s already kept quiet for several. If maybe...”

Her hand circled a little tighter. Her wrist turned, slowly moving my cock so she could look at it in different angles in the low light. Her eyes glittered as she watched it under her fingers. 

“...If I were to...”

“But that would mean—” I breathed, feeling my cock pulse within her fingers. 

“It would mean that we would keep it all. And then you could make your own rules for the next generation.”

Mom started to move her hand faster, adjusting her grip, lifting her hand up and down the full length of my cock. I found myself shaking, in her palm, my breath coming on fast and chaotic, while she looked into my eyes and whispered, kindly to me.

“I know you’re handsome enough to find your own wife... but... if you ever decide on my plan... just know that I am able...”

Her hand slowed, while a slow drop of precum rose up from my slit and then trickled, down, until it rested along the head of my cock. 

“...and willing...” 

The drop of clear fluid dripped down, until a bead of it collected on top of her hand. 

“And... fertile...” 

As she moved, slipping her hand up and over the shine on my cock, the drop of my semen gleamed against her skin. Her eyes followed it.

I grunted as another heavy pulse came up from my cock. The tip now glistened with my precum as it rolled upward, unable to stop. Mom looked at it, at me, curious as to what I thought. “I’m not asking you to make a commitment, Julian,” she whispered. “But only to remember what I’m offering you. Do you understand?”

“Yeah. Yes,” I sputtered.

My mother spoke to me with a seriousness that told me she knew that what she was doing was so, so fucking wild. “I know it’s unusual. But I’m so happy you listened.” She looked into my eyes and her hand massaged my cock, lovingly, slowly. “I love you, Julian. More than you could possibly understand. More than I can possibly express to you.”

She then leaned over.

My mouth opened as I saw the hang of her breasts, felt the tips of them trace over my pelvis.

She set her mouth just over my tip.

I could feel the splash of her mouth, the wet between her lips as it took the head, and only the head of my cock into her mouth. In a slow, gentle way, she kissed the head of my cock, sucking in the head through each kiss. 

I was shaking—and in the nervousness and the incredible sensation of my first blowjob, of sorts, I suddenly felt it pulsing up through my shaft—and—

My mom closed her eyes, and I watched her mouth make a gentle pucker, her tongue slipping up and resting just along the underside of my glans.

She let go of my cock with a slow, licking suck. Almost like a kiss. I watched her, stunned, as she pulled away, the thinnest silver of her saliva breaking as she straightened. And then she looked me in the eyes. Her hand lifted off my cock. 

She stroked my cheek.

“Goodnight, Julian. Think on it.” she whispered to me, her expression a mystery, before getting up, and with slow, swishing steps, she left my room, and closed the door.
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CHAPTER 2
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How could that night have been real?

It was hard to see it as fiction at first, when I woke up and I felt the sheets and tried to piece together whether my mom had a psychotic break, or whether I had. Maybe I was just imagining things—after all, she had come into my room long after I had gone to bed. It was perfectly possible that I had just dreamed it.

The next morning we all sat down to breakfast and talked about local politics and weather, both of us seeming like we were pretending that the last night was nothing, a fake memory, a subject that could only be avoided. 

And then life just kept moving. 

She never said anything about it, and I never asked her. And maybe that was a mistake.

Because there were things merging around in my subconscious after that. Things I didn’t fully understand.

Desires that were waking up.

And steering me.

The whole experience triggered a cascade of thinking—not just about my life, but also what I deserved in my life. In a way, I felt like I wasn’t supposed to own an estate. And that if my mother was going to resort to such extreme lengths, then maybe it’d be better if it all went to my cousin.

The idea that everything would be taken away from me if I simply wasn’t married in time—that felt like another bit of evidence that maybe this sort of money thing wasn’t for me. Deep down, I wanted to marry for love, not for lineage. And I wanted to be deserving of all the wealth our family had if I was going to take it. I think any man would try to aspire to that.

I wanted to earn it. I didn’t want my mother to be the one to give up every iota of her dignity so that we could fulfill the rules set by my father. 

At least, that’s what I thought I wanted. 

It’s what I told myself.

So I buckled down, went to a good university, spent sleepless nights studying and learning to strategize, got my degree, an MBA, and a collection of connections. Then I jumped out into the wide world, borrowing money at the consumer level, fighting for the rest of it, pouring blood and sweat into some ventures, and after enough coffee and cortisol to power a train...

I went bankrupt at twenty-seven. 

Full-on bankrupt. No credit rescue. No money from my family, the half-dozen matriarchs and patriarchs constantly getting rebuffed as I destroyed my credibility and credit. It was the fastest and only bankruptcy of my entire graduating class. My personal assets, the little bit I had earned and then put up for collateral, were seized and surrendered. I was also getting evicted, and finished out the last day at a downtown apartment with three months late and nothing in it but junk after selling whatever counted as valuable furniture and the rest of my belongings. Everything I owned was now in a used car that I had bought for the last batch of cash I had in an envelope. It had become my home. I decided I’d simply sleep in it until I had enough momentum to try again. 

My net worth, by that point, was thirty-three dollars and a paint chipped Corolla, and I still had to figure out how I was going to dig myself out of this. It all seemed impossible.

There was family, of course.

But no, leaning on what I hadn’t earned was not an option. It was enough that I’d gotten a world class education—and if I couldn’t succeed on top of that, then what was the point?

This was not a proud junction for somebody with a family like mine, and at the same time, I acknowledge that my going bankrupt was entirely unnecessary on a practical level. My mother, who I finally accepted wasn’t the kind of woman to fuck her own son (It had to be a dream—it just had to) insisted a thousand times through calls and letters and visits by my friends, that she could lend me money, or pay off my loans, essentially bail me out of that situation with next to no effort on her part. I could have kept up with the business—and a single interest-free loan from her might have turned it all around.

But if I took that from her, then none of my work would count.

You see, the whole reason I went bankrupt in the first place was because I was trying to do it all on my own, and to make myself a success on my own, and the whole reason I did that was to prove that I deserved the wealth and privilege I grew up with before taking another dime from my family, or pretending I was better than anyone else. I wanted to prove to everyone, including myself, that I was deserving, or rather, more deserving than the rest of my family.

Maybe it was that I wanted... I wanted my beautiful mother to understand that she didn’t need to give up everything for me. Even if that dream was a dream, the sentiment remained.

Maybe it was hubris. 

In fact, it was definitely hubris.

Because a kid fresh out of the Ivy League, in truth, can only do so much without the infinite printing press of money to lift them far beyond the struggles everyone else has to endure when they make their own businesses. Not everyone is a genius at the beginning of the dot-com boom. Not everyone develops the first social network. Sometimes, a man has to start a service business and to build his way up to one truck, then two and some employees, and to build calluses and take blisters and bruises and fall exhausted into a cheap mattress every night for years and years before momentum begins.

On top of that, the exact business I started became famous on a scroller app, and everyone who wanted to make a quick buck started doing it too, and badly, and for far less than I was asking. My company was starved out, unlike some of the more strongly set old timers who had enough repeat business to keep going before the craze ended, but by that time, it was over.

I didn’t make it rich. I went broke.

And that was the point. It was the lesson I learned. I didn’t deserve the money, because I couldn’t make it.

By the time it was all over and that lesson had smashed me in the face, I practically had nothing. No bank would lend me anything else. None of my rich friends felt like chipping in for a new venture, even at high interest rates, and it’s not like I had the pride to ask by this point.

There was nothing left for me except to start again from less than I had before. I wanted to try.

But I also wanted to go home. Deep down, more than anything, I wanted to lean on my mother and for her to care for me. I wanted her to pull me up out of this mess. 

I didn’t know what to do.

I want to explain my family in such a way where you understand exactly what I wanted to return to.

My family is the Weslers, from upstate New York. I had a great-great-great-grandfather, originally a lawyer, make it big with a blend between oil rights and smart real-estate choices during the Roaring Twenties, miraculously pulling out just before the market imploded, and from that point, since we kept that wealth and grew it in the subsequent recovery, we were considered ‘money’. Not quite old money, since I could count on one and a half hands the number of generations that held it, but at least we were hardly new money anymore.

My mother, Delilah, was set on turning us to old money, like her family used to be. Growing up, she always told me and everyone else in the family that these efforts took generations, but fortunes and reputations could be wiped out suddenly and without warning. Therefore, it was the household duty to either add to the wealth, or to at least not squander it, and also, to avoid embarrassing the family when possible. A name carried reputation, and a reputation could carry you out of difficult scenarios if that reputation were preserved. 

My father passed when I was a teen. I can’t say I remember him too well. The man was focused on his work, his networking, and everything else that kept to the same strategy of building our estates. He had a heart attack while abroad. The funeral was extravagant. And then our home turned quiet.

Since that time, my mother took over where my dad left off, and because the amount of work (mostly due to the recent recession and the toll it took on our estate) necessitated her near-constant attention. She grew into the role, became the household matriarch, in charge of everything and everyone, the savvy and elegant woman in charge who handled dad’s business just as well as he did. 

And that was my mother. 

Practical, diligent, surprisingly strategic. Gorgeous and elegant and intellectual. Dutiful. And decisive.

Perhaps too decisive.

Somebody knocked while I put away the last of my clothes. All there was left that belonged to me in my apartment was among a tiny pile of backpacks and duffels and a scented trash bag. It was almost time to go, and I figured the landlord was here to demand keys from me. Or to let me know, again, that my unpaid balance would be sent to collections. I took a deep breath and prepared to be humiliated by a person whose building didn’t equate a pinky-nail’s worth compared to my family’s holdings, but that was the price I paid for integrity. I’d take it on the chin. And then move into my car.

But when I opened the door, I froze.

My mother stood in front of the door as politely as she could, hands folded in front of her, and when she saw me, she immediately gasped and reached for me. Something must have made her think twice, though. Her hand stopped, and then withdrew. I thought that we’d start talking immediately, like polite people did, just saying or starting with a hello. But neither of us could. It had been years since we’d seen each other face-to-face.

Mom stared at me, studied me, her head slightly tilted under a broad tan hat. She was done up, dressed for the downtown of a wintery New York and not the New Jersey strip that was falling to pieces, where I was. A long coat fell to her boots. Lipstick, bright and red and vivid, was a neat, pursed dot over her mouth. She shifted, slightly uncomfortable and totally out of place of the dilapidated hallway she stood in. I saw her eyes looking at the faded, un-maintained walls behind me, the pile of mismatched bags where I’d have my own leather luggage, imprinted with my initials back at home if I wanted. 

It’s when she saw those that she made a little, ‘oh,’ not that she was disappointed that I wasn’t using the old stuff, but that I was reduced to using thrift-store luggage and garbage bags, like it wasn’t normal to use them when you were moving.

“I’m fine, mom,” I said, before waving her in.

“I see that,” she spoke up, her voice the same as I remembered it. She tried to sound encouraging. “I had to bribe your friends to tell me where you were.”

“I know. They warned me you’d try to come.”

“I saw your new car, too. It was the only one on the block that was... erm... full of garbage bags.”

I scratched my head, embarrassed. Mom drew closer, and stretched out a hand toward me.

“Julian...” 

I turned to look at her and got a good look at her face. Before, the rim of the hat was a little low on her, and the lights in the hall darkened her a little to where I couldn’t discern her expression, but now, in the reflected light of all of my bare walls, I finally noticed that mom had her lips set, her mouth shut, her eyes fixed in trying to look strong. They succeeded, but I could tell she was struggling with something. Her hand made it closer to me, and stopped, just an inch from my arm.

“You are... coming home with me, aren’t you?” She asked. 

There was a little war in me. I didn’t want to give up. But there was nothing left, not anything in the account, not anything that the banks could give me. The math said so clearly that if I were to refuse her, that I’d live in my car with no additional lessons to be learned. Just difficulty in the middle of winter.

And mom looked so sad, wanting me to come home. 

“Yeah,” I gave in. Gave up. “Of course.”

Mom immediately pushed close and wrapped her arms around my waist, not caring about her hat, her coat, her lipstick. Her hat fell from her head and to the floor. I was taken aback. I didn’t really have a lot of female company over the last few years. I didn’t have time. Mom’s touch was the first loving, female touch I had received in forever, and she seemed so desperate to hold me. Her body was warm, her breasts soft and pressed against my sternum, the wool that clothed her spread its heat to me, and I found myself taking her into my own arms, my emotion and need for her after all this time and all this struggle surprised me. Mom and I held each other close, and for a moment, I forgot all about the money, and I forgot about that strange dream from long ago, and mom and I were quiet and breathing together, the bliss of our warmth like heaven. 

“I missed you,” I admitted.

“I missed you.” Mom’s hand rubbed my lower back. She drew away slightly, and held me at arm’s length. “Oh. You’ve lost weight, too.”

“Yeah.”

“You look pale. Johnston recently stocked up—we have everything at home, I’ll have him make you anything you like.”

“That sounds nice.” The relief was immense. Mom really was taking me back without judgement, just planning on making me comfortable. I didn’t realize I was afraid of judgement. 

“And I have your old room set up and cleaned. We’ve put the winter blankets in there, and recently, I had Johnston increase the amount of firewood throughout the estate, so if you like, we can make the whole house warm like you used to—”

“It’s alright, mom,” I said. “I think just going home is a good enough step for now.”

Mom nodded. She smiled at me, looking... exhausted. 

It occurred to me that mom showed up here, not thinking it was a guarantee that she could get me home. The relief on her face was a testament that she had accomplished her mission. I started to feel horrible. I had worried her.

Mom turned behind her, toward the open door, and called. “Johnston?”

“Yes, Mrs. Wesler.” A hoarse, British voice turned around the corner.

“He’s ready. Take his bags, please.”

“Of course.” Johnston appeared around the corner, looking eighty by face but fifty by his frame. Johnston was the family butler who watched me, off and on, since I was out of diapers. 

“Hey, Johnston,” I said. “Sorry to make you come all this way.” 

“Not at all, master Jul—erm. Sir.” He gave a polite smile and immediately came in, suit and all, and scooped up my luggage and garbage bags with the dignity of a saint. It was also the first time Johnston had ever called me sir. Like I was batman, as a kid he was my Alfred who followed me around and called me ‘young master Julian,’ which was more of a humorous running joke than actually addressing me as a master, which I certainly wasn’t. More people came in, some of the staff under Johnston’s authority, and then immediately went through and started scrubbing my floors, taking out the remaining and worthless furniture, preparing everything so that I wouldn’t have anything taking my deposit, as if that meant anything at this point. With all the people around, the family had spent more money than I’d get credited to my owed rent balance. I heard a truck reversing outside, and saw at the window that more of our employees had arrived to junk out everything that was left.

I turned to mom. “You didn’t have to do this.”

“Thank Johnston for organizing it. I just needed to make sure you weren’t sleeping on a sidewalk. Or next to one,” mom replied, smiling. Surprisingly.

“You didn’t need to bring the whole household,” I muttered. “It’s just an apartment. You could have let me handle this. I could have done just fine with a bus ticket.”

“But you did handle it. You handled your own business, and you fought to the end,” she admitted. “You did well, for somebody who didn’t take a cent from their family.” She was right, technically, but it felt hollow to me. 

Mom’s hand went to mine. She was wearing her hat again, but this time, it was tilted back to show her full face. In the years that I hadn’t seen her, mom had grown only a fraction older, it seemed. There was one gray hair, a single one, shot like silver just over her ear. It made the rest of her hair appear rich and dark. Two lines, on either side of her mouth, had formed in faintness, subtly embossed on her face.

“You didn’t fail, Julian,” she said quietly. “You did well.”

I blinked. I didn’t think mom was going to be so supportive like this.

“Come home and rest for now,” mom said. “You need to. You need—”

I stopped her from saying any more. “I’m coming home, mom. You don’t have to fight me on it.”

“I’m not.”

Her hand stroked my arm. 

The weight of the last few years seemed to bear up all at once. In the fatigue of all that work, and the slow years that I pulled insane hours, and in the empty nights, there was a loneliness that grew, and grew, and grew, and in that moment, it all overwhelmed me. I pulled my mother close and embraced her, full bodied, crushed her against me like I hadn’t ever hugged my mother before. 

It felt good.

“Oh—” I heard her in my ear as I drew her tight. I felt her hands go over my shoulders, rubbing them slowly, gloved hands tracing over my back. “It’s okay,” I heard her whispering. “Let’s go home.”

“Alright,” I said. 

We exited the apartment building, every door held open for us by people in perfect, pressed uniforms.
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The rest of the house staff was making their way in separate vehicles to our estate, while Johnston stolidly drove my mother and I in a sedan out of Jersey and into upstate New York. The city, the mega-metropolis of the Eastern Seaboard shrank, bit by bit, blocks descending in height, sky and space gradually appearing before we made it out of the concrete and into nature. New Jersey was a hell, and rural New York was heaven, and I saw true, wild plant life for the first time in what felt like forever.

Mom was quiet as we drove. At first, I kept wanting to say something, to talk, for us to tell each other what had happened over the last few years. It was painful to not, until I realized that I was tired, so goddamn tired, and that whatever anxiety I had was just a drop compared to the wave of exhaustion. In the leather seats, electrically warmed, I felt myself getting sleepy. In moments, I passed out, losing consciousness as we passed into a forest, where the lowering sun gleamed through half-melted snow and bare branches and pine boughs that held spikes of color. 

I woke up later, not knowing how long it had been. The skies were getting dark, I could tell because of the warm half-light that came almost horizontal through the windows of the car.

My cheek was resting on something so soft and warm that, in the haze of waking, I thought that I had maybe found the perfect pillow and I was still in my apartment, and there was so much to do so that—

The soft texture of woolen fabric, Merino, weaved fine and smooth, accompanied my mother’s soft thigh. I realized where my head was resting. I realized that I was no longer in charge of a business anymore, and relaxed.

I could feel her hand on my cheek, stroking my face so gently that I didn’t notice it while I was unconscious. I could feel the flat soft of her tummy against the back of my head too, cradling me. It was perfect. I had fallen asleep completely in the back seat, and was partially unbuckled so that I could lay my head on my mom’s lap. 

“He’s still asleep, ma’am?” Johnston’s voice, hoarse, came from the front.

“Mhm.” Mom’s hand left my face. She stroked my shoulder instead. I was too relaxed to let anyone know I was up. I kept quiet, listening.

“After all that,” Johnston said, shaking his head. “I’d be tired too. Doesn’t he know you’ve enough to make him happy forever?”

“He knows,” she murmured. I could hear a note of pride in her voice. And pain.

“Then why did he even try? It’s foolishness. Sorry, ma’am.”

“It is, in some ways. You don’t need to apologize, Johnston. Boys have a need to prove themselves sometimes,” she said. “And when they’re set on it, you can’t convince them to stop. I’m sure you tried to impress others when you were young.”

“I did, ma’am.” 

“Now that I think about it, you still do, Johnston.”

He laughed, trying to keep it quiet. “Yes, ma’am.”

“If I recall, you were planning on a perfect dinner for his return. You thought you would repeat the same banquet from when the Moroccan Ambassador came to dine with us.”

“He was very happy with the spread that day, ma’am.”

Mom laughed. It was musical, and full of relief. “He was. I didn’t have a chance to ask him what he wanted to eat at home.”

Johnston nodded, like a sage. “Everything’s already been made, and is ready to be reheated. It would only take a few minutes once we knew what he wanted. From that day, of course.”

“You’re trying to impress me now, Johnston.”

It was his turn to laugh again. Just a short, professional chuckle. “Yes, ma’am. We’re almost there.”

“Thank you, Johnston. Let’s try not to wake him up until we pull in.”

I lifted my head a few minutes later. My head felt like it was an empty vase, albeit a very comfortable one. Everything was fuzzy and I couldn’t think, but at least I felt great. It was like the failure of the business was losing the first of its sting.

It was nice to be coming home.

“Good evening,” my mother murmured over me. She kissed me on the top of my head as I got up. My cheek grazed her breast on accident, though she didn’t notice. The warmth of them came with the gentle scent of her skin. I could feel my heart ache for it. “We’re almost on the estate.”

I looked up, the sky was now fully dark, but our estate’s gates had a few lamps on either side. The gate was open, and a long tree tunnel led into the grounds, and since it was still winter, the trees held Christmas lights still, turned on for my return, in a glitter of every possible color. 

Ahead, the house was lit up and warm on top of a hill, where the tree tunnel ceased and a path circled up the ascent, leading to the mansion where we lived, a stony palace full of warm woods and marble, practically ancient for American standards. 

While most people referred to the place as the Wesler estate, it actually used to be called the Koenig House. Some Hessian Major from the Revolutionary War, after surrendering to the new Americans and deciding that Europe wasn’t safe enough to return to, decided to start a life here. Out of his ridiculous pride, he decided to call his house the Koenig Haus, or the King’s House. I’m sure you could imagine some rich German doing something like that just north of New Amsterdam, and how endeared the locals would be to a rich dickhead as pompous as that.

The original house burned down after a couple decades, when the locals decided they had enough with the womanizing Major’s son who had impregnated two too many impressionable local girls. It was a tragic day. Most of the Hessians died, along with some locals, and the grandson of the original man rebuilt everything before going broke and then abandoning the place. The land was carved up by the courts and sold, the house was left to rot since nobody local wanted to do with it, and it wasn’t until my great-great-great grandfather finished his ride up the golden escalator of speculative investment that he decided a gorgeous, stony house just north of New York would be a lovely place to live and to spend his fortune. 

He renamed it from the Koenig House to the Wesler House. Less striking, more friendly. Everyone agreed.

When the Great Depression was in full force, he bought up the lands surrounding the house, chunk by chunk, until we had a meandering estate that covered hills, rivers, innumerable roads, and a little more than the Hessian originally bought. Over decades, the property was split into hedge-rows, tracts harvested of trees, gardens planted, and countless leases given for farmers. In the meantime, my ancestor invested, deeply, in the mansion and did everything he could to make it as warm and comforting on the inside as it was stuffy and German on the outside.

And it worked. From outside, one would look at the mansion and feel like it was practically a castle. Not exactly a defensible one, but it had the look and feel, nonetheless. But when you got inside, the whole first floor was a glow of wood, of pearly paint, of fireplaces, countless landscape paintings, and tall ceilings that made you feel like you could breathe. Couches, sofas, chairs everywhere, broad, open rooms that you could settle into alone and relax in, endless shelves of books and curiosities that lined the walls and surprised you each time you bent down to take a look.

I was longing for it as the sedan pulled up right in front of the place. The stairs went up in a short flight, directly from the covered entry where Johnston parked, and to the massive, oak double doors that swung wide, wide open as my mother and I stepped up and toward it. We stepped past the house staff and they whirled around us like water, bringing everything of mine upstairs to where my old room was. 

“Come on,” mom said, taking my arm and leading me toward the dining room. "Johnston’s going to make us some tea. He’s also gone through the trouble to remake all the food from that one dinner, years ago, with the Moroccan Ambassador. Do you remember?”

How could I not? When we sat and started to drink our tea, teacups tiny in comparison to the scale of our table, Johnston popped in with a printed menu like I was in a restaurant. 

Since having lived on my own and trying to make do for the last year on a diet of ramen noodles, rotisserie chickens, and bulk bags of frozen vegetables, the ease and convenience of having everyone attend to me felt confusing, and ridiculous. I didn’t want to offend anyone. I was around the culture of money again and couldn’t exactly speak up with my new middle-class tastes (not for ramen noodles). I told Johnston which dish I wanted, and within about ten minutes, three massive trays came out, were set before me, and a fifteen-course meal appeared in front of my face. I could see in one of the trays, the single dish I asked for, adjacent to mountains of other foods.

“In case you preferred any of the others, sir,” Johnston smiled at me, looking eager, like a boy who was trying to impress their parents. 

There was no way I was going to be able to eat it all. “God damn—” that slipped out unintentionally, mostly from surprise and awe at the incredible smells that filled the dining room. Mom blinked. I covered up what I said with some thanks. “Johnston, this looks and smells incredible. Thank you.”

“Of course, sir. Good evening, sir. Ma’am,” he said, nodding to my mother, who gave him a patient nod before he left the room. Like a barbarian, I pulled the first giant tray close before using the tongs myself to dish it onto my plate. The person who was supposed to serve me was lurched, halfway toward me, but after looking between mom and I, he stood back and tried to look dignified while I helped myself. Mom watched my manners with a look of surprise and disheartenment. 

“You must be hungry,” mom guessed as my brain turned off and I wolfed down my food. 

I was. After trying to survive off grocery discounts, Johnston’s cooking was like eating in a downtown New York haute restaurant. Mom started to look happier as I devoured everything I touched. “I’ve called Doctor Harlowe to see you tomorrow. Do you mind?”

Harlowe was the family doctor. Not that he was exclusive to our family, but as long as I remembered, mom paid him a little extra to be on call for us while he owned a clinic in one of the small towns close by. 

“Why do I need a doctor?” I asked.

Mom blinked, as if that kind of question was unthinkable.

“Look mom,” I said, “I’m alright. I don’t need a doctor. I’m fine.”

“It’s a checkup.”

“I don’t need it.”

“When was the last time you had one?” Her question was surprisingly direct. 

I answered truthfully. It had been years. Mom nodded, looking at me with a bit of amusement. “Please don’t begrudge me the satisfaction of at least having a doctor give you a general exam.”

I gave in. Mom looked relieved. 
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The doctor came in the morning after I had collapsed into my bed and slept for a full twelve hours. I got my examination, had him take my temperature and peer in my ears, and he asked me if I had anything wrong with me that I knew about. After I told him that I was fine, maybe a little stressed and exhausted from the last few years of work, he nodded. And then he asked if I was sexually active recently.

That’s a pretty standard question for doctors, I guess, but he hadn’t ever asked me that before. I told him I hadn’t been. He looked up at me for a second and asked a question in over-neutral tone. “Does everything still... work?”

For some reason, that question felt a little funny to me. Why would he ask that? I was twenty-seven. Of course it did.

“Yeah. Everything works.” I gave him a stare while he scrawled some stuff on his own little notebook. “Why?”

“Standard question.”

“Oh.”

“I’ll need your blood pressure now. Roll up that sleeve, please.” The doctor didn’t look like he was hiding anything, but I had this odd, odd feeling that mom had something to do with the questions he asked. 

“How many sexual partners have you had in the time after you got your MBA?” He asked.

It was another particularly detailed question. 

“Two,” I said honestly. They were from a while ago. 

“And you’re sure everything’s good down there?”

Truth be told, my balls ached from not having released in forever, but I wasn’t going to tell him about how I had been so busy that I barely had the time to jerk off.

I nodded to placate him.

“And I assume there weren’t any diseases? Nothing that you noticed.”

“No, doctor. Thank you,” I said, tired. He glanced at me, now slightly guilty looking. “Why do you ask?” I probed.

“Standard. You know,” he tried to say.

“Yeah,” I cut him off. “What’s going on, doctor?”

“Mister Wesler,” he said, making me laugh to myself at having been called ‘mister’, which never happened while I was on my own. “I am a medical doctor, and I ask a comprehensive series of questions in order to assess the health of my patients. I understand that it’s uncomfortable—”

“Out of curiosity,” I said, acting on a hunch that didn’t exactly make sense, “did my mom have any input on the things you’re asking me?”

Harlowe looked annoyed now. “No.”

With a few new vitamin supplements and a fresh dose of shame, I put my shirt back on and stepped out into the entryway, where the doctor gave me a friendly, if hesitant goodbye before leaving down the steps. The oak doors shut solidly behind him.

“Well?” Mom’s voice carried down from the stairs behind me. It sounded gentle, mildly interested. Not at all like somebody who’d put doctors up to prying.

We had a large stairway that extended from the entry to the upstairs in a gentle curve. The banister shone, polished and gleaming with brass and wood, and mom had all kinds of fabric decor that draped down and decorated the sides of the stairway like ribbons. Rich, dark reds, solemn blues, mellow-toned metallic fabrics that shone in knots. Mom’s fingers brushed over them, feeling the satin as she descended toward me. She was wearing a cashmere sweater in a light beige, pants that tapered straight down. A thin silk scarf wound around her neck, covering her chest a little with a layer of warmth.

“I’m healthy as can be,” I said. “And apparently need to sleep more.”

“Good. You know, Julian, you can’t go without a doctor for too long. A checkup—once per year. That should be standard, even and especially if you’re working.” She made it to the bottom of the steps and looped her arm in mine, and pulled me toward the dining room, where Johnston had breakfast prepared. 

I started to feel bad that I was suspecting her like this. And why? 

That thing that happened so long ago was a dream. 

It was only a dream. It didn’t mean anything. I was being paranoid.

“I know.” 

Our dining room had those long windows that stretched up along the outer walls, with curtains that hung down as far as our table was long. The morning light came in, warm and bright. Mom went ahead of me and sat down, and sipped orange juice the color of the center of fire as the light lit up her glass.

“I really appreciate you letting me come back, mom,” I said. I felt a little funny, standing there over the table.

“It’s your home, Julian,” mom said, looking at me, aghast. The glass set itself down with the speed of surprise. “Of course you could come back any time—you never needed permission. Did... you think you needed it? Do you feel like you can’t live here?” She motioned for me to sit next to her. I pulled out the chair and settled near.

“No, I can. I just thought you’d be angry. I mean, I practically shut out everyone. I ran away from my family and went bankrupt, and now I’m crawling back. Aren’t you mad? At all?”

“Of course not.” Mom looked at me with clear eyes that were full of the warming light from the window. “You fought for success so that you could deserve it. That’s what your friends said you were doing.”

“That’s right,” I said, surprised. 

“Then I’m not angry. You’re a grown-up. You have agency. You did what you could, and now you’re home.”

I studied my mother for a moment. Her fingers were fidgeting with the glass. She looked both proud, and worried. “And it’s not like you’re just waiting until you have some cash to start the whole thing over again,” mom said, uneasily, in a shy way of trying not to ask the question outright.

I didn’t respond. 

“Julian,” mom said quietly. “You’re not going to... be leaving again... are you?”

“I don’t know yet,” I said. 

Mom put the glass down. The juice swirled. “You’re twenty-seven. You’re getting close to thirty.”

“I know,” I said. My jaw set.

Mom was quiet. Her fingers traced along the shining condensation on the glass. A mellow pink started to rise above the white of her scarf. She changed the subject. “I had some activities planned with Johnston’s help. While you rest. And think.”

I felt a gnaw of guilt. “Like?”

“You could take one of the horses out. Or go for a swim. Or if you wanted, you could take one of the cars. They’re yours too, you know.”

“For now,” I said. 

Mom flinched. She didn’t look angry. She did however look surprised, and a little disappointed. “It’s time to start think about getting married,” she said quietly. “Unless you’re really so willing to let all of this go.”

I didn’t answer. I don’t know if I was willing. I did know that mom’s expression was making me feel like I had wronged a saint. 

“I think I’ll take one of the horses out,” I said. “Get re-acquainted with the grounds. It’d probably be good for me to do that while I think, you know?”

My mother nodded. Her shoulders relaxed, and a tiny fork clicked onto her breakfast plate. She brushed her hair from her face. “You probably want to ride on your own.”

“A bit of privacy would be nice,” I said. “Especially after all the questions the doctor asked me this morning.”

I expected my mom, if she was guilty at all, to react. But mom just nodded with a knowing look. “Harlowe is a little brusque, isn’t he?”

“He wanted to know all about my business,” I said. “All my business.”

“Julian!” Mom covered her mouth to laugh. It looked so genuine. She actually seemed delighted that I made a joke.

As if she missed me.

I guess she didn’t put the doctor up to anything. If she did, she was a good actress.

And ice cold.
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I changed into a readied outfit for riding horses (thanks, Johnston), went out to our stables, was handed a few choices of helmet until one of them fit, and then took off on a horse that the groomers kept trained and ready for a countryside walk. The grounds and grasses were layered with frost. It took deep, dark green prints as my horse went across it, compressing the frost into clear, dark ice in crescents. My breath fogged everywhere around me, and it was the same for the horse. It trotted, going impatiently faster whenever it had a straightaway, stomping angrily whenever I slowed. 

The first open fields around the Wesler House were just for lawn, just for the open hosting space that we used for guests and a bit of space from the house. I rode through, slipped through gates onto packed gravel roads, went alongside long hedges as tall as the Wesler House itself, where the shade was so thick that the frost remained even as the sun rose and the frost melted away from the open grounds in an endless sea of wispy steam. 

And then when we got to flatter fields, far from the house, I let the horse take off and charge, and the wind and grass whipped by, while all my thoughts and anxieties disappeared in what was the most dizzying, exhilarating speed for thousands of years of human civilization.

The hours passed quickly. The sun rose higher, and the gentle heat of the day sat right on top of the pools of cold through our grounds. I could feel the temperature climb and fall depending on what parts of the valleys and hills I rode through, and after I had exhausted the horse and myself, we took the slow trot back. 

As I handed the reins to the worker at the stable, I heard another horse cantering up.

My mother rode up, in tight tan pants, a crisp, wool riding coat over her shoulders, and a helmet, with the bun of her hair tucked just underneath it, over her neck. She rode, back straight, her thighs and calves, firm and artfully sculpted on either side of the horse, with an expression of relaxed dignity fit for a queen, but I could see that she had ridden hard. A bead of sweat went down her neck, and disappeared under her collar.

“You went riding too?” I asked.

“Of course,” mom said, slightly breathless from her own time exerting herself. She smiled, panting, in the same exhilaration that I used to get when I’d ride as a child. “I saw you as you got near the pillar field.”

“I was supposed to have some privacy,” I said, trying not to get confrontational, but this was what passed for one in my family.

“I gave it to you,” mom said, now looking concerned. “You said you wanted it. I made sure to head West once I saw you were looking to take the East Gate.”

“You didn’t follow me?”

“No,” mom raised an eyebrow. “I did see you crossing one of the outer fields, though. It’s dangerous to go that fast.” 

“Yeah.”

Mom looked at me, deeply concerned. “Are you alright, Julian?”

“Fine,” I said, stepping out from the stable. I heard mom speaking with the groom for a second before the heavy clomp of her boots as she dismounted from her horse. Then I heard fast footsteps in the gravel. 

“Julian—Julian!” Mom jogged up to me, away from the stables, toward one of the low-hedged gardens. The wind was moving faster by this point. Our breath caught the sun with fog that pulled thin in the blustery air and over the thin branches that waved up through the gardens. “Julian—what’s wrong?”

“Nothing.”

Her own footsteps crunched a faster rhythm than mine as she tried to keep up. I slowed just a little for her. She brushed a line of hair, stuck with sweat on her face, off to the side. “Was it the mention of turning thirty? I know you have time. I wasn’t trying—”

“I need more time to think,” I said. I was serious. 

I didn’t know what I wanted to do with my life, and it was going to take a little time for the bankruptcy records to disappear. I had been hobbled, through my own foolishness, unless I went through with what it took to keep the estate. 

God. 

I wasn’t ready to get married—and even then—

Mom’s footsteps sped up, and she went in front of me to stop me from running off completely. Her hands went to my forearms, and the momentum of my steps brought me up, close to her, to where I could suddenly smell orchid and lemongrass. Her jacket was unbuttoned. A prim, white blouse was tight around her waist, and her bust, and the top buttons of that were undone as well as mom tried to cool down. There was still the trickle of sweat, shining below her face, along her cheek. She really had been riding hard.

“Did something happen out there? While you were gone?” She asked. Mom’s eyes looked up at me with a concern. They were soft, despite the tension in her.

“Just thinking about the bankruptcy,” I said, closing my eyes. “Don’t mind me.” I didn’t want to tell her that I also suspected that she had been grooming me to simply carry the money bags until the next generation in the bloodline. That she didn’t actually care about me. 

That the dream might not have been a dream.

I wasn’t sure anymore.

“It’s not the bankruptcy, is it?” mom said, somehow stern and soft at the same time. “You don’t seem crushed by it at all. Maybe disappointed. But there’s something else. You’re... you’re...” She searched for the term.

Suspicious?

Mom relaxed her shoulders, looking at me and trying to understand.

“I think I’ll go for a little walk in the garden, here,” I muttered.

“Julian,” mom said to me, her tone aching. 

“Yeah.”

“You can tell me. Is it... is it really that bad?”

If only I could tell her. I was able to trust her for the longest time with everything that I struggled with, everything I didn’t know how to approach. But with that dream... ever since that strange dream, I felt like I was just a place holder in a family line, just passing along a fortune that I didn’t even deserve. If it went to my cousin, at least I wouldn’t need to worry about it, and I could let him deal with the morality of an estate that he didn’t merit. 

And tragically, since that dream, I felt like I couldn’t trust her. 

It wasn’t fair to her. 

“Maybe later,” I lied, before rubbing my mother’s arm through her jacket. I seemed to pull on her sleeve. She let herself sway, guided by my hand, surrendering to how I moved her. 

She looked up at me, her eyes dark. 

Why did she let me pull her like this? Like she was giving herself to me.

God—I could remember... 

I could feel the way she kissed me that night, kissed my cheek, kissed me down there, while I was throbbing and confused and ready to bust, into—

The dream seemed to transpose over her, and I was back there, that night, reminded of my duty to produce sons, with my mother, my actual mother, offering herself, touching my cock, my mother, who never set her own table or made a social mistake, who since that time just appeared perfectly normal and perfectly loving, sucking—

“Julian?”

Her mouth kissed my cock so, so lovingly...

“It’s nothing,” I said, pre-emptively. I let go of her, and sidestepped into the gardens, off the path that led toward the house. The gravel changed from pea gravel to white, clicking stones that were jagged and reflected the sun when it was overhead. Accompanied with frost, it was like snow made the paths between the hedges. There would have been snow here, except the winters had gotten warmer, and instead of a constant freezing and refreezing shell of snow that got added to weekly, everything had melted in the brief sunny interludes of the day and we got frost instead. But the snow would come thick.

It wasn’t quite maze-like, the garden. It did have higher hedges deeper in, but at the edge of it where we were, the bushes were low and in orderly curves and rows that would guide one into the deeper parts of the garden. I let it steer me away. I didn’t know why I couldn’t just talk to her. I could avoid the dream, I could avoid everything real, but I felt like if I just talked to her, things might be better. 

But I couldn’t. 

It was like I was running away again. 

The hedges started to climb in height. Rose bushes and brown, tired annuals lay in patches. The hedges got high enough that the shade covered me, and the temperature was like it was the early, early frost of the morning, where my breath could still fog. Eventually, I made it to a spot where there were some benches, stone and cold. 

I collapsed into it and held my face in my hands, remembering.

That night... it felt so real, so good, so...

How could I tell her that another reason I left was because I was afraid that somewhere, deep down...

I wanted her?

The subtle crunch of the white gravel sounded around the corner. My mother rounded it, walking slowly, hesitantly. She paused at the edge, seeing me, and waited to see if I would stay or go. 

“I’m just dealing with some stuff,” I said, sitting up and trying to look stoic. “I’ll be fine.”

Mom stepped closer, stopping after the first step to see if I’d flee like a frightened animal. When I didn’t, she went to my side, and as she got close enough to touch me, I reached for her wrist and pulled her, guiding her onto the bench with me. 

Her legs, covered in the tight tan of her riding pants, folded elegantly in front of her. She set her helmet on the ground with a dull click. Her hand smoothed over my back. She murmured some comfort to me, holding my hand. “I’m here, if you’d like to talk. Or if you don’t want to now, we can sit down together later. Unless you’re sure that you don’t want to talk. That’s okay too.”

I felt dizzy. Her warmth next to me was a little stretch of bliss on my skin. It was so cold on that bench, in the shade. She pulled closer, and I felt her arms go around me, trying to hold me, even though I was bigger than her. I felt my head go heavy, and before I knew it, I was resting my forehead on her shoulder, and her hands were stroking my hair, my neck, my back. She was the warmth in the cold. 

I could smell her, the gentle, understated scent of her perfume.

And her body.

The warmth of her true scent combined with the perfume. It was the scent of skin, of a woman. I wondered about it, wondered why my mother was one, why she smelled so good, why the scent reminded me of dark nights in a bed, tangled and wet with sweat, why her skin, sparkling with perspiration, smelled so wonderful and why I longed for it.

The memory, that memory, that dream, that half-real image stirred.

I had to know if it was a dream. I had to know if it wasn’t. And whether my mother would really want her son, whether she would go all the way for me, whether she would want to bear her own son’s child.

“I should probably get married soon, shouldn’t I?” I asked. Mom’s hand smoothed over my head while I spoke. “At least make sure the family gets to keep what’s ours.”

“It would be wise,” she said softly. Her hand was warm. My head nestled deeper, resting now more on the front of her chest instead of her shoulder. The soft of her breasts, at least where it started toward the top of her chest, held my head and I couldn’t help but sigh. Being there seemed to make it all go away. I felt guilty. 

But she pulled me tighter to herself, and into her motherly embrace, and my body seemed to let go. The stress flowed out of me, until there was only calm, and the scent of my mother’s skin.

I found myself breathing low and slow for the first time in years. I had been a stress case, I realized. I had been practically killing myself out there. No wonder everything was so hard. No wonder I couldn’t even think straight. No wonder—

“If you’d like,” mom said to me, her hands stroking down my back and neck, pulling me closer, my cheek resting no longer at the top of her breast but lower. Through the scratchiness of the edge of her wool coat, I could feel the plush of her breasts receiving me. “I can arrange something for you. There are a lot of girls in good families close by—I can talk to—”

“No,” I muttered. “I don’t want to do that. I don’t want to marry into more money.” I wasn’t sure I wanted the alternative. I wasn’t sure I didn’t want it. I wasn’t sure of anything anymore. My mother was using me. Whether it was her or one of the girls she had chosen, it wasn’t my choice, my life, mine.

Mom made a small laugh. “You haven’t even met them. They might be very nice.”

“I don’t want to marry for money,” I said, feeling my words go harsher, my tone going icy. I straightened up and got up. Mom followed me with her eyes, her palms now resting on the bench, holding it while she studied me, strained. 

“What will you do, then?”

There was a system, I guess, to getting married. It involved going out and meeting as many people as you could handle, getting to know as many pretty girls as could stand you, until one of them was stupid enough to fall in love with you, and then you had to act quickly to get married before anyone changed their mind, and sometimes it ended quite well. 

My family, and the circles they ran in, didn’t really care for this system. With ‘old money,’ there was more of a matchmaker type setup where families had a lot of talks, dinners, and when somebody had the suitable combo of assets, politeness, and not looking like trash, and when the two young people had accepted their fates and consented to living with the other person, marriages were done with the efficiency of a business deal, and the family names lived on, and the money stayed, and they’d do the whole thing all over again the next generation. 

I wasn’t doing that. 

But all I had was three years. Could I fall in love and get married in three years?

As if reading my mind, mom said, “I know you’re handsome enough to find your own wife, but...” her words seemed to fade to me. She didn’t finish the sentence, because as I heard the words, I immediately remembered that same phrase. 

The same, exact phrase.

And then I knew deep, deep down, that that dream wasn’t a dream. That my mother had...

I got up. Fast. Mom frowned, clearly more concerned than before.

“What’s wrong?” She asked, her tone innocent. 

I knew it wasn’t. My heart was twisting. After finally coming back and longing for my mom to care for me while I got back on my feet, I felt like she was just doing this whole thing as a performance, to make sure that her own goals were accomplished. Old money. That was supposed to be us, someday, but she was willing to go so, so far to make sure.

A part of me didn’t think it was possible. That my mother could do this to me. There had to be a mistake, I had to be misremembering. As I walked away, fast as I could, face burning up, I realized that if I wanted to know, truly, what my mother wanted... I would have to speak with her.

And I didn’t know if I had the strength anymore to say no.
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CHAPTER 6
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I spent the rest of the day by myself, collapsed in my bed, going through spaces of time where my head felt fuzzy and dark because I was thinking, and thinking and thinking, trying to understand my future, trying to figure out how I was going to get back on my feet. Mostly, I thought about my mother, trying to figure out if all the love I got from her growing up was a play, an act, a fraud. Time gave me no answers.

The winter night came fast and the estate went mostly dark across the grounds. Gold-toned light from lamps lined the roads, visible from our windows. The Christmas lights that ringed around the trees in the entry’s tree tunnel were lit, sparkling in every possible shade, twinkling in technicolor. A delivery van came up to our house, dropped off groceries and supplies for the help to disperse through the house, and then left, a little pair of taillights disappearing through the tree tunnel on the way out. The frost came again, fast, everything returning to a sparkling constellation in the moonlight. 

Mom and I avoided each other, thankfully, until dinner, where it was a quiet affair, with only the most surface level of conversation laid out. Johnston looked over us both, keeping quiet, his own understanding that something was off keeping him from emoting anything that could make things worse. 

“I think I’ll go for a swim, tonight,” mom suddenly said, dabbing her mouth with her napkin. “Johnston?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“The pool is ready, isn’t it?” 

“Of course. Everything’s been serviced. Would you like the hot tub active as well?”

“No, thank you,” she said, glancing up at me. I kept my gaze down. “I think the pool will be enough.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Have my swimsuits laid out for me to choose from by seven, please,” she finished, returning her attention to the filets that Johnston had carefully and artfully prepared for us. It went up to her lips in a tiny piece, and disappeared behind her lips.

“Yes, ma’am. I’ll have that relayed to your personal assistant.”

“Thank you, Johnston.”

“Of course,” he said, making a slight bow and withdrawing. 

Seven.

She’d be headed to the pool around seven.

The pool was one of the areas that the help didn’t really frequent, except to clean the pool itself and to service it. It was in what used to be a sunroom, or rather, a sun complex. Glass, shimmering with age from the beginning of the century, climbed up around a circular area where my dad had a pool put in when I was little. The iron frames worked upward like a lattice, the glass climbing up high not just one story, but two, and then overhead, the glass started to curve in its frame into a blocky slope that sent sunlight flying in broad angles into the water. But at night, it was just the glossy clear of the glass, and behind it, the dark of our estate, where the woods and the fields disappeared into the sky. 

The pool area was lit in several ways. Lights lit up the pool from underneath. There were ambient lights, ones that shone up and onto and from various pillars that were erected inside the pool area like they were supposed to hold up a roof, but they were just decorative, separating pool chairs from each other and providing spaces to hang up towels. 

Every time I went to the pool room, I felt like I was walking into some ancient villa, where kings and nymphs descended into the water to frolic. The scent of chlorine didn’t take from it, it seemed to add to it, and since the pool was warmed in the winter, the place smelled and felt like it was another dimension, a heaven or a haven that the gods hid away. There was no music, even though speakers had been wired in before I left. There was only the gentle lap of the water, echoing against the glass, and the heady feeling of steam.

It was no different tonight than from the times when I was young, coming here, feeling again that this place wasn’t real, that it almost didn’t belong on Earth. I felt it again, like this was a place that wasn’t my home. I waited, wandering around the rim of the pool, weaving between the pillars.

At seven and change, the glass door that separated the pool complex from the rest of the house opened. My mother came in, swaddled in a robe, humming to herself, her gaze low as she unwound, not noticing me. Her robe was low, folded over and more around her shoulders than on top, baring the top of her chest. Underneath it, she wore a one-piece bathing suit, the tiny straps crossing behind her neck. It was a midnight blue, almost black, and the fabric went up to just below her collarbone. 

Her hair was down, completely. Her hair was gathered on one shoulder, hanging over her chest, shining and dark in the warm lights. I could see her bare neck, the pale line of her skin. Her face looked gentle tonight.

I don’t know why I didn’t greet her. It would have been polite. 

I guess it had to be the melody of what she was humming. 

Long ago, the whole family took a vacation to Florida coast. We were all together, me and dad and mom, relaxed and invisible in the sand among all the other vacation goers. It was our least ostentatious vacation, practically just like everyone else if it wasn’t for the suite we booked at the top of the hotel we chose and the employees who handled our luggage. We just went to the public beach, towels and swimsuits in hand, ate Cuban sandwiches at kiosks, wore sunglasses and bought drinks out of vending machines. Dad and I had a fake competition where we tried to swim out as far as we could, but once the sandy bottom was too deep for us to stand, we ended up swimming back, laughing at how scared the both of us were without a place to stand in the turbulence of the waves. Mom had some cokes for us when we came back.

As far as I could tell at the time, we were just like everyone else that whole vacation. A family, just enjoying slow, sunny days.

There was a song that played on the radio on the beach, a hit that was a hit for only a week or so. Somebody with an old boombox had it set up under their umbrella, and had fallen asleep with a station I still can’t remember playing, and this song came on, about sunflowers in May, about taking a ride through them and knocking the petals off the windshield using the wipers, as if the wind had blown them there. I still can’t remember the full lyrics, but the tune, the melody, the same one that my mother hummed in a gentle tone, echoed through the pool area until she made it to the water’s edge, still wrapped in her robe. I couldn’t believe she could still remember it. I listened to her tone. There was the faint echo of nostalgia in her. The faintest trace of sadness. Like she missed it.

She stretched a bare foot forward, and dipped her toe into the water, sending ripples out. She swept her foot slowly, watching the water shimmer, the last notes of the song disappearing.

Her face’s reflection must have seen mine. Mom looked up, not startled, but curious. 

“Hey,” I said, apologetic.

Mom didn’t respond at first. She looked like she was thinking for a moment. “I feel like there’s something we haven’t spoken about that we’ll need to soon,” she said calmly. 

“Such as?”

I saw her shift. The robe unfurled.

It fell to the tiled floor.

Mom’s swimsuit was a one piece that lay perfectly flat over her body, going smooth with the curve of her skin. Her lower back began the gentle flare down to her wide hips. Her thighs were bare. Shaven smooth and practically glowing. At her waist, the fabric was tight to where her navel was. I could see the imprint, a shallow oval like an opal. 

She circled close to me, and then toward the steps that lowered into the pool. As she walked away, the flick of her hip on each step drew my eye to the fullness of her ass, each cheek tightened over only halfway, the deep curving well that led between her legs was tight up between her buttocks, and I could only... stare. I looked away as she turned, slightly toward me.

She made it to the edge and waded in, watching her step. The water shimmered around her ankles, her knees, and when it got to her waist, she leaned forward and fell into a dive.

Her body curved down into the depths of the pool. Her legs kicked, firm and silken. Her hair followed her in a gorgeous, black wave.

She eventually came up along the side of the pool, careful to keep her hair from covering her face, and then lifted herself to the water’s edge. Her breasts pressed against the side wall and seemed to partially lift themselves behind her swimsuit. She looked like she felt guilty. She lifted her arms over the edge and lifted herself enough to lean her head and to rest it on her arm. The water from the pool spread out around her. Her legs kicked slowly behind her, forming beautiful curves in the water. My mother was lost in thought. 

“Nobody’s son leaves like that,” she said, still trying to piece something together. “You finished your education, which was good, but then you cut all contact with everyone you knew. And I don’t fully understand why. It’s one thing to try and prove yourself. And another to go without any safety net at all. You didn’t have to go bankrupt. You didn’t have to... to resort to living in your car.”

I looked at her, wondering why she’d act like this if she did understand. I figured she understood perfectly. She lifted her head as she studied me. She could tell I was holding it back. “Was there something that happened?” She asked. Her eyes looked at me with a clear worry. “Was it something I said?”

That night.

The truth about that night welled up in me. Despite all the years and effort, trying to tamp it down, trying to pretend it didn’t affect me, I could only accept it.  

That strange, hot night tormented me for years because it felt so fucking good.

And now, in this mystical space... with my mother in almost mythic beauty in the water, with my exhaustion, my confusion, and her presence, I felt my defenses breaking. My rationales disintegrating. 

I thought I was fucking crazy for wanting to go along with it. 

But the promise of it was calling me.

The slow, loving suck of her kiss at my tip, it made my mother no longer a figure of mere care. 

No. 

She had become a goddess to me, one that demanded the promise of sons, and who would fulfill it on my behalf, taking them into her own womb, and giving me the pleasure that only a mother who loved her son, more than anything, could provide.

And out of some naïve sense of honor...

“I wanted to deserve it,” I said.

Mom blinked.

I kept going. “And I wanted to deserve you. If I didn’t make it on my own, then how were you going to see me... as a man, as somebody just as good as dad—”

“Hold on—” mom said, shaking her head and pulling herself to the side, toward the stairs again. “Why would—”

“I couldn’t stop thinking about it,” I said, feeling the anxiety and the craziness of this moment—it was flooding up—I couldn’t control it anymore and I couldn’t reason it away—it was time for her to know—that I was ready—that if she was ready to go through with this, I was too. 

I might not have deserved the estate, but I knew it’d be better in my hands than my cousin, and so it was time. It was time too, to honor my mom for the lengths that she was willing to go. “I couldn’t stop thinking about how far you went, for me, even though it was—it was crazy, it felt so, so good—”

“What are you talking about?” She pulled herself up and out of the water and toward her robe. 

I was shaking. My words were going way fast. Mom looked more and more shocked as I spoke. I told her I was ready to start, to have her take care of it all. I told her that that night was something that filled my dreams, my fantasies, that the girls I tried to date after leaving home couldn’t compare to her—to even that night—I’d tried—but deep down, I loved her—I wanted—

“Julian!” Mom shouted, the robe clutched around her, her voice echoing around the pool.

I stopped talking.

“I, have, no, idea,” mom enunciated, looking at me like I was going nuts, “what you are talking about! What is going on? What—what is this deal—or—or arrangement—”

“On my eighteenth birthday,” I said, in just as much disbelief as her. “Remember?”

“I remember that day, very well. Your friends came over,” she said. Her head was held forward, looking at me with concern. Tense. Confused. “Johnston made a cake—your friend broke a chair by sitting on it too hard—”

“Ethan,” I said.

“Yes, Ethan, and he offered to send somebody to pay for it, or to replace it. And...” She shook her head, finding at least some common ground that evidenced that I wasn’t totally detached from reality. 

“And that night—”

“That night, I went to the Oriol Dinner, the fundraiser, remember? After we all had dinner together? I apologized before leaving, but that’s why you and I had that talk the night before. But after your birthday, I left to the Oriol’s, and I came back in the early morning, a train had gotten stuck on the way home as we were driving back, and the driver and I waited until four before the crews fixed the problem—”

“No, you came to my room,” I stammered. “When I turned eighteen, you came to my room.”

“What? I went straight to my room—” Mom suddenly looked so confused that I almost believed it—I almost thought that she actually didn’t remember this happening. And maybe—maybe it had to do with the wine.

The wine.

I remembered my friends and I going downstairs that night, and grabbing a dusty bottle and passing it around. And then another. And then another. Until my friends grabbed me and forced me to drink down a bottle from the top until I was so swimmingly drunk that I— “Passed out,” I whispered.

“I didn’t understand you there,” mom said, looking at me with real concern. Her face had reddened. No doubt because of what I had accused her of. “What did you say?” 

“But I remember, it was so clear,” I insisted.

“Should I call Doctor Harlowe?” My mother asked. 

She looked afraid.

Mom never looked afraid.

“No, no,” I said quickly. Then I looked at mom more closely. Was it at all possible that I had imagined this? 

For real?

“I’m... I’m just...”

“I think Johnston keeps records of surveillance footage,” she said, voice low. “If there are... questions... about where I was that night.”

I collapsed into one of the little cabana chairs. 

––––––––
[image: image]


“WHICH EVENING, SIR?” 

Johnston took a break from the cheesecake he was putting together and had brought me into the room that formed the data center of our surveillance system. Everything, and I mean everything from day one of this camera system was recorded, stored on tablet after tablet of hard drive. One never knows what will come in handy down the line, my dear Julian, it was once explained to me. I told him I needed my birthday. My eighteenth.

“Morning or evening?” 

I couldn’t believe he just had them all, like the footage was a series of patiently collected knick-knacks that he patiently catalogued in all their different versions and editions.

“The night after the celebration. You made that cake. Do you remember it, Johnston?”

“I remember the evening, but not the flavor, sir,” he said, kind but dry, as he lifted the tablet and plugged it into the display. “Your friends had a wonderful time then. I certainly recall that.” He scrolled through the day on the dozens of cameras that he had set up. “Ah. It was chocolate. With cherry filling—see—I only use that sort of frosting décor when it’s cherry.” 

“Go to the hallway. Outside of my room, please.”

He nodded and scrolled to it. The screen read just after eight PM. The rest of the cameras continued to play off to the side. On one of the cameras that focused on the outside, I noticed mom getting into a car, covered in furs, and it driving off. That had to be for the Oriol dinner. 

Inside on another set of cameras, I saw my friends lifting my unconscious body out of a stairwell, all of them giggling and laughing as they drew me out of the basement, all of them staggered drunk. I saw one of them holding another bottle—after they had forced me to drink so much that I was hardly alive, they looted the cellar and were just as inebriated as me. They stumbled, knocking into the walls, but managed with teamwork to lift me up and to carry me up the steps. The camera that watched outside of my door showed them struggling to dump me inside my room and to leave, all of them barely walking straight before heading to the entryway, where their own drivers would take them home. 

I pressed the button that allowed the film to fast forward outside my room. 

The hours passed quickly on the monitor. 

Nobody came to my door.

Nobody at all.

Not until I woke up that morning and clodded out, almost tipping over the banister of the stairs as I descended. Shortly after, one of the help went in to tidy, and then exited after a couple minutes.

I double checked the date. I rewound and saw the point at four in the morning where mom and the driver came in, exhausted, and mom indeed went straight up to her room and closed the door, out of sight, looking as non-suspicious as a woman like her could. I made Johnston pull up the adjacent days in case I had somehow forgotten when I had my birthday. I watched the videos again, trying to see if something had been tampered with, as if I could detect anything like that, but it increasingly became more likely that I had simply been mistaken.

My mother didn’t come to my room.

Her mouth— that wasn’t her I felt.

It was just a dream.

Just.

A dream.

I realized just how wrong I was. That my actions over the last several years were partially based on a huge, huge misunderstanding. 

It turned out my mother’s entire approach to me had only given me space, given me freedom and respect. And care, every time I needed it. I didn’t have to worry about her interfering with my life. With meddling. With her trying to keep the legacy going. 

Because the legacy was my choice—it was my decision. 

It always was.

I wasn’t a reluctant cog of the estate’s machine. I was just home. 

And broke.
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“I DON’T THINK YOU’RE crazy,” mom said emphatically to me over breakfast the next morning. She’d clearly moved on from the content, and seemed to have held up a mental block that kept her from fully understanding what I was talking about. 

At least, that was what I hoped.

But I was still reeling. The breakfast, a broad spread of carefully and artistically peeled fruits and homemade breads with Irish butter made a mosaic across the table. Not that I could see. “What—what exactly did you hear—or understand?” I said, face sealed over with my hands. I peeked through, hoping to god that she didn’t pick up on the incestuous aspects.

“I guess there was some... deal... or something you were supposed to be ready for,” she said, frowning. “Something to do with me. You seemed awfully strange while you were talking about it.”

I decided then and there that she was never, ever going to know about it. If she didn’t know now, then maybe she’d never understand, and that sounded perfect to me. “It’s nothing. I was just paranoid. About the estate. How it would all go.”

Mom gave me a look. It was a little disapproving. “I hope you didn’t try any drugs while you were gone.” 

“I didn’t,” I said, truthfully.

“You didn’t develop a drinking problem, did you? Your friends all told me you were as sober as a priest. That you didn’t even spend enough time with them to have a drink at all.”

“No. No drinking problem.”

“So...” her gaze softened. “You were just struggling with some horrible expectation of mine, or one you... you dreamed? Or, did somebody tell you something?”

“It was nothing,” I said.

Mom cut an orange with a knife and fork. It had already been peeled, the tops and bottoms sliced away, the inner cells also peeled with a paring knife by the kitchen staff so that the remaining fruit was a glistening, shining collection of citrus gems that bled their juice into a subtle pool at the base of a plate. Knowing how most people ate their oranges now, I thought it almost ridiculous.

“You need a break,” mom said quietly. “You haven’t even resolved to take a break, have you?”

I almost reached for a similar orange in front of me from the spread. One of the staff behind me intuited what I wanted, and as she came close with a pair of tongs, I leaned back and let her put it onto a tiny plate. Ridiculous. 

But it did look beautiful. It cut apart beautifully. I reached for my own toast and got it myself. 

“You need to calm down. On purpose, Julian.” 

“I—”

“You’re thinking of the estate,” mom insisted, “you’re thinking of the business you tried to run. You thought you could somehow deserve a fortune—nobody can in the first place, Julian, but you’re trying to. You’re thinking of marriage with children with a deadline of three years, and marriage in and of itself is something that would normally take people a decade—or more—to actually understand both themselves and somebody else enough to wisely commit to something. I’m sorry—I know your father set a deadline, the likes of which nobody should face in order to simply keep what’s theirs. The pressures are too much. They’d be too much for anyone, and now, in this time, after attempting something most of your peers wouldn’t have dared, you are too tired to accomplish it all. You need a break. Please. Say it, Julian.”

I was quiet for a second. 

“I need a break,” I admitted.

“You need a long one,” mom said, her utensils on either side of her plate, her hands on the edge of the tablecloth, her body leaning slightly toward me.  

I looked up and saw her eyebrows knitted together. In worry.

“I want you to listen to me,” she said. “It’s time to listen.”

In that moment, I was through trying things myself. I felt done trying to shoulder it all and was ready, finally, to take my mother’s advice. Whatever she wanted. Whatever she thought was best. I’d already proven myself a fool and didn’t want to make any more choices that’d end up sabotaging things further.

My mom spoke with the directness that I would have expected from my father. They were directives for my life—and I listened.

“I want you to take a long, long vacation. I want you to stop trying. I want you to start listening to a voice in your head that isn’t demanding the world of you. I want you to start listening to the side of you that needs rest, needs recuperation, needs to take time to itself. You’re exhausted and it’s a miracle you haven’t gotten sick. People have enough problems in this world, even people who have what we have—and it’s enough to deal with them without adding more or insisting that you aren’t human, that you can just pick up and try again and not hurt yourself. You are human, Julian. You need sleep, like everyone else, you need breaks, like everyone else, you need to take the time for yourself that helps you to actually see life instead of fretting about it while it disappears.”

“Alright,” I said, eyes closed. I envisioned myself pulling a Walden. Retreating into a cabin. Hiding away until everything had sorted itself out. I envisioned the inheritance slipping away. Or an arranged marriage that doomed me to a life of fidelity to somebody I didn’t even know. It was likely that one could lead to the other.

“We can start by vacationing together,” she said.

And I opened my eyes, and saw my mom, looking slightly satisfied, dabbing her lips with a napkin. She looked at me and her eyes twinkled. “I’m going to take us to Europe. We’ll have a little cruise up the Danube—we can see sights. Try wines, visit ruins, see cities you haven’t been to yet. We can go to Crete. I have friends that enjoy rowing out there—you might like it. You can sleep until noon each day—”

“Why would we do this?” I asked, feeling almost ridiculous. “I don’t need to go to Europe. It’s excessive.”

Mom opened, and then closed her mouth, and looked toward the flowers on the end of the table. 

“It doesn’t have to be Europe,” she said, slightly quieter than before. “It’s... it’s just that over the years... with your father gone... I know I’d been busy. And I know that you and I never really got to know each other. The way I wanted us to. And I feel it’s because of that, that maybe you misunderstood whether the inheritance was a matter of deserving, or simply receiving. I understand wanting to deserve it. But your father wanted it to go to you. It’s his gift, to you. He maintained it, as I have, so it would go to you. It’s no surprise that you wouldn’t want to inherit from a stranger. And I feel that it’s my fault. That I’ve let you grow up in a way that felt that I was a stranger. I want to fix that. It doesn’t have to be Europe, but... I want you to understand. What you deserve. And part of that is maybe, us getting to know each other. For the first time.”

At this point, I did feel ridiculous. Not because of Europe, but because it was obvious. 

“Alright,” I said. I took a deep breath and went back to my breakfast. 

“...alright?” Mom asked. Tense. 

“Europe,” I said, nodding. “We’ll go to Europe. We can do a tour. We can see the sights, and enjoy ourselves. I can try rowing in Crete. Or whatever you think will be good. It sounds wonderful.”

I went back to my silly orange.

It was so sweet. Like gems on my fork, glittering in the sun, brighter than any of the jewelry I’d grown accustomed to seeing littered across people’s wrists and necks.

Out of my peripheral vision, I could see my mother look my way. A smile barely visible. Relief obvious, by the way her whole body relaxed, and sat back in her chair. Of course she wanted to spend time together. She wasn’t the mother I had mistakenly assumed she was—practically accused her of being. She was my mom—who was worried sick and now wanted to treat her son to some relaxation and to catch up. She’d carried this guilt the same way I’d carried an expectation that didn’t exist.

Her voice was brighter than I’d ever heard it before. “I’ll have Johnston set up an itinerary.”
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CHAPTER 7
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My mother had plans. Ones that involved going across Europe, traveling by a mixture of river cruiser, luxury train, short stretches across cities by limousine. We would stay in hotel suites, countryside villas, mountain chateaus, have a short stay in Britain, either end, depending on where her sister lived at the time. Mom also had friends across Europe, and my only suspicion was that she would try to get us to socialize with one family or another for long enough to convince me to settle for someone within them, some typical union of estates in order to continue the family line, and to perhaps strengthen it with a family that had more history than ours. But of course, it really was my choice. A man can’t be forced to stand at an altar for any longer than he allows.

She and Johnston spent much of the rest of the day over one of the tables in our foremost day room. Photographs and sample itineraries were spread in neat grids; a map, drawn over with a different color of pen each time a new route was surmised, had been marked by her hand, delicate, concentrated ink that followed in artistically straight lines from one city to another. Additional maps were off to the side, somehow obtained by Johnston and his magical ability to procure whatever my mother wanted at an instant’s notice.

Mom looked ecstatic (hidden of course under a veneer of cool deliberation) through the whole thing. Her eyes were clear and bright. Even the way she stood seemed alive. She’d lift one hand, palm up, fingers delicately tapping as they closed, one by one, her hip slightly cocked to the side. Choices were made with gravity. She took time to pace while Johnston reconfigured images like they were plans for some new process or business venture. I’d never seen her so happy, smiling so often, anticipating, brightly hoping, but even then, it was all done with the kind of collected thoughtfulness that permeated everything she did. 

I did not join them in their attempts to craft the perfect vacation. But from the sounds of it, my mother wanted it to go on for quite some time. I took the time instead to sleep. 

Evening came. We ate dinner. There were fresh flowers, by my mother’s orders, on either side of the table. Mom looked happy but fatigued over her meal, but that didn’t stop her from telling me, in what passed as a rush for her, about how we would zigzag from one country to another, exchanging mountain ranges for cosmopolitan city centers, picturesque villages for mighty estates, both rented and as hospitality from people she knew. From what I understood, she’d put in a full day, her mind blazing across every possibility for a mother and son to do across Europe, and had peppered it with a complex web of communications to everyone she could think of, until, like a work of genius, three months were tentatively planned with room to maneuver in case we were bored of any locale. Johnston, trying to keep his chin up in the corner of the room, looked his age after trying to keep up with her excitement. 

Toward the end of dinner, when mom’s energy had at last completely run out, she meekly and quietly called for Johnston. “I’d like to have the pool to myself tonight,” she said to him after a long silence where her eyes remained closed, and her head tilted slightly forward. 

Johnston replied with the same volume. “Of course, ma’am.” 

She turned to me. It was like she summoned politeness and strength in one. “Julian. Were you thinking of using the pool at all?”

“No.”

“Wonderful.” She sighed, not an exasperated one—a satisfied one, and addressed Johnston again. “Have the staff prepare the hot tub as well. I think by nine, tonight.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Have them lay out my swimsuits again. Are you sure you won’t use the pool at all, Julian?” Mom asked relaxedly. Like yesterday never happened. Two of the staff came in with thin slices of cake, topped with fresh strawberries, and set them down, one in front of each of us.

“I’m sure.”

“Well. Alright.” Mom smiled to herself, hardly aware of the cake, looked out our window at the remnant of light as the sun went down, and started humming. 

Even Johnston gave me a look. And considering I was responsible for this great leap in her happiness, he gave me a warm grin.

––––––––
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I DECIDED THAT IF MY mother was going to swim, then I’d do the opposite and walk. 

Not that I was trying to avoid her. But more because I was happy that she was happy, and felt if I interacted with her beyond what we’d already done over the last couple days that I’d jinx her good mood somehow. It felt fragile to me, based on a lack of understanding on what her son had really admitted to. 

Sunset was nearly complete across the estate, and the skies had turned dark, with only a vivid scarlet, quickly fading, to the west. The fields stretched with shadows from the hedges and trees, rows of barren vined crops and lattices making webs across the fields. Once it was dark, the frost came on fast—twinkling across the grass that grew a muted gray-green once the light was gone, the moon made the only light, and the cold settled. 

Winters were this way here, sometimes. The wind would blow through and the temperatures from the shadowed parts of the hills would spill out, places where the frost lingered into the day and then, when it had its first opportunity to spread, seemed to wash up onto the rest of the land when it got dark. 

I was bundled thoroughly. A heavy coat, a wool scarf, gloves, on top of layers of clothes that had been tailored to me ages ago. I hadn’t worn them in years, and only wore them tonight because Johnston had the kind forethought to bring them up in a trunk that smelled like cedar, peppered with the sharpness of cloves in little cotton bags. 

I walked for hours. Gardens passing slow. The moon up high, rising. Endless steps, an endless calming. 

It was necessary, I felt. It had been madness. And now it was time for slow things. Beautiful things.

The house was ahead. The Christmas lights on the trees on either side of the driveway blinked with their colors. Rooms glowed gold on every story of the house.

But the greatest glow came from within the pool area. The glass surrounded it all like some great gem, and there were enough lights within that the whole place lit like a mellow beacon. My mother would be inside it by this point, doing her laps, maybe relaxing in the hot tub. I decided that stepping up to the glass to check might have been prying, so I went instead to Johnston’s little vegetable garden that lay just down the slope from it instead.

I got there, to empty rows of planters, and remembered that since it was the dead of winter, there wouldn’t be anything growing, even if this winter were warmer and less snowy by comparison to previous ones. I almost contemplated laying down on one, and sleeping.

I was tired.

I went up the slope, and decided now was the perfect time to come back in. I could take a bath. Warm up fully. Rest like the dead.

I wasn’t thinking too hard about my path. Having walked for hours already, my body simply took me up the most convenient, most direct path toward the front door, the path that led alongside the glass of the pool area. 

I could feel the warmth off the glass. Almost through my clothes. The warmth was so full that I could actually feel it on my face, against the numb tip of my nose. 

And as I guessed, my mother was in there. She sat at the edge of the hot tub, a different bathing suit on. Another one-piece, this time a pure white, designed with a cut-open back, only keeping her front completely sealed away, the neckline reaching just above the curve of her breasts in strings. Less modest. No less elegant. A simple design that I knew would draw stares, and much more since my father was gone. It was a good thing, in some ways, that she only seemed to use those bathing suits for our private pool. 

It made me glad that nobody else could see her.

I was about to turn. To go toward the front door.

But...

I found myself almost stuck.

And curious.

And it made sense that I would be. My mother was beautiful to see. There was nothing wrong with seeing her. In principal.

And at the same time... there was a part of me that wanted to see how she held herself. When she was alone. Or at least, when she thought she was alone. 

I decided to stay. To get this quiet moment, to see her as she was.

Her head leaned to the side, eyes closed in tiredness and contentment, her feet kicked gently through the jets of water, steam rising around her legs, around her. Her hair was wet. She’d already swam in the pool. It stuck to her, wrapped in dark locks around one shoulder. One of her hands played with the end of her hair, fingers sifting through it thoughtfully. She sat straight, mostly, only the slightest lean forward, toward the hand that played with her hair. She occasionally pulled at the edge of the fabric of her swimsuit, as if it were tight on her, as if maybe the material were slightly uncomfortable. I saw her fingers slip against her skin. 

Her eyes opened only occasionally. I imagined she was humming to herself. If she was, it was quiet, but her whole demeanor was of somebody humming. I wondered if it was the tune from yesterday.

I wondered what she was thinking about.

Dreaming about.

The glass was just a little fogged. Not much. But enough to where I knew that from where I stood, there was no way she’d see me. I was just another dark blur amid a dark night. 

She lifted her head. And turned to the side. Looked toward the entrance of the pool area, for several long seconds, feet still kicking. 

Her hand went behind her neck.

And I saw a string suddenly pull away from what had to be the knot that tied her bathing suit behind her.

I blinked.

She looked down again, into the jets of water. Her feet moved slowly, toes pointed away. Her hand kept weaving behind the back of her neck. Undoing her top, pull by pull. She stopped and looked back, toward the entrance. She thought this was the only way anyone would see her.

And I felt... stuck. 

I felt like I wanted to watch. My heart was pounding. I felt like I was doing something wrong. And of course, it was wrong. 

But I couldn’t stop looking.

With a final, long pull, the last cord of the knot was undone. 

And my mom gently brushed her dark hair behind her. 

As the strings fell away, rolling forward, over her chest.

The front of her top didn’t fall. Not completely. It clung to her, the tops of her breasts only now visible, soft and pert flesh. The slopes of her breasts were full. Fuller than I expected.

Like in my dream.

Growing up, she was the image of modesty, dignity. She’d never let herself be exposed—not a bit of her. Coming to terms with that again since finding that the dream was only a dream, suddenly took on another meaning. I was seeing my mother’s intimate skin, for the first time that I could actually remember.

And as I watched, the front of her swimsuit continued to fall. As her hands played with her hair, as she nodded to the side, thinking, humming, feeling, more and more of her chest was revealed to me. 

My heart beat loud, in my ears. My breath was short. 

My mother sighed, her shoulders lifting, and then, with momentum, the top of her swimsuit rolled forward, falling away, and with a vague tremble, her breasts were freed. 

My jaw opened. I found myself gasping.

And feeling something, deep within. Something wrong—

But she was so...

Beautiful.

The tips of them seemed to me the color of rubies. The areolas that circled around were slightly paler, more of a rich, blushing pink. 

I knew that if I were smart, if I had any respect, I would turn around, walk down the slope and completely leave this behind. She thought she was alone. She didn’t know her son was helplessly watching. 

I mustered the strength and the will and started to turn. 

But then she stood. 

And more of her swimsuit fell away. Before, it almost clung to the bottom of her breasts, but as she straightened, it fell further, until the smooth dip of her core shimmered in the light from the pool. And the gap of her navel appeared, a dark dot—her bare, smooth tummy, her bare chest, my mother looked like a goddess, some ancient Greek muse, whose nipples were stiff and pointed outward, whose breasts were lifted in a sexual prime—heavy, lovely. I suddenly found my jaw aching. Needing. To place my lips upon her, to take them in, not just her nipples, but her pale, soft flesh, to taste them, to draw from them and to push my face into the softness that I hadn’t experienced in so, so long.

How could my mother be so beautiful?

It didn’t make sense.

That even in her innocence she could be so sensual to me.

She took a step into the hot tub, descending, back straight, chest lifted, until she had carefully submerged half of herself.

It wasn’t the standard way one sat in that hot tub.

She turned again, her nipples just barely over the top of the churning water, looking again toward the entrance, making sure, one last time, that nobody was watching.

I knew in my gut that something was going to happen.

Something that could never be unseen. I knew that if I stayed, I’d be accomplice to it, it’d be my fault that I saw, it’d be my fault that everything would change.

It was happening now.

Her hands lifted, up to her shoulders, as she straightened, exhaling, eyes closing, trying to relax herself. 

Her fingers traced down over her chest. 

Over her breasts.

Over her nipples, each finger, in its turn, slipping over a full and pale pink, and with each flick that left her breasts, her eyes seemed to flicker, even as they were closed.

She adjusted herself in the hot tub.

Her hands slipped further down.

Over her tummy, disappearing into the water.

And having known that hot tub, having sat in it years before, I knew where the jets were.

My mom’s face flushed. Her body seemed to ripple in a reaction to something I couldn’t see.

She adjusted herself. Sitting carefully. 

Pressing herself against a spot where, deep underneath, the jets would shoot in a bubbling column, would churn into the water from where it was supposed to be a ledge, where maybe one could rest a hand, where one sat adjacent to it and used it as something to prop the side of their leg against. But my mother instead seemed to sit over it, onto it, and as she moved, as she carefully set herself right to where that jet would—

Her mouth opened. Just barely. I could just see the edges of her teeth, the point of her tongue where she laid it against her front teeth in a subtle moan. Her eyes flickered again.

And her cheeks reddened as her body went through a shiver.

I knew what she was doing.

I couldn’t look away.

It was unlike anything I’d ever seen. Because I’d been with other women. I knew what it looked like, when a girl felt that bloom of pleasure. I knew that initial gasp, that subtle warmth, that excitement that rose as a woman touched herself. And when a woman was alone, or if she felt comfortable with me, there was no restraint. She could gasp, happily helpless, she could feel, and let her body conform. She could explore those feelings and her womanhood would make her writhe.

But I didn’t expect my mother to be like that too.

Because in that jacuzzi, my mother, bare breasted, her face blushing, her gasping going low and slow and methodical, my mother revealed to me that she held sexuality within her. Not the delusional chaos, the frantic subconscious sexuality from my dream. But real, and nerve-filled reaction, logic of being, pleasure and sense, things that my mother to me, in my reality, did not hold.

But her hands slipped upward. One at a time. 

Over her breasts. Lifting them, one by one. Her fingers slipping over her flesh, her nipples, the indentation of her fingers showing me just how soft she truly was, what she’d hidden under clothes that stripped her of sex and made her instead perfect in dignity. 

But this was truly my mother. It was the real her.

Droplets of water, clinging to her, steam, shrouding her curves, her breaths getting deeper and her face growing redder and her head drifting to the side as something, inside of her, some fantasy played out. 

Water, like dew, clung to her form.

And her breathing grew faster.

I gasped. Not at anything else I saw—but because I became suddenly aware of my own body. 

My own trembling.

My own cock, painfully hard, pressed, aching against the inside of my pants, and because I had been so celibate, because I hadn’t known the touch of a woman in over a year, I found that my whole body felt like it was on fire.

And in the dizzying heat, there was a need in me.

For...

For my mother.

All I could see in my mind’s eye, all I could be aware of desiring, was for her to make that blush, because of me. 

For her to gasp, because of me, for those breasts to press upward, for my touch, for my tongue—I wanted to lick the dew from her breasts, I wanted to kiss her—to taste her, to drink from her mouth—to make that dream a reality and to see her white teeth part and the tip of her tongue extend and for her to look upward, to do what her and my father must have done, to engage in the mysteries of sex, the foggy impossibility, because she was my mother, and because it was impossible for her to be a creature with sexuality and at the same time, now, she was. 

And she was growing more helpless.

It had been long minutes. 

And her breathing was fast. Her mind was adrift. Her nipples had swollen under her fingers and I could see that she was pushing down, trying to angle herself, push herself against the jet that was rushing water over her, playing with her, and I wondered, in the moments that one arm or another was under the surface of the water if she had slipped a hand under the bottom of her swimsuit.

If in that tub... 

My mother.

My pure, decadent, regal mother.

Was touching herself.

She leaned back.

My mother leaned back.

Her head settled, into the water, and like a bloom, her hair rose, buoyed by the currents, her eyes closed, one leg rising as her body flattened into a plane, as her breasts rose just above the surface of the water, as they almost floated, falling to either side of her, gently rocking, forward and back, as I got my answer.

Because where her stomach was, where the edge of her swimsuit was floating up as her hair did, one hand was slipped underneath.

And I could see the impression of her fingers, under the fabric.

As my beautiful mother fingered herself underneath it. 

As her mouth opened, as I could hear her.

Through the glass. Her lips parted, and she moaned with an ‘ohh—’ long, drawn out, her hand slipping up and down, her legs crossing as she tried to float, one hand traveling up and over her breasts and then slipping up her neck, fingers finding her lips and settling into her mouth as she bit them, whining.

My mother’s dignified voice now broken in...

Pleasure.

Her hand was moving quickly.

Her fingers moved in rhythm.

One finger was drawing in and out—I knew—I didn’t know my mother could—I didn’t know she even felt—I didn’t know she was a woman who needed and who escaped into the privacy of this place so she could touch herself in memories from long ago and where she could be a woman, where she could gasp, where she could allow her body to be free in the way it felt and needed and her fingers could explore within and without her, where her moaning was like a song that told me exactly when her fingers curled.

Her body was tensing.

It had been tensing for a long time. 

And she wasn’t floating, not exactly, one leg was bent and on her toe, aided by her floating, she fingered herself as she lay, pushed up, nestled by jets of bubbles, surrounded by steam, her breasts pink from the heat of the tub, tits heaving as her fingers played, as her breath stopped and started, as she looked like she was in pain, eyes shut tight, as she looked like she was hurting herself, as she looked like, sounded like, there was an agony of need, and suddenly—her knee rose—her shoulders pushed forward. Her mouth opened in a loud gasp—audible through the glass—and she pulled her head forward, almost sitting, both hands reaching down into the water, both hands between her legs, her breasts pressed tight together between her arms, her mouth wide and her body shaking, my mother orgasmed, in front of me, shaking and moaning as her body let go.

The bliss in her face conflicted with her struggle to regain control.

She looked shocked. 

Eyes still closed, but shocked.

Her shoulders heaved as she struggled to breathe through the steam.

Her hands staying between her thighs, her fingers doing, I don’t know. 

But she calmed slowly. 

Her face was red. And her hair was in chaos, clinging to her head, her face, her neck. 

One hand came up over the surface of the water. Her palm went to her cheek. And she breathed, shaking. Not smiling. But relieved. Shaking. 

Shaking.

I stepped back.

I carefully walked backwards, crouched, going down the hill in a way that wouldn’t be seen. I circled around. Off balance. 

Shocked, and just like her...

...Shaking.
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






CHAPTER 8
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The world had gone surreal, in a haze of sensual guilt.

I went to my room. Like something had struck me. Drew a bath in the attached bathroom, slipped into it, in disbelief. Not at my mother.

At myself.

Because after seeing her, seeing my mother that way, spying on the woman who gave birth to me in her most private moment, I lingered on her form. Almost unrepentant.

I shouldn’t have looked. I knew that to even intrude on her privacy was wrong. I knew that if I stayed, if I watched, it would change things beyond my misunderstanding from before. I knew—if I’d tried just a little harder, I wouldn’t have looked. I wouldn’t have seen her. Not that way. And I would be in the bath and then on my way to bed, and absent of this struggle that flared up and overwhelmed my thoughts.

But with that little lingering seed of having stayed to watch, that little sin, my mind stayed on her. And that seed remained. I lingered.

On her.

On my mother.

On the way she moaned.

I didn’t push her out of my mind. Almost couldn’t. 

I remembered the soft slope of her torso. The gentle indentation of her navel. I remembered the curve of each breast, how her fingers made indentations in them, the exact weight in her hands, like I had understood her body, could envision how they would feel in mine, how they’d conform to them, and how my mother would look, heavy-lidded, and breathing in sensual time, her own sexual nature now existent in my mind.

At her voice.

The broken moan that I had never heard before. The one I didn’t know she could make.

My erection wouldn’t subside. It stayed, pulsing, hot and hurting, and with it, my entire body mercilessly signaled to me that wild drive—the one I had followed mindlessly in college to pursue what lay just underneath a woman’s skirt. It is a heat and a focus and it never goes away until a woman is sweaty and moaning beneath you and her pussy squeezes you tight as you cum, and she moans in your ear, nails scratching into your back, her voice breaking, as your seed floods into her and she cries with delight at how it makes the most subtle, gentle throb into her womb, and only when that is done and you’re both collapsed and shuddering, your sweat mingling, your fingers tangled, does that drive finally lay low. 

Waiting.

Only for a time.

And if it wasn’t given any release, it grew into a monster that wrested your thoughts and your will. As it did mine.

I bathed. Cock unwilling to stand down. Temptations to touch myself with the thought of my mom swirling—it’d be so easy. The memory, the image, was fresh. The need was unstoppable.

It would be so, so easy.

I hurried through my bath, scrubbing my face, my hair, like I was fighting something that had clung to me. I slapped my face and drowned myself. I leaped out, stood in the cold of the bathroom, dragged the towel over my face and snarled into it. I wouldn’t do that. Not about her.

I dressed. I went to bed, hair still wet, and tossed and turned in my childhood bed. The one I had dreamed in.

And I kept looking at my door, wondering, hoping, perhaps, that my mother would come through. 

That she would admit to me that my dream wasn’t—and that she would set the lovely jewel of her mouth over the head of my cock.

And...

Hours passed in torture.

I eventually got up. There was no use laying in bed while my imagination stretched me across a rack and deluded me with visions of something so taboo. Even if this was the stuff of aristocracy from long ago, this was the modern age—we weren’t medieval, and I—I was just stressed. Struggling. It was normal. To struggle. 

I put on a robe and stormed out.

The house was dark. Johnston always left lights on at various intervals across the halls, for the sake of the live-in staff who were on call in case our family or any of our guests needed anything. But we hardly ever did. The rooms and halls of our home were always deserted in the night. Light, pale and blue, came from the windows. Warm candle-toned lights dotted corners, leaving long stretches of shadows in their wake, dark enough that the patterns in our wood floors couldn’t be discerned. 

I went past one of the day rooms. At the little artifacts and trinkets that stood on pedestals and shelves. Past the library that used to be my father’s office. It was full, top to bottom, with volumed series of reference books, books on law, encyclopedias in multiple languages, a collection of vanities that would never be opened or considered except as a momentary thought, only to be put away after a moment’s musing. These collections existed in mansions up and down the eastern seaboard, along with endless tomes that, from their purchase, would never be opened at all except to be dusted and cleaned so that pests didn’t make nests in their pages and put them to use.

And past that place, there was the dining room, with full-length windows that ran from waist-height to the tall ceiling, curtains hanging down, our cold estate, sparkling with frost, beyond. The moon was high. It shone over our grounds and I could see for what felt like miles.

And it was by this point that I started to calm.

My body stopped rebelling against decency, and my mistake found some internal forgiveness. I was tired. I had simply watched, been curious, and had paid for it with angst. It was done.

My stomach growled. 

A final door, at the end of our dining room, would lead into the kitchens. It was already open, which wasn’t a surprise. We only kept it closed for appearances, and it wasn’t like doors weren’t left open across the house all the time. Other houses might have insisted on keeping things buttoned up, but it wasn’t truly important to the state of the home. General things like cleanliness and maintenance took precedence over decorum. We weren’t royalty.

I stepped in, and wondered what sort of things Johnston might have stocked. As a child, I’d wander into here at night and ransack the pantry for baked goods, the refrigerators for leftovers. We had commercial-sized refrigerators and a walk-in freezer, barely a closet itself but with enough space to store racks of meat and bins of ice cream. The kitchen itself had a long counter space that cut through the center, sinks on either end. An array of stoves and ovens lined the front walls, and far on the other side, in the butler’s pantry, we kept our dishes. I stepped in, saw the counters, heard the low hum of the refrigerators, thought about—

My mother was leaning against the counter on the far end of the room.

She and I saw each other at the same time—and she jumped, startled, eyes going a little wide, her shoulders hiking up under her robe, her slippered feet making a scuff underneath her as she faced me. The low light in the kitchen had hidden her from me, and I guess the sound of the refrigerators had disguised my entry. 

“Julian!” She gasped. She looked guilty. Like she’d been caught doing something. And in a sense, she had.

She had in one hand a little plate with a slice of the cake from this evening, the strawberry stuck on the end of a fork in her other hand, a small bite already taken from it. It was obvious to me that before she noticed me, she’d been meditatively enjoying her slice of cake, eyes half closed, once again having a secret, private bit of enjoyment. This variety was of course, less disturbing.

“Sorry—” I said anyway. I turned to go

“No—Julian. It’s fine. You just startled me—” she looked at her cake and then realized a bit of frosting clung to her upper lip. “Goodness—” she said to herself, wiping it away with the backs of her fingers, embarrassed that that was what she had to resort to, not having a napkin. “What are you doing up? Is everything alright?”

“Everything’s fine,” I said, somewhat truthfully. I guessed all I needed to do was calm down. The memory of her in the pool room was still vivid, but it had lost some of its power. “You’re up awfully late.”

“The cake.” In the low light, I could see her blush a little. My mom hadn’t ever been caught enjoying something, not beyond what was polite, so her embarrassed look was actually a little enjoyable itself. “It’s good, isn’t it? I—I just couldn’t resist.”

“Johnston works miracles.”

“Truly,” she breathed, relaxing. Her shoulders dropped. I could see that she was now more carefully holding her fork. There’s no ‘careful’ way to hold a plate, though. Not while leaning against a counter. Mom seemed to consider standing straight like we had company or something, and then decided against it, sitting back slightly so that her butt pressed into the edge. 

My mind, without my consent, ran deductions as to the softness of her body, the firmness of her bottom. 

She was wearing one of her robes. Layered muslin with pleats that hung on the edges of her shoulders. Underneath, she wore a silk nightgown, one I’d seen before, that went right to just above her knees. Her robe was wrapped around her waist, swaddling her hips, hiding a little of her form, but her femininity was obvious despite it. Her hips widened out from a trim center, and thighs, in a full, pretty shape, went down, only hinted at under the robe, but her calves were visible, down to dainty slippers that kept her bare feet warm. Because the edges of her robe clung to her shoulders, I could see the impression of her breasts against the silk, or rather, the way the silk clung to the form of her breasts. Just underneath the muslin of her robe, her nipples would be pushing through. 

It was all the better that they were covered. I don’t know how I would have managed if I could see what had been haunting me only moments before. 

“Here.” 

I shook my head. I must have zoned out.

Which quietly disturbed me that I had. Thinking about her. But I saw that in my mother’s hand, she held out another plate with a clean fork sitting on top. “The cake’s just in the refrigerator. The far right.”

“Thanks,” I said. I took it, and once I had my slice, I joined her on the opposite side of the walkway between the counters and the stoves. I leaned against heavy steel, her against marble, and in the dark, we enjoyed our cake. Delicate frosting. Airy sponge. Not too sweet that it needed something to drink, not at all dry that it crumbled. It was moist, and fluffy, and every bite reminded one of clouds with a sweet silver lining. Only a master like Johnston could bake cakes like these. We were lucky to have him. 

The only sound was the subtle click of our utensils and our breathing. My mom occasionally made a satisfied, ‘hmm,’ after a bite. I fell into meditation as well, but only fitfully. My eyes kept tracking to her shoulders. And how the muslin on her shoulder kept dropping. More and more of the shape of her left breast was visible through the silk. 

I tried not to look as I knew, based on what I saw today, that the subtle ripple in the silk was the start of her areola. 

“I hope you don’t mind,” she said after a time, holding her fork lightly between two fingers, the last of her frosting collected at the tip. “But...”

I could read further embarrassment on her face. 

“But?”

“I might have had Johnston purchase tickets for us. For a plane.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Okay. I assumed we were going on a vacation soon. What’s the issue?”

“It’s for tomorrow.”

I couldn’t help but laugh a little. My mom shyly held the frosting over her lips, hiding her own smile. “Sorry. I was just so excited.”

“What time?”

“We’ll be flying out of JFK at one.”

“So I’ll need to pack right after breakfast.”

Mom tilted her head to the side, now slightly exasperated. “I can have Johnston do it. You don’t need to lift a finger while we’re here, and it’s not like you’ll have time.”

“I’d prefer to pick my own clothes, and to pack my own stuff.”

My mother shook her head. “We’re going to see my sister. I need you to be dressed like you were going to visit the Queen. Please. Let Johnston get you everything and then some.”

I relented and nodded. “So we’re going to Britain first?”

“Scotland. Celeste has somehow found another noble to play with, and she insisted that the first thing we do was visit. She’s curious about you. Specifically, if you’re actually alive. And since she is the... herald... of our family,” she shook her head, “we’re best off visiting her first so that word can spread that you’re healthy and you haven’t been in a sanitorium for the last few years.”

I blinked. “Is that what the family thinks?”

“No,” my mother said, setting her plate down. Her hands placed themselves flat on the counter behind her as she leaned back. “But they are confused.” The muslin on her shoulder dropped.

And in the briefest glimpse in the low light, exactly where I knew it would be, the indentation of her nipple appeared—and then disappeared just as quickly as mom pulled her robe back over her shoulder. She didn’t notice that I looked. And she didn’t notice that I felt tense and that I suddenly could undress her with my eyes, could see her body underneath all her coverings, that the image of her shrouded in steam, nude from the waist up, was surging through my mind. 

And with it, I wondered what the hell my mother thought of me that she needed to mention a sanitorium. I mustered an apology. 

“I’m sure I didn’t give people reason to think things were alright. I’m sorry.”

She waved a hand and dismissed it. “Please. I think I get it, and you don’t have to explain further.”

“But a sanitorium...” I said, nervous. “Why did you say that?”

Mom blinked at me and made a nervous cough, barely audible. “It... it was a joke, Julian. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it like that.” 

I had a little wondering thought. A concern. The same suspicion from before. That she might have known a little more about the incestuous undertone of my wanting to prove myself since my botched confession by the pool yesterday.

We were quiet for a moment.

And after an awkward time where neither of us ate, I realized that my mother’s demeanor didn’t indicate at all that she knew that her son... well.

“What does the family think, exactly?” I asked. “Be honest.”

My mother seemed relieved that I’d asked anything at all. She launched into it. “That your father was hard on you. And that his damned inheritance requirements—” she paused, again, embarrassed that she was slipping out of decorum, that she’d lost her cool at all over anything. “His... religious compulsion... had complicated the entirety of your young adult life. He was the last of the family to adhere to that mindset, something from far, far back, I believe some Lithuanian lord had clung to it on the advice of an Orthodox priest, you know, to ensure even the youngest would consider it their duty to keep the line alive before they’d even get a chance to inherit. And since that time, the men in his family stubbornly clung to that tradition. Even with the world going more modern in this time—and it certainly went ‘modern’ in his, he still thought that it was something necessary. He wanted his line to continue, and he was more than happy to place that pressure on you to ensure it.”

She looked down at her cake. “I’m sorry that I didn’t... do more... to assure you. To help you through this. I can only believe it’s too stressful for anyone to handle alone, and that I should have been more involved with your life, and, I don’t know, spoke with you.”

“Please. I should have done the same,” I said. And I thought to myself that it was my lack of bravery in just talking with my own mother that was the reason for this. All it would have taken was a single conversation to find out that it was a dream, and from there, life would have proceeded almost normally. I wouldn’t have had any absurd resolutions. And maybe I would have met somebody by now, and the inheritance wouldn’t have been an issue at all. I had fought to prove myself for something that didn’t exist.

But the truth was... the possibility of my mother offering herself to me was too great a temptation. 

The fact was, that all I wanted to do was to rise to it.

To not just taste the forbidden fruit but...

To deserve it.

“Thank you, for not forcing me into something early,” I said, feeling my body start to strain. The very thought sent blood rushing into my core. Into my cock. I searched myself as I tried to stand in a way where it wouldn’t be noticed. Ignored the fact that a side of me wanted to pull my mother’s robe down. To see the silk on her form. 

And to unwrap it. 

“I understand the necessity. I’ll do what I can—and if...” I thought hard to myself, trying to focus, wondering if I could really commit. 

But at this point, I wasn’t going to lose the estate.

“If it gets to the point that I’m not able to fall in love,” I said slowly, “do you think you could arrange something for me?”

“Easily,” my mom nodded, ignorant to the struggles I was facing within me. “It helps that you’re handsome. But we don’t have to focus on that yet.”

“You could even play matchmaker if you wanted,” I relented further. “You could start in a few months, so that we don’t have to worry about timing. I guess my only request is that you try to find somebody that I would actually enjoy being around.” 

“Now that’s a more difficult ask,” she smiled at me. She moved past me, her hand setting on my shoulder. It was warm. 

And electric.

Her other hand was tucked under her arm, which was wrapped around her waist, just under her breasts. “I’m tired. You must be too—and we do have a lot of getting ready to do tomorrow.”

“Who’s coming with us?” I asked. I turned away slightly so she couldn’t brush up against my erection if she’d tried. “Hopefully not the whole staff.”

“I figured, actually, that since you were somewhat uncomfortable with all this comfort,” she teased, stepping away, her hand sliding off my arm in a way that spark down my waist, and sent a painful throb through my cock, “that it would just be you and I.”

My eyes followed her as she made her way out.

On the way her hips swayed.

Her legs looked so soft.

She made it to the doorway of the kitchen and turned. “Goodnight, Julian,” she said gently. “Sleep well.” There was a faint, innocent smile on her face. Completely ignorant as to the beast that had flared up and was threatening to devour me.

And her.

My hand gripped the counter.

“Goodnight, mom.”
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CHAPTER 9
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I did manage to fall asleep. I woke up a little late, had a belated breakfast, and found for a time that all that desire I had had simply left. Like a curse was lifted. Like I had regained my sanity. 

It was a relief, to have the vacation ahead and to realize that perhaps I wouldn’t have anything to worry about—that the intense, horny need of mine was a mere fluke. A trying moment. Just a bit of temporary stress-induced psychosis.

I mean, considering who I was lusting for, I should have guessed.

I found that when I returned to my room after eating, Johnston had already packed two bags for me. “There’s enough in terms of clothing, sir, provided you’re prepared to fully engage in such a spartan lifestyle once again,” he joked, hands behind his back. “Even for a vacation. I regret that I won’t be along to take care of this little travel sack for you, but your mother insisted I stay.”

“Appreciated all the same, Johnston,” I said. “I think we’ll be alright. Nobody died for want of a valet.” 

“I’m sure some have, long ago,” he replied, accent crisp. “But allow me to detail what I’ve equipped you with, just so you are at ease on the way there. You’ve never been one for surprises. Here: in this case, four suits, in tan, navy, charcoal, and black in case there are any formal events to attend. Shirts aplenty. Swimwear. Two long ties, two bow ties, and a single scarf. I’ve packed your gray overcoat, three wool sweaters, and a pair of gloves. And here—in this case. Long underwear, two sets. And additional winter wear. You have four pairs of shoes—tan loafers, maroon dress shoes, black dress shoes, and a pair of running shoes. Ah—and winter boots, for Switzerland. Exercise clothes, two sets. Socks, both cotton and wool. Dress shirts in white, black, sky, wine, and navy. I’ve neglected vests—for the sake of minimalism, I’ve left them out. And the rest of the essentials, in this compartment. Watches. Links. Your colognes and nightly products. Duplicates aplenty in case you are marooned without a cleaner.”

“Those bags will still be awfully heavy,” I guessed. “Your definition of essentials and mine are a little different.”

“I will, unfortunately, have to call one of the servants up to carry them down,” he admitted. He thought for a moment, unsure of how to equip me with what he considered a hobo’s handkerchief worth of clothing. “Perhaps I could remove one of the suits. And a pair of shoes, and one of the exercise sets.”

“Please do,” I asked. “Remove all duplicates. I’ll only need two suits. Two sweaters. And I won’t be wearing the bow ties.”

“As you wish, sir.” Johnston covered his mouth for a brief cough. “Your mother has also attempted to minimize her wardrobe. Unsuccessfully. I’m afraid she’s... unused to going without.” He said respectfully. His accent reminded me of an Attenborough documentary. “The trunks are stuffed full.”

“How many trunks constitutes going without to her?”

“Three. But she’s trying, desperately, to shrink it to two.”

“Maybe you should come along, Johnston,” I said. “If she’s unused to ‘going without’ she’s going to have an even more difficult time dragging the trunks along.”

“She suggested that you could be the one to maneuver them,” Johnston suppressed his smile. “Being the man and all. And she could be the one to move your luggage, as yours have wheels built in.”

“Not like trunks.”

“She was always hesitant to buy luggage with wheels, sir, before she made these plans. She’d never used them before. A new experience, and all.”

I’d never considered how my mother’s world differed from almost everyone else’s. Not really. The fact that she’d wanted to go without the whole house staff was, to me, a testament to her being open to try just about anything. Even long ago, when we’d went on that vacation to Florida, we did have a couple employees close by, handling much of the logistics behind the scenes. But for us two, to travel, alone, with no help whatsoever, was the sort of experience that her family would have balked at.

I mentioned, long ago, how she was considered ‘old money’, meaning that she was from a rich family that had stayed rich for a long time, held assets that had their own histories, and could trace lineages through multiple family lines that all flirted with royalty through various political dynasties across Europe. Much of it had, in various ways, been either squandered or lost through economic and societal upheavals, and diluted among a multitude of heirs, legitimate and otherwise, and so when my father was in the prime of his life, he found my mother, whose family fortunes had just barely degraded to the point that they were willing to allow her to marry into his family. 

It had been for love that they wanted to get married in the first place, but it took convincing her parents, and then suffering some of the external indignity of marrying a man whose family had no crest and whose fortunes had been made five generations previous. There was a whole world of elitism, an endless ladder of sneers, where no matter what rung you were on, regardless of your wealth, there would always be noses to look up into, even if the owners of those noses were, by their own standards, ‘down on their luck.’

My mother’s sister was one of those noses, so to speak. Celeste was my mother’s younger sister. She’d remained unmarried, content to live a life of freedom and travel. She was more independent in the sense that she didn’t have staff that followed her, but she did expect that wherever she went, there would be those that would handle everything for her, otherwise she simply wouldn’t stay. Their father had created that expectation by spoiling his two daughters all through their life. Delilah, being more agreeable, worked on being reasonable no matter what circumstance she was in, while Celeste was content to be her father’s favorite, and to have the entire world as her playground, with no commitments or expectations to drag her away from whatever she wanted, whenever she wanted. Her assets were managed by a legion of managers and lawyers, and she never thought twice about it.

And the fact that we were going to go to where she was staying first, a noble’s home, with only two suitcases for me and less than five trunks for my mother, probably felt like going up Everest with a Ziploc. 

I thanked Johnston for all of his help and went toward my mother’s room. There wasn’t any harm in convincing her that she could use a person or two, and probably not lose anything in terms of self-respect if she did bring everything she felt she needed.

But as it happened, my mother had just managed to cut down her necessities into two trunks. And with a little dolly that folded up and could be strapped to one of them, it became a simple matter to move everything, almost as conveniently as a suitcase on wheels. Johnston insisted on directing the staff to load our luggage into one of the cars. “The very last of my assistance today, I assure you,” he smiled as he opened the door for my mom. 

She had on her coat, was bundled thoroughly for travel, and looked fresh and excited. Her hair was relaxedly down, a hairband on her wrist. Her makeup was done lightly, and she had her hands tucked in a separate leather jacket to keep them warm. Underneath her coat she was wearing a long-sleeved blouse with form-fitting slacks. They conformed clearly to the shape of her thighs, her calves, while the blouse sat just a little looser.

“Thank you for all your hard work over the last few days,” my mom said, taking her hand out of the jacket bundle and putting it on Johnston’s sleeve. “We’ll be back in a few months, or sooner, depending.”

Johnston seemed sad to see us go. “We’ll all miss you sharply, Mrs. Wesler.”

“And we’ll look forward to more of your cake. Julian and I ran into each other in the kitchen last night and had to have more—I hope you’ll make us some of the same so it can be the first thing we have on our return.” She gave a fond sigh. “Thank you for everything, Johnston. You are our rock.”

Johnston beamed proudly and tried to form words, but smiled instead, stammering, until he settled on, “hope you have a lovely time. A lovely, lovely time.”

“Bye, Johnston,” I said.

“Master Julian, take care,” he nodded with a grin, forgetting that he didn’t call me that anymore. But that didn’t matter. 

When the doors closed, and the car started, and we drove out with Johnston waving to us from the end of the driveway, and we started our journey to JFK, my mother seemed to practically bounce off the walls. 

I mean, not exactly. I am exaggerating, because her manners really were so practiced that her fidgeting practically counted as jubilation. Her fingers tapped on her knee, all in a row. She really was excited. She had so much planned.

“Are you worried at all about Celeste?” I asked. “Johnston told me how you’re down to two trunks. I’m sure she’ll have something to say.”

“She knows better than to second guess my decisions,” mom said, happily looking out the window. “And if she does, it won’t matter.”

That shouldn’t have surprised me. My mother had only become more serene with time. The pettiness of her sister and her opinions, I should have guessed, would matter less and less to her. “Especially since she’s dating another lord,” I said. “What is this, the third? By now, people have to expect she’ll never get married, especially by this point.”

“Dating is a strong word,” mom gave me a side-eye and a grin. 

“A hustle, maybe.”

She suppressed a giggle. “That’s an even stronger word, Julian. Shame on you.” She shook her head. “Celeste is certainly... magnetic. When she wants to be. I think in this case, this pairing is more of a companionship. Or a friendship. I use that term loosely. Chances are, she’s captured this man’s interest and he’s trying desperately to keep her around long enough to get to know her, no matter how scandalous it might be. I am surprised, however, that she’s comfortable inviting us to visit her there. You remember my sister, don’t you?”

“Of course,” I said.

I met my aunt Celeste at a wedding for some cousins of mine. The whole thing was done in downtown New York, which was why we went. My family tended to lean more introverted, keeping to ourselves and staying aloof of my mother’s family events unless they were conveniently close by. So, under duress, my mother attended a wedding in one of New York’s biggest chapels, and the joined families had a party at one of the cousin’s cousin’s houses on Long Island, and there, Celeste had captured the hearts of several men that were now considered tangentially related. 

Not that she was trying, necessarily. No. 

Trying wasn’t a part of her vocabulary. 

Celeste looked somewhat like my mother. Beautiful in an elegant way, natural Norman features combined with a calm, practiced demeanor. The same dark hair, the same deep eyes, but instead of a cool and considerate look like my mother kept up, Celeste was mischief and mystery. Her mouth was either curled in a hidden smile, or in a cool and dismissive blankness that signaled that she was about to move on. She smoked. Asked anyone handsome for a light, and in the inevitable event that they didn’t have one, she’d pull out her own lighter, flick it herself, and then place it in her hand as she drew just a little flame, letting the contact of skin against skin unnerve and unbalance you. And then she’d talk to you. She’d ask soft questions. She’d smirk and judge. And she’d touch you, along your shoulder, up toward your neck when you stammered.

She’d also lure you into risqué topics and then chide you for your forwardness, flirting the whole way, but mixed with sternness in sudden strikes that made you feel you had done something wrong. She’d thank you for the conversation and then walk away, glancing at you, making you think that if that wasn’t an invitation from her to talk again, it sure as hell made you want it. 

She spoke to me very, very briefly at that wedding.

“Well. You’ve certainly grown, haven’t you? All tall. And...” I might have seen her glance downward, but under her hat at that party, it was difficult to tell. She stepped away after saying that, leaving me before I had a chance to reply.

It was her tone that got me. She spoke in a lofty half-accent, as if she weren’t from the United States. She liked to style herself as a woman who lived everywhere, and would pick up on anything that made her feel more sophisticated.

And the frustrating thing was, it worked. 

I don’t know how my mother could put up with her. If I had a sister like that, I would go insane.
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The flight was an overnight one that would land us at Aberdeen International in the early, early morning. We slept on reclined chairs with complimentary blankets, lulled to sleep with a glass of Scotch each. 

During the night, my mother’s hand reached over and held mine. 

I don’t think she knew I was awake. I felt her hand touch my wrist. Her fingers stroked the back of my hand, so lightly that I know if I was asleep, I wouldn’t have awakened. And after a few slight brushes, her fingers curled into mine. And she held my fingers, first, before moving her hand closer, and then carried my hand in hers. In the air-conditioned cabin, her hand was warm. 

And in moments, her hand in mine, she fell asleep. 

As she held my hand, something strange happened to me.

For the last few days, I’d been on a see-saw, struggling with lust. With wanting. With thinking of my mother. That way. It was something base, I think. Something in my biology, something that had a cold logic to it. She was beautiful. I had dreamed of her in sexual context. I had seen her half-nude. Pleasuring herself. And all that, combined with a vulnerability and emotional exhaustion was enough to trigger feelings in me the likes of which were shameful, and could never, ever be shared.

But with her hand in mine, something different happened.

Something deeper.

I don’t know what it was. 

But as her hand held mine, and as she slept, in perfect repose, her skin against mine, her breathing slow and content, I... 

I loved her differently, then. 

More than before. More than a son should and would love their mother.

I don’t know how else to say it. It was like a slow click in me.

I fell asleep soon after, and woke up as the captain announced that we would be landing in Aberdeen shortly, and would we all please make sure our seatbelts were on. It was still dark outside, and the snow blew over the wings. My mother stirred. Her eyes opened and she looked into mine. And in her eyes I could see something strange. Something that pulled me in. I felt like I was falling. 

I’d never done that before, looking at anyone. But my mother—my mother who cared, my mother whose hand reached out again and took mine, whose thumb stroked the back of my hand and who whispered a gentle ‘good morning’ to me, seemed, maybe as a trick of the light, maybe as some sort of delusion on my part, to love me the same way. 

More than a mother should.

And it sent fire through me.

A fire that seared visions into my head.

A fire that sent a throbbing ache into my groin and made me suddenly want to lurch forward, to pull her, to put my face against hers, and to kiss her, my mother or not, to feel her body, to squeeze her to me, to grip under her legs and to spread her, to force my tongue against hers and to touch her in ways that would make her whimper like I heard her whimper that night—I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to taste her. To taste her mouth, her skin, her soul.

––––––––
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CELESTE’S DRIVER WAS waiting for us, decked in black from head to toe, with one of those shiny black hats with a short bill on his head. He held up a sign, “Wesler”, printed out and laminated. He was the only one waiting there with a sign and a uniform, looking especially exhausted since it was hardly five in the morning, local time. He was a young looking guy, definitely younger than me. He addressed us with a Scottish accent. “It’ll be a few hours to the estate,” he said. “You can sleep on the way if you like.”

“You drove all the way here this morning?” My mom asked, incredulous, and yawning. “Did you sleep at all last night?”

“Just a wink. A moment in the car before coming in,” he grinned.

“I hope they’re paying you extra for this.”

“They are, ma’am,” he said, nodding. “Quite well. Well, the lord isn’t for this. But Celeste has it all in hand. And I’ve got enough get-up-and-go to get us to the estate safe before breakfast.”

When we exited the airport, it was snowing in the dark. The driver handled mom’s luggage with a bit of effort, but we got it all into the back of the luxury SUV he drove. The snow came down thick and fluffy, and in the LED’s, each burst of snow looked like its own cloud. As we drove west toward where the Lord Cogdil lived, the dawn came up, red for a mere instant, turning the falling snow pink, before the dawn turned a pale gray and the snow grew even thicker. The driver was a good one, keeping his head low and forward, his eyes scanning the road, his movements careful and sharp. Mom fell asleep again for a time, leaning her head against my shoulder. 

The back of her hand rested against the back of mine. At points, her hand moved, took mine, before falling away again as she stirred. Each time our skin touched, I had a sudden throbbing rise up in me. 

I was helpless to it—my cock would stiffen at the hint of her touch, because my mind would immediately run away with the sense of her skin and multiply it—to imagine what her bare arm would feel like against mine. What her bare breasts would feel like crushed against me. What our tongues would feel like, slipping together. I shook myself out of it, time and again. 

But each time our skin touched, I found that the same aching need rose, stronger than before.

I bit into my cheek, feeling it flare with pain as I tried to crush it all down. It was insane. This was insane. I was insane.

And for three hours, we wound through the Scottish country and into the highlands, going higher, and higher, the landscape lifting from plains into cliffs, from grass to rock, and through it all, the snow fell thicker and thicker. It was glorious. And by mediating on the snow and trying desperately to focus on how I was going to behave around my aunt, I started to segment it out, to think less—that way—of my mother.

But each time, it was only temporary. Every time her hand touched mine, the cycle would threaten to come again.

I lifted my hand from my side and put it on my thigh. And our skin stopped touching for the rest of the drive. Her head leaned on my shoulder at times. The scent of her hair was subtle, but sweet. I had distant memories, or rather, the senses that came with them. The scent of my mother. The scent of her hair. 

The taste of her skin.

After what felt like forever, we arrived at a manor fit for a lord—tan plasters dusted with snow, tall windows, gardens and grounds that were more manicured than ours, more expansive, stretching out not just into the acres and acres of land that clustered around the manor grounds themselves, but into a massive collections of lawn that were simply... lawn. This Lord Cogdil almost had more lawn complete with stone paths and the occasional gazebo, than we had farmland. The snow covered it all. When we made it to the front, nobody was waiting for us, which made me sigh a little with relief. I wasn’t exactly looking forward to meeting a British noble and my aunt Celeste at the same time. Not out in the cold, anyway. It’d be awkward enough as it was.

But it was a little strange. I thought it was normal for people to greet their guests at the door.

The driver opened the tall wood doorway at the front and one by one, hauled my mother’s trunks and my luggage into the entryway. Dry warmth and the smell of dusty wood billowed out—my mother and I rushed inside and took a moment to take in the atmosphere of the place while the driver finished bringing our stuff in. The grand hall was lit with a series of chandeliers, surrounded by paintings of all kinds from stern, almost realistic portraits to impressionist hazes. 

The place was multiple stories—and the entryway was a mansion in its own right, with staircases that went up at either end, pillars that stretched down, every direction veering into different sections of the house while the second-floor railing would allow one to stand at the top and look down at whoever was coming in. I imagined this invisible Lord Cogdil as wearing one of those ridiculous red velvet robes with a bubble pipe, sneering downward.

Alas, it was only the driver, dusted with snow, and the echo of our things being placed in an orderly stack.

After our stuff was inside in the entry, he said that the servants would bring our things to our rooms later. Then he disappeared, presumably to sleep, leaving us entirely alone. The hall was lit, but it was obvious looking out into the rest of the house that nobody stirred. Not even the servants. It seemed that nobody was in a hurry to get their tasks started.

Where the hell was the lord?

And where the hell was my aunt?

“Celeste has quite the welcoming presence, doesn’t she?” I joked. “I hope we’re not early.”

“We very well might be. I hate to interrupt anyone before they wake up, but it is a little odd that nobody was here to welcome us in. At least she had the driver ready for us,” mom said, shedding her overcoat and placing it on top of our things. “God. I need to change. And we don’t even know where the bathrooms are—”

When she bent slightly to place her coat down I found myself drawn to stare. At her legs. At the way the cotton pulled tight around her bottom. The way her ass curved, and how I could see—so faintly—the line of her underwear as her pants stretched around her. It struck me hard. I could feel the blood rushing to my face. 

To other places.

I looked away as she turned toward me. “Well,” she said, hesitant but bright. “Shall we?”

We sauntered through the place. Explored, quietly, shyly, in that funny way one does when they’re in a house unattended and they have no idea what rooms are off limits, which door hides a needed bathroom or somebody’s intimate bedroom space, which place hides precious belongings and which places are forbidden for anyone to enter because of an embarrassing mess or because everything’s been covered with sheets and that wing’s locked off for the season. It was especially concerning for us both because this Lord Cogdil was supposed to be important, and of course, you didn’t want important people to think you were nosy. 

But there wasn’t any place to sit in the entry. Not comfortably. There was a singular round table with a vase, and flowers, but one couldn’t lean against that without threatening to tip the whole thing over. And the portraits made for an obnoxious crowd.

We made it to what I assumed was the dining room. It was a long lengthed room, similar to ours in shape, but it was darker, with fireplaces at each end, brass ornaments stretching up the walls, a long table against the back wall and a central table that was equipped to serve over twenty people at a time. The chairs were upholstered with intricate patterns and looked like they had to be a century old, at least, and above it all, one of the old owners of this manor had their portrait set over everyone, looking down, aristocratic, and slightly peeved. There was an empty liquor bottle on a buffet just underneath him, along with a few empty glasses, with just a little bit of amber residue at the bottom. 

At a loss, my mom and I pulled out a couple chairs and sat down, looking out the windows to the grounds and admiring the snowfall. 

After a minute, we could hear stirring beyond one of the doors attached to the dining room. Humming. The tinkle of utensils on a plate. And through the door—

The first thing I saw was a split-open robe. And shifting behind its pleats, a feminine form. 

Heady pink nipples, a bare chest with full, plump breasts, down to the top of a stomach where a robe, partially and lazily open, legs flicking underneath the divide of the bottom of the robe—and up to this person’s face—remarkably similar to my mother, though somehow freer.

My aunt.

Celeste noticed us immediately and with a jump and a yelp, closed her robe with one hand, hiding away her body, turning to the side, a plate of fruits and cheeses held up with her other hand. “Jesus—” she stammered.

Mom scoffed, and stood. Glanced at me, somewhat reprovingly for having stared. For good reason. If my face was flushed before, it was bright red now. 

“Good morning, Celeste,” she said, brushing her legs and trying to sound like we hadn’t just seen Celeste halfway in the nude. “Nice to see you having a healthy breakfast.”

“You’re not supposed to be here yet—” Celeste spoke with that same half-accent, but it was colored with the emotional shock of being seen partially naked, and also having been entirely wrong about something. I knew in my bones that it’d be the only time I’d ever see her caught lacking. 

“We’re not?” I asked.

“Julian!” She laughed and, pulling her robe a little tighter around herself, stepped my way, swaying. “My—you’ve grown a whole lot more, haven’t you?” 

This time, she really did eye me. Up and down. “Hm. Aren’t you supposed to be married now?” 

“I’m working on that,” I said through my teeth.

“You won’t have a difficult time of it. I can tell,” she said lightly. Clearly, she was playing with me. Then she turned to my mother. “I genuinely thought you were coming tomorrow. We said the eighth, didn’t we?”

“Today is the eighth,” my mother said reprovingly. Her hand worked over the back of one of the chairs. 

“It’s the seventh.”

“The eighth. Don’t you have a phone?” Mom asked. “Your driver picked us up, at least.”

Celeste gave my mother a distant, slightly confused look. And then looked out toward the snow. “That explains it,” she muttered to herself.

“I’m sorry?”

“Nothing,” Celeste was suddenly in control of everything again, steering us like she weren’t the younger sister. “We must have breakfast. You two must be starving.” She turned around, and strode into the kitchen. “I’ll ring the servants. You two sit down, and we’ll talk—oh—I had no idea you two were coming today, I really did think it was the seventh—” she was practically yelling from the kitchen. I heard a little bell. “But I’m all the more excited for it. I had something, a little get together planned for tonight since it’s the eighth, goodness, no idea, and ha, now I guess you two are invited—”

“Oh no,” mom said quietly. She spoke up as she sat down, speaking clearly toward the open door. “Celeste, out of curiosity, where is Lord Cogdil? I thought he’d greet us too. Does he normally wake up late?”

“Coggy? Oh. He’s out.” She came back in, her robe this time perfectly tied around her waist. “Ibiza.”

“Ibiza?”

“Enjoying Spain is a hobby of his.”

“I see...” my mom looked concerned. Deeply concerned. “We thought he’d be here. Considering we were invited. Celeste, be honest with me, does he even know we’re here?”

Celeste scoffed at my mother, sitting down and placing a grape into her mouth. Her eyes glinted in my direction. “Of course he does. We’re great friends. And he lets me do as I like here while he’s gone. Consider it house sitting. Ha!” She shifted in my direction. The robe slightly opened over her chest. She didn’t seem to be aware of it. “We’re having a little party, tonight, Julian. You’ll love it.”

What concerned me the most wasn’t the sensuality of my aunt herself. 

It was that she was the spitting image of my mother. Her hair was cut shorter, only down to her shoulders, but her facial structure was nearly the same. The same high cheekbones, the same straight nose, the same oval face—elegant and aristocratic in its features. Celeste had a slightly smaller chin and her lips were fuller, but in every other way except posture, even, god, to her breasts, to the shapes of her nipples, to the fucking color, she looked just like my mom.

And the worst part was that she was stirring up even more feelings in me that I didn’t really want to handle.

“You’re throwing a party with Cogdil gone. In his house.” Mom stared at her sister in disbelief. “And I assume he’s aware of that too?”

“Of course—Sissy!” Celeste scolded as she was about to put another grape into her mouth. She instead set it onto her plate with more force than a grape deserved. “You really think I’m commandeering this man’s house without his knowledge? A fucking lord? Do you expect tonight to be some—I don’t know—some college party where boys in togas will smash down the lamps?”

“Obviously, I don’t,” mom said through a thin smile. “I guess I wasn’t prepared for a party. I thought we would spend a little family time together and that we’d have a little more notice.”

“Then stay in your room tonight. Huh—family time. You’re no fun, Delilah. We’ll get plenty of it while you’re here—we don’t need to do it all with a schedule. How like you.” Celeste turned to me again, the lapel of her robe opening just a little more, the soft form of her breast appearing to me, with the nipple just barely hidden by the edge, “your mother is no fun at all. I hope you’ll enjoy tonight, though. I’m bringing friends. And a chef. And we’ll watch some cinema in Cogdil’s theater room.”

“Great,” I said, trying to keep it all smooth. My mother was shaking her head, exasperated, but was making a helpless expression that said that no matter what she tried, she was going to have to come along for the ride too. 

By this point, a servant in his bedclothes blearily came out of the kitchen, a series of plates balanced on his arm. He came around and in a smooth motion, dropped off cold sandwiches for us. “Tea will be out in a moment,” he said, eyes half open, slightly bloodshot, his voice barely slurred. Then he stumbled back toward the kitchen.

Mom followed the servant with her eyes, and when he’d gone around the corner, she looked at her sister. “I assume you had a party last night, too.”

“I did, thank you,” Celeste grinned, placing a grape at the tip of her mouth, biting into it, and then, looking at me, making a sweet little suck. “I hope you don’t mind, ‘Lilah, but I’m going to borrow your little bachelor this afternoon. I have so much I’d like to ask him.”

Mom, by this point, started to look mad. But her tone was even. “I’m sure if you asked him, he’d be delighted.”

“What about it then, Julian?” Celeste giggled, her fingers making the motion of a snap behind her ear, absent the grape. “A snowy walk with your aunt Celeste? A bit of a talk about all that business you’ve been up to? Catching up?”

“Of course,” I said, looking at my mother and catching her ‘you’d better be careful’ look. “I’d be delighted.”
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CHAPTER 11
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Celeste’s flirtatious demeanor disappeared the instant my mother was out of sight. Another one of her games, I guessed. We crunched through the snow, fully bundled. Before our walk, Celeste had changed into a series of wool coverings that formed her in a shell of warmth, a large fur hat sitting on top like a lid. I made do with my boots and coat and appreciated the snow as it came down. Believe it or not, our talk started quite tame. She asked about the business. She asked what the hell had possessed me to try and start a company all on my own. I told her, using the most convincing logic I could, that I simply wanted to prove myself.

“Yes. I get that. But Why?” She giggled as we made our way past some hedges toward the horse barns. By this point, the staff across the grounds were out and about, doing their duties, some of them looking more hungover than others. Every time we saw someone clearly in the throes of having enjoyed themselves too much last night, Celeste gave a satisfied little smile. It turned out she liked to make mayhem socially and environmentally, and if having the entire staff drink so much that they could barely function the next day would do that, she’d make sure it happened. It was what passed for entertainment for her.

She wasn’t at all like my mother. 

In looks, she was similar, and that was haunting at first. And of course, I couldn’t help but feel a physical attraction—a woman as beautiful as her, no matter what you were to her, could only inspire those kinds of thoughts. And the irony about my mother, was that she was the same. Beautiful and curvaceous, attractive from any angle, her physicality alluring no matter what you tried to think. 

Shame on me for describing this so frankly, but there’s no other way to put it.

As we spoke, and as Celeste took the time to actually be family to me, to engage in tiny topics that ended in banality, all that strange mystery of sensuality seemed like it should have disappeared.

It didn’t.

The stalls were cleaned out by this time, and heat lamps made the whole place warm enough that we could shed our outer coats. I didn’t see Celeste’s outfit under all of her coverings until now—underneath layer after layer of furs and plaids, she actually had a dress on, long sleeved, but with a low back, loosely cradled by a half-shawl that also hung low, below her shoulder blades. She took off everything but the dress and that half shawl, carried a mound of wool and fur in her arms, and swung it from side to side while we sauntered through the horse barn. Her dress molded to her body. It was one of those dresses where you can see the intricate shape of every limb, the softness of every curve. And with those details available, I noticed how else her body was similar to my mother’s. 

I tried desperately not to look.

I also had this sense that if my mother’s personality were different, that she would walk, would be, would attract, just like Celeste did. All it would have taken was a slightly different temperament. The knowledge was eerie.

The sound of hoofs tapping the ground, the slow shifting sound of hay being eaten, all made a rhythm. And it was at this point that Celeste, no longer covered by everything, made her facial expression clear.

She looked at me.

And I do mean at me. Not at my face. At my frame. At my waist. I had my overcoat off and had my sweater on, but it wasn’t my sweater she was looking at. 

“Hm,” she said to herself, glancing up at me, her eyes stormy with thoughts that I could only guess at. But if you’ll remember, Celeste liked to play games with men. She liked to make them think one thing, and then she’d shame them for it—the chaos of their emotions and their wants and needs delighted her. 

And it simultaneously unnerved and enthralled me.

“How’d you meet Cogdil?” I asked, trying to get her to talk about something that wasn’t the blatant way she stared at the bulge of my cock. I couldn’t believe she was doing it. And being so blatant with it. “You’ve been traveling all over Europe last I’d heard. But to shack up with a lord—that’s something.”

“I haven’t shacked up with him,” Celeste’s eyelids flickered as she looked up at me. “Julian—what do you take me for exactly?”

That caught me off guard. “I—I don’t know—” I stammered. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean—"

And as I both expected and feared, her hand went out and touched at my shoulder.

And stroked down the front of my chest.

“Oh, Julian, I know you were just joking,” she said softly.

Then as quickly as her hand went there and shook me up, she turned away and walked ahead.  Outside, the snow had stopped. 

But then she started to talk about how her and Lord Cogdil met, how there was a fundraiser in London and he liked her dress, adored it, and how they started to talk Italian fashion. And how he was such a doll, such a dear, and invited her to visit any time, to stay, to enjoy his place while he went on vacation, or they could play around in London together the next time he was around. And her eyes no longer looked down. And her tone was very normal, if not still with the influences of her half-accent. All her flirtatiousness disappeared. 

Until it didn’t. We made it to the edge of the horse barn, and, stretching her arm upward with one layer of coat, she stretched, her body lengthening, one breast lifting. And she studied my face and how I tried not to look, before the side of her mouth curled up in sadistic delight. “It’s going to be difficult for me to put all these back on,” she said, coy. “Unless I let them drop to the floor. But you wouldn’t let that happen to me, would you? Julian was raised to be a gentleman, wasn’t he?”

“Of course not. I mean, of course,” I said. I put my coat on, and then helped her, garment by garment as she looped her arms into wide sleeves and then wrapped herself in wool garments so large they might as well have been blankets. Her body disappeared under it all, but her eyes kept looking to mine, studying my face, her smirk appearing and disappearing as she clearly understood me and what I was thinking and wanting better than I did. 

But in a moment, we were back in the snow, and meandering toward the house. 

“I hope you’ll forgive me for testing you so thoroughly,” she said after a moment of silence. She turned to me and looked almost apologetic.

I checked her. And tried to understand. It could have been another one of her games. “What do you mean?”

“I know you saw my breasts this morning,” she said, nonchalant, like she were describing the sandwiches. 

I stopped in my tracks.

“I know you stared, too,” she grinned, turning to face me. “Bad boy.”

“I’m sorry—I was just so surprised that—”

“Every man looks,” she said, sounding a little disappointed. Not with me specifically, but in general. “They can’t help themselves. It’s not quite nature, not that they have to, but I will say that their willpower just can’t seem to muster in time to not look whenever they have the chance. What did you think? Did you like them?”

I didn’t answer, and felt my face burning. 

“It’s okay—Julian—” she laughed and put her hand on my shoulder. It was a game to her. She took in my discomfort and turned it into laughter. “I’m not upset with you. And our conversation and interaction hasn’t given me any reason to be so. Please. Relax. I won’t mention it again.” As I took a few deep breaths, she meandered off the path and toward a frozen pond. Our breath was fogging through the air. “I like to test men. I like to test everyone. It’s a lovely way of finding out who is safe, who is not. Who is a fool, who is not. You’ll learn to test people, someday, if you’re smart. But you—you’re clearly too young to think it necessary. You clearly think of yourself as a goody boy, don’t you?”

“Not exactly,” I said, feeling the sting of her tease.

Celeste walked ahead. “I’ve gotten quite good at testing people. Reading people. People give away a million things about themselves if you watch—when you listen to what they say, how they say it, how their eyes move or don’t move, how they stand. Whether they look, and keep looking, whether they smile at your touch, and if they think they deserve it, that becomes obvious. If they think they’re about to get into trouble and try to avoid it, that’s obvious too, and you can read all kinds of things into a person through that. I think I have you pegged, Julian. I think your little act today told me everything about you.” She stopped and turned to face me, chin lifted high, an exhilarated smile on her face. “Would you like to hear?”

I spread my hands. “I’m not sure I can refuse.”

“Good boy.” She put her hands together, under thick gloves. Her eyes narrowed. I could see her hiding her smile behind her fingers. “Obviously, you try too hard. All men your age do. You’re a romantic, somewhere in that little heart of yours. But you know nothing about it. Hm. And you think you’re noble.”

“Not exactly.”

“And you use that answer to think that you’re noble,” she giggled. “Let’s see. Have you had any lovers recently?”

“No,” I said.

“Unrequited, then,” she said immediately after, and my heart stopped. “Who is she? What’s she like?”

“I thought you could read this,” I said, the nervousness coming through my voice.”

“I can. I am. And it’s obvious that you have someone you desire, and that it’s very, very unrequited. What? Is she married?” 

“I haven’t had any girlfriends in a while,” I said, thinking my honest statement would throw her off. It didn’t.

“You met her recently. Not too recently,” she guessed. And when I didn’t respond, and to look at her as blankly as I could, she took it as my participation in the game. “You must really like her. You’re trying to defend her honor, to keep her from my assessment like it would taint her. That seems likely. Will we get to meet her someday? I know about your little marriage and inheritance predicament. You waited an awfully long time, didn’t you Julian? You should have thought more about what your father wanted, otherwise you wouldn’t be in this mess—”

“Please don’t talk about my father,” I said. 

Celeste frowned. Then gave a small sniff. “Alright. I won’t. My apologies. But you’re alright if we talk about this girl, then?” She grinned.

“Not anymore,” I said, turning and walking.

“Oh, Julian—stop—” she stepped after me and grabbed my sleeve. “It’s just fun. It’s just a game. You’re not too sensitive about a little game? There’s no harm in it, really.” She leaned her head to the side and looked a little arrogantly at me. “You let women push you around a little, don’t you?”

“No, but thank you,” I said, turning again.

“Julian!” She yanked my sleeve, and this time apologized. “I’m sorry. I can’t help it, sometimes. It’s not often I get to speak to somebody who doesn’t have the express goal to fuck me. I think that of you, anyway, that you wouldn’t dare try. It’s refreshing. Even if it’s because we’re related. Come on, now.”

“Alright,” I said, shaking my head as it spun. “But maybe another game.”

Celeste let go of my sleeve, satisfied. “Alright. Another game. Maybe another person. What about your mother? How about I tell you everything I know about her?”

I pushed my mouth shut and said nothing. I didn’t know what to say. I felt like I was on a dangerous precipice of some kind and that if I were to give anything away, then there was the chance that Celeste would read my mind. My heart. That she’d know exactly why I didn’t want to hear everything about my mother. She offered another game and wrapped me into check and if I gave one false move, she’d realize that she had me there. 

“Maybe... is there another game?” I asked.

Celeste looked disappointed. “Look, Jules. I know your family. I’ve seen them enough, seen your mother enough. Hell—I grew up with her, and she’s nothing like she used to be. Even in her early adulthood—even right after she got married, she wasn’t like this.”

“Like what?” I asked, preparing for her to give out some new biting critique.

“Stuck.”

That answer surprised me. 

“I’m not saying that she’s suffering, exactly,” she rolled her eyes. “Not that she couldn’t use a new man, but that would be uncomfortable for you, wouldn’t it?”

“I guess,” I said through my teeth.

“But she is stuck, it seems. More stuck on rules. On decorum. On... stability. I know she’s decided on taking you across Europe and I know she thinks she’s doing you a favor, and maybe herself one, but let’s be frank here, Julian. Do you really think an endless train of tea-times and socials and, god, seeing sights is going to fulfil you?”

“It doesn’t have to,” I said. “It’s just rest.”

“After you nearly went homeless,” Celeste scoffed, waving her glove dismissively. “Entirely unnecessary. And also, entirely unlike your mother to offer. When was the last time she took you on a vacation. Really?”

I was at a loss. There were the times when I was a child, but—

“You think this whole thing is for you, Julian, but really, she thinks she’s saving herself at the same time,” my aunt declared. Like it was the gospel. “She’s been the stable one in the family. Your mother’s been handling the estate and directing it all for over a decade now, and this is her way of cutting loose. She thinks that this is going to get her un-stuck and that she won’t be the stuffy mother that made you feel like you had to go earn an inheritance by yourself. Be honest with me, Julian. Do you think Europe is going to cure her of how—god—how inhuman she’s had to be just to keep it all together? She could have done the reasonable thing, like I have, and just paid lawyers and managers. But it’s obviously where you get your silly working streak from, too. Doing things the hard way.”

“And what do you suggest?” I asked.

“Well for one, I suggest you help her let loose.” Celeste sniffed and motioned for me to follow her. “She needs it. Tonight is going to be a get-together where she knows nobody. And I’ll be busy. So I’ll have to rely on you to accompany her and to make sure she at least relaxes. Put a drink in her hands. Or three. Make her take a breath. I’m sure you’re exhausted from all your, ha, work, but you’re obviously as sprightly as you’ve ever been. But your mother could use some life. Get it?”

“I guess,” I said, shaking my head. It was strange, though. “What the hell makes you think she’s stuck?” I asked. When Celeste stopped to look at me, I stood my ground. “I could use an explanation if you’re going to insist that she’s suffering like you do.”

“Oh, Julian,” she gave me a mysterious grin. “I know what a man looks like when he’s hungry. And conversely,” she said, looking toward the estate, “I know what my sister looks like when she’s been missing something very, very important in her life. You wouldn’t know. You’re her son. You don’t think of things like that, do you? And why would you?” She turned again to me and watched me carefully.

I couldn’t even shake my head, but Celeste knew what I meant by my stare. 

“I’m sorry again, Julian,” she shrugged. “I’ve said too much. I just keep breaking the rules and saying things that upset people. Don’t take it personally. Maybe... consider this. Not everything is about you. Think about her for a time, and help her to have fun. It’s going to be a party, for Christ’s sake.”
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CHAPTER 12
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Time moved far too quickly.

In the brief span before Celeste’s friends started to arrive, my mother and I were shown to our rooms, adjacent, on the first floor of the estate. There was a brief lunch, and after we’d freshened up and changed, mom decided on some quiet time after the shock of finding out that our stay here wasn’t going to be at all like she’d hoped, and spent the afternoon reading in one of the day rooms on the first floor. I think to her, it was the only real quiet time she could expect. Celeste hinted that she might have scheduled all kinds of social events for us while she thought we would be here, and neither of us knew what to expect out of that. 

In the meantime, I went for another walk, alone, to cool my head and to try and figure out what the hell my aunt was talking about during our interaction this morning.

I pondered Celeste’s little assessment of her sister. It didn’t make sense to me. My mother was solid, sure. She was stable, sure, and she held everything together. She seemed fine. But now I did start to wonder what kind of toll the last ten years took on her. 

Celeste might have been right about the fact that my mother didn’t need to be the one to manage it all after my father’s death. She could have handed any degree of control over to people who were paid to make decisions and to preserve the family wealth, and she could have lived a care-free life like any of the other people with lifestyles similar to ours. 

But she didn’t. 

As I pondered it, it started to make sense—she’d gone to school for business. It was where she met my father. And all I could reason was that perhaps, she’d handled everything after his death because she didn’t trust the capabilities of the people she’d graduated with, and knew she could do it better herself. 

And in that case, it made sense. She was a widow who picked up where her husband had left off. She had to pick up the pieces where they lay—deal with situations my father had been actively working through when he died, with no notes, no semblance of support. It might have been that with his death, the vultures descended, and she had to be extremely careful who to trust in order to ensure that what we owned didn’t trickle, or flood, away into the pockets of people who pretended that they were trustworthy. And the only way for her to really know she was working with those she trusted, was to only trust herself.

She became the head of our family and led. She took on the responsibility, and had to become something that she thought she would never need to be. Only fate and the death of my father had foisted that on her. It had to be lonely. 

And then it made sense why she would feel stuck. And why she’d hide it. She’d prioritized the financial wellbeing of the house, and had definitely ensured it, but at the same time, she’d essentially lost her son to a misunderstanding, and his own disconnect had put all of her work at risk. She’d been the one to try so hard. She’d been the one that life and family were passing. 

I still felt Celeste’s advice was dubious at best, but if she was right about one thing, it was that I needed to think about my mom, and not only about myself.

The time passed quickly and the party came closer, faster than I’d expected.

The chef arrived first in the late afternoon, a little unshaven man with his whites on from top to bottom, a knife case in one hand and a wheeled crate full of fresh ingredients at the other, coming through the front door after hauling his crate up the steps. He brushed past everyone, gave Celeste a rapid-fire in French about the sad state of produce during a Scottish winter, before disappearing, frantic, into the kitchen to get everything started. 

I changed into one of the suits that Johnston had left in my bags—charcoal colored, top to bottom, with a pair of maroon shoes. I carefully chose my tie between my two options, checked myself in the mirror, and wondered at how a suit could transform a man. I looked leaner, as my mother had assessed. Slightly older. I figured if I had been a success with the business that I’d look a little more confident. 

My mother emerged from her room at the same time I did. 

“Oh, hello,” I said, almost reflexively. I don’t know what prompted me to address her like that, other than when one sees a beautiful woman, it sometimes jump-starts the mind in a way that isn’t controllable. 

And mom did look incredible. 

She wore a dress I hadn’t seen before. It was a shimmering blue like silk, covering her from the top of her neck to the tops of her shoes, the collar high and forming to her neck, the sleeves all the way down to her wrists. On top of it all, she wore an opaque white shawl that wrapped around her shoulders, disguised her form, kept her looking classy, warm, and perfectly modest. I don’t think my mother wanted to at all be confused with her sister—she’d seen the dress Celeste was wearing and decided that instead of baring even her back that she’d keep everything perfectly hidden away. 

It didn’t make her any less enchanting, though. 

The shimmer of the fabric glinted in a range of color, from a deep sea-green to near indigo. Her shoes, funny enough, matched mine, in a dark maroon that could be mistaken for black. I wondered that I could stare at my mother as if she were a woman I was taking on a date; from top to bottom and everything in between. 

But my mother thankfully didn’t pick up on it. 

“Julian—do you think you could help me with this necklace?” She asked, looking down and to the side. Perfectly normal. Perfectly perfect. She pulled the shawl down behind her neck. Her hair was up, all of it in a neat bun, a hairpin with a bronze ornament at the end sticking through, and only the smallest wisps of her hair flying from the nape of her neck. That little bit of bare skin, the curve and position of her neck, as I touched it trying to connect the ends of the necklace, felt like it drew sparks. I didn’t mean to brush my fingers over her neck but as I did, I couldn’t help but take a deep breath. That tiny space of skin, that little intimate part of her that I touched, it felt so sensual. 

I shook my head as I tried to work the clip. Tried to focus. Couldn’t. She was wearing perfume.

I drank it in. Citron and Violet. I looked down her neck, whatever I could see, looked behind her ear. Once, before a date, I put a necklace on this girl, then kissed behind her ear. It made her sigh with this shiver, her whole body seeming to soften. She told me it made her wet.

And I felt this pull to do it to my mother.

I didn’t.

But I wondered how she’d react. How she reacted when my father was still alive, the times he did that for her.

I wondered what kinds of things my father did that made her wet.

The ends of the necklace clicked together, and I drew my hands back. Mom put her fingers over the back of it and turned to face me. She gave me a smile of relief and thanks. Her earrings, tiny ruby gems that hung from immaculately thin chains, swung with her. “Thanks, honey,” she said. “It’s easier when I have somebody to help, but I don’t know if I’m ready to ask Celeste to send someone. I guess you’ll have to be my helper while we’re abroad.”

“That’s fine,” I said honestly. 

Mom straightened her shawl. She took her own deep breath, centered herself, and then asked me, slightly nervous, “how do I look?”

“Incredible,” I said. “You look amazing, mom.”

She made a soft laugh. “Let’s hope it doesn’t draw too much attention. Do you have any idea who she’s invited?”

“I have no clue,” I said. “I can only guess at the type, though. You’d know better than me.”

“Celeste, if there’s one thing to truly admire about her,” my mom started, taking my arm, “is that she does surround herself with fun company. Tonight should be a good time, and she’s given me no reason to think it’s one of those parties.”

“I’m sorry?” I asked.

“Nothing,” mom said quickly. Then she reconsidered, and leaned a little closer to me, speaking low as we walked. “Celeste would sometimes use our home when our parents were away and throw the most... chaotic parties I’d ever seen. Or attended.”

“You’ve attended them?” I asked. “What were they like?”

“Destructive. The toga incident with the lamps—that actually happened. Our mother was furious.”

“Oh.”

“Father would never be upset with her afterward, though. He’d just have repairmen come. He’d scold her once or twice while your grandmother lost her mind. And that only encouraged her.”

“How did she get so spoiled?” I asked. “Not that she’s—I mean, you’re not at all alike.”

My mother was quiet for a second. Her eyes flicked to me for only an instant. 

“Don’t tell me you were,” I said, shocked.

“Not nearly to the extent that she is now, good god,” mom said quickly, and flushing. “And of course, I was always the more responsible out of the both of us. I was the older sister after all. But—and I have no idea what you’ll think of me after this—the truth was, I just approached my fun more strategically. For one, I never, ever invited people over for a party. But I did enjoy attending, and really, my sister would do all the work, and that made it convenient to stick around and enjoy the company. What can I say? I liked the attention. I liked being the reasonable one. And I liked all the dresses and costumes. I liked seeing Celeste making a fool of herself, and being the responsible party. Boys respected me, even though I was technically complicit. I liked having fun that way. Celeste liked getting into trouble. I liked pointing the finger. And dancing.” Her eyes rolled. She seemed embarrassed.

“Wow,” I said. “I didn’t know you ever went to parties. I mean, like those.” It struck me that my mother had once been my age. And younger. And that like me, there was a time where she couldn’t say no to anything labeled a party. I guess we were alike that way.

“I stopped, mostly, when I met your father. He was much quieter of a person and, well, I loved him more than I loved the excitement,” she said. “But since he... left... I can’t say I had any desire to enjoy anything like a party. It just didn’t seem appropriate.” She almost sounded sad. Not quite. But she did speak more softly, even as the sound of people chatting and the low hum of music started to grow apparent as we left the wing of the house where our rooms were. It was the mellow sound of dancing jazz, with the feathery sound of drums, rich chords on guitar. “It should be fun, though,” she guessed. “A party is certainly different when they play this, versus whatever’s popular for the decade.” She looked up at me, shifted her arm in mine, and put a palm on my bicep. “What do you think?”

“I think Celeste has had a lot of practice when it comes to parties. And I think...” I thought for a second whether to follow through with Celeste’s advice. “I think we should relax. And maybe have a drink to smooth it all over.”

Mom’s hand touched up my arm. She shook her head. “If you say so. I’m going to rely on you to stay close by. I don’t know what sort of men will be here, and how many will think I’m just like my sister—”

“You two are incomparable, no offense to Celeste,” I said. “Don’t worry.”

“Ha. Julian...” I could almost hear a blush.

We’d made it into the great hall by the entry, and from there, we could see people arriving and entering. Celeste was greeting people through the open front door in pairs and trios and blocks, speaking quickly, running through them all, knowing everyone, knowing their business, knowing what to ask, what jokes to make, all in an endless stream. Celeste clearly thrived on it—her malicious, or rather, testing nature at all the gatherings I’d seen her at before, was hidden. Instead, she was a social butterfly, and it became clear that this, itself, was her element. 

It wasn’t that she liked to yank men around by their hearts. But that she liked to surround herself with people she found interesting and fun, presumably after testing them half to death to feel like they could attend one of her parties without them causing trouble. I guess she just reserved her more vicious nature for people she didn’t know or trust, and now that I understood her a little better, I could almost understand why. 

“Sissy!” Celeste caught sight of us, and then rapidly introduced us to the clusters of her guests. “Delilah, I’d like you to meet John and Gerthe, Inigo of Praxis Foods, my good friend Mattie—she’s in fashion—everyone, my sister lives in New York, she’s visiting just temporarily as part of her tour of the Continent. I hope you’ll all engage her with the best of your behavior and stories, she needs them, living all the way over there—”

And as people shook my mother’s hand and she said kindly, gently, ‘charmed,’ ‘lovely to meet you’ to everyone, Celeste then introduced me. “And this is my little—ha—not so little nephew, Julian. Julian here is unmarried, and a perfect gentleman. If you have daughters, they’d better be good enough for me or I won’t let them touch him—” And then in the flurry of greetings, she disappeared, calling one of her friends in the day rooms, asking about why she hadn’t been seen at some charity event.

And like we were thrown headlong into a pool, we were inundated with socializing. Mom and I were flooded with questions from every end. Glasses of liquor found their way into our hands, and, almost back to back, we stood together, and found ourselves enjoying all the accents and the outfits and some damn fine whiskey and glasses of dark, heady wine. There were some models and designers, but they seemed to let go of the entire haute world and appeared, to me, human and relaxed, not posing, not pretending they were loftier than they really were. Not really stuffy at all. In a way, I think everyone deferred to Celeste for being the most sophisticated person in the room, and so let their guards down.

The party really was quite nice, considering how many people showed, and how the staff had struggled to get ready earlier in the day. There were several dozen people, and they congregated, their cells dividing and minging with others, energetic music playing through multiple rooms, Celeste bounding around, my mother and I hanging reservedly along the edge of a day room once the initial onslaught ended, speaking with people as they came. Mom seemed slightly awkward. I knew this wasn’t her first get together. Not by a long shot. But since everyone was clearly loose and having fun, and this wasn’t some charity ball with a clearly defined itinerary, she seemed out of her element. Like she was a stranger to relaxing except... 

...except when she was alone. 

I thought back to her in the pool room of our home.

And how the ecstasy of her sex, the way she slid her finger into herself, her pained moans of pleasure, contrasted with this shy, reserved woman who was perfectly polite and completely modest, whose body was hidden now, exposed to me then, more so than Celeste’s little wardrobe malfunction this morning.

I thought about how their breasts looked the same. 

Down to their nipples. 

Sisters. Surprisingly alike.

The chef’s work started to come through, trays of hors d’oeuvres lifted high, steaming, flaky, fresh, and positively delicious. They distracted me in time before my body could fixate on the image of my mother and betray me with evidence of arousal. I don’t know how I would have survived.

In the adjacent room, one that didn’t have furniture in the center, Celeste set up a little dancing area. Speakers played a thriving, beating jazz—and people danced, talked, drank, their glasses filling and disappearing. Mom was asked to dance by several people, but she politely refused each time. After a while, I went in, dancing with a model with eyes like the sky, until Celeste came close, and whisked me away. “Sorry darling,” she drawled to her guest. “I have to have a little talk with Julian. Come on, boy.”

She’d ditched the shawl, exposing the length of her back with her dress, her lithe and curvaceous body now hinted at every time she spun. She was the sensual compliment to my mother—a body shown off, clear and sexual, and perfectly comfortable being so. She kept a glass of whiskey aloft in one hand, and instead of one or two fingers of it in the base of the glass, Celeste had opted to give herself a hell of a lot more than I thought was safe. But like a professional, she didn’t spill a drop, and instead moved, eyes flirting, while balancing the glass up high and taking sips when the movement of the dance allowed. But after one song, she leaned close. Her lips pressed against my cheek.

“She’s running out of liquor, Jules,” she warned me, her breath in my ear, her words low. She leaned back, and gave me a look as she danced.

“Alright,” I laughed. “I’ll make sure she gets a little more.”

“I’m holding you responsible for her tonight,” she slurred slightly, her accent blending slightly. “She needs to relax.”

“Isn’t she, though?” I asked, pointing. 

Mom was having fun. She had one hand on her dress, swishing it low around her ankles, her dancing conservative but loose, a few locks of hair having come free from her bun and hanging down her face, and she was laughing, genuinely, while the roly-poly red-faced owner of a textiles factory chortled and joked with her, himself dancing with a little more swing.

Celeste stared with her mouth open and then looked at me. “Julian, no offense to your little American life, but you have no idea what real fun is. I’ll concede, though. She does look better.”

My mother looked our way while she was dancing. She gave me a warm smile and then a suspicious raise of her eyebrow to Celeste. Which shouldn’t have been a surprise. Celeste was staring at her and trying to study her. Celeste turned to me again. “I’m going to change the music in a moment to the slow stuff. You’d better dance with her tonight.”

I scoffed. “Why?”

“She’s following your example.”

I scoffed again. But a little louder. “What the hell do you mean?” 

“I mean,” Celeste sipped her whiskey and took a deep breath, leaning back, before swaying toward me. “If you haven’t noticed, she’s followed you around the room. Only when you went to dance, she danced. She’s only dancing with Randall because she knows it wouldn’t scare you to dance with a man who’s about as threatening—and attractive—as a pudding. And besides,” she said, returning to her direct order, “Delilah loves slow dancing. And while I love all my friends, they know she’s a widow. I know my sister doesn’t want to give off a single wrong idea, and you’re technically her date tonight—” she slurred. “You. Dance. Keep her safe from all these horny little men. I’m going to change the music—”

Celeste tottered off, toward the speakers, where one of the servants was dutifully standing by, handling the playlist. “Give us something slow and lovely, darling,” she said, leaning on the man, fingers splaying over his chest. I recognized the man as the driver from this morning. He gave her a smile and then, also swaying, leaned toward a laptop and messed with the music.

Before, there were jazz guitars, social, chatty beats. And now there were horns. Low and rich, an emotive swing, slower; much slower. Celeste went toward the lights at the edge of the room and turned them down, and I took advantage of the confusion in the room to beeline it to my mother. 

“Hey,” I said, putting my hand on her sleeve. “You and me.”

“How can I refuse?” She turned to Randall. “It was a pleasure—please feel free to visit us the next time you’re in New York—”

“And you to Berlin,” he raised a glass and then staggered over to the model I danced with earlier.

The music was a bloom of sound and sensation. With the lowered lights and the slower speed, it was like everything sighed and reassessed and gone more rich and mellow, and I drew my mother a little closer, putting a hand on her waist.

God. Her body was warm. I could feel her hip, the gentle curve of her side, her firm body underneath and the softness of her skin under her dress. It conformed to her so perfectly that I knew if she wasn’t wearing the shawl... I tried to refocus.

Like it was natural, my mother put an arm over my shoulder, and her other hand into mine. She shimmered in the low light. 

“You’re awfully eager to dance with your mother,” she teased. “Aren’t there any beautiful girls here?”

“You are beautiful,” I said, and as my mother shook her head at me, amused, I moved on. “Celeste said you liked slow dancing. I guess I just wanted to be the first.”

“How sweet,” she said, smiling. “Though I did see her scowling. I’m sure she had other reasons. Go on,” she pressed, “tell me.”

“She thought you didn’t want to give any sort of signs of availability. Because of dad. Or reputation. Or something.” 

“Oh.” Mom scoffed this time. “How... sweet of her. I guess it is  sweet, isn’t it? Looking out for her older sister. Not like I can’t handle my own life, but—” Her voice dropped off. The music swelled. 

My heart started to pound. Her waist felt so wonderful under my hand. I wanted to pull her in. To slide my hand to her lower back. To feel the curve where her softness started.

In the warmth of the room, and with the dancing we’d done before, my mother’s perfume seemed to grow, to unfold in its scent. It was heady to me—and in the delirium of taking it in, I did pull her closer. 

My hand found its way to her lower back, just above her bottom. Mom looked up at me, inches closer, curious. My heart was pounding like crazy. I don’t know what I was thinking. I could back down now, and move my hand back to her waist. But I don’t know what she would have thought then. That I was cognizant of a mistake. I instead tried to play it off. “You and dad used to dance, didn’t you? I remember a few times when we had company.”

“God. I loved dancing with your father,” she murmured. 

Her head then rested on my chest. 

Her breasts made the lightest contact with my core. I know for her, it wasn’t sexual. It wasn’t sensual. She was just reminiscing. Remembering.

I felt like I was betraying her—my body could only react, could only flare with the awareness of her body against mine, and all the while, she was thinking of dad. 

“Want another drink?” I asked eventually. 

“I’d actually like to get a little air,” mom said, just a little red, fanning her face. “It’s this shawl. Maybe I shouldn’t wear it—” Her hand went to it, and then, looking at Celeste, she reconsidered. She looked up at me. “On second thought, it’ll be good for the cold. Come with me, would you?”

“Of course,” I said.

She left my grasp. My hand slid across her lower back, and I felt myself wanting to curl my fingers, to grip her by her dress. To pull her closer so I could feel her body underneath the silk.

We made our way to the back of the mansion, through a series of open doors and rooms that held fewer and fewer people the farther we went. The fireplaces roared. I lifted a couple glasses of Scotch from a tray and carried them as my mother and I stepped into a cooler room that went out onto a covered porch. The lights were especially low out there, just some sconces that bathed the area with warm light, while outside, beyond the cover of a balcony, the snow was coming down, thin, and crystalline. 

Mom opened a glass door and went through ahead of me, and the rush of cold air immediately refreshed me. Mom was fanning her face. She went ahead, and as she walked, I couldn’t help but notice the way her hips flicked with each step. Not like Celeste—Celeste really let herself glide, but my mother stepped with a gait that seemed... more sensual. More sensual for its naturalness. More sensual because she wasn’t trying to be. It was just her. 

I couldn’t believe I was staring at her body this way. 

She went to the edge of the covered porch, where there was a rail. I came close, and offered her a glass.

“Thanks,” she said quietly, looking out. Since the mansion was the only place that was lit for what felt like miles, the darkness beyond the visible snow, glinting like gold as it came down, was impenetrable. The wind came through, circling around us. Mom’s shawl flickered, bits of ice settling onto it and refracting in the warm light of the sconces. 

The blush on her face was vivid. I don’t know if it was because of the alcohol. She’d only had one. Or if it was because it was warm. Or because she really had enjoyed dancing with Randall and was just flushed with relaxed happiness at the time she was having. But I liked it. I liked the way my mother’s face looked when she blushed. I liked the wide-eyed look as she fanned her face. 

I liked the redness of her lips.

I realized that if I were to drink more, I might be in danger of showing it.

My mother set her glass down. “God. I don’t know why it’s so hot in there—” she said to herself. Her hands went to her shawl. She carefully lifted it, pulled it, allowing the cold air to flow over her chest, her neck. I saw a single drop of sweat coming down, from the side of her neck. Like a jewel. I saw the curve of her breasts as the shawl lifted and fell. The way they lifted with her shoulders. 

I felt this pull to her.

Nobody was around.

I wanted to take her hand. I wanted to spin her. 

I wanted to taste that little dewdrop of sweat on her neck and kiss behind her ear and see how she would gasp.

It was wild, and wrong, to be thinking about my mother this way, but all I guess it took for me was a drink. A couple. And to touch her waist. To see her happy. To see her flushed, to smell her scent and perfume. 

What the hell was wrong with me?

It was all getting away from me. I had self-control before. I could keep myself thinking I could be normal before. Before, I thought that it was just stress and just exhaustion and maybe just the fact that I hadn’t been laid in years, but something strange was happening in my mind and heart. Some kind of acknowledgement. Some kind of understanding.

That maybe my mother was, to me, absolute perfection. That her body was sculpted into immaculate curves that drew my gaze, that would be a dream to squeeze and to tear into if she’d been any other woman. That her very breath and movement allured me against all sense. That to even touch her would drive me to madness. I realized all I’d had in terms of contact with her, a few hugs, the bare touch of our hands together, wrists in connection, and tonight, just a hand on her lower back, along her waist, was enough to throw me into fantasies about her and to make me want to strip her. To tear the shawl from her. To tear her dress open and to see what she’d been so careful to hide away, to uncover all her modesty and to find the way she’d moan not alone—but with a man.

With me.

But of course this was insane.

Insane. Insane. Insane.

“What is it?” Mom asked, head tilted.

“Nothing,” I stammered.

“It’s clearly something,” she said. She picked up her glass and sipped it. “I know we haven’t really talked. Not much more than before. I figure it will take time for you to be comfortable enough to say what’s on your mind, but when you’re ready, I’m ready.”

“Thanks, mom,” I said. I shook my head. There was no way I’d share this with her. No way in hell. “It’s beautiful out tonight,” I said, trying to distract us from this.

“You can hardly see anything,” she laughed. 

“What was dad like?” I asked, desperate for something that would hide me. “When you and him were together. What was he really like?”

Mom stared at me for a moment. “It’s funny,” she said quietly. “He was just like you.”

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






CHAPTER 13
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“What—” I think one of my feet moved back as I stiffened. “What do you mean?”

“Oh,” mom looked out into the snow. She pulled her shawl a little tighter around herself. She didn’t seem to notice my startle and spoke with a little bit of wonder. “It’s just that he was so sweet. His face and yours, you know, they’re very similar. He had this look too—” She glanced at me, “I sometimes, I think I see traces of it in you. I’m not sure what it is. I used to think it was just him being in love, but I guess it was just how he looked.”

“Huh.” I downed my glass. Felt the bite. Felt the hot bloom in my throat and stomach. “How weird.” 

“It’s not really, Julian,” mom said, laughing lightly. “Sons look like their fathers. Sons remind their mothers of their husbands. It’s perfectly normal.”

She had no clue still, and that was a relief. 

“Shall we go in?” Mom asked, sipping her whiskey. “It’s really quite nice out here, but I don’t think this shawl will hold the heat for too much longer.”

“Alright,” I said. But before I could offer my arm, Celeste rounded the doorway and stumbled out. She was clearly more drunk than before. I could hear some of her friends behind her, laughing in the room. The party was picking up. 

“Hello you two,” she said, smiling deliriously. “Good to see you again, Dan—” She stopped, halfway through my father’s name. And then she looked at me.

And at my mother.

My pulse skyrocketed. I suddenly felt like she was judging. Assessing. Discerning. Celeste’s eyes went narrow and her head tilted to the side, glancing between my face and my mother’s, and every time she looked at me, every time my body realized that my secret might have been on full display based purely on my facial expression, it got worse—Celeste’s eyes widened a little and her mouth curled into a half-formed word,  a question that couldn’t quite be voiced. She looked at me with a confused stare. 

She could tell.

Jesus Christ—she could tell—

“Celeste,” my mother said warmly, “I want to thank you. For considering me tonight. For considering my comfort. For tasking Julian with watching me. And for such lovely, lovely company. I don’t know how you managed to get so many lovely people all in one place, but this really was some of the most fun I’ve had in a while.”

Celeste seemed to lose track of whatever she was intuiting earlier. “Oh, sissy, anything for you,” she suddenly said in an outburst, grinning. “I’m so glad you journeyed all the way out here—” she came close, took my mother’s arm and pulled her away from me. It was obvious that whatever she was discerning, whatever she was thinking, was evaporating in the whiskey haze and the delight that her older sister had finally recognized her for her talents and forethought. “I’ve also gotten the cinema started upstairs—and more drinks—we’re all going to sit and start with Count of Monte, not the Christo, this one’s from 1973 and is entirely in Czech, there’s so much nudity, a total scream—”

The party became a bit of a haze after that. There were several couches in a cinema room on the second floor—with a tall and broad back wall and surround speakers. My mother and I took a couch to ourselves, and the remaining guests who weren’t still dancing scattered among the rest of them, and we found ourselves with not much to do but to watch arthouse film and to drink and to drink and to drink and to joke, nobody taking the film seriously, nobody wanting to, just jeers and laughter and jokes for everyone who was done dancing and just wanted to sit and chat and enjoy each other’s company.

My mother and I downed glass after glass of whiskey, both of us lounging, a little stretched out. I think I was so relieved that Celeste had stopped figuring out my look that I finally relaxed. She’d disappeared downstairs, presumably to dance more. The drinks and the movie and the general darkness in the room helped to shut my mind down and I found myself falling languid into the cushions, listening to conversations in accents and enjoying the atmosphere of all the company simply enjoying themselves under the film.

The film wasn’t very good at all. It made it all the more fun.

But after all the excitement of the day, the drinks, and my mother sitting on her side with her legs tucked underneath, her shins pointed to me and her shoes sitting underneath us on the floor, and myself sitting splayed against the back of the couch with my knee and hers touching, I grew tired. Heavy headed. I remember in the haze my mother curling up a little, her stockinged feet pressed against my shin and her shawl wrapped around her. I remember thinking that if I were to move I’d disturb her. That she’d wake up. And the last thing I wanted was for that look of repose to go away. She was comfortable. And drunk, and asleep. 

And happy.

And in my heart, I felt like that was all I ever, ever wanted for her.

I woke up later, not realizing I’d fallen asleep, with my legs half tangled in something and half falling down the front, my neck at an awkward angle. I sat up slow, at first not realizing where I was and what was going on. The film had ended, and the projector was stuck on the menu screen. There was nobody around mostly, except for a couple guests who were utterly passed out on the couches, and a couple of the servants who’d fallen unconscious along the wall, propped up in corners, faces resting on buffet tables. Most of the people who attended the party had already gone home. 

I felt my mother stirring next to me.

She was laying more horizontally than before—her legs were tangled slightly in mine. My breath caught once I noticed that her dress was slightly hiked up. 

Not enough to where I could even see her knees, but that wasn’t what I was staring at. It was the length of her legs that I watched, the shape of her thighs underneath the light of the menu screen. She was facing away from me, her face tucked into the back cushions, her hair undone, draped around her shoulders, some over her mouth, her nose. She breathed softly, contentedly. She didn’t stir. She looked so beautiful. 

I thought about pulling the edge of her dress down slightly. Just to cover her calves. I thought about getting her a blanket. But between the residual alcohol and the awe that I had, seeing my mother’s form so candidly through her dress, seeing the softness of her breasts squished underneath her folded arms, seeing the curve of her lower back, the round swell of her bottom, I couldn’t help but stare. 

For what felt like minutes.

I reached for the hem of her dress. 

At the least, I thought, I should cover the exposed part of her legs. 

My heart started to pound. Like I was doing something wrong. But it’d be wrong only if I lifted her dress. Like a pervert.

And I wouldn’t do that.

But what if she caught me?

I took a deep breath. My hand hovered over her knee. Right where her dress ended and where I could see the smooth mesh of her stockings over her legs, her smooth skin underneath. 

She shivered slightly.

I picked up the edge of her dress with my thumb and forefinger. And my heart stopped as I realized that if I just lifted it a little, I could see where her stockings ended. Where her bare skin began, midway up her thighs. Lily white. Smooth and mysterious. 

I bit down hard on the inside of my lip. 

And then pulled her dress down, over her ankles, covering her legs all the way to her feet. 

I stood. I found myself practically gasping for air, the relief at knowing I hadn’t peeked where I shouldn’t and knowing at the same time that I fucking wanted to, washed over me in a conflicted angst. I looked around. Tried to look at anything else. I found a blanket hanging over the edge of one of the sofas. I took my suit jacket and laid it over her shoulders first, and then put the blanket over her, careful to stretch it over all of her, and then gently tucked her in as best as I could. She’d had a lot to drink, so she hardly stirred. Her breath was low, slow, and soft. 

My heart throbbed. The blood rushed everywhere through me.

I leaned over her and, losing control in the most measured way, kissed her head, just to the side of her temple, taking in the scent of her hair, the pretty features of her face.

As my kiss landed, I felt her stir just a little more. I drew back, hoping she wouldn’t wake up. Not that there would have been a single thing wrong if she’d woken and noticed. There was nothing wrong with a kiss there. 

But at this point, with my cock and my mind warring, I didn’t want to have to face her. I felt so guilty. For looking at her this way. For lusting after her. Lusting after my mother. God. What the hell was wrong with—

I wanted to look up her skirt. I wanted to feel her, her body, her legs. I wanted to stroke her face, and to kiss her before she could wake up and realize who I was.  

I decided a night walk might clear it all. Maybe not outside. Through the windows of the cinema room, I could see that the snowfall was down to tiny flakes and that it was mostly wind. The fireplaces across the house had died down, and there was only a subtle crackle and glow left in them, mostly coals and the few red embers that lingered underneath the logs, the chalky scent warm and comforting. 

I went out into the hallway. The banister for the second floor was black in the darkness. The lights across the house were out, the servants, the ones that hadn’t passed out across the house, were in their quarters, and as I walked through Lord Cogdil’s home, I could only hear the echoes of my shoes, the subtle creak of the wood floors, and the infinitesimal taps of snow as they batted, almost invisible to eye and ear, against the windows. 

It was a little lonely. 

I wondered what I was going to do. I wondered if there was anything I could do. I’d danced with my mother tonight. Danced with her and looked at her and seen her for the beauty she was. Seen her under the snow and wondered, wanted, found that I had that same look of love that mom saw in dad before he died. 

Was that really what it was?

It couldn’t be. That made no sense. There was familial love and there was the other kind. I knew I’d been struggling. I knew I’d been seeing her in a way that I shouldn’t be, and I knew I’d been struggling with inappropriate thoughts about her, ones that got so strong that I could hardly control myself. I found myself dreaming. Wanting things.

I made it down the stairs. Alcoves, with vases on pedestals, paintings hung up over them, Greek and Roman styled reliefs, scenes of marble oxen and heroes and gods and nymphs, leafed bronze on trim, busts of old kings and thinkers, documents hung in frames, coats of arms, prizes from wars long, long past, the elegant and unnoticed decor of this lord passed me by, shadows long.

My thoughts spinning. 

It was bad. It was really bad—and it didn’t make sense. 

I was in the physical prime of my life; I was young, I had options, and with a fortune that waited for me, a great many women would be in reach if I was charming and likeable enough. I could probably philander across the country if I wanted. I could have been playing with hearts and breaking them with ease. I could have been finding women who would love me, or at least, who’d do a whole lot to bear with me; gorgeous, talented, long-suffering, anything.

I could have my fucking pick, if I wanted to. I wasn’t unattractive. It was easy finding company for the night when I was in college, and when I was getting my business started and ran it as hard as I could, there was no shortage of women who looked at me with interest, who liked my services, who even occasionally asked me out in roundabout ways.

I knew, for a fucking fact, that I almost had my pick of the women of the world. 

So why was I interested in the woman who gave me birth?

Why her?

But I knew.

Of course I knew. 

Beauty and brains, and elegance and dignity and the simple fact that she loved me and cared for me and was willing to do what it took—even if the dream was an illusion, there was no denying it. My mother did what it took to make sure that our fortunes were secure and that I would have my future. 

And at the same time, she let me have the freedom to choose it. Or not. She was willing to move mountains for me and then was willing to let me decide if I wanted something else.

If that wasn’t love, even if it wasn’t romantic for me, I knew my mother loved me and was willing to do almost anything for me if she thought it would help me, or make me happy. 

I thought about how long she waited for me to return home.

My heart ached.

My train of thought was interrupted.  A sound like tapping. 

Something like shaking. Some distant chaos. Somebody breathing, deep, punctuated by gasps, by sighs. 

By laughter. 

I stumbled toward the sound. I knew, in my gut, that it might be something that people didn’t want seen, but thickly curious, I wanted to find out.

The hallway I was in split off into rooms on either side, but at the far end, toward the farthest point of the West wing of the house, there was a set of double doors, spread wide open. No lights were on, but enough light was coming through far, far windows that I could see the flicker of shadows, stretching sideways across the room. As I got closer, it became obvious what kind of room it was. 

A wide, spacious floor, stretching from the doorway all the way to a distant wall. Tall windows that lifted high to a ceiling multiple stories tall. It was a ballroom—Cogdil’s ballroom, where long ago, dances were held during a time when balls were an anticipated event for lords and ladies, and all the brightest players of the political game danced in array. It was massive—looming, the pattern in the floor disappearing ahead, the ceilings dark and impenetrable like an empty night. I imagined the place filled with light, the chandeliers at the top bright and sparkling with crystals and gems, and below, a sea of gowns and suits and the sway of fabric, all in perfect order.

But in the dark, and with the quiet giggling of somebody out of sight, I knew that something secret and taboo was happening. There was the sound of something wet, echoing, gasps and kisses. Whimpers.

I crept through the doors. And didn’t see anyone. 

Just past the doors, there was a narrow alcove, barley deep enough for a person to stand in, where the servants would stand and hold a second set of double doors open for others.

I slipped into the alcove and listened. The whimpers turned to a giggle. I leaned my head forward just a little, one eye peeking beyond the threshold. The open doors were swung all the way, so they weren’t in my way at all. I looked down and then saw—stretched over one of the windows, two forms, moving in spasms, their gasps now apparent, their actions now obvious. 

I’d basically stepped into somebody’s private rendezvous. I wasn’t exactly a peeping tom, and I liked to respect people’s privacy, even if they left the doors wide open, but this time, I couldn’t help but squint to try and see who it was.

There was a man in suit, a black jacket that was pulled down around his arms. It fell even as I tried to discern. I saw short hair, and in the low light from outside coming from a row of lamps that fed dim gold through the windows, I could see a pair of white hands, arms, around the man’s shoulders, and two legs, bare up to the hip, on either side of him as he thrust. I noticed that his pants were down, around his thighs, his body thrusting upward and in, timing with the whimpers that I’d heard before. I saw the woman’s hands scratching up and down the man’s back. I heard him panting, groaning, listened, could hear the sound of their bodies meeting, slipping, the slick sound of his cock stroking into her. I heard giggling. I heard a laugh. Almost bawdy. And a half accent as she hissed at him, words I couldn’t make out, but their tone, the owner of that voice unmistakable. 

I realized that it was Celeste. 

I saw her leg lift, her knee trying to wrap around him. I saw him groaning, spasming as he tried desperately to fuck her faster.

Curiosity got the better of me. Celeste was lovely—and I’d been dealing with so much angst and repressed want over my mother that—in comparison—it felt safe to listen, to watch her. What the hell was wanting my mother if I could watch Celeste instead?  It almost felt tame. 

But their lovemaking was anything but tame. 

Celeste leaned back. I realized that her backless dress was pulled down, over her front, her breasts freed, her tits swinging up and down as the man viciously drove into her from below. His brown hair was on a head I didn’t recognize, but his voice sounded young, his body seemed lithe, and Celese kept kissing him, his face, his cheek, whispering things to him, her hands grabbing at and scratching his neck. 

He moaned, almost piteous, but his need overwhelmed the way she tortured him, his cock pushed up, in long and aching strokes into her. Celeste relished in it, in his pain, in his need, in the fact that he couldn’t’ stop. She kissed his face, bit his lips, told him he was a fun little boy and that she was going to make him pay for what he was doing to her. His head leaned back as she shifted, angling her pelvis so that she was nearing horizontal, her breasts swinging and hanging from each side, so full and plump that her nipples still pointed upward, and as she pressed into him that way and drove him back, he moaned, his head leaning back as well, and then I could recognize his face. 

It was the driver.

The driver’s face was covered in sweat. He looked like he was in agony. Celeste kept pulling him by his shirt, pulling him to her, pushing him away, all the while he was desperate to be inside her, his cock sliding thick in strokes when it could, her legs propping herself up in alternations, fighting him, making him work for every thrust. He had a look of madness. She had a look of sadistic glee, playing with him, tormenting him, reveling in the fact that she held absolute power over him and he could only take so much from her. Every stroke made her give a little panting smile.

Celeste finally had enough—she braced herself against the frame of the window, and then with one foot, pushed him back, hard, her hips somehow flexible enough to place a foot on his waist even while he was inside of her. I’d heard Celeste was a dancer. But when he suddenly launched backward from the force of her pushing him back, his cock slipping from inside and the dribble of their juices falling in a line between them as he staggered, I could only open my mouth in awe.

They were breathing heavily. The driver was standing, on shaking legs, bent forward, eyes haunted and his hair messy, his jaw hung open a he panted, savage and torn and wanting, while Celeste, a hand on her bare chest, her own legs vibrating with pleasure and excitement, her smile open,  they watched each other for a moment, assessing, the driver wondering how he could take her, how he could fulfill his torturous need, but Celeste seeing him not as predator, but prey, like she were a cat, playing with a mouse. 

Her dress was bunched up around her thighs, and since the top had been stripped away, it sat more like a sash around her waist, draped down her hip, to the floor. In the light from outside, I could see the angles of her body, the softness of her flat tummy, the indents of her hips, the wide voluptuous fulness of her thighs and breasts, her full, panting lips and her wild eyes. 

Celeste was a woman in the glory of her body’s prime, on the edge, right were every iota of her body screamed fertility but her pleasure-bent mind kept her viciously hungry, and her body reflected that. I could almost worship her body as the driver must have been doing, knowing that she was fire and sex, pleasure and pain, and that she’d take everything away from him in a whim and then give him unimaginable bliss if she but let him between her legs again.

“Come on then,” she panted, laughing throughout. “Why don’t you take it, little boy?”

The driver groaned, and like a wounded and desperate animal, lunged forward. Celeste dodged to the side as he smashed into the frame of the window. The curtains flung up around him, and Celeste sprinted through the ballroom, her shadow going double, her giggles and laughs turning into squeals as he sprinted dead for her. The driver lunged—Celeste swept out of the way, tripped him, cackled as he scrambled up, and then—as Celeste tried to run backwards, his hand lunged in a desperate move that caught her ankle. 

Celeste screamed—the scream cut short by her self-control—and she fell back, her body striking the ground, her elbows behind her, the ripple of her body across the hard wood beautiful in the light, the streaked gold from the windows illuminating her body as the driver moved forward as fast as he could, leaping for her, climbing her legs, and Celeste pushed out, pushed his face with her palm, scratched his neck with her nails, giggled ad squealed as he climbed over her, his hands gripping her wrists and forcing them to the floor in hard smacks. 

She whimpered and struggled, she turned, over, and he was above her, his cock stiff and throbbing and wet with her juices, and as Celeste tried to crawl to the doors where I hid, he climbed over her, put his weight on her, forced her down, forced himself between her legs, spread her thighs, wrapped a hand around her front, another around her neck, and bracing her, while she fought him, delighted and scared and delirious in their play, he thrust, and pierced her, his cock suddenly slipping into her cunt and her whole body going stiff and exultant as she squealed into his palm. 

He fucked her brutally then, having caught her, his whole body moving and straining to keep her immobilized. Her eyes rolled upward as he took her, her smile climbing around his fingers, her gasps delighted, while he fought to fuck her, fought to stay on top. She kept struggling, kept fighting, kept teasing him, while he in his pain and madness and need struggled against a woman who was, in truth, as strong as he was. 

He was moaning in her ear. He was getting closer. I could see the shaft of his cock in the light underneath every time he drew up, shining with their fluids, could hear him in his tortured need as he got closer, and closer, his whole body tightening.

I didn’t notice somebody walking up next to me as I watched with my face just around the edge—I only noticed them as I heard footsteps, gentle ones, soft, a bleary yawn coming from them.

I spun around, terrified. My mother gasped—noticing me, “Juli—” She said, before my hand shot out, clamped over her mouth, and I pulled her to me to get her out of their line of sight. She’d walked right up to the doors, and if they’d just looked up, toward the entrance of the ballroom, they would have noticed her immediately.

I didn’t have time to think. I pulled her tighter and tried to keep her quiet—and out of the way, just out of sight.

Her back was to me.

Her bottom pressed against me. 

Mom immediately wrested her mouth out of my grasp, but mostly understanding that I wanted her to be quiet, she looked at me with confusion and a bit of affront, not fully understanding that was pressing hot against her from behind. “What the hell—” she started to say in a harsh whisper, but I put fingers over her mouth, vertical, pushing them over her lips, feeling their warmth and softness as I shushed her. 

Mom got the message completely by that point. Her mouth closed and she turned behind her, trying to look at me with wide eyes. She and I were so close that our body heat blended, our bodies in connection. 

She was wearing her dress, without the shawl, her whole body in a subtle mirror to her sister’s. Her sister’s body was on display in a perfect nude, decorated only by the dress. My mother’s body, without the shawl, was visible by the simple shapes that the dress clung to her form. 

And our bodies formed together.

But she didn’t seem to notice. She held still. Our breaths were held.

And then her wide eyes went wide as she heard the sounds of Celeste, whimpering while the driver fucked her, his groaning and his hips smacking against her as he drove her into the floor. 

And through it all I knew, I realized, my mother had to as well—my erection was pressing into her back. Into the crux where her lower back ended and her ass began. 

It was simultaneous. My mother, her breath spasming in shock of feeling something long and hard and hot and throbbing against her—Celeste in the ballroom, moaning piteously, the sound of her hips, her thighs driving into the floor, while the noise of the driver, his own body making rhythmic contact, his hips slapping into her ass, his growls and his climax getting closer. 

I felt it in the shift of my mother’s weight. One of her hands went to her side. 

Then behind her. 

I knew where it was going. I knew where she was about to feel—and in the desperate need to hold still and to not be seen, and the wild fantasy hope—the delusion that she was going to touch me there—

Her hand, her fingers, made contact with my stiff cock through my pants.

Mom gasped. 

Loud. 

Her whole body froze.

And at the same time, Celeste, in the ballroom, orgasmed, her moaning turning to a scream that echoed deliciously through the ballroom, a wail that went on for long seconds, while the driver came—his whole body turned to the crouching thrust of a beast, and he grunted, his hand wrapping around Celeste’s face, his fingers shoving over her tongue, his body spasming and his hips pushing deep as he grunted, cumming, his cock flooding into Celeste, Celeste screaming, “yesss— Oh, oh fuck yess—” 

Mom’s eyes were wide. Her breath was still.

And her fingers, held there over my cock, stayed—registered that the heat and hardness against her fingers wasn’t a phone, or anything else. 

I shouldn’t have been watching Celeste. But I had. And seeing her squeal and their bodies melting together and their orgasms blending, all without their knowledge, sent a thick throb through my cock.

The throb traveled upward, rippling over each of my mother’s fingers that were in contact with me.

And even though her gasp had ended seconds ago, I could feel something happening to her body, some recognition, some reaction where suddenly, heat flooded her, her whole body went hot, her breathing went fast and shaky and confused.

I didn’t know the last time my mother had been so close to a man. I didn’t know if she’d ever fooled around with anyone since my father passed. All I knew was that now, here, in the dead of night, with her sister in the throes of pleasure and her son right behind her and pressing tight against her, that her body, I knew, was turning on against her will.

“Oh—Oh my god—” she whispered, her breath shaking.

I was about to say I was sorry. 

I was about to acknowledge it, hope that it could be passed off as just some biology, just some mistake, some helpless, boyish thing like getting a hard on in front of a classroom, or when wearing swim trunks. But there was no denying what happened. 

And she panicked.

Mom suddenly spun, her face and body facing mine, pressed back, against the wall, her eyes looking at me with confusion and—something else on top of that—something hot and needy and above it all—guilty. 

“I—I have to—” she stammered, before she swept to the side, and then walked—no—ran—ran into the halls.

Celeste noticed. 

I was still mostly hidden, but Celeste looked up, gasping and giggling from the floor, until her giggling stopped and she saw her sister walking away, fast, and not at all comfortable. 

“D—Delilah!” She shouted after my mom. She moved to stand up, the driver drew back and off, his cock slipping from inside of her and his moan as it left her echoing also through the ballroom. I saw the drain of semen, dripping from his cock, Celeste standing on shaky legs after lifting herself from all fours, cum dripping down her legs—she hurried, pulling her dress up around her front, pulled the hem of it down her legs to cover the mess that had just been made inside of her.

And without bothering to pull the shoulder straps up and over her shoulders, she started after her sister, while the driver collapsed back onto the floor, panting, shaking, red faced and in shock after what had to be the most ecstatic sex of his life. 

Celeste would have caught up to her sister, except that she then noticed me.

“Julian?” She said, stopping, and suddenly sober, hands then going to her shoulder straps and pulling them up. 

She looked down the hall. Toward my mother, who was walking unsteadily, who was trying desperately not to look back at us. Then to me. 

At the look on my face. 

Down to my pants where my cock was painfully stiff and throbbing. 

And then, she drew the connection. 

Fully. 

Celeste’s jaw dropped a little, and she breathed, “oh my god—” as she looked between me and the empty hall where my mother had just turned a corner.

Even as Celeste looked at me and as I saw the realization and recognition in her face, I turned, and ran, not knowing if I was running from her. Not knowing if I was running toward my mother. But all I could do was run. Celeste didn’t call after me. Or her sister. But I could feel her eyes boring into me, understanding the secret sin I held, knowing for a fact that it wasn’t lust for my aunt that would have been the greatest transgression of mine, but that I instead held something deeper, for the one person that myth and sense and law said I should never have.

And she knew.

I caught up with my mother just outside of our rooms. It was all the way on the other end of the house. I realized that for her to get this far without my having been able to see her that she ran at some point too.

“I’m sorry—” I said, trying to get a word in. Mom was at her door, her hands shaking with the key that she’d been given. She fiddled with it, pushed it into the lock, her eyes wide and her lips tucked in her mouth. She glanced at me as I tried to explain. “I don’t know—I don’t know what that was.” 

The door opened. Mom turned to me halfway in. She wasn’t looking at me. But she was scolding me—not about what she felt, but—“You shouldn’t have watched her, Julian. That sort of thing—”

“I know—” I exploded. “I know I shouldn’t have. I’m–I’m sorry—” I felt this wave of relief, realizing that it wasn’t the sensation of my hard cock against her body that was bothering her most. “I’ll apologize. Tomorrow.”

Mom ducked inside. But she left the door open. Her hands were up by her hair, along her cheeks, she seemed to turn this way and that, her face obviously bright in color despite the low lighting in her room. As she turned, this way and that, sans shawl, I couldn’t help but notice the curves of her body, glinting, reflected in the dimness, but all the more colorful for it. Rays of green and blue shimmered up and down her curves, her breasts, her legs. Mom made it to one of the dressing tables, and staggered into a chair. She collapsed into it. Blinking, frantically pulling the earrings from her ears. She took several deep breaths while I stood there, wondering what the hell I was going to do, what I was going to say. I started to realize that mom hadn’t mentioned the other thing at all and that it might have been an indicator that it was in fact, worse than my having spied on her sister. 

“What the hell was Celeste thinking?” She stormed, her voice shaking. She turned to me. Saw my expression. She shook her head quickly and looked away. “Julian, don’t worry about—about the other thing. You shouldn’t have been watching your aunt and you probably could have afforded to let me discover them on my own. It... it certainly would have taught her a lesson. God. What the hell is Cogdil going to think?” She practically shouted her last question. 

“Do you think she’ll be in trouble if he finds out?” I asked. I wiped the sweat from my hands on my thighs. Tried to stand straight. The panic was subsiding, and I was calming, but at the same time, all the evidence of my stress was pouring through me. 

Mom took my own calming as a cue to relax. She held still. She finally closed her eyes, putting her hands over her mouth, and took a long, slow breath. Her shoulders dropped. Her eyes opened slowly, looking at the far wall. I saw in the depths of her eyes that there was something in them, something there, but I could see it fade, hidden, as she turned to me and was perfectly composed. 

“Celeste might not care if Cogdil finds out. I’ve never known her to cheat, but she has certainly made it clear to a great many men that she doesn’t love them exclusively, and never could. It might be nothing. It might not be anything at all, and Cogdil will likely never know.”

“But—” I said, hoping to continue the conversation somehow. Anything to distract from the post-shock of how our bodies pressed together. 

“Julian,” she said, now perfectly cool, her arm draped over the side of her chair, her body in a lovely series of relaxed curves that hung, like I imagined a 1920’s flapper would hang on a chair. “...Go to sleep. It’s... It’s been a long day. And perhaps we’ve both had enough. I’ll see you in the morning.”

I felt a pit in my stomach at that. 

I wasn’t sure why. 

“Alright,” I said. I left. Shut the door behind me. After the doorhandle closed, I held still, the instant I was out of sight it was like all the acting and tension in me left. I deflated, found myself gasping for air. This was close.

It was too damn close. 

What the fuck was I thinking? Mom was right. I could have let her find Celeste. It would have been infinitely less awkward if she’d just stumbled in, and even if it was discovered that I was there like some sort of peeping tom, that was much better than our bodies pressing together like we were lovers ourselves. 

I took a silent but deep breath and prepared to go to my room.

But then I heard my mother gasping.

Not like mine. 

There was definite relief. She was breathing hard, and she was trying to get as much oxygen as she could. But it was clear that as I’d dropped an act, she’d dropped one too.

I could hear the chair sliding a little on the floor. She was moving it, dragging it. I heard the springs of her mattress all compress, her weight settling at once onto it, as if she fell onto it. I heard her moving. Rocking. And a blend of confusion and panic and something else in her voice as she repeated, quietly, to herself, ‘oh god, oh god, oh god...”

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






CHAPTER 14


[image: image]


I woke up in my bed with my stomach in knots, and with enough of a hangover to wonder how Celeste did it every night. 

And then I realized why my stomach was in knots.  I remembered it all. I remembered what happened between my mother and I—how it had been played off as just an accident, how—Christ—how she seemed more affected by it than I hoped.

I got dressed. Washed my face in the bathroom that was attached to my room and separated from my mother’s. Put on a few faces to try and look normal, like I wasn’t afraid of how my interactions with her and Celeste would go down.

Celeste knew. 

She had to know. That realization on her face, her near-psychic ability to understand people, her ruthlessness at playing them—was I unsafe now to her? Was I a freak? How was she going to treat me now that she saw into my soul and found that I was falling for some age-old aristocratic sin? 

Was she going to tell her sister?

I went to breakfast. The halls were empty, as they were the morning before, and as I passed by the occasional open room I could see servants passed out under tables, on floors, in chairs, having drunk a little extra once the guests had left completely. There likely wouldn’t be breakfast ready, but I was prepared to fend for myself. 

I made it to the dining room and prayed that Celeste wasn’t in there.

She was.

She looked up at me as I entered, a plate with toast and sliced fruit and a few deviled eggs from last night, along with a plate of leftover roast that the chef had made as a main course, one we’d missed since we were all upstairs watching that film. Celeste cut into it like a butcher.

Her eyes followed me as I made it to a chair. 

There were slices of toast on a plate in the center of the table, still warm, judging by the steam that rose from melted butter. I took some and a plate and then sat in front of it, my mouth dry, not sure of what I was going to say, or how Celeste was about to reveal her knowledge. 

“There’s coffee,” she said, surprisingly gently. “I know how it is in the states. Tea’s not enough. I have a cup of coffee occasionally, especially after a particularly fun night. And last night,” she grinned, “was more fun than I expected.”

I looked at her and hoped I’d see some degree of mercy. But there wasn’t any. 

She had innocence plastered across a portion of her face. But her eyes showed that she wasn’t innocent, and that she wasn’t particularly interested in clinging to innocence even as a mask. It was just to taunt me.  “You,” she said, taking a clean butterknife and slicing it into a pot of marmalade, “had the look of a man jilted last night.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, hoping I could salvage this. 

“I know what it looks like, Julian. I know what a man shows when something has gone terribly, horribly wrong. Did your mother see you looking that way?”

“You leave her out of your mouth, Celeste,” I said, fear, rage, suddenly boiling out of control.

“Why” She laughed. “I saw the alcove where you were hiding. You two had to fit awfully close together to spy on me there, didn’t you?”

I stood. My legs slammed against the table and moved it an inch. Celese’s eyes widened and she smiled, but wasn’t fazed, even as I demanded, “Shut the hell up. You shut your fucking mouth.”

She shook her head at me, and waved the marmalade knife in my direction. She spread it across her toast like she were cutting the neck of a lamb. “I think it’s time you and I had a little talk, Julian. We have plenty of time to—it’s past nine, and your mother is not coming to breakfast. If there’s one thing about your mother I know, it’s that she’s either perfectly on time, or she’s not showing up at all.” She motioned for me to sit. “It’s just you and me here, you boy. And calm down. Relax. It’s time to listen. Time for a little lesson on your mother.” 

She set the knife down. She reached for a little bowl of berries and carried them before her. She lifted one, set it into her mouth, and as her eyelids lowered, and as she bit into it and tasted it, she made the tiniest, quietest little moan, barely audible, barely a sigh, barely a breath. But she enjoyed it, and then, eyes open, she enjoyed my stress and strain.

Her eyes glinted. 

“Did you know—ha—” she started to laugh, and covered her mouth as she did so. 

“Did you know your mother and I used to kiss?”
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Your mother and I are very close in age, you know. She’s only a couple years older than me. There’s only so much more a person can learn too, in those few years, being older. Especially once a person makes it into the next stage of their life; there’s only a couple years to catch up.

We went to the same college. Just like we went to the same private schools, the same primaries. She led the way, learned the scenes, relayed what she knew to me when she felt like it. Delilah was the sort of older sister who would help, but she’d do it carefully, not playing all of her hand, not spilling all her knowledge like some sort of fountain. 

I like to think it was because she respected that I wanted to learn on my own. That she knew I wanted to experience on my own. She’s very considerate, that way. And while I’m sure there were some aspects of life that I could have used more direction from her on, it wasn’t like we received much direction from our parents either. 

Our sort of people, Julian, are disconnected. Not so much that we leave each other to dry, but more that, let’s say, we’re not so close that we leave much of an impression on each other. I don’t know how other families do it, but for us, we were live and let live, learn and let learn, and our direction and teaching was limited to the barest essentials. Who to avoid. Who among the teachers were helpful. What crowds to stay away from, what boys were trouble.

And I didn’t listen to your mother, not a word, when it came to boys. There were boys she hated in school, boys I would date, as if it somehow got one over her that I played with men she had good reason to despise. And then when we went to college, I didn’t realize that her preferences grew more from knowledge than from girlish whims. She knew more, she’d entered this entire expansive world without me and now that I was in it, and ready to enjoy the fruits of adulthood, to sleep with whoever I desired, to attend sorority parties and fundraisers and charities, to find that I wasn’t just a girl, but a woman, and that I wasn’t just a student, but a wanderer of the world, and my sister gave me the barest education, because it was all the education I wanted, pieces I could pick and choose at will.

And she warned me about Alan Pembrooke. 

Pembrook was the sort of boy, and I use the term boy instead of man, because he wasn’t a man at all. He was the sort of boy who broke hearts and chewed them like candy. He slept with girls and discarded them. He liked to make a game of it, to see how many girls he could ruin, how many boys he could cuckold, and my mother hated him because she could see what he was like, and so, like any good sister, she warned me about him. Told me the stories. Gave me the due diligence in advance that I would have wanted from anyone who knew him, and all to save me from the same horrific fate that so many other girls as freshmen would inevitably fall into at the start of their time at the college, being used and discarded, some humiliated, some scarred psychologically.

He was a very, very handsome man, Julian. But Pembrook, one could tell, through his eyes, that he had no care, no soul, no kindness.

And I fell head over heels in love with him.

I don’t want to distress you by saying exactly what he did. Neither do I want to relive it. Life goes on. Pembrooke is now living in some mansion in Florida and he sips through young women when he can, but as he gets older he gets lonelier and more frustrated that his money, his charm, is no longer enough. But it doesn’t stop him from trying the same things, continuing, the same as he ever was.

I will tell you this. The last straw, after he’d ravished me and then ravished other girls in turn, and rubbed it in my face, calling me worthless and a slut, after he destroyed any ability in me to love, or so I thought, I turned to the only person I knew I could. 

Because I’d had friends that no longer spoke to me, because he’d fucked them, and then hurt their hearts, and fucked me, and then hurt mine, and my former friends and I were an imploded sisterhood of women who’d been ruined in their hearts by the same man. So. I didn’t know who I could turn to.

The only one I knew would listen, maybe, was your mother. My sister. She’d recognized his game before he could play it with her. She knew the sort of man he was before he could touch her. 

She had warned me about Pembrooke. She’d told me that my fate would be as I’d suffered, that I wouldn’t be the same person after him, and she warned me kindly and sternly and with no illusion. So I crawled to her. I found her in her dormitory, and I was a mess.

Sobbing, I was sobbing, and I remember the look on her face as she opened the door for me. She knew. She understood immediately why I was there, what I felt I’d done wrong, that I was ashamed and that I was turning to my sister who I’d never turned to for anything, and that I was afraid that she was going to give me a stern talking to. That she’d label me a dumb slut. That she’d know I was foolish and loose and that I’d let another man break me just as she’d warned.

But she didn’t do that.

She took me into her room. She wrapped me in a blanket. 

She made tea for me, said nothing, just bundled me up , warm and cozy, just gave me comfort without words and put her hand on my shoulders and neck and gave me a slow, gentle touch, kissed my forehead, kissed my face as I told her what happened and how I felt. 

I didn’t know what to do, Julian. All I knew was that I was hurting and that there was comfort here, and so for hours, I let my emotions free, I sobbed in her arms, while she comforted me as I wished our mother would comfort me.

I don’t know what made your mother like this. What made her different from ours. Our mother was so very detached, so very fixated on the family estate and how we were doing compared to our friends and how much we were either making her proud or disappointing her. I don’t know what made your mother so caring in comparison, but all I could feel was her hand, her warmth, my face on her chest, her love and her care. She held me there on her bed and like a fountain, al. the pain and shame left me, it all poured out through tears until there was nothing left in me except the silence and the tea and the slow beating of my pulse. I could feel her heart, through her chest. I could feel her there, and felt like I belonged somewhere. She kissed me on my head. She kissed my hands. 

After hours of slow comfort, I found myself stable. Feeling fine. Normal. But the kisses didn’t stop. 

Because I didn’t want them to stop. 

I held my hands to her lips. I pressed my cheek to her face.

I pushed myself to her, hoping for another, and like a saint, she gave another, and another. And another.

Something had happened to me, Julian. Something strange had happened to me, where all that comfort had made me new, and all I felt with each kiss from her, from my sister, to my head, to my face, to my shoulders, I felt this hot blossom, this warm blooming in me. I felt something strange in me I’d only felt for boys when they’d been particularly nice to me, when I felt safe with them.

I don’t know if it was because I had feelings for Pembroke that had still been left over. If they’d been transformed and changed because of my sister. Or if all the feelings in me went to the person that had healed me.

I felt something in my heart for her. 

For my sister. 

It was deeper than my heart—I can’t say it was just in my heart. It wasn’t. Because the feeling of her hands on me, the softness of her breasts against my face as I rubbed into her, the smell of her, the way her lips pressed so gently against my hair, all I could do was drink her in, drink in her body, her scent, her softness, her warmth, and I felt this heat in me, Julian. 

I held my sister tighter.

I put my hands on her shoulders and pulled her to me. Pulled myself into her.

I turned my face.

I turned it upward so that her next kiss would miss my head, go straight to my mouth.

And she and I looked at each other for a little moment. 

Before I pulled her down.

I pulled my sister close to me and our lips touched.

It was warm.

And then it was hot, when our kiss, our first one, came together not as the press of cold lips against each other but mouths slightly open.

And the wetness in my mouth met the wetness in hers.

She didn’t expect it to happen that way.

I remember the look on her face. I expected her to judge me again. I expected her to think I was deranged and that I was turning to her in some sort of perversion. That I was wrong, like I’d been wrong for loving Pembroke.

But I remember her eyes.

Your mother has beautiful eyes, Julian. The sort of eyes that are deep and take you in and look into you and do not let you go. The sort of eyes that I felt myself falling upward, into, accepting me, accepting that I wanted to kiss her. And if I thought I was libertine, and that my sister was responsible, then I was wrong. Because the truth was that my sister loved, and she loved unconditionally, and all I knew was that this falling upward into her eyes wasn’t a fall at all. But it was a flight. I couldn’t help myself. I took your mother’s face and I pulled her closer and deeper and our mouths went from the hot taste of our lips to tongue.

And in bliss, for hours, we kissed there, my head in her lap, her hands on my shoulders, her fingers caressing my face and mine intertwined in her hair and touching down her shoulders. My fingers lightly going over her breasts, exploring the smoothness of her neck, her skin, her face. 

I’d been in love with boys, Julian. But I’d never been in love with somebody at any time more than I was with my sister, right then, right there. Because she was comfort and she was calm and she was warmth and she was soft and every taste of her tongue, the taste of jasmine tea, the taste of lip balm and mint toothpaste and the calm flavor of her tongue as it slipped, the tip of it against mine, all I could do was drink her, all I could do was to drink her saliva as we exchanged kisses there in her room, even if we were sisters, even if we hadn’t been close before—she was all I wanted, all I needed that day.

I needed it, Julian. More than anything. And hours later, when the sun was going down and my heart was overwhelmingly warm, overwhelming in tingles that slipped through my body and over my spine and into my face and down into my parts, when she finally pulled her face back and told me that was enough, I wanted to cry. 

Not out of sadness.

But because it was the most perfect few hours I’d ever felt. 

There were hours that I’d spent with boys, Julian. Hours where the soul was fucked out of me, where I had orgasmed so hard and so thoroughly and over and over until my body was broken and I was floating among stars with seed dripping from my lips and, and down my legs, and I’d been told I was lovely and that they were in love with me, and I thought I was in love with them, it all meant nothing compared to that beautiful, blissful afternoon where my sister made the world right and had turned  my pain into the most gentle flow of joy.

I of course wanted more.

Julian, you know what it is like. To want more. 

To kiss someone and to want to go further.

The next day, I came again, to her room. 

There was no Pembrooke to give me an excuse to throw myself into her arms. There were no tears. But there was a heat in my body, deep down, deep inside, a heat that distracted me through my classes, a heat that made me touch at my lips, wondering if she would let me kiss her again.

It's strange, being shy to your own sister. I’d been reserved from her because I was younger and because she was older and because she seemed to live in a world apart from me, but we did speak, and often, just politely, just without the closeness that one would expect from siblings in movies. We were close in proximity and not close in our hearts but I wanted to be so, so close with our bodies.

And I was shy. Me. Shy.

I was shy to her, even though we’d changed together growing up, we’d seen each other in the nude as a matter of happenstance, as one does. We’d fought in nightgowns and ridden horses together and swam in ponds and knew each other’s shape, but I wanted more—I wanted to feel her, Julian, I wanted to taste her, I wanted the taste of her saliva and the taste of her body, between her legs, I wanted to know what she tasted like and I wanted to know how she’d sound, I wanted to know what it felt like, to have her body hot and sweaty against mine, I wanted to know, even if we were sisters, even if we were so close already and if the kinds of things I wanted were only the sorts of lesbian fantasies that girls only fell into for their best friends or their bullies, I wanted that with Delilah. I wanted her to taste me, to feel me, to have her hands on my breasts and her fingers inside of me, I wanted her to bite me, to nibble my ears, for me to taste her skin, her face, for us to swap our spit back and forth, to have fingers in each other across every possible way, I wanted to love her and to be loved by her.

When I came to her door that next day, she took me inside. And I threw myself against her. Covered her body with mine, her breasts with mine, her mouth with mine, her hands went around me and mine around her, and I felt myself, uncontrollably feeling at her sweater and trying to pull it up, trying to feel the heat and the soft that I ached for, and...

She let me.

Oh, god, Julian, the ecstasy of feeling, when someone forbidden lets you undress them.

I pulled up her sweater. 

I felt the skin of her stomach, her belly button, felt a trembling in her waist, because she felt something similar to me, not the sort of lust that comes with ravaging need but the trembling, awkward want of girls at play, and we explored, her sweater came off, her skin cooling in the air of her dorm, a little tank top without a bra and her soft breasts already there for me, just pulled out, just exposed because the cotton of her top couldn’t hold her in because I was already pulling it away. Her fingers were at the button of my pants and she was tugging them down, her words were hardly understood, I couldn’t understand anything except that I was unwrapping my sister and that as her skin was revealed, as her pants came off, as mine did too and I felt her hands on my hips, sliding down my waist, up them, over my breasts, her fingers lifting them and her fingers making the softest pinch over my nipples to hold them and as if to say, “my sister, my sister, mine,” and all I could do was kneel, Julian. 

Because I loved her then, and maybe it was the madness of exploration and it was because we were in truth, repressed girls who’d never known what we wanted, or maybe it was that it didn’t feel safe to try and explore with other girls of our gender, and so maybe we were just lonely. I don’t know what it was she felt. I felt that heat, though, that need, a yawning ache in me that longed to take my sister and to take her into me, to carry her and to hold her and to never let her go,.

I knelt, Julian, as she stood there in the nude, her pubic hair unshaven and untrimmed because she was more focused on her studies than on boys, because she didn’t care for men in the same way I did, but my mouth went to her, I felt the scratch of her hair against my nose, my lips, and as she leaned against the wall, her legs spreading, and my tongue hit her softness and slickness, I felt the flavor, bursting on my tongue—Delilah was sweet—Julian. Sweeter than I’d ever known. Than I could have ever guessed a woman could be. I buried my face into her, felt her divide over my tongue, felt her tremble as I licked up and explored and tasted and when the softness of her clit was under my lips, I kissed it, kissed her, felt her hands shaking and her breath moving fast with each slow suck that I made over her mound, over her clit, licking and tasting and worshipping.

And I felt her wetness growing. Her lips swelling, inside and out, her heat and her body glowing with the rise of something I’d only felt elicited in me by boys who had hardly known what they were doing. But I knew. I knew because I was a woman, and so my sister got to feel it, my first attempts to give what I knew to a woman, my everything, I buried my face between her legs, and when she lifted one leg and draped it over my shoulder so I could put my whole face against her and lick into her, inside of her, I felt all of me growing wet, all of me glistening, all of her taste and flavor and each of her sighs and her pulse around me, and it went on, like heaven, on and on, until she had me stand.

And then she did it for me.

I leaned against the wall, the place that she’d made warm for me, and felt her lips against mine, felt her nose crossing my bare skin, the space I’d shaved completely down to nothing for Pembrooke was now being kissed so tenderly by my sister. I remember the flush in her face, Julian. Because it wasn’t that she was some statue that I would only pleasure before she’d pleasure me, no, she was alive, my sister, alive and kissing, alive and loving. 

I could see that she loved me, Julian, in perfect care, in a perfect, motherly way, that told me that she’d care for me, that told me that she felt so loved and warm from how I served her on my knees, that said that she had felt so good because of me and now she would do the same for me.

When I felt her tongue.

Oh...

When I felt it lick over my labia, from my base, over, dipping in slightly as it went over my entrance, sliding with delicacy and love over my clit at first, before her mouth opened, and before she took my clit in, and she sucked, light and like a kiss, just moving slow, kissing me, loving me, kissing me like we had kissed that first day, and I felt it in my body, a fire and a shock and wet warmth that rippled upward into me, that made me shudder with the sensation of heaven, that made me moan and surrender to a pleasure I hadn’t known, the pleasure of being so loved and cared for.

For time I cannot measure, she loved me there.

I laid down on her bed.

Two sisters, nude and wet everywhere, two compliments, two sides of a mirror, one fire and passion, the other cool and delicate ease, and she loved me, there, her mouth slippery over my lips, her lips sucking my clit, her tongue moving slow and in a wide bath that brought heat so hot into me that after an hour, after the slow climb and the slow climb and the slow climb and the heat of love and the heat of mouths and the heat of her hands, soft on my hips and on my thighs and under my ass and along my lower back, I came, I came over my sister’s mouth, I couldn’t help but weep from how beautiful it felt to have her tongue slide over and into and over and into me until I released something in me that I hadn’t released before. Because boys hadn’t made me cum like that, not in the way that one could truly let go. I had cum before in a wild and explosive greed. But my sister made me let go in a way that sent me into a, I don’t know how else to describe it, but it was as if I had unfolded like the spring. It was as if I’d opened myself into the ocean. It was as if I flew upward, toward the sun and through clouds, free, free, totally free.

After we fell asleep together, inverse of each other, our faces nestled in each other’s legs, our mouths on each other, gently sucking each other’s clits like we were soothing by sucking our own thumbs, we fell asleep, and dreamed, and I was the happiest I’d ever been.

For months, we did that.

The happiest months of college. The happiest of my life, up to that point, I mean. I’d finish my studies. She, hers. I don’t know if she was lonely too, or if she had set aside time for me, but even when we went home we’d find ways to get to our room and to kiss—time to undress, to cuddle with our thighs rubbing between our legs until we orgasmed over each other, again and again.

But it ended eventually.

To this day, I don’t know exactly why she didn’t want to do more. 

I think it had to do with her having met your father. 

It happened so quickly, one day, we had found each other in a sisterhood that couldn’t be more intimate. The next, it felt to me, I guess she’d met Daniel at a party, some low-key party between our parents and his, and she simply... changed.

Not that she betrayed any sense of herself. Or that she betrayed me.

No. 

I could see in her that she wasn’t letting go of anything in order to fit our parent’s expectations.  The simple fact was, if my sister loved me, she loved your father more. And it’s hard to believe, I know. To know what she held for me. Maybe you can’t understand it, Julian, because you aren’t me, you don’t know what is in my heart, you don’t know what I experienced, and learned about Delilah through that. But the truth was that when she met your father, it was another, another and greater thing, and though she let me into her room the day it ended, and though she let me kiss her, she didn’t kiss me back, not that way, but instead she held me, and kissed my head and my hair and pet me, and told me that she was in love. 

And you’d think I would have been sad, Julian. 

Anyone in that circumstance would have felt so, I’m sure of it.

But instead I felt... fine. Completed. Like it was the love my sister had to give, and the love she gave, and it was all she had, and it was all I needed.

The is no way to perfectly express how perfect those couple months were, as sisters, as sisters who shared love and comfort. 

But there’s also no greater joy than to see her be in love, to feel in love, to see her raise a family, to see her have you, to see her and your father putting together a life that perfectly matched them. Because me, I wouldn’t have been happy trying to continue all that with Delilah. 

Why? Because I am not a woman that lingers in things, hoping they stay the same. I move on, I move through, I am like the ocean, and your mother is like the moon, and she is constant in her phases, and I am a maelstrom of storm, moved along by her presence, made into lapping tides knowing that there is some constancy in the family, even if it isn’t me. 

I live a glorious life now, Julian. The likes of which is full of passion and delight and fun. Your mother lives a life of duty. Of repression, now. 

And though sometimes I wonder if she needs me like I needed her before, the simple fact is, she wouldn’t want it to be that way. She wouldn’t want me like that anymore because we’ve grown up, grown older and learned more about ourselves. That time was perfect because of the time it was, because it was youth and foolishness and pain and repair. But this time now is different. Here is a legacy she wants to build through you, Julian.

And I know, based on your face, that though you want a different sort of thing, something you can’t help, your mother only wants you to be happy, and to be fulfilled, and to know the life that you desire for yourself to its fullest measure.

It was what she wanted for me, and I got it through her. That first day was a day where I was made whole through her. And somewhere in you, I can see that there is something darkly missing, something hungry and needing, something more powerful and stronger than I think she or I could fathom right now. I think. 

Because the truth is, Julian, I don’t know my sister.

Not in the way that I wish I could. 

Your mother is a finer actress than I am. 

She cloaks herself in a way that you couldn’t possibly fathom, because she is a master of fitting into the slot that she feels is necessary. She is duty and care. I act in order to play. She acts in order to be what her family needs her to be. 

And I can see that you have none of that acting prowess. You are as obvious as any man I’ve seen. You, I see through you, Julian. You know that there is something you want from your mother that is unclear as to whether she’ll give it. 

I know you want her, Julian. 

It’s not the way I wanted her.

It’s more.

Because a sister can love her sister, but a son needs his mother, and you need her more than any man has needed a woman—and you long for her more than any man has longed for a woman.

I know this, Julian. 

It is as obvious as the uneaten food on your plate.
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I collapsed back in my chair.

My hands were spread on the table and I could only look, dazed, out the window as Celeste finished telling her story. I felt my pulse going, slow, not panicked, but in a deeper understanding.

And when I imagined my mother and my aunt together, their faces buried between each other’s legs, my heart went into a wild, wild flutter.

“One thing I do want to ask, Julian,” Celeste finally picked up a piece of fruit and put it into her mouth like she hadn’t confessed something earth-shattering to me. “Is, what happened?” She looked at me with cold, clear eyes. “I remember you before your eighteenth. I remember what you were like. You were relatively normal, as far as boys go. You stared a little too hard, but I suppose, considering you’re a boy, I guess maybe I paid more attention to your staring at others than I did to other boys your age. But something happened to you. Your face said everything from the first day. You thought you could hide it, but you can’t. What the hell happened, Julian?” She brushed her fingers against each other behind her ear, calm and almost like a cat playing with its prey. “What made you this way?”

“I—I don’t know,” I lied.

Celeste studied me for a second, deduced the lie. “I know my sister is lovely. I know there’s plenty of this sort of perversion among our sort of people. Aristocrats, if you will. The rich. We all fall into all sorts of wicked things, maybe from boredom, maybe because so many of us can’t fill the hole in our souls no matter what we do, and we reach for more and more extreme things like fools instead of taking therapy seriously. But you, Julian, you’ve gone several steps ahead into that little downward spiral. You have options. You are handsome enough, you could have married anyone and then beat them or cheated or done whatever else. But instead... you want Delilah. Why? Why your mother, of all people?”

I didn’t respond. I heard a ticking on the wall. There was a clock I hadn’t noticed. It was almost noon. Time had escaped from us completely. 

Celeste shrugged, somewhat disappointed. “I supposed it doesn’t really need to make sense, does it?”

“You’re not going to tell her, are you?” I asked. 

She smiled. “I might, Julian. Maybe for fun.”

I tensed. Celeste coiled dangerously, again like a cat. Like I was its prey and it had already rent me and was now watching me struggle before it killed me. 

I lashed out, desperate. “If you do, I’ll tell Cogdil you’re fucking his driver. I don’t know if you’re one for actual scandal, Celeste, but I can’t imagine a British lord being happy that you’ve turned him into a cuckold in his own home.”

Celest’s smile disappeared.

Her eyes narrowed tight. 

“Coggy is gay, you conniving little boy.” She shook her head at me. “How like men. Clumsy. Incorrect. Reactive. And I’m sure he’s already tried to bugger the driver as well—”

We both froze at the same time when the door to the dining room opened.

My mother came through, eyes low, and then she stopped, startled, not having realized we were both here until she was already inside. Celeste and I stared at her next to our mostly uneaten breakfast.

“You two are still here,” she said quietly, but with a perfect stillness in her voice that I was only now noticing. Celeste might have been right. Maybe my mother was a supreme actress.

“Good morning, though I don’t think it’s hardly morning anymore,” Celeste said dismissively, her anger forgotten. She looked out and airily said, “I hope I didn’t keep the both of you up last night. I was having a lot of fun, and I’m afraid I might have gotten a little carried away. You know how sound carries through homes like this.”

My mother’s lips pushed together in a slight sign of strain before they relaxed, and, with perfect poise, she went and sat down at a far chair, and used a set of tongs to put a few pieces of fruit on her plate.

“There’s a ruin close by I’d like to see, or maybe not,” mom began. 

And then she started to talk about the ruin. Just some old rocks, some paleolithic, ancient site that might have been used as a temple, or a threshing floor, or a place to sit, hardly a set of stone benches by now that were either erected by giants or people using logs to roll them from one site to another, stones stacked using ramps and ropes, stones that had been so covered over with moss that they were like pillows in the soil, where there was a little stand, and some people got photos, and there was apparently a delightful little inn close by that served a warm shepherd’s pie that was so quaint, and its owner that was so sweet, and the reviews said nice things about it, and while it wasn’t on the itinerary, maybe she’d like to go see, alone, and maybe she’d like to go for a little drive, if she could borrow one of Cogdil’s cars, or if not, she could just pay a taxi driver from town. And she might not be back until dinner or after. 

“Celeste,” she started again, not having eaten any of her fruit, “did you have another get-together planned for tonight? I’d love it if there was some more music. It really was delightful,” she said, and in those words, I thought I saw a gleam. I thought I saw my mother look at me with a look that flashed some iota, not of recognition, but...

Perhaps it was fear.

“Coggy’s given me permission to use whatever’s his,” Celeste said warmly. She looked at me. “Anything.” 

Then she turned back to her sister. “I’ll have one of the servants come by your room with the keys. Would you prefer the Aston Martin or the Lexus? The Lexus has better tires for this sort of weather. In the snow, you can’t be too careful.”

“That one sounds lovely. Thank you, sister,” My mother replied with a polite smile. And then she stood.

And left her plate.

And went back to her room.

The clock ticked slowly. 

Celeste and I sat in the silence and Celeste sighed. She picked up another piece of fruit before putting it back down.

She turned to me. “Your secret is safe with me, Julian. You think I’m some sort of hedonistic, sadistic fool. That I would cause true chaos among the family. You don’t realize, I am the one that pokes and prods among the foundations. I sense the rot before it begins. I see what is bad, and keep it away. I also find what is sure and true and good, and I lean on it, hoping it will stay so. You are a scared little boy, in my eye. But you don’t need to fear me. I rather wish you’d trust me instead. I can be a much better friend to you than I think many of your closest friends have ever been.” She finally picked up a little berry, and placed it on her tongue. It disappeared as she sighed and relaxed fully, stretching her arms. 

I got up.

I didn’t know what I was going to do today but I knew I couldn’t stay sitting. I knew I couldn’t remain in the same spot and I knew that my whole world had shifted and it would take time for it all to balance. 

“There’s one more thing I want you to understand, Julian,” she said as I made it toward the door. “Like I can read you, there are times that I can read your mother.  And there are things I understand about her right now that you perhaps would be interested in knowing.”

“I don’t want to,” I said, my voice surprisingly shaking.

“She and I shared more than you have thus far Julian,” she said mysteriously. “Next time you worry about being judged... just remember that.”
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CHAPTER 17
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I wondered what she meant. 

Celeste had utterly destroyed any conception of reality I had before. I could imagine it though—my mother, her sister, together on a little dorm room bed, exploring each other’s bodies, Celeste out of pain and need and my mother out of gentle love, but their moans, their sighs, their tastes and interactions in gentle synergy.

Sisters.

The image was bold in my mind. All through the day. 

I wandered Cogdil’s estate and rode a horse until it frothed at the mouth and its legs shook, I moved through books and nearly threw them against the wall. I couldn’t focus. I couldn’t think.

My mother had taken one of the cars and, true to her little speech at the breakfast table, disappeared to look for a tourist attraction that was anywhere but here, alone, and showed no sign of coming back. The hours passed. Celeste and the rest of the people who lived on the estate got ready for another party, another social, this time without the chef, and this time without nearly as many people. Celeste ran into me after she finished lunch, not having left the dining room, perfectly relaxed despite her revelations, as if she hadn’t revealed anything, as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened at all, and she told me to change, and that I smelled like horse, “though,” she said slyly, “my sister does like to ride.”

I felt my heart jump into my throat. My cock pulsed with some understanding my head hadn’t yet uncovered.

My mother returned shortly before dinner. It was the time before the guests were supposed to arrive. I saw the car pull up while Celeste and I started a light meal of trout and risotto, with a beetroot salad so finely shaved it was like eating ice that melted into sweet honey on the tongue, staining our teeth and mouths red and giving the faintest bit of color on the inside of our mouths. Celeste wiped hers away as she watched the Lexus pull in front of the house.

“Interesting,” she murmured. “She’s usually a little more considerate.”

“How do you mean?” I asked.

“I’ve always known her to put the car right back where she found it. Which is typically in the garage. But she only brings the cars to the front if she lives there, or if it’s her car, or...”

Mom got out, bundled, but visibly thinking, visibly flustered, her face a little red, her eyes tired. As if she’d been struggling with something all day. I reflexively stood.

Celeste eyed me as I sat back down. “I suppose she’s been thinking quite hard about last night. Not that we all don’t have things to think about, hm,” she made an almost-laugh to herself and put another folded curl of salad into her mouth.

My mother came in. She looked perfectly composed, and was so natural at walking in and to the table where there was an empty plate waiting for her, and a servant standing close at hand to put it all on her plate for her. 

“Goodness,” she said, sounding breathless, as if she’d just been outside gazing at the ancient stones in a sleety drizzle. “It was so beautiful out there. You’ll have to go see, Celeste. It’s ancient. And magical, I’d say—” Her coat was thrown over the back of a chair, and then we all ate dinner as if nothing had happened, as if nothing were the matter, as if I hadn’t held her body to mine the night previous and weren’t aching to do it again.

I watched her still expression, perfectly still. And composed. 

––––––––
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THE PARTY WAS SMALLER, as Celeste had promised. There was music. There were dainties and treats set out on tables. The company was more academic, the conversations were more muted, and there were no offers to watch raunchy arthouse full of breasts and sex and inexplicable transitions. There was jazz. 

There was no dancing. 

I sipped at whiskey and watched Celeste speaking languidly on the couch to a man who had just barely fallen short of a Nobel prize but was no less the proud for it. And my mother, who, enticed into a game of chess, lost handily, over and over, to a female grandmaster who stared at her and admired her and clearly desired her, but my mother was oblivious, so it seemed, only losing, trading out pawns and knights and pieces in greater and greater value, only letting this woman show her where she went wrong, over and over, gracious until she left.

And at the end of the evening, Celeste had disappeared upstairs to her room. The driver also went missing. The guests vacated the place, and it was just me, in the day room on a couch with a glass of whiskey and hardly having spoken to anyone. And my mother, having gone to bed. She’d looked at me several times through the night.

Her expression was unreadable. 

It was gentle. 

It was kind. It was loving, I’d say. 

But even through that, it was unreadable.

And I imagined her, with Celeste between her legs, her mouth on her cunt, her sister licking into her and making her moan and breathe.

And then, in the dark, as the fires died down... 

I imagined myself between her legs. 

And I wondered if my mother, if she found me hurting, would have let me kiss her. If my mother would have taken me into her arms, and had seen me wanting to tip her face to mine, would allow me to explore her lips, to taste them, to taste her tongue and to taste deep into her mouth. 

I drank my whiskey alone and thought, and wanted, and ached, and thought desperately that all I wanted to do was to go to my mother’s room. To knock on her door. 

To step in once it was open.

To ravish her. 

I wondered how she would like it if I tore her dress up. If I pulled her to me, if I pressed her against her bed or the wall or if I tore her blouse apart, if I let the full force of my desire out, if she would have accepted it the way she accepted Celeste’s gentle need. Because Celeste was right. My want and hers weren’t the same.

Mine was darker.

It was more wanting. 

It wanted to consume, to bite and to rend, to make her sob and scream, to open her as a flower and to mark her as mine. It was the need of all men but directed toward the one person, the only one, that it was most sinful to want.

I went to bed without mustering the courage.

And slept dreamlessly.
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I awoke early, to knocking.

I sat up. My head didn’t quite hurt, not like the morning before. But it was fuzzy enough in the remnants of the drink, and the clock only read six, and I didn’t know who the hell would be at the door. 

I wondered if it was Celeste. If she’d found some new way to play with me, if there were some new story she wanted to tell. Or if it was one of the servants, thinking they were doing me a favor by offering me something before I could get a full rest in.

But when I opened it, I was surprised to find that it was my mother.

I blinked, and stammered out a good morning.

“Good morning,” she said warmly, turning toward a pile on the floor. She was dressed fully, in slacks that draped down her legs, in a warm and overflowing sweater that hugged her and held her and kept her form somewhat hidden. And there was a shawl draped over her shoulders. Perfectly comfortable. “Did you sleep well?”

“I just woke,” I said, rubbing my eyes. “What’s going on? Why are we awake now? I drank last night—"

“I need you to pack.”

I stopped shaking my head from tiredness and felt myself trying to adjust. “What? Why?”

“We’re going.”

“Going?”

“We’re going somewhere warmer.” Mom spoke hurriedly. “I can’t tell you how much I love snow, but after seeing all this, I feel like we should go somewhere hot. And lovely. And with some sky and some green, maybe, or someplace where we can swim—and I know just the place—”

“Why are we going?” I asked, confused. “I thought Celeste had more for us to do.”

“She does, but...” Mom’s hands seemed to wring together. She looked a little agitated. Contained, but somewhat stressed. 

“I just think we should enjoy a little bit of something that feels like summer before we go to the mainland of Europe. There’s plenty to do, but I want... I want islands. And I want sun. Would you come with me for that? You don’t have to—”

“No, no,” I hurried to say. “I’d love to go. 

“Wonderful.” Mom moved forward and hugged me.

And that surprised me even more.

Her scent was fresh. She’d showered, she’d perfumed, she’d put a full, comprehensive morning in despite the fact that it was so early. Her breasts pressed against my chest. Through all her modest clothes, her body was still underneath, and her torso conformed to me, and her face nestled into my neck.

I thought I felt a kiss. On my neck.

I might have been imagining it.

I considered myself so lucky that I didn’t have a morning erection, but felt her body push even against me there, and I could only pull away just a little before it would all activate and before she’d feel my cock once again.

I felt a little confused.

She let go. Pulled back. I noticed her luggage, the pile I’d noticed earlier, was already dragged outside of her door. Not only had she gotten up early, she’d packed, moved some of the stuff herself, and she was as ready as a woman would ever be to go, right then and there.

“When did you make the plane ticket reservations?” I asked, rubbing my eyes again.

“A couple hours ago.” She turned and strode away, toward the kitchen. “Goodness. I’m starving—” 

I watched her go, confused, and wondering why we were already leaving Scotland if it hadn’t even been three days. And what Celeste would think. 

Or what Celeste would discern from this.

I couldn’t make sense of it, but I knew that if my mother wanted to go, I would have followed her into anything or anywhere.

Beaches sounded nice.

––––––––
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CELESTE CAME WITH US to the airport. She didn’t seem surprised at mom’s news and didn’t seem hurt, though she did glance at me, just once, before turning to her sister and then pretending I no longer existed.

The driver, the one she’d spent the last multiple nights and god knows how many other times with, both sat in the front. My mother and I sat side by side, in the clear winter atmosphere that passed us by, the view of the rocky shelves no longer inundated by snow but instead standing tall and serene, lifting high with icy caps, great stretches of moss and lichen appearing as coarse brush strokes that faded in periods of fog and mist. 

We made it to Aberdeen International Airport, and as the driver unloaded our things and handed them off to a baggage handler along the drive, Celeste and my mother embraced, holding each other tight, for a long, long moment.

I stood by, hands together. The driver came up next to me and watched them, his eyes tracking up and down Celeste’s form, even as it was arrayed and wrapped in robe after robe of fur. My mother pulled her sister tight, a gloved hand partially woven through her hair, and Celeste, looking calm and happy and without an ounce of mischief for the first time in my entire life, squeezed Delilah to her, whispering something in her ear. My mother nodded; eyes closed. 

“Gorgeous, the both of them,” the driver muttered to me. “Lucky to have family like that, eh?” 

I didn’t respond. I don’t think he knew that I’d seen him fucking my aunt the other night, and it was clear that Celeste kept any iota of the family gossip so far out of anyone else’s reach that he might have even mistaken the exact way we were all related. But I handed him a few quid in a handshake and, with a quick tap on the brim of his cap, he nodded, and then went to the driver’s side of the car and inside to wait for Celeste, who preferred to open her own doors.

Celeste then looked at me for the first time in hours and came over to me. My mother was sauntering away, into the airport, while Celeste with wide open arms enveloped me in them, in the furs, and held me close to her body.

I rushed to apologize. “I’m sorry for not trusting you earlier,” I whispered to her. 

Celeste gave me a little kiss on the cheek. “It’s alright, dear. Best not to trust anyone until proven otherwise.”

“What do I do?” I asked. 

I really did feel lost. I had nobody to turn to.

Nobody that understood half as well as Celeste did. 

Celeste then held me at arm’s length. She looked into my eyes, the spitting image of my mother, but with some wisdom, a more worldly sort, more apparent across the expression of her face. “I can’t tell you what to do, Julian,” she said honestly. “But If I can offer even the smallest piece of advice, regardless of what you choose or what you want or what you think you want, always, always be kind to her. Do you understand?”

I nodded.

“And that’s the sort of advice I’d give anyone, even those that don’t want their mothers in the... Greek way,” she said, breaking out in a little smile.

I didn’t know what to say. I think a thank you would have been a little odd at that point.

Celeste gave me one more kiss on the other cheek. “Ta,” she said musically, a little loudly, loud enough for my mother who was already in the doors to turn and then wave. Celeste got into the car, all diva, all wild and excited, and free. I waved as the door closed. As the car started. As they drove off and away.

And then it was just my mother and I. 

“You ready, Julian?” She called me as I approached.

“I think so.”

“It’s going to be a lot of fun. The Canary Islands are the kind of place where you could meet anyone. And we’ll get lots of sun. We’ll get to swim. We’ll get a summer away from summer, massages... time to rest, time to detox. And if you really want, I’m sure there will be dancing there. And girls that don’t necessarily have pedigrees,” she teased, as she offered her arm, and as we walked in, and prepared to leave all this behind.
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CHAPTER 19
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The canary islands are a set of islands just off the coast of Africa—taken by the Spanish long ago, and held, even though geographically they’re much closer to Morocco. 

The islands, of course being perfectly situated with a hot and dry climate and surrounded by ocean, made for a perfect vacation spot, so anyone with the means across Europe could go there during the winter months and attend one of the many resorts that dotted all the islands, to enjoy gardens that were plated in terraces, and to get light and warmth when there was hardly any across the entirety of the continent. 

We landed to sun, when we left Aberdeen to a resurgence of snow, and when I first felt the wave of warmth and dryness, I thought that I must have been hallucinating. It didn’t seem possible, going from that much cold to that much warmth.

But the Canary islands really were the spot of summer that my mom promised me they would be. There were beaches stretched with people, with swimsuits and towels and umbrellas, ice cold drinks for the heat, people wearing sunglasses and hats everywhere. There was no more need for our coats, so we stuffed them into our trunks and found ourselves sweltering due to the difference in temperature from Scotland. I changed into slacks, rolled up at the bottoms, my shirt with its sleeves unbuttoned and the buttons going down, open, almost to my middle. My mother changed into a dress—another one I hadn’t seen. When she emerged from the restroom wearing it and a pair of sunglasses perched on her heard, I almost didn’t recognize her.

It certainly didn’t help that she had foregone stockings and instead, her legs were bare, all the way up to her thighs. The dress was a sun dress, perfect for the climate, one that conformed to her torso, sat just loosely ruffled around her shoulders. The way it fit over her bust disguised the shapes of her breasts, and instead kept a band over them, reaching up just below her collarbone and not allowing even an inch of cleavage to show. But as the fabric traveled down her body, it stopped just a little higher than her knees, and it flowed, so that her thighs appeared and disappeared, pale in the sun, delicate, and shapely. She wore a pair of sandals underneath, and looked delighted that her body could breathe, that there was sunlight and warmth. 

She emerged from the bathroom looking at me with a wide grin and a breathless sort of celebration that we were here. “Tell me if this wasn’t a perfect idea.”

“It was,” I admitted, seeing the fabric fluttering around her legs.

The dress was a pale wine color, not the dark and deep purple of merlot, but more the bubbly pink of Moscato. There were cream-colored highlights that showed in contrast the paleness of her skin, and even as she we left the airport terminal, people, tourists, staff, all stopped to stare.

She looked incredible. 

“So what’s the plan?” I asked. 

“Well,” mom spoke with a calm sureness that instantly made me feel like the was comfortable and in charge. “I feel that all the socializing at Celeste’s might have stressed us out,” she said, completely dodging the fact that our bodies were pressed together just a couple nights ago. It was like that didn’t happen. “I have massages planned. Some time for swimming blocked off. We can even enjoy a little bit of boating, if you’d like. Fishing. The purpose of this place, I think, is for us to fully relax, and then maybe after we’ve found ourselves completely ready, we’ll go to Europe and enjoy the mainland. River cruises, sightseeing, visiting all the cities. What do you think?”

“Sounds... wonderful,” I said. It did sound like a good idea. I did wonder, though, how I was going to relax. I couldn’t help but stare. The creamy backs of her thighs fluttered in and out of view as she stepped ahead.

I had to remind myself that she was my mother. But in the warm weather, it was like a slate had been wiped. 

Who was this woman?

We stepped outside into the sun, listened to the chatter in Arabic, in Spanish, in English, loudspeakers, and the bustle of tourists moving all around. 

We hired a driver, and got to see a bit of the island we were on. Lanzarote wasn’t exactly like the island of Gran Canaria. It sat to the northeast, and seemed more exclusive. It had a lot more luxury resorts, and more places that were tucked into the folds of the cliffsides, where mini-oases and pools hid in the shadows. In those microclimates, some people planted all kinds of jungle vines and moisture loving plants, creating a unique little iota of paradise amid an island that was covered in rock and desert plants. 

And in one of those alcoves, butted against the Parque Natural de Los Volcanes (guess that that means), we had rooms in a hotel that was a little unique miracle of its own, with natural hot springs that went through series after series of filters and temperature control before they let out into mineral baths that soothed the soul, cleansed the spirit, and sous vide’d tourists for a very pretty penny.

When the driver dropped us off at the front, and there were people waiting for us to pick up our stuff, I asked my mom, “why is it that on a whim, we’re able to change everything up, to go wherever, and there will always be people waiting for us to take our bags?” 

“Hm?”

“You might have bought the plane tickets, but the rest of this took a little more effort,” I said.

“Johnston works miracles, doesn’t he?” Mom asked rhetorically back, smiling behind her sunglasses. “Come on.”

She offered her hand.

I took it.

She led me into the hotel, and as she stepped ahead, the skirt swishing around her legs, I wondered what had made her so suddenly warm, why she was so genial and why there didn’t seem to be an ounce of the angst that had plagued her yesterday. 

She’d driven over a quarter of Scotland to get to that little stone, basically wasted an entire day, driving, thinking in her car, and didn’t engage with anyone more than she had to. And now she was friendly, and open, and carefree.

We got checked in. The teller went from speaking perfect Spanish to the person before us to flawless English, almost sounding French with how elegantly their accent blended in. When she handed us a pair of key cards, one for each, my mother took hers, and let me step forward to take mine. 

We walked through the open lobby, paneled with cool white marble that spread out before us as the floor, and over us as the ceiling, studded with pillars that held the place aloft like it were some refined cave. And as we went further into the hotel, it became obvious that it was, in fact, partially built into a cave, with swimming pools in the open areas where natural light filtered down, where misters made cool spots of warm ones, where a breeze that was cool but not cold wafted through while anyone could step into one of the many sun-roofed spots through the place, or into the open air where the light came down warm and thick.

We found our rooms, bored into the side of the cliff faces where I’m sure there had been some very, very careful excavation when they originally built the place. And she and I opened our doors at the same time. 

I stood at my open door for a second. Unsure.

“I hope you don’t mind, Julian,” mom said, a little detached, “I made us dinner reservations together. If you’d like you can eat alone, but I figured you might want to at least try this restaurant with me. We might eat at it a few times. It’s built into the hotel.”

“Sounds lovely,” I said. 

“I have a massage planned for myself a little soon, when that’s done, we’ll go to the restaurant together at seven. Just meet me outside  here, alright?

“Alright.” 

“I love you,” she said, quickly, with a smile, like it wasn’t anything difficult, or complicated, not rushed, just quickly as if she and I shared the same relaxed delight at what the next several days would offer us.

And I can’t say I wasn’t excited to some degree.

But I did feel off kilter. 

Her door closed.

And I wished that I had spoken with Celeste more. I wished that I could have asked her everything there was to know about my mother when I had the chance. That I could have gleaned some further truth out of her, instead of knowing that deep within the carefully constructed exterior of my mom, there was a woman who had done things that never would have been revealed to me if Celeste hadn’t shared them, as vulnerable as that had to be.

I went into my room, finding my luggage already placed neatly at the foot of my bed.

I unpacked some of my clothes into my dresser, looked around the room. It was spacious. It was cool, and comfortable, and air conditioned, and everything was polished and minimal and elegant. It was like an oasis of its own, with stone floors, light wood furniture, individually wrapped soaps and complimentary liquor and decorative polished rocks in patterns and in stacks embedded into the walls. They really leaned into the minimal spa look, and sure enough, just being inside of it seemed to relax me. I felt my breath releasing into coolness, my chest feeling lighter, my eyes settling in the gentle light that refracted from the walls. 

And then I heard a knock.

I got up. Went to the door.

And then I heard a door open, and a little greeting in slightly fractured English, almost as if they were standing in front of me. But the voice came from just adjacent to my door.

In my mother’s room.

The lady masseuse had been let inside, and as the door closed, again with the volume so close that it might as well have been my own door, I realized that there were a series of vents that stood at the tops of the walls, connecting my room and my mother’s. 

And it was funny, realizing that in the face of all this luxury, that even though the place had been carved into the cave stone, that marble panels were set up everywhere to create a space of order, that this place was an oasis of beauty and cool and that the rooms themselves must have cost thousands of dollars to rent nightly, that the workers, or architects, had made just a little omission of quality, and instead of giving us ducts that led from our rooms into some other system, they’d simply connected the rooms, put grates over the connection, and pretended that that was all the ventilation we needed.

Not that the rooms lacked it. The cool and dry environment was perfect and it didn’t need more than it had, but the simple fact was that I could hear every word, could hear every breath coming from my mother’s room.

“Good afternoon, Mrs. Wesler,” I heard the masseuse say. She spoke in a light Spanish accent. “I’m Esmerelda. How are you? Anything specifically bothering you?”

“Goodness. There’s a lot. I’m rather looking forward to the massage,” I heard my mother speak in a tone of voice that wasn’t the same as the way she spoke to me earlier.  “My shoulders, my neck. They’re giving me a difficult time right now.”

“Ah. I’ll fix that for you,” the masseuse said gently. I heard a massage table being assembled. Legs clicking into place. The soft brush of hands on vinyl. Paper. I heard the spurt of oil, and two soft hands rubbing it together, slick. “Are you ready?”

“Yes. Just a minute.” 

“You can wear your towel if you prefer. Or if you want to simply go nude, just let me know when you’re lying down, and I’ll get started.”

My heart started to beat faster.

“Thank you.” 

I heard my mother moving. Soft feet. Against tile, bare and the slightly squeak as she turned, the plush sound of air escaping the massage table, the crinkle of paper. I held my breath. I could envision it. Her mounting the table, settling down, bare breasts pushing into the paper. My mother adjusted herself, I heard the paper gently shifting across the table. “I’m ready.”

“Was that your husband I saw earlier?”

“No—” My mom suddenly spoke with a stammer. “It’s my son.”

“Oh. He’s very handsome.”

“I think so too,” mom said. 

I heard the slick of oil.

I could hear the masseuse running her hands over my mother’s body.

I imagined her nude, Esmerelda sliding her hands up and down my mother’s shoulders. Down her back.

My mother let go of a sigh.

A moan, as the movement of oil and fingers slicked over skin.

As the masseuse touched, pushed, coaxed stress and strain and tension from my mother’s body.

With every slip of Esmerelda’s hands on her, my mother let go of another moan.

A richer one that shook. 

My mom had been holding in more than I thought. 

“You’re so tense,” the Esmerelda noted gently. “You should relax more.” 

“I’m trying,” my mother said shakily. “I just... I have a lot on my mind.”

“Oh?”

“Nothing you need to listen to.”

“I’m happy to, if you would like. If not, that is okay.”

My mother was quiet for a second. 

I heard the dripping of oil, against skin.

And then heard as the masseuse pressed and slid her hands deeper, and my mother let go of a sob that uncoiled slowly, and the noise, the mental image, the idea of my mother’s skin being touched and loved and slicked over made my cock lift. Pulsing.

The masseuse worked on my mother for a few minutes, as my mother moaned, and moaned,  and as the surprising amount of tension in her was ground into, pushed against, attacked and needled with fingers and elbows. 

“Your body is so tense, miss,” the masseuse said. “Take a deep breath.”

My mother sucked in some air. Shakily. And then let go, only marginally more steady.

“Does it have to do with your son?” I heard the masseuse ask. “You seemed more tense once I mentioned him.”

“I suppose,” my mother said quietly. 

She let go of another whimper. “I just worry. About him.”

My ears perked up.

“Oh?”

“He’s... he’s got to get married soon.”

“I see.”

“And it’s my fault that he’s not.”

“Oh?”

“I feel like I’ve... held him back.”

“It’s so hard. To let go of our boys, isn’t it?”

My mother must have nodded. And then as the slick sound of a hand slipping over her body audibly came, my mother let go of a whine that sounded not painful, but pleasured. “Oh god—” she whispered after that. “If you keep it up there, I’ll definitely relax some.”

“Of course.”

My mother was quiet for another moment. “I guess it is hard to let go. I just don’t want to. His father died a while ago. And while I miss him, the fact is, my son is the only man I have left and... I want him to be happy. I want him to have everything he wants, and I don’t want him to not get everything he wants. But it’s so hard. To give him what he wants.”

My breath stopped.

“It is, isn’t it?”

“I fear he wants the impossible. I fear sometimes he wants more than he knows is good for him.”

My heart was pounding. I pressed myself against the wall with my back and listened intensely.

I heard the masseuse give a gentle, ‘mhm,’ before applying more oil.

“I don’t want to bore you with it, Esmerelda. Let’s just focus on the massage. You’re doing brilliantly. I already feel like I’m a new person, but if you just keep going—ah—there—” She gasped. 

And then Esmerelda started to work on her.

Wherever that spot was, it made my mother cry. It made her mouth open and her breathing turn to panting in pain and relief. It made her beg in her voice. It made her groan, piteously, it made her grit her teeth and then it made her body relax, it made her breath come out in short whines like a dog, and through it all, my cock could only throb.

My hand could only go toward the button of my pants.

I stopped it. I shook my head. Tried—tried to hold myself. This wasn’t what I wanted—

I didn’t mean to listen like this, but it was all I was aware of. If I were to go outside, the opening and closing door would alert them to the fact that I could hear. And I didn’t want my mother to feel embarrassed, I didn’t want her to feel ashamed that she had been overheard by me. The masseuse kept touching her. Kept healing her, hurting her, and as my mother moaned more, I found my core reacting violently, my stomach twisting, as I listened, because I knew, knew for a fact, that these moans were the same, the exact same, as if... 

As if she were getting fucked.

I listened, my breath held, and couldn’t stop—I was so crazily horny, so twisted around, that I braced myself, I leaned against the back wall, under the vent, listening, and I couldn’t take it—

I couldn’t fucking take it anymore.

I pulled down my pants just enough to pull out my cock, and the instant my hand touched my cock and my mother’s moaning grew, I knew, I knew it was beyond any hope—I couldn’t stop myself. 

I pumped my cock, listening, as my mother was readjusted, shifted and touched, as her muscles released and as the pain caused her to shudder in relief and pleasure, as she moaned. In pleasure. My dick throbbed and grew in my hand. I shuddered—the feeling incredible when my mother’s voice came through the vent. Her volume was rising a little, steadily, and with the agony and ecstasy of her body finally losing its tension. 

“Is there another place, ma’am?” Esmerelda asked. “I can see where you’re tight.  If you don’t mind. Your pelvis—and your rear—”

“I know,” my mother said quietly. “If you could. If it’s not too much trouble.

“It’s no problem at all. I don’t mind,” 

In disbelief, I listened, even as my cock hummed in my hand. I heard the oil splashing. I heard my mother hiss inward, in anticipation. I heard and listened and could see it, the dribbling clear oil going down my mother’s bottom, could see it—and when the masseuse’s hands touched her, my mother made a little gasp, a little moan that told me that yes, that was where the tension lay, that was where my mother was tense the most.

And I wondered what a woman had to be going through to feel such tension. Why it’d be there, why it’d all be there, around her most secret place—

I could almost hear the masseuse’s thumbs slipping over my mother’s butt. Could hear every time she pressed into my mother’s pelvis. I could see it, her ass separating, her pussy visible, opening, closing, thumbs running over her labia, fingers delicately touching underneath her cheeks and massaging deep into her, sliding over her pelvic floor, sliding over her lips, pushing, and that’s when my mother’s voice took on a different character, one that made my cock go from rock hard to throbbing to practically dripping—

My mother made a light, moan.

Of pleasure.

Not the sort that would have made a masseuse stop. But the sort that was obvious. In that my mother hadn’t felt a release in herself in a long time, not the sort she’d wanted. 

And as the masseuse patiently worked over her, as she freed my mother’s locked legs, and introduced the flow of blood and sensation to herm, my mother lost herself, lost her control, and her moan of pleasure turned into a low, pulsing drone, a series of unending breaths and total relaxation.

“You’re so much tenser here,” the masseuse commented. Then giggled. “You need a man.”

“I... do?” my mother moaned, her voice clearly in a different dimension. 

“You need a man very badly.”

“I don’t think my son would like that.”

“Do it in secret,” the masseuse said, giggling.

And my mother giggled back.

The masseuse went back to touching her. Went back to massaging her. My mother kept moaning.

And moaning.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I’d somehow kept this all incidental—somehow had only even touched my mother when it was an occasion of panic and simply to keep us both from being discovered. But as I felt it coming—as I felt the wave of pleasure rising too fast, too powerful, the throbbing in my balls to powerful, the need in my core to finally release, I couldn’t stop—every moan from my mother only reinforced it—I was jerking off to her, to my mom, I was going to cum to the sound of her moaning—

And It all suddenly came forth.

My cum—squirted, fast and hard, shooting across the width of the hallways, landing in a perfectly straight line across the tile, and a full load spattering and clinging to the wall.

I couldn’t help but groan, I stifled it in my sleeve, tried desperately not to move, but my cock was throbbing so hard, my balls were constricting so tight, and as my cock came and came and came, my semen dripping down and out in clear white, I had to bite down on my arm, hard, to keep from groaning loud enough that my mother would hear me. And it just kept dripping. So much cum.

So much more than I knew—I’d been saving it, I’d been holding on to it, trying desperately to hold it back, but it was too late, the effort to control it all had resulted it in overcoming me like a tidal wave. I was suddenly flushed, ashamed, knowing what I’d just done, this violation of her privacy and cumming to the sound of her voice, I couldn’t believe I’d done it.

And now I knew that it was a problem—but I shuddered, my whole body suddenly letting go of tension in the same way my mother let go of hers, and as my cock dribbled, as I leaned back, gasping for air as quietly as I could, as I listened to my mother’s massage, and her giggling with the masseuse, her finally feeling sensations and parts of her that had been locked away while the masseuse told her about her own sons and how they loved living on this island, I found myself listening to that, not able to pull up my pants, just looking, seeing the semen in a sticky drip, in a line, droplets across the floor, dripping down the wall, clear and milky, almost golden against the white marbled tile.

I slid down the wall. Until I sat, my whole body finally relaxing as the tension left, wondering, wondering, trying to figure out what the hell I was going to do.
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CHAPTER 20
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When it came time for dinner, I’d already cleaned my semen from the floor, from the wall. I dressed up, into a suit, kept it all relatively open for the sake of staying cool, and met my mother just as she left her room. 

I could hear her getting ready, even down to the soft zip of her zipper, knowing that she had somehow managed with the flexibility of a ballerina to zip it up completely.

I wondered, then, even though my mother had been so tight and strained, how flexible she truly was.

I shuddered at the thought, a sensual one, realizing that if my mother had been so focused on her fitness for the entirety of my growing up, and there was a whole hidden side to her... there might have been a whole world of sexuality, of positions both exotic and unusual and fantastic that she and my father played in.

But now, there was only the implication of her flexibility. I was fantasizing. Practically making it up. 

“Ready?” mom asked, as I finally zoned back into reality.

She looked amazing She wore a different dress than earlier, a black one, that glittered up and down her form, with little strings over each shoulder, the back carefully disguising her curves when one looked directly at her, but every time she turned, I could see her body, the shape of her, her delicate back and the swell of her butt, the shapeliness of her thighs against the white marble of the resort. Her hair was up, tied in a delicate bun, with gems in her hairpin. She’d done up her makeup to look regal. Her lips were the color of blood. Her eyeshadow was like smoke.

She looked so beautiful.

“Ready,” I finally said, offering my arm.

We sauntered through the resort toward the restaurant. People were coming to and fro, rich vacationers who were either in their bathing suits, or draped over with towels, or were similarly dressed, with fine clothes, all open just enough to allow breathability. I wondered about the dress my mother wore. It was sleek and slinky around her legs, and her arms were perfectly bare, and I wondered if she felt at all self-conscious in it. The thought seemed impossible. She was otherworldly.

Her skin was warm to the touch.

People stared as we walked past. Men, mostly, and because of it, I felt a little pride, and a little trepidation knowing that I had on my arm the most beautiful woman in the entire resort, and at the same time thinking, that unless Celeste was somehow hinting at something deep, deep down, something I could never rely on her to admit, I would never enjoy her.

The thought chewed at me. Even the relief from finally masturbating in my room wasn’t enough to make me free of it.

We sat down. There was dark ink pasta, exotic cactus in thin, gel-like slices, bread baked fresh and an array of infused oils with flowers floating within and without, tall, fluted glasses of champagne that fizzed sharper and bit while going down smooth and sweet and then—the heady feeling as we found that it was stronger than we expected. “This is wonderful,” mom said, relaxed. I noticed that her body language was definitely different than the way it was before. 

“It’s nice,” I said.

“I had the most amazing massage, Julian,” she said, gushing, smiling with ease. It didn’t seem to be an act at all. “You’ll need to have one. If you don’t mind, I’ve actually signed us up for a massage tomorrow,” she said, carefully coiling some pasta around her fork.

“...we?” I asked.

“We. Oh, Julian,” she said, mock scolding me. “There’s a sheet between us. It’s all perfectly kosher. We’ll each have our privacy, but we’ll just get to relax at the same time. Like a bonding exercise.”

“Great,” I said, looking down at my food.

It was beautiful, for sure. And it was delicious, but I suddenly wondered deep down if all of Celeste’s talk with me was another one of her games. She was so different and so unfamiliar and so candid, and at the same time, I wondered if she saw me as foolish or dangerous enough that fucking with me was the right call to her. I wondered what the consequences would be. If I made any of my feelings known. If my mother were to get another hint of the fact that I wanted her.

She sipped her champagne, oblivious. Then she set it down and looked at me.

Something changed in her face. 

“Julian,” she said softly, reaching a hand for mine.

I let her set her fingers on the back of my palm. 

“Julian. It’s alright,” she said. “You can relax.”

“I’m not... I’m not thinking about anything,” I said awkwardly.

Her face changed a little more. There was concern, that much was sure. But there was also something else. Some internal recognition. Some understanding. 

I wondered if Celeste’s gift at reading people was the same for my mother. If my mom could read me even more closely than Celeste. 

And if she was just better at hiding it.

I wondered if she could tell. 

“Julian, we’ll spend more time together,” she said, gentle.

I looked at her. Wondered what she meant. Assumed on the side of caution.

“We’ll get to enjoy the islands together, and then we’ll go to Europe, and through it all, I’ll show you how much I love you,” she said with a kind smile. “I feel like I haven’t. That I’ve just been some sort of, I don’t know, some infusion of a distant parental figure, the responsibility of a father but without the closeness of a mother. And now I wonder if that’s what you really need. Someone close to you that knows how much you need to feel loved.”

“I feel loved,” I said. “That’s not a problem. I just have things I think about.”

“Difficult things,” mom said, her eyes glimmering, her mouth held in perfect evenness. “You’re carrying a secret, Julian.”

My heart stopped.

“I don’t know what you mean,” I said. “I don’t think here’s anything the matter with not talking so much—”

“I hope... someday...” mom rubbed her thumb on my hand, “that you’ll be able to tell me. I want you to know, Julian,” she said, dropping her voice low and coming just a little closer, leaning just slightly forward to where the light at the top of the restaurant reflected perfectly off her smooth skin on her shoulders, “you can tell me anything. And I do mean anything. It doesn’t matter what it is. It doesn’t matter what you think it is, it doesn’t matter. I love you. Do you understand?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I know.”

“That massage is going to work wonders for you,” mom said, leaning back, smiling. “I can tell.”
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I slept fitfully. I had dreams. Dreams of a mouth, kissing up and down my core. Of a tongue that bathed down my shoulder, sips from wet lips that took my fingers between them; gorgeous, vivid maroon eyes, dark and stormy and impenetrable, my mother’s makeup smeared on my palm, a hot place, wet and slick and her arms wrapped around me. And gasping in my ear as my cock swelled—

And I woke up.

I could hear her getting ready in the adjacent room. Caps opening and closing. Soft humming. Whispered lyrics and the smooth sound of hands on her face, as she applied makeup, as she massaged ointments into her skin, ass she carefully made herself ready for the day.

I looked at the clock. It was early. Earlier than I wanted to be awake.

I wanted to sleep again.

I wanted to reenter that dream.

After a few moments, I heard a knock on my door. I knew it was her. I knew that when I opened it, I was going to be face to face with her beauty again and I was going to wonder and want and hate the fact that I wanted her.

I burned with jealousy.

Against Celeste.

I hated that she and my mother had played together that way. That she’d tasted her, that she’d been the one to feel my mother’s body and her thighs and to delight in each other’s embrace and most of all, that she was content, that she got what she needed, and that I was burning with desire and need and the conundrum of not knowing if this fantasy of mine was either possible per the woman I hated, or impossible, a lie meant to drag me into further shame.

What to do.

What to do.

“Julian?” Mom called through the door. “Wake up. We’re going swimming today. After the massage.”

I got up and went to the door. I opened it. Mom was dressed in leisurewear, a flowing dress that hung loose from her hips and bared the length of her legs, with almost a bathing suit-like covering that covered her from her neck to her pelvis. I could see the bare top of her hip, all the way down her leg, to her shoes, and burned.

“I’m going to have breakfast,” she said, taking a pair of sunglasses and putting them on even though we were in the shade. “Join me?”

“No, thanks,” I said, a little sharper than I intended. “I’m going to rest a little more.”

“Suit yourself,” she said, turning fast and heading to breakfast. “The massage is at eleven. Just meet me at the far end, would you? It’s under our names, so if you ask, they’ll guide you where you need to go.”

“Alright.”

I went back to my room after watching her walk away.

Since that massage, her walk was definitely different. Looser. Freer. It reminded me of Celeste, in that her hips swayed more generously, more relaxed, her cheeks rising and falling on one side and another, her legs moving in lovely waves, the backs of her thighs smooth, bright, soft and tender and... so perfect for kissing.

I shook my head. 

I went inside, but before I closed the door, I stopped, and watched from the sliver of openness, drinking in my mother’s form, wanting, watching, hoping that with each step her body would continue to reveal itself in teasing slivers. 

But after a while, mom stopped.

She turned. 

Slowly. 

Looked towards our rooms.

I think from where she was, she couldn’t tell that the door was slightly open. The gap was so small, and I held my breath, holding perfectly still, hoping she wouldn’t pick up on the fact that I was watching. 

Mom seemed to look disappointed. Her shoulders drooped a little. Her head tilted. She turned and then walked, just a little slower than before, to breakfast.

I wondered if...

...if my shyness and hers were the same.

But that was impossible. It seemed more likely that she wished that I’d relax and I’d enjoy myself more with her. That seemed infinitely more likely.

I wondered, secretly, out of my goddamn mind, if she wanted any of me. If she really did think her own son was handsome, like that. If there was any part of her that saw me as a man.

––––––––
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IT CAME TIME FOR THE massage. I suppose the difference between a couple’s massage and a dual massage is the sheet, and mom had made it pretty clear that there would be a sheet dividing us, no weird lack of boundaries, just the fact that we were each getting a massage at the same time, presumably as non-sensual as possible, only relaxing, and if that was what she really wanted for me, than I guess, with few options I had, I would take it.

I made it to the spa’s front desk. Gave them my name. The gentleman at the front escorted me back, past natural rock faces that lined the walls like a series of shelves, all divided into strata caused by the flow of volcanic lava and solidified, one on top of the other, porous and red and purple, along with polished spheres of it, ground down and placed, shiny on all their smooth surfaces and pitted with the air pockets from the time of its solidifying, arranged in shelves and flattened on the bottoms as minimal décor. People carrying towels and bottles of soaps walked calmly through the halls, alcoves of individual massage rooms were tucked here and there, and there was a fresh scent, like tea tree, pungent and minty and clear that lifted the whole place and made it no longer a natural hidden jungle, but a true paradise, where the scents and oils and the mist would bathe you and leech away all the tension in your body and soul.

I was led to a far room, a place without a door since none of the spa rooms had doors, and found my mother, already in her towel, sitting on one of the benches and speaking with a pretty Spanish woman with a nametag that said Esmerelda. I assumed it was the same one that had massaged her yesterday. Esmerelda gave me a wave and asked me to change into a towel so that we could get started. I went into a little side alcove, got undressed, and when I came out, my mother was already lying on the bench, hidden mostly by a series of sheets. I could only tell it was her based on the glimpse of her pale skin through the divide in the sheets as I moved past, and Esmerelda guided me to another rocky bench.

The sheets hung up around floated a little in the artificial breeze. Mist was being pumped around us, scented like flowers and tea. I lay down on the stone. It was warm underneath me, just enough to relax me. Esmerelda told me that we’d get started in a second.

I had my arms tucked under me. I looked toward the sheet that hid my mother from me. Wondered how she felt. Knowing that we were more or less nude, only a few feet from each other.

I felt my cock surge with blood at the though and thanked god that massages were done face down instead of facing up.

Another masseuse came in, and she and Esmerelda spoke quietly in Spanish while they got all our stuff ready.

I heard the cap come off a bottle of oil. I heard hands rubbing together, both Esmerelda and this other woman working in tandem. And from the moment I felt cool hands touching me, slick with oil and the oil tingling with additives and scents, I felt bliss, and the massage that started reached into every tense fiber, every deep cluster, and pulled the stress from me.

And the rhythm of the two masseuses, speaking in Spanish, saying quiet things and not disturbing us with any punctuated words or any sort of laughter, just calm, sent me into the darkness of sleep.

––––––––
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I WOKE UP, I DON’T know how much later. I found that I awoke feeling like an entirely different person. My legs felt different. My arms felt different. My head felt clear. My sinuses were open and my body felt calm and comfortable and cool. I also felt something heavy lined up on my back. I reached back, careful, and found that there were stones that the masseuses had balanced on my body. Smooth river rocks, heated and oiled, and I laughed to myself as I turned and carefully caught each one before it could clatter on the stone.

I also found that I was nude.

I guess they’d removed the towel, artfully, somehow, while I was asleep. And then I wondered just how stressed I needed to be to fall asleep that deeply the instant I got a massage.

I could hear music, distantly. Flutes. Exotic melodies played slow. I heard the movement of people, 

I waited for a while. Wondered where the workers had gone. I wondered if maybe I’d been the only one to fall asleep and was simply left there alone. I sat up. I gathered the towel and wrapped it around my torso, and then went to the sheet.

I gently moved it to the side, just enough to peek into the other area of the room.

I didn’t expect my mother to still be there.

But she was.

I stifled a gasp. Not because I was startled. I saw her hair and found myself still moving, still pulling the sheet to see. Saw her bare neck. Saw her whole body, stretched out and nude.

The towel lay unfolded underneath her pelvis. 

I saw the perfect curve of her bottom. The cleft of her ass, the luscious smoothness of it.

Shiny with oil.

Her legs were stretched out, her toes pointed down, her calves sculpted and stretched.

Her arms were folded under her head, and her face was only partially tilted toward me. 

She was sleeping too.

I held still. Heart pounding. 

Afraid that if I even moved, if I even breathed, that she’d notice. 

I found myself staring. Admiring her. Entranced by the sight of her curves, her ass, the cleft between a slim, gorgeous line that curved just out of sight from my vantage. I stared at the slopes of her ass, the way each one was so full and round, so immaculately soft. I wanted to place my face on them, to sleep on them, to bury my face between them. To stand at the opposite end, to look at her from underneath and to guess at whether she’d shaved at all recently.

To spread her open with my hands.

I felt myself panting.

My mother’s eyes opened.

My breath stopped.

She’d caught me. She’d seen me. I knew I had an erection. I knew that in my looking that my body had aroused itself and that there was no way that as she looked that she wouldn’t notice.

Her eyes drew up to me. Slow and calm. 

She looked at me, her head tilting slightly up, her shoulders shifting just enough, without moving the stones on her back, without moving them even a little across her skin. Her face was now lying on the back so her hands, and she looked at me with the expression of a mother who was simply watching her son, not with a scolding look, not with a look of feeling that her child had sone something wrong, but instead with this perfect, present glance that simply was her observing, simply taking me in.

Her eyes then tracked down.

And in disbelief, I stood there, as she looked, down my body, down my frame, until her eyes lingered on the protrusion of my cock through my towel. How it stood straight and stiff and throbbing. 

I was panicking inside. Because my cock was throbbing before her gaze.

Her eyes went back up to me.

To my eyes. No judgement. No worry. No nothing, except for awareness, except for the calm reception of knowing who I was. 

And what I wanted.

My heart throbbed in my chest with anxiety and fear. She didn’t scream. Didn’t scold. Nothing drove her to act. Nothing drove her to move, to ask me to look away, nothing. She simply observed me.

And then she shifted.

Just slightly

Her hand came out from under her face. 

It smoothed down her side.

I couldn’t believe she was doing this.

Her hand went down her skin, along her waist, until it reached the side of her body, the side of her bottom, and...

She started to tilt herself.

Lifting herself on one side, her breast that had been pressed into the rock underneath lifting, no longer being squished against the rock, but lifting, until the natural hang and curves of her breast were obvious.

Until her areola lifted and her nipple stayed connected to the stone, just enough that the rocks along her back didn’t slip from her, just enough that she... showed herself to me.

My mother showed her body to me, aware of me, aware, and...

I stared at the little bud of her nipple, as it never left the table, as it never lifted from the stone, she’d only tilted by a few degrees, only enough to see that her body had curves and that they, lifted from the surface of the table, were deliciously soft and that even her softest parts were firm and lovely, at her face that calmly assessed me and my cock and my eyes and my gaze. 

I couldn’t believe my mother was doing this for me. Why—how could—

She breathed slowly and her fingers drifted, upward, along her tummy, up toward her breast—

I heard footsteps.

I heard them coming up toward our massage room. I dropped the sheet, went to sit down, got onto the stone bench, red-faced, trying not to keep from hyperventilating, trying to understand and to hide at the same time—trying to wrap my head around that my mother had... had shown me.

My mother had done this for me—it meant something. It meant that she knew.

It meant she knew. Didn’t it?

And it also meant more—

My heart pounded like crazy, but as the staff came in and greeted us, I heard my mother say hello calmly and without even a hint of strain.

I was so confused. I was so dizzy.

My cock wouldn’t stand down. The other masseuse came in, saw it sticking up underneath the towel, and the, after a little giggle, turned and left, saying, “I’ll bring your clothes, sir, and you can change here if you like.”

They were brought, set next to me without her looking at me or I at her, while Esmerelda brought my mother’s clothes to her. 

We got dressed then.

I stayed behind my curtain, my breath moving far too fast, too shocked and somehow too afraid to look even as I heard my mother putting her clothes on, knowing that just moments ago, she’d bared part of her body to me in what resembled true art. 

It was so erotic, more erotic than anything I’d ever seen.

When we were dressed, I came out of my area, and my mother came out of hers, and she greeted me like nothing had happened. “Swimming?” she said, brightly, her leisure-wear swishing around her lovely bare legs.

“Yeah,” I said. I searched her face. Her eyes. Tried to look for that expression of awareness and acceptance I’d seen earlier, but it as like my mother had changed.

I didn’t understand.

She and I went back to our rooms, and mom told me, very clearly, “It’s going to be bright out there,” she said. “Sunglasses. Sunscreen. And bring a couple extra towels.”
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Mom had changed into a bikini.

It was the last sort of outfit I wouldn’t have expected of her, but at this point, I wasn’t sure what to expect. Or what to think. 

It was black and white, in stripes, vivid and contrasting. Her skin was pale enough that the white only looked marginally whiter, but it wasn’t that that drew my focus. It was how sheer and small the bikini was on her.

It was like a tiny cloth wrap around her breasts. Like cotton that had stretched tight, a single twist in the center between her breasts, carrying them and hiding them but only barely, the shape of her breasts disguised under the ruffles of fabric, but the fabric itself wasn’t wide—it allowed the heave of her breasts to be visible, it allowed the edges of them, along just under her arms and centered over her chest to be obvious. It was the least modest thing I’d ever seen her in—the bottom was even more sensual.

It was high, over her hips, exposing more of her pelvis, exposing the exact point her pussy was covered, that reached up and high, baring the front of her, baring the knobs of her hips, the planes and smooth edges of her pudenda and behind her—it all drew tight, leaving much of her ass exposed, letting each cheek be visible and pretty and full, so much so that people turned to stare. It was by all accounts a perfectly normal bathing suit.

But it was my mother that wore it.

And she looked so sexy that I stared when she first appeared out of her room, her towel draped over her arm, her sun hat over her head and hiding her hair and shading her face, turning her eyes from dark brown to a shimmering black, her teeth the only true white on her face. “Ready?” She asked, linking her arm into mine.

“I suppose,” I said, barely able to form the words.

“What’s wrong?” She asked.

You know exactly what’s wrong, I thought. 

But I didn’t respond. All I could do was try to not look. I felt dizzy at the amount of her bare skin that wasn’t just hidden secretly as in the massage room, but was on perfect display, so much of her body that she was acting was normal to show, so much of her that I didn’t know she would ever freely display—and I wondered.

I wondered if it was for me.

I didn’t realize how expensive the resort was until we went to the beach. The hotel, built under the shelves of rock, had a couple wide and tall tunnels that stretched all the way from the edge of the resort onto a white, sandy beach. The heat grew as we went through the tunnel toward the bright and open light of the sand and the sun. I could hear waves. I could hear people talking, milling, vendors with drinks and foods. We walked past people who were already sunburnt or who had clearly been in the water until they were exhausted. 

The flat stone of the tunnel slowly turned to sand, footprints and the remnants of kicks scattering grainy across cement. And when we crossed from the shade of the tunnel into the bright light of the day and the beach, the hot sand suddenly hit sharp, the light seemed to grow brighter, and my mother was suddenly illuminated, toes to hat, her pale skin shining, vivid and bright, her body reflecting the beach and the people, and it seemed that she turned to me, her lips lovely and red, her curves elegant and sensual and soft and delicate.

When we emerged onto the sand, I had to squint. My mother had her arm through mine, and with one hand, tilted her sunglasses down over her eyes, and I knocked mine down onto my nose with a quick flick.

And in the sun, and in the open air, even with the turmoil inside...

I felt suddenly free. 

It’s one thing to be in a cool spa-like environment, where the ceilings shelter you, where there’s shade and air conditioning, where misters and scents make you feel as if you’re protected from the world, from the sun, and it’s another to be out in the open, to feel the light on your skin, to feel the natural breeze and to hear gulls and to see the broad ocean, extending blue and rich and deep forever outward. 

“Come on,” mom said, giving my arm a quick tug before running ahead.

I didn’t run after her. But I did watch.

Her bottom jiggled with each step. She moved with youth. With fullness. 

I wanted to tear the bikini bottom off of her.

I looked up as she spun to face me. “Everything alright, Julian?” She asked, her hand going to her sunglasses.

“Fine.”

“I’ll race you to the water,” she said, grinning, her smile white and broad and almost... free.

I took her up on her offer without saying anything, just bolting—mom squealed, to my surprise, and she ran after me, our sandals kicking through the sand, and the both of us sprinting, through the maze of people, past towels and umbrellas and people lying down half or mostly nude and then—the white sand turned to hard, dark, wet stuff—and then the water—cold and clear and splashing up as I made it first, and I heard my mother close behind, her feet splashing as she hit the waves—and as I turned, everything still in my hands, my mother collided with me.

Her body pressed against mine.

Her skin felt hot against mine.

The brim of her hat crushed soft against my face and her face lifted up and her hands were on my shoulders and arms, and she was laughing, and my hands dropped everything I carried into the water and I touched her, my hands circling around her bare waist, feeling the edge of the fabric of her bikini, her body smooth and toned, her skin, her flesh, her muscles, her laughter and her smiling face as she laughed and I had this vision, this little flash of what it was like, long ago, in Florida, when we were a little family.

All together.

Mom was yelling something.

Something about the towels I’d dropped into the water.

I dove down and picked them up, covered now in sand and saltwater, and my mom was saying something, the words were scolding but her tone was mirthful and at the same time, gentle. 

We walked up the sand, up onto the rise where other beachgoers lay. “It’s alright, they’ll dry,” mom said, still laughing, the sunglasses hiding her eyes, but I could see by the crinkle around her lips and the way her whole face was lifted that she was happy.

I laid out the towels. Figured that sure, in the hot sun, they would dry. I took in the scent of the ocean, listened to the gulls. Mom started saying something about how tonight, we could have dinner again if I wanted, that the restaurant was making a spiced birreria and a harissa fusion and that it would come with something cool and creamy to balance it, that we could try one of the north African wines that had been made specialty, that if I wanted, we could get more massages, that if I wanted...

Her hand was on my side.

She was close to me.

Like it were a dream, I could only observe, could only take in the feeling of my mother’s skin. Could only listen as she offered me anything.

Everything.

Everything all together.

“Or if you want,” she said, suddenly a little mischievous. “We could play a game.”

“A game?” I asked.

“I don’t know how much you remember of Florida—”

“I remember all of it,” I said quickly.

“Oh—do you remember? With your father? You and him swam out, as far as you could. You didn’t get very far, but—”

“I remember.”

“Do you want to try?” she asked, a small and subtle smile on her face. A challenge. 

I felt her finger go to my chest as she gave my pecs a small stroke. “You might have lost weight, but it was obvious, you kept on your fitness even while you were away. Now that you’re a little rested, I think you should test it.”

“Fine,” I said, feeling a little excited. “How far do you want to go?”

“As far as you’re willing,” she said.

My heart throbbed.

“I think you’ll win,” I said, looking out into the surf. 

It’s one thing to swim out when you’re a child. The instant the bottom leaves your feet, you get scared, but it only takes a moment of panicked paddling to make it all the way back to where you can stand, or at least, jump up from the bottom. 

But if we were to swim out further...

“There’s lifeguards,” mom said, pointing toward a few stands. “if you’re afraid—”

“I’m not afraid,” I said, as firmly as I could. “Not at all.”

Something was happening.

Mom looked at me, and her expression changed. She assessed me. I could read it, even though her eyes were still hidden by her sunglasses, even though she had the shade over her face, that she was learning something about me. That our little time together in the massage room, and my acceptance of her challenge, meant... something.

“Alright,” she said, quietly. “We’ll go as far as we can. But I can only assure you, Julian. I’m willing to go farther. You think you’ll go as far as you want, but I’ll aways be a stroke ahead. I won’t let up. But when you feel scared, or when you feel you can’t go any more, or if you feel you don’t want to do it, just let me know. Whatever you want. Anything you want. Julian,” she said, her voice dropping, “I love you. I’ll go as far as you want.”

I stared at her. My heart pounded. My head whirled. “What do you mean?”

She took a slow, deep breath. “Just shout when you want to turn back. Alright?”

Then she turned. And walked, slow, toward the surf.

I watched her body, her sway, her legs. I watched her in her gorgeous, tight little bikini. I watched the immaculate form of my mother as she made it to the water’s edge. As the surf covered her feet, as she stepped into the azure water and as she turned, looking at me. I came a little closer. 

“Oh,” she laughed taking off her hat and sunglasses. She tossed them to me. “Can you please put these back for me?” 

When I made it back to the surf, my mother had undone her low bun, her hair falling free from her head, draping and flickering around her in the breeze. Her eyes squinted a little in the brightness, but as they adjusted, I saw her soft gaze. And in the natural beauty of the sun, with so much of her body free for me to see.

I could only worship.

She looked so perfect. 

My mother looked so... so perfect.

“Ready?” She asked.

“Ready.”

“Come on, my love,” she said, reaching out a hand for me to take.

I took it.

And we waded into the water, together, the water rising, the movement of the waves buoying us up, and until we were submerged to our chests and it was time for us to both dive in, she didn’t let go. Only when I started to swim, did she turn, did her fingers release me, and did she smile, before she dove into the water, and kicked out, a siren, and glorious in her beauty.
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The water of the Atlantic is warm, the waves are low and constant, and as we swam out from the white sand of the island, the ocean seemed to get bluer, and bluer, and darker, and darker, and darker.

I felt the bottom disappear. I felt my arms getting a little tired, and I felt my heart beating with a strong and steady pulse. My mother swam ahead, a perfect freestyle that had been practiced and practiced and practiced, while I swam more crudely. I might have been a man, and I might have had the strength to lift weights but swimming was another beast.

But I didn’t want to stop.

I saw her feet kicking.

I saw her head tuning for deep breaths. Occasionally, when she swam far enough, she’d slow, and then tread water for a moment, watching me as I swam, watching as I struggled to catch up. 

After several minutes, my heart was beating like crazy, and I was having a hard time catching my breath. My legs, my arms, my core, it all burned with fatigue and blood. “Are you alright?” mom called, her arms spread as she tread the water easily.

“I’m fine—” I called, sputtering through the taste of salt.

“Do you want to turn back?” she asked. “We don’t have to keep going.”

“No—I want—” I kept swimming. I pushed ahead.

Mom waited until I was alongside her, and then swam, more slowly, alongside me.

The bottom felt so far below.

There was nothing to hold me. Nothing to anchor me. I was above the abyss and my mother swam effortlessly ahead, then. Like it was nothing. Like this weren’t the ocean.

I turned at some point, trying to gauge how far we’d gone. And it was far. The beach looked so much smaller, barely visible in a rhythm of waves. The waves were getting a little taller. 

“We should turn back,” mom called.

“No!” I said, and dove forward. 

I don’t know what drove me. 

I don’t know why I did this. It had to be that there was some secret understanding in me that knew that If I could somehow prove to her that I could keep up, that she would love me all the more.

But I knew I couldn’t.

I swam, and swam, proud and stubborn and hoping in vain that she’d take the initiative and stop. But her kegs kept churning through the waves, her arms kept rising and falling in circles that drove her ahead of me, into temptation, past it, farther and farther, and farther, while I struggled to keep pace.

How far would she go?

My arms burned. My lungs were on fire.

My legs were starting to cramp from weakness—I hadn’t been a swimmer before, and while jogging does wonders for the legs and core, it was nothing compared to the struggle of trying to surmount each wave.

But mom kept swimming and asking, patiently, if I’d had enough, if I wanted to stop.

“We should turn back,” she yelled, floating effortlessly up a wave. It met me, crashed over me. And I tried to stay above the surface.

“I can keep—”

“Julian—it’s time to turn back—”

“No—”

“There’s a sand bar ahead—a little island. It’s closer—”

I didn’t answer. All I could do was follow her. All I could do was try to keep pace. All I could do was struggle in the surf as it overwhelmed me and as it grew stronger and as my body grew weaker and weaker, until finally—the waves started to grow smaller, as my vision was spotting in the difficulty of trying to swim to her, until finally—finally—my body was lurched forward by the waves as they rolled over a bottom, and I let go, my torso dropped, and my feet—hit the softness of sand.

I struggled. 

I buoyed upward and tried to stand up, but found that I was so exhausted that I could only stay at the level of the water, and I panted, gasped, crawling on my hands and knees through the sand until the waves turned to gentle foam over my fingers. I heaved for air. I could hardly feel anything. My head throbbed and I was dizzy. I crawled, up until the sand was no longer firm, when it was dry and it coated my hands and my knees and I collapsed into it.

My eyes were open but unfocused. The sun was bright overhead. The fire in my lungs and the pulsing of my heart were so strong and so powerful that I could hardly exist.

“Julian.”

Mom came over to me, panting, her face a little red, and her body, like a goddess, dripping with the dew of the ocean, the bikini wet and clinging to her body, her breasts so soft in their shape and her nipples poking through a band of white on her top, her hair plastered to her face and her neck and her lips a beautiful ruby red, she leaned over me, her head covering the sun. “Julian. You went too hard. I’m sorry—I shouldn’t have—”

“I wanted...” I gasped. I couldn’t say anything else. But mom caught the meaning. I looked up at her as one would have looked into the eyes of a goddess, I’m sure.

Mom was breathing hard, too. She settled next to me, out of my sight. All I could do was stare upward at the sky, completely drained, completely exhausted. Mom sat and put a hand on my chest, my heaving chest, her fingers splayed and feeling at my cold skin.

“I’m sorry, Julian,” she said quietly. “I know you wanted to but... but maybe I should have kept in mind your limits. Every man has them. I know you have them.”

My breath was returning slowly, but the exhaustion that came up and washed over me was so strong that I couldn’t speak.

I felt my mother shifting next to me. Scooting down, laying down. She lay on her side. I looked toward her, could see the extreme curves of her tight waist, her wide hips, the swell of her breasts under her bikini, her hand moving from her side to my shoulder. 

Her hand was cool. Her fingers pulsed against me.

And she slid her hand over my shoulder. Over my neck.

I turned a little more. To see her. 

Mom had a curl of hair around her cheek, coming down from her head. Her eyes were wide with concern. And with something else. She panted. Her hand slipped over my neck, up to my cheek.

Her fingers delicately traced over my jaw.

Her fingers smoothed up and brushed some of my hair from my face, up and out of my eyes. She looked into me and I saw that same, calm awareness as before.

Her panting had stopped. She was in control.

And she leaned toward me.

I felt my heart swelling and my chest in panic and my whole body in a tense longing, longing to prop myself up.  To push toward her. 

To kiss her.

And mom held herself above me. Her eyes in contemplation. Her face shining with drops of water. Sand sparkling along her frame.

I tried. I tried to push up. I couldn’t help myself—but at the same time, I couldn’t get any higher, I couldn’t reach her.

Mom leaned down instead.

And her mouth parted, just slightly.

And my mother set her lips on mine.

One. Small kiss. Just one. She drew up and then looked at me, into my eyes that had to be wide with awe and longing.

Her hand went down to my chest. I saw conflict in her. I saw something that almost looked like struggle—and her careful, practiced mask of containment and calm.

I saw a flicker of something in her and wondered how much she struggled within herself.

She lowered herself again, her hand moved to the back of my neck and then behind my face, and her lips were just above mine. 

I could feel the tremble in her breath as she hesitated.

I could feel the warmth of her body so close to mine. The warmth of her hand, the shaking of her lips and the trembling in her eyes as she looked at her son and as I knew, I knew, there was something in her that wanted to kiss me and to do more.

Mom leaned closer.

Our lips brushed together. And with a sigh. She closed her eyes

And her lips met mine again.

Warmer. Softer.

And she pressed her mouth into mine.

Her lips were wet, and tasted like salt. Her eyes were closed, no moan, no gasp, just a slow, careful kiss..

My cock surged, my body shifted, and I felt myself pushing upward.

Into her. 

Mom pulled back. Her lips left mine and she looked down, down my chest, and torso, and down to my cock, where it pushed up through my trunks.

And she then looked up at me. And moved back.

She started to breathe deeply then, not a pant. But a fast-moving breath, her eyes flicking to the side, her hands moving under her and pushing her up, and she got up, her face pinkening, her eyes not wide but aware in a different way. “I’m going to go sunbathe, I think,” she said to herself. “Just... let me know when you’re ready. And we can swim back. If you’re up for it. There’s also boats that pass often. If there’s any difficulty, I can wave one down.”

I looked up and toward the sky.

My heart was throbbing uncontrollably with an ache and a need for her that transcended everything I’d ever known.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






CHAPTER 24


[image: image]


It didn’t take long for a boat to pass by. Right around the time that I got some of my energy back, enough to sit up and to stand, mom saw a motorboat coasting, and stepped into the water, waving a hand from a slender arm, almost a ‘yoohoo’ sort of wave that immediately caught their attention. The boat drifted closer, and we walked into the surf to greet it. Mom was helped up first, a couple guys who looked like locals staring at her and her bikini, their eyes raking over her breasts, her legs, them looking at each other with awe.

They almost begrudged me getting into the boat. I climbed the ladder, and sat down, close to my mom, almost possessively, and they got the motor started and brought us back toward the resort beach while the sun was still high. 

When we were close, they said some ingratiating stuff to my mother in Spanish, clearly flattering her, and she thanked them, spoke in fluent Spanish back, and then dove off and into the water. I gave them a quick glare and then jumped in after her.

The water felt heavy around me, and after exhausting myself on the way to that sandbar, I floundered, but somehow managed to get to shore without drowning, even though my body felt like it was made of lead and my soul felt so damn tired. 

I wondered what my mother was thinking. I couldn’t imagine. I couldn’t imagine at all—first there was the massage. Then there was the kiss. There was the whole experience of swimming out further and further, and deep down I felt there was something lopsided, something different about the dynamic between my mother and I that wasn’t fully understanding. 

We didn’t spend much longer on the beach. Mom walked ahead of me, while I carried most of our stuff. Mom only had a towel that, after being brushed off, was miraculously dry thanks to its time in the sand. She draped over her shoulders and only disguised the tie of the bra behind her, and did nothing to cover her legs, her butt, the loveliness that she’d always either kept hidden in dresses or pants. I’d never looked at my mother’s legs this closely. Never gotten acquainted with how lovely they truly were, never noticed the sway like this, so intimate, watching the fabric between her legs as it hiked up into the cleft of her ass, watching as the plump lips of her mound were visible in the shade of her pelvis.

She kept walking ahead.

She had to know.

She had to know that I helplessly stared and that I longed for her.

We made it to our rooms and fully split there. “Dinner?” mom asked me with a smile, like nothing had happened. 

“Yeah,” I said, exhausted. “I’m going to sleep for a while, though.”

“You should,” mom said, looking me up and down. “I think I pushed you too hard. I’m sorry again, Julian.”

“I would have done it again,” I said, trying to sound brave. Mom tilted her head to the side. “I would have gone farther if... If I could.” 

“I know,” she murmured.

Then she went behind her door and closed it and into her room.

I turned slowly into mine.

Showered.

Changed.

Fell into my bed, let the calm shade and the cool stone and the sound of my mother’s soft humming in the other room lull me to sleep.

––––––––
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THAT NIGHT, I WOKE up to a knock.

Mom was already dressed. She wore a blue dress, dark and royal, the kind that had ribbons that looped over her shoulders and with a zipper that hid cleverly behind a bit of silk trim. I thought again how flexible she had to be, to be able to do that up herself without any assistance. 

And I wondered about how full of energy she was. My mother had swum farther than I could, been more active than I was, somehow seemed stronger than me in ways that were outside of sheer muscular power.

And I wondered about her internal strength. 

About how she could remain so calm. So cool. And so collected, even as she entered my room and saw that I wasn’t at all dressed. “Julian,” she said, amused, “You really should get dressed. Our dinner’s in fifteen minutes.”

She turned and left once I started to take off the clothes I’d slept in, too tired still to think about preserving modesty. When I was dressed, in slacks, shoes, a button up that had somehow escaped wrinkles in my packing, a fast comb-through of my fingers through my hair to make it some semblance of styled, I looked the image of irresponsibility and laziness. But when I knocked at the door and my mother greeted me, again, she looked me up and down and said kindly, “you look so handsome tonight, honey.”

And then we walked, arm in arm, the numb exhaustion blending with confusion, the calmness of my mother showing me that I had no control. None whatsoever. That all my longings wouldn’t be fulfilled because of anything I could do.

Instead, my mother held all the control.

We received our table at the restaurant. A pristine white tablecloth. Steak, birreria, spiced and then with a herbal balm sauce for a sweet and cool contrast, bread that was rich and like butter itself, a salad that was so crisp and cool it was like eating the fine surface of ice that formed on the surface of a pond in the first days of frost and snow, and its refracting coldness made you long to pick it up, like thin glass. But it was only a salad. Only a salad that was frosted like the winter time in Scotland, refreshing like the winds on our estate, like the cool look my mother gave me as she put a small fork into her mouth. But she hardly touched anything else.

“You’re not eating much,” I said.

“I’m not that hungry,” mom spoke quietly.

“Why?”

“I’m thinking. I have a lot of things that I’m... thinking about.”

We were silent for a moment. Mom wiped her lips with her napkin. The rich red of her lipstick left a delicate kiss on it.

“You can tell me,” I said.

“You haven’t told me, Julian,” she said, looking up, her hands in her lap. Her eyes were still. Her face was still. Her whole body was relaxed and her stare was firm and held stronger than mine.

“I... I don’t know what you mean,” I said.

“This morning. Our massage.”

I froze.

“And our swim, Julian. Was I wrong in thinking there was something you understood? Something I might have told you, something you wanted?”

“I—” I stammered. “I don’t know.”

“Julian, you still haven’t really told me what happened the night of your eighteenth birthday,” she said quietly. “And... and that night. When we saw my sister. When... when you took me. Grabbed me. I understood something about that night. Something I think I’m starting to understand more fully.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, numb. 

I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know what to reveal. The signals were everywhere. A misstep might end everything—I didn’t want to lose her. I didn’t want to lose my mother to another misunderstanding, but if I simply assented then I didn’t know if that would become one, if my dream, my misinterpretation would grow worse, and if my lusts and my perversion and my misplaced wants, my misplaced needs, would ruin my family.

Mom stared at me for a long time. She looked down at her plate. She took her fork, gathered a little drop of oil from the dish, delicately placed it on her tongue, savoring only that little drop of flavor, assessing it, in perfect control.

The waiter brought out the mousse. In front of each of us, a tiny, jewel-like glass, hardly the size of sniffer, came out, with spoons so small they might as well have been for cocaine, and then he left.

The candles glinted in the glasses. A singular mint leaf sat on each cup of chocolate, cut in the shape of a heart, each. A raspberry, pared down until only a delicate ring of the clustered fruit, as if the tops and bottoms were sliced with surgical precision, making a single hoop that the mint leaf sat on top of.

We didn’t touch our desserts. Either of us.

“I know what you... what you want, Julian,” mom said quietly. 

She didn’t look at me. “I know. I can see it. I’ve seen it for a long time. I’ve known from... from before you left.”

“You... you did?” I said, my mouth dry.

My world was crashing down. My reality was being upended.

She knew.

And she had been testing me. 

As Celeste tested her friends. As Celeste had tested so openly, my mother tested me with the delicacy and subtlety and nuance of a master, teasing out my wants, uncovering my soul. She knew. She played along and she knew and she had to be so disappointed.

“I’m—It’s not like—”

“Julian, I want you to look me in the eye and tell me, very clearly, what it was that I did during the massage,” she said, her face calm and with the most blank look. “Tell me what you saw.”

I opened my mouth. Closed it carefully. Took a deep breath, and found that I was shaking. 

“Because I know what I did. I know how you looked. I know what your body was doing and I know, it was obvious, what you wanted. Because you didn’t look away.”

I nodded.

“What was it, Julian, that I did for you?”

“You...” I couldn’t say it. 

You showed me everything. 

You showed me your form. You showed me your beautiful, gorgeous form, you posed for me like a woman would pose for an artist. You posed for me as a muse would for a master—as a lover would for hers, as beauty does for consciousness. 

I couldn’t say anything else.

Mom looked down and at her dessert. She picked up the spoon. Dipped it inside, and silently ate, the quiet, almost silent sighs of her taste barely audible underneath the murmur of the other restaurant patrons. The candles flickered before us. 

“We’ll talk, tonight,” she said after a time. And then she put her spoon down.

We didn’t dance.
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We walked slowly out of the restaurant. Together. The swish of her dress and our footsteps were the only sound. 

There was the calm reflection of our bodies in the marble, polished to glass, and the resort had gone so quiet, with only the occasional staff member walking and interrupting the silence with a polite greeting or fast footsteps. Every step shook my heart. Every walking beat made me quiver, deep within. The world was ending. My mother was going to confront me. She knew.

She always knew.

We made it to the doors of our rooms. We stopped outside of them. Mom took a slow, careful breath. She went to the doorway of her room, unlocked it with her key card, stepped inside, but waited in the threshold. 

“I think... I think we’ll need to sit down for this,” she said softly. “Come in.”

She went in, the light turning on ahead of her, a soft warm light unlike the cool ones I preferred in my room, something more akin to a nightlight that bathed the room in a warm, rich glow. I stepped toward her, looked at the way she’d set up her hotel space. The room was slightly larger than mine. Her trunks were neatly in the corner, all her clothes hung up in a closet, the dresser lined with her products and the bathroom pristine and ordered with her skincare along the far wall. Her bed was made—not by the staff—the staff pulled everything into tight lines but my mother’s bed was made herself, loosely tucked, but no less comfortable and ordered because of her attention.

Mom went to her chair in the corner. Sat, crossed her legs. She removed her shoes, not looking at me, breathed softly through her nose, each limb elegant as it lifted and set and then draped, arms over the chair, and her head lifted, and she looked at me, her eyes clear, her face neutral and controlled. “I want you to tell me everything, Julian.”

I sat down on her bed. I felt the upholstery. It felt like I was unsteady and floating and that I wasn’t grounded, not at all. 

“I don’t know what to say,” I said, looking down. “I... I didn’t mean to. I don’t know what else to say other than I’m sorry.”

“I want to know how this happened.” She said quietly. “I don’t know how to convince you of this but I’m not mad at you. I’m not angry. I’m not upset. But I want to understand what happened. And why. I want to know how much I’m at fault for this.”

How much she was at fault?

Mom was carrying guilt about this. She felt responsible for my own perverted soul.

“I think it has to do with why you left in the first place. I think it has to do with why you didn’t want to follow through with what would get you your inheritance. I think...” she swallowed and looked to the side. “I think when you and I spoke. In the pool room. When you came back. You said something about your eighteenth birthday. I want you to tell me about it.” She looked at me, some worry now crossing her. “I want you to tell me.”

“It was...” I felt the truth finally welling up. “It was a dream, mom. It was just a dream.”

“I want you to tell me. I want you to tell me the dream.”

“I... I can’t,” I stammered.

“Julian—”

“I dreamed—something—I dreamt something bad, alright?” I said, feeling it all break. “I dreamt something really bad. About you. And since that time I’ve struggled with something.

She studied me. Not judging, just seeking to understand. “What did you dream?”

“I can’t say.”

“Julian...”

“I’m sorry, mom. I can’t.”

“Julian.”

“It’s... it’s crazy—It’s too crazy.”

Mom spoke with a little more firmness. “Julian.”

“I’m sorry, I can’t—”

“Julian, it’s time I told you.”

I stopped.

“Told me... what?” I asked.

My mother took a slow, deep breath. Her façade cracked.

And guilt started to pour through. Guilt and something else. 

“Julian...” she whispered. “I did come to your room that night.”
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I don’t know how to explain all of this to you in a way that will all make sense. Or in a way that will leave you feeling like I hadn’t betrayed you. Deceived you. Though I guess there’s no way around it. There’s no way to avoid what happened, and there’s no way for us to actually speak, for us to know each other, without telling you the truth and the whole truth.

Do you remember when I suggested that Johnston had all the recordings of the house that day?

He doesn’t know. 

I wouldn’t have dragged him into this secret if it meant saving the world from burning. But the truth is, that night, I did come to your room. And I was so afraid you would know what I’d done, or that I would be suspected, that I paid a local, very good with computers, to overwrite the footage with still loops of time where nothing at all happened. If you looked closely, as I’ve done, you’d see that the light, the shadows, they rock back and forth for a time. 

Because the truth is, after four, when I came back, I...

Let me take a step back.

Do you remember when your father died?

Of course you do. We both remember. We got the call. And all hell broke loose—suddenly there was a funeral and suddenly there were armies of lawyers and there were countless things to do, and the vultures were descending, con men and people who claimed that they weren’t in his will and business interests looking to cut apart what we had in our assets and to enrich themselves off us. 

They thought that because I was a widow, and that I was a woman, and that I wasn’t the one at the helm of all our family’s business, that I would be vulnerable to it all. 

But I wasn’t. 

I know that in the aftermath of your father’s death, I seemed to disappear from your life. I had so much to handle. So many things to oversee, to protect, and your father’s will, of course, hadn’t been as tight as we hoped, so there were things I had to fight and deals I had to make, vicious negotiations and power plays that I hope you never have to go through. 

When a man dies, sometimes his fellows have no honor, and they jump at the chance to overtake everything. 

I do not apologize for doing everything I could in order to save our estates and to keep our fortunes alive. 

But I am sorry for the way it tore us apart. 

And I’m sorry for what it did to me.

Because in the aftermath, I was so tired. I was hurting. I was vulnerable.

I didn’t break. I didn’t do much, anything selfish for myself, I didn’t fall into anyone’s arms and I didn’t turn to anyone to be a savior to us. 

But I grew tired.

And god. I grew lonely.

I grew so lonely. 

Years passed. Years of work and tying up loose ends, and finally putting it all back together in a way that would have ensured that you would have it all when the time came. You turned eighteen and I felt so ready, so happy, that you were finally about to start your life and that soon we’d get to know each other again, in maybe a different way than before.

But like I said, I was so lonely.

And there was a man that... a man that I fell in love with.

We never did anything together. We never even kissed. For one, he was married. And it was wrong of me to want him, and it was wrong of him to lead me on. 

Do you remember the Oriol dinner?

It was the dinner I went to the night that you turned eighteen. We had dinner, together, and then I got dressed and disappeared to go to the Oriol dinner, a charity, knowing that this man and his wife would be there. I thought—I didn’t expect that he would want to run away with me. But in the excitement of you starting your life, and in the relief, finding that almost all of your father’s business was finally concluding, I spoke with him, with hopes, vain, vain ideas. I thought...

I thought at least, he would tell me something I wanted to hear.

I tried to speak with him and I tried to get him to commit something, anything. I thought I deserved it. I thought I deserved that someone would love me now that I had put my life, our lives, together.

But I was jilted. 

He spurned me. He wanted my body, not my soul. He wanted me as a plaything, something to infuriate his wife and something to establish himself as a better and stronger man than others—and—

I hated that I had been so stupid.

As I said, I was lonely.

I was so lonely and I let myself be emotionally vulnerable to this man, but when he told me that he didn’t want me to speak with him in public, when he told me I was delusional, thinking that what we had was love, I was so broken inside.

Not broken. That’s not the right word.

Dejected.

Angry. 

But mostly wanting.

I wanted so badly to love. To be loved. I wanted so badly to have someone that I could care for and who would care for me, and I had that in your father, but then, after this revelation, after this married man had played with my feelings and then jilted me and almost humiliated me in front of everyone I knew, I was in a different mode than I had ever been accustomed to.

Because I’d never felt that way before—off kilter.

Out of control. 

It was the first time I think, in my life, where I felt like I had no control anymore. And nobody to lean on. And nobody to rely on.

And when the dinner ended, I had the driver take us home. 

A train stopped at the tracks and we weren’t able to get home... for hours.

And I—I was going insane. I felt so angry and needy and like I wanted—I wanted someone to love me, but I wouldn’t lower myself to fuck our employees, I wouldn’t throw myself at anyone unless I was sure that they could see me for who I was. 

But that time there, waiting, just waiting, it was all too much.

The hours I was stuck with the driver were a nightmare of temptation. I wanted to tell him to come into the back seat. To enjoy me. To fuck me. To make love. Because I was so desperate for someone to love me. And I was so desperate to give myself to someone.

But I didn’t.

I held firm with the last of my self-control and when the train finally started and moved on, I almost cried because of how difficult it was to hold on to any dignity I had left.

We drove back. I went to my room. 

And I was so hurt and angry and horny and confused. I know this is so much to hear. I know it’s a lot. But I must tell you all of it.

I couldn’t sleep. I couldn’t think. I couldn’t feel anything good except for this burning in me, this need, this want, this wild, wild need and this wild, insatiable flight of physical lust in me that I hadn’t dealt with in forever—your father had died and I hadn’t slept with anyone else since him, and I was so turned around that all I could think to do, was to somehow wash myself away. 

I went to the cellar. I saw that you and your friends had lifted a few bottles and figured, like mother like son, and drank an entire bottle to myself.

And then I went to your room.

If you smelled wine that night, it wasn’t your dream.

It was me.

I was so drunk. I was so frustrated, and I went to your room, because I didn’t know where else to go, you were my family, Julian, the only one I could turn to, and I wasn’t going to tell Johnston about this, I wasn’t going to call my relatives, all I could think to do was to go to you because you were the only one I would move heaven and earth for, everything I’d done, everything I’d suffered was for you.

I went to your room and stood in your doorway and watched you sleep for a time.

You were so handsome. 

An adult. A man, just barely, and you still had this boyish look and I could see—see your father in you.

I loved you so much more at that moment, Julian. I love you that much still.

I came into your room. 

I came closer to you and knelt at the side of your bed, collapsed and sat there, laughing to myself, with the bottle still in hand. 

You think I’ve always been in control, Julian.

I was out of control in that hour.

And only in that hour.

I turned to look at you again, thinking I’d just admire your face for another few moments and then try to go to bed.

But I saw.

I saw you. I saw your cock.

Under the covers, well, not under. You had been turning in your sleep. The covers were kicked aside. And in your pajamas, your cock was standing stiff and hard and I could—I could see that it was throbbing, it was so hard. Under your pants, it was pulsing, and I—

I was so vulnerable in my mind.

And I was so drunk.

And I was so... so wanting. 

And lonely—but—not lonely in a sad way, I mean...

I mean physically, Julain.

I felt so empty inside and my body felt so hot and I had been struggling with lust for the driver—but right then and there, with your cock throbbing, I—I—

I know I was out of control

But you were... you were lying there and...

You said, “mom,” you mumbled it, in variations, as your cock... throbbed. 

You were dreaming. That much is true.

You were dreaming about me.

And between the—the need. Between finding that I—I wanted—

Julian—

I knew I could stop. I knew I should have just gotten up and gone out and went to my room. But I was so lonely and so... so horny, ad you were moaning so piteously, about me, and the stars just seemed to align for me, in my drunkenness, I don’t know what—what I was thinking.

I knelt down.

I knelt over you.

I pulled down your pants, just enough—to pull your cock free.

You hardly stirred, you were still dreaming—but I knew—you were dreaming of me, you were dreaming of... of something. Something I was doing for you.

And I got closer. I looked at your length, your girth, in the light from your windows, saw my husbands’ cock, saw that you were so similar in so many ways, I—

I don’t know what I was thinking, I—

I leaned over.

I took it in hand.

I felt it. 

So hot. So... so hard. You were throbbing in my hand, Julian, and I had this sudden ache—in my throat—in my—my mouth—inside me, I—I gave in and—

I took you into my mouth, Julian.

I felt the head of your cock slip past my lips, knew as I was doing it how crazy it was—felt you throb and felt you shift and felt you moan as my tongue licked underneath and as your cock slid over my tongue—

I tasted you.

I couldn’t help it—the instant I could taste the soft, warm flesh of your cock, could feel it throbbing in my mouth, I couldn’t help but moan, in bliss, in absolute relief—I couldn’t help but feel in a bliss in me that had healed an ache where I’d been aching for so long.

You were a man, Julian, and I’d been missing a man, and I’m sorry—it’s sick, that I’d turn to you, of all people, but in that moment, all I could do was sob in relief, tasting my first cock since I’d had your father in my mouth, and it was just like tasting him. I felt how hard you were in my mouth. Harder than your father had been—whether because of age, I don’t know, but each throb, each pulse of your hard cock in my mouth, it came with a little taste of something sour and bitter and salty, on my tongue, and I just wanted—oh god—I just wanted to taste it more—all over—I wanted to taste it all over my tongue—I wanted it all over my lips, down my throat, all over my mouth—and—and—I lost all control, Julian.

I held you in my mouth, sucked you like you would leave—I masturbated you and blew you desperately, my own son—I needed it—I needed to taste it—I needed your cum in my mouth because it would tell me right then and there that I was going to be okay, that I was a woman that was still useful and not some sort of machine, that I was beautiful and that I could make a man cum even if he was asleep—

And you probably want to know if you did.

If you came.

If I made you cum into my mouth. 

Into your own mother’s mouth.

You were asleep. You were moaning and I—I felt your hands on my head. You couldn’t control yourself either, I assume because you were unconscious, but I felt like I could only keep going, that I couldn’t stop, and your cock felt like a drug and that I was so desperate for the hit, and I could only keep going, I could only keep sucking as you shoved me down, as your pubes were in my nose and I could smell you and I was sucking and feeling you throb and you were bucking up until your cock was pushing down my throat, and I couldn’t stop sucking so happily, needing it, wanting it shoved down, wanting to choke on it, knowing, you were getting close—close and closer—until—

Oh, god, Julian, when you came...

I felt it flood into my mouth, like the cream from an eclair, and I couldn’t help but almost cry from how beautiful it tasted to have my son cumming into my mouth, to have my son’s cock, my son’s voice, crying out because I could make him cum, because I was a woman who was good enough with something human that you would release and feel wonderful and it—it was just like the first time with your father.

And you calmed down after that.

You stilled.

I think your dream changed. I think you stirred; you didn’t wake. Your hands were still on my head, your cock was still in my mouth, and all I could do was rest my head in your lap, tasting your essence as you dribbled down my tongue, your limp cock slowly drawing out, but I would keep sucking you back in, keep feeling the drool of your semen down my throat and I just kept... swallowing, so... so happily, so happily tasting you with every slow throb and listening to the sound of your breathing as you fell into a deeper sleep. 

And I felt so good, knowing that you were more comfortable now.

And I felt so... so complete, knowing that it was because of me that you were happier.

I kept swallowing you. Like each drop of your seed was the dew of heaven. I could feel your hands around my hair... my shoulders... I... I felt so guilty. But so, so magical. 

I also felt like I’d done something so wrong, deep down.

I knew I had.

Because it changed you after that day.

That night, after it was all done, and after I’d held you in my mouth for the longest time and I had almost fallen asleep with your cock still in my mouth, the taste of you, sticky on my teeth and tongue, I finally got up, I crept out, slow, panicked, went to my room, and the first thing I did was realize that the cameras in the hall were on. I hired somebody. Had the tapes changed. 

And waited.

Waited to see how different it would be.

If you’d noticed.

And as it so happened, you seemed to know.

It changed you.

You looked at me differently, but not... not in the way I expected.

I expected you to hate me.

I expected you to know that I’d done something wrong, and that I was bad, and that there was something so, so wrong with me. Because I’d blown my son—I’d come into his room and made him cum into my mouth. I thought I was a monster.

But you didn’t look at me that way.

You... you looked at me with eyes that said... that you knew. Or that you knew something, that you’d experienced something with me, but that you loved me even more.

And from that point on it seemed to me that you wanted... you wanted to deserve it.

To deserve me.

I felt so flattered, so confused.

Because I didn’t think you would try so hard to prove that you deserved everything I wanted so freely to give you.

That night in the pool room. You said it, those words, confirming everything I thought, confirming that you wanted to deserve me, saying—I think—I think you said you wanted—you wanted me—I couldn’t believe what I was hearing because deep down I thought it was a fantasy of mine, that I was imagining things by that point, but you not only wanted me, you wanted to earn my affection, you wanted me to see you as a man and somebody who wasn’t just waiting for their mother to hand them the world on a platter.

It was the way your father was.

It was everything I loved in him and then it was everything that...

...that I loved in you.

Sometimes... before we spoke...

I could see your look.

There were times when you were suspicious. There were times you seemed to know that I was hiding. That I’d lied. That I was still lying. I worried that you could tell. I worried that you knew I was acting. I worried that all my presence and calm and all my decorum and politeness was this obvious ruse and you’d see me for what I was, a woman who was so desperate that I lost control, and I’m sorry—

Julian, I’m so sorry.

It’s my fault you’re in this predicament.

It’s my fault you exhausted yourself.

It’s my fault your life’s gone this way and that you feel like you’re between a rock and a hard place, and it’s my fault that I’ve made you want me. Your mother. Like you don’t have other options—you do—but to want me—it’s not that I don’t want it too, Julian.

Because I want it.

All my guilt is that I’ve held you back in the way that no mother should.

And I lied on top of it. Thinking that if I just kept up a good enough lie, that you would be mistaken, that you would let go, that you’d somehow just, I don’t know, you’d see that you’d be happier finding some girl—but you—you were so stubborn, so damn stubborn—you just—you kept at it and you thought—you still think—you want—

Oh, god.

I don’t know what to do anymore.

All I know is that still, I would move heaven and earth for you if I could. 

I would undo that night if it meant that you could live the life you wanted, the life you deserved, instead of feeling the way you are and having a desire that’s misplaced in your mother—it shouldn’t be that way, but it is, because of me. I’m so sorry.
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I cannot describe to you the absolute shock that flooded through my system.

I can’t describe to you how wild-eyed I must have seemed to my mother. 

I can’t describe how... how much it all made sense. My mother and I stared at each other, both of us panting with strain, both of us finally having released into the truth and looking at each other not as one who was unrequited and another in perfect distance, but as two who had realized that our desires were the same.

For the wrong thing.

I didn’t know what to say.

My mother had her hand over her mouth by this point. She had stopped looking at me. She turned in her chair. I could only stare at her form and see her for the woman she was, perfect and elegant and not just in control,  not as someone who was perfect in rote, but as somebody who was human and who had fallen into the same insanity and lust that I had.

Her legs, the shape of them, were so beautiful in the warm light, the way her dress stretched over them in her position, her arms up, her hand over her mouth and her breasts pushed together by her elbows as she was turned to the side, the profile of her face, the blush of her cheek, the light of her eyes so vivid and deep and lit up into gold by the atmosphere of her room.

“I... I—” I stammered.

My mother looked at me then. With soft eyes. She really was sorry. And she waited for me. For my response.

“What do we do?” I choked.

Mom took a slow breath. 

Her hand left her mouth and went just above her breasts. 

Her fingers stopped around her neck, not as some titillation, but because she was at a total loss.

“I don’t know,” she murmured.

“Mom,” I groaned. “I love you.”

She nodded. “And I love you more than anything in this world.”

“Please—” I said, with the only thing that came up in me, the only desire, overwhelming and swallowing me whole— “Please let me hold you.”

“Alright.” 

I stood up off the bed. Came to her chair. Mom shifted and came to the edge of it—and I knelt. I knelt before her and her legs spread just enough for me to nestle between them, for my arms to go around her waist, for my head to rest against her breasts.

And she held me. 

And I her.

My mom’s hands went to my hair. Stroked down my neck. I heard her breath, calm, if not shaky, felt her heartbeat, fast and scared, felt the warmth of her body in my arms. 

I felt the silk, the edge of her dress under my hands.

And I started to pull.

I started to pull it down.

Mom didn’t stop me.

She didn’t react. 

She kept breathing. 

Kept stroking my hair. 

My hands were behind her, and they pulled down, pulled down the ribbon that strapped over her shoulders, brought it down, inch by slow inch, and by this point I was the one shaking, my breath vibrating, my whole body in a tremor. 

Her skin was revealed, inch by inch. 

Smooth. And pale. And perfect.

And when the ribbon straps were down, past her shoulders, I kept pulling.

I moved my left hand to her front.

Took hold of the front of her dress.

And as she looked down at me, stroking my face, looking down at my lips and my eyes and feeling my cock pulsing hard through my pants as it throbbed against her calf...

I pulled down the front of her dress.

Her breasts started to reveal, the soft curves of them.

I could feel how plush they were against the backs of my fingers as they came down.

As they went from softness at the top of her chest to nipples, full and bright and colorful and pointed, like in my dream, but close now, the smell of her perfume and the smell of her skin and the scent of milk, my cheek rested against one breast, leaned into the softness as she received me, her hands stroking light over my cheek, over my neck, over my shoulders, as she comforted me, as I, shaking, pulled her dress down until it was down, to her stomach, and then—

I put a hand on one of her breasts.

Felt her nipple against my palm, felt the weight, the give, felt her breath draw in in reaction, felt her breath start to  shake as I squeezed, and then—

As I pulled myself to her nipple.

And took it between my lips.

The taste of it was subtle and clean, the pebbly skin hot and sweet, and I drew it, suckled it, closed my eyes and buried my face into it and my mother gasped as I sucked in, hard, as I tried desperately to drink of her love, sucking tight, pulling myself onto her, into her, my hands holding around her back and moving up and trying to get into her hair.

Mom kissed me on my head. 

My heart was pounding faster.

My cock was throbbing hard against her leg.

I found myself grinding against her. Felt my suckling on her getting stronger until her gasp turned to one of pain.

And pleasure.

My hands went into her hair and gripped, my body rose from my knees and I pushed against her, into the chair, felt her hands slide over my back, felt her legs shifting as she tried to accommodate the way I pushed against her.

I was moaning into her chest. I couldn’t’ help it. I didn’t have control to begin with—I didn’t have sense anymore—my hands left her hair and tugged on her dress, revealing more of her belly, revealing her bare sides, moving over her skin, desperate, insane—I wanted it—I wanted her—I wanted her so badly—I wanted to take this woman, I wanted to take my mother, I wanted her so much more than I’d been able to say at all—

“Julian,” she whispered as my hands pulled down, until I could see her navel, until my mouth left her nipple and I was licking, biting, desperate, over her breasts. “Julian—” Her gasp came as I bit hard into her, as I moved a hand down the small of her back and then under her thigh— “Before you do something you regret—”

“Please—” I begged, looking up.

My mother was panting.

Her hands were still moving on me. 

“I—I know,” she said, with more emotion than I knew she ever had.

“Then please—” I said.

“Once it’s done,” she whispered, “it can’t be undone.”

“I know.”

“You don’t understand, Julian,” she said, her hands slowing, and then going to my face, pulling me to her face, until she kissed me, until I kissed her, until our tongues slipped against each other in the fulfillment of my dreams—

When I pulled way, she looked at me with deadly serious eyes.

And struggle.

“Julian,” she said softly. “I want to make something so clear.”

“What—”

“If I let you take me,” she whispered. “I will not be able to hold back anymore. I won’t be able to stop myself. I won’t be able to keep myself from wanting you—I know you’re my son. And it’s the only thing—the only thing that’s kept me from doing everything to take you into my body—” she shook as she said it, “because it’s wrong. If we violate this, if—if I let you take me. If I take you inside of me. Then. And I know you’ll think this is madness but...”

She looked away. She seemed afraid.

She was afraid.

“What is it?” I asked.

“It won’t stop,” she whispered. “And we’ll only have our regrets when—when we find that it’s not possible anymore. And god—you’ll regret it. You’ll regret it, son. I’ll be breaking every law of man and god, every iota of what seems good—and Julian, you know—it’s not just you breaking the rules. It’s not just you doing what’s crazy. If I let you take me, I will be the mother that seduced her son.”

The gravity was heavy around us.

“I have—” she trembled. “I have just enough self-control, I think—” she suddenly seemed to lose it; she kissed me, bit down on my lip, our eyes closed  as we moaned into each other’s mouths, and I felt her tongue go over my lips and she pulled away, a line of saliva connecting between us like a web. “I—I’m losing it,” she said, shaking.

“But I think—I think I have just enough control to keep from doing this. Tonight. If you can. But if you want, I will. I will give it to you. I will let you take me and you can do whatever you want with me. But if you do, I will... I will become so possessive, my love. I don’t know if I’d be able to hold back. From doing it again. And again. And again. I don’t know if I’d be able to stop from doing more, and more, from trying, and... and risking. Until—until the unthinkable happens, because I’m—I’m still fertile, Julian.”

She looked at me with beautiful, maroon eyes.

“I can still have babies.”

We stared at each other for a moment. The warmth of her breasts against my hands, the breath of her mouth delicious in mine.

And then reality came crashing through like a flood. 

I stopped, not because I was disgusted, not because I didn’t want with every fucking ounce of my being to lift her, to tear her dress fully away, to throw her against the wall or to pin her down on the bed and to shove my cock between her legs and to mount her, to grip her by the hair as I drove into her, to fuck her, to fuck her raw until my cock flooded into her and until I had put a baby into her, until I had cum, into her, over and over until we were both exhausted and dripping and numb, to make sure that my seed took root in her and that she became full and swollen with my babies...

I wanted her so badly.

But I stopped. Because...

“I love you, mom,” I said again.

“I... I love you, son,” she said to me so sweetly, panting, smiling, red-faced, her hair a bit of a mess, her breasts heaving in front of me with each breath. 

“I want you to be happy,” I said, pulling back.

“And I want you to be happy too,” she said, letting me go, not sadly, but with a look of pride.

And we panted, together, while my mother carefully pulled up her dress, neither of us looking full on at each other, but instead glancing, shyly, scared, our bodies trembling, our minds fluttering in every direction.

It wasn’t that we didn’t want it.

But we knew for a fact that if we went any further, there would only be one result.

I went to my room.

And I was so overwhelmed, so heated, my cock aching so hard and my whole body on fire—I went to the bathroom, turned on the fan, and masturbated until I came, multiple times, all to the thought of my mother, all to the taste of her breasts, the sensation of her flesh in my hands, her legs, her dress slipping over her, slipping down, the way her tongue caressed the inside of my mouth.

And I masturbated to the realization that she really had sucked me off—more than before—I jerked off uselessly into tissue after tissue, stifling my groans, trying not to be audible, and wondering—every second, if I could just go over there, if I could knock on my mother’s door.

If I could ask her. 

To do it again.

But—

That sense—that ‘nobility’ or whatever it was that stopped me, that knew if I went for it, that I wouldn’t be able to stop and that yes—it would be irreversible, that my mother and I would lose all control and we’d do the unthinkable and we’d do it until a mistake eventually happened—

And god if I didn’t want it.

I wanted it so badly.

But reality was solid and unbearable. The taboo was too great—the fact that she was my mother—that the mistake had already been made—

I forgave her, I’m sure she could forgive herself, but we’d already done so much and it would take forever to recover from this if I had any hope of living a normal life, if my mother had any hope of escaping the guilt of perverting her son.

I don’t think it was her fault.

But I knew for a fact that if I were to give in and to slip my cock inside and to fill her until I was buried all the way and her lips were on mine and her breasts were crushed against my chest and we were to be intertwined on my bed, her bed, moaning and sweating as we writhed within and without each other, if I were to fuck her the way I wanted and she were to take my cock the way she wanted that we’d wake up in the morning and see mother and son—we’d see that we’d done it with family, and I don’t know how either of us would have been able to live with it.

It’s one thing to live with a fantasy you can’t fulfill.

And it’s another to fulfil it.

If we did it, I know all hell would have broken loose.

So I masturbated and came until my cock hurt and until there was nothing left in me, until I staggered to my bed, collapsed into it, and then listened, to my mother, in the adjacent room.

There was a wet sound.

I could hear it so distinctly.

And there was no doubt. 

It was the sound of her fingers. 

Slipping over her pussy.

Her fingers, fucking her, fucking herself.

And my name.

“Julian—” in a moan that was in so much agony. An agony the likes of which—If I wasn’t already passing out, if I hadn’t came in the bathroom five times in a row, desperate to get the images out of me...

There was her moaning, stifling, struggling, groaning and whimpering. She was being consumed.

And I knew she was.

I listened as she played with herself and as she struggled with the pleasure.

I listened as my mother touched herself, how she must have writhed on her bed, tossing and turning, her fingers slipping down between her thighs, her hands squeezing her breasts when she could, biting down on her fingers, trying to keep quiet.

A rising orgasm.

A rising pitch of pain and pleasure and sweetness—and my name—“Julian—” in a stifled whine that would have been silent if not for the vents.

I heard it all.

And I fell asleep, listening, hearing my name, my name in whimpers, my name that she said like she were calling, but I knew she wasn’t calling.

She was imagining me.

And she was wanting me.

I knew our stopping tonight was useless. 

It was only a matter of time.
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I woke up. The room was cool and dark, and there was the sound of housekeepers rolling their carts through the halls, talking and laughing. I looked at the clock. 

It was late.

It was almost noon.

I got up and tried, tried, tried, to hold on to something I had forgotten. Some wild dream of mine. Something that I wanted so badly and was torn into—

Until I remembered.

My mother.

Where was mom?

I remembered it all then. Her confession. 

Her taste.

The way she kissed me.

The way she touched herself in the adjacent room, every whimper audible.

And I got out of bed. I panicked. I almost wondered—if she’d left, if she’d left me here alone—

I got out of my room and hammered on her door and was so fucking scared—

But in seconds, she opened it, still in her dress from last night, her hair a total mess, her eyes bleary and her look one of surprise as she looked at me, still in my own clothes from last night.

Both of us a mess.

“Good—” she stammered. “Good morning.”

“Good morning,” I stammered back.

And we stared at each other for a moment. Mother and son. The truth obvious between us. Neither of us had rested well because our little choice to exercise self-control had been for naught and we were both struggling

“Breakfast?” I asked, straightening up and trying to calm.

Mom nodded. Her makeup was smudged around her eyes. Her lipstick had the subtlest smear to the side from when I kissed her. “We can. If you want. Do you want to get breakfast at the restaurant?”

“Yeah.” I stepped back. Mom started to close the door, looking not warily at me, but with a look of absolute and uncontrollable desire, blended with that of a woman who’d been caught, not guilty, but aware and in the spotlights. A deer.

A lovely doe. 

“I’ll be ready in a moment,” she said, the door closing, the only thing to break our gaze.

––––––––
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IT TOOK US A LITTLE bit to get ready. I heard her shower while I scrubbed my face, tried to relax after washing my hair and going through a quick rinse. I dressed up, as relaxed as I could.

What the fuck were we going to talk about?

How the fuck were we going to relate?

The secret was out.

But as it so happened, when I left my door at approximately the same time she did, I got to see her in something more casual. She wore shorts, cotton ones that flowed around her thighs. They were simple, practical, not flashy, but her legs themselves were so lovely that I couldn’t help but stare. She wore a sleeveless blouse. Had a scarf tied around her neck. Had her hair up and tied in another scarf that kept everything tidy, her sunglasses perched up on her head.

She looked at me, this time a little wary, but relaxed when she saw that I was trying to relax, and we... 

We went to lunch. Of course it couldn’t be breakfast. We’d slept in too late after our little struggle.

We went to the restaurant and had cold sandwiches, daintily cut into fractions of triangles and with layers of cool cucumber and carrot grated so fine it was like a cloud, french fries cut into paper-thin crisps, bubbly soda that tasted of fresh squeezed tangerines.

And...

...We talked.

It was like... despite our transgression last night, despite the fact that our secrets were laid bare, and despite the fact that every time I looked at my mother’s beautiful face, and that I could see it, imagine it, her face settled over my cock and her beautiful, full lips around my dick as she sucked and licked and sucked until I came all over her tongue and she swallowed, willingly, over and over, desperate to taste every drop...

Despite that, we spoke. And even though I could only see the beautiful woman who had offered herself and warned me that she could carry my babies if I were to give in, despite the fact that she was my mother, we talked, we chatted, we spoke about the world and about politics, we commented on the atmosphere, of the restaurant, my mother loving how airy it was and me loving how the breeze came through, warm and gentle. 

We spoke about our home. We talked about our memories of long ago. We talked about the time we went to Florida and the sandwiches we had there and if maybe someday we should go back and have them again.

And we talked about Celeste. And mom told me a little about her childhood and how she and Celeste used to break things on purpose just to get their father’s attention, not expensive things if they could help it, but it certainly drove their mother so fucking insane that Celeste got grounded all the time, while mom managed to avoid it by simply pretending it wasn’t her idea. But that while Celeste would stand in the corner, my mother would occasionally trade places with her in order to share a bit of the responsibility.

Not too much, though.

And I told her about my business. And about how difficult it was to get started, and how I had to negotiate the price of every truck I bought, how customers tried to rip me off, how I got delivery dates mixed up and once had to take in truck loads of supplies up the stairs into my apartment. And how I had multiple female customers show up to the door in bathrobes and give me the look and how everyone kept asking me where the hell I learned to talk so fucking polite (New Jersey’s like that sometimes). And I told her about how it all went south. And how the trends made every goof with a truck and a bit of spare time rear up to do work under the table and how since I had only been around a couple years, the customers of course all went to cheaper options and then the old timers were the only ones left, and how I sold each truck for a fraction of what I paid, how I stopped paying rent and the landlord came to my door several times a week, hammering away and asking me why if I was so goddamn genteel that I couldn’t pay my fucking rent, and how when I bought the car I was going to live in, I didn’t have any leverage, and got ripped to the tune of a thousand bucks over the blue book value because it was all I could afford and it was the only car with an engine that actually worked in my price range.

And my mom talked about how she missed me.

And about how much she wished I could have come home. And how much she loved me and how much she’d tried and tried and tried to get my friends to convince me to come back.

And that when she got the car that I bought, the one that I was going to live in, she stuffed it into the back of one of our garages and thought about offering it up for donation to a rifle range so that she could try a new hobby, something cathartic. 

“I’d love to join you on that,” I said.

“Maybe when we’re done with the vacation,” mom giggled. Her hand over her mouth. Her hair in gentle wisps coming out of her scarf. 

And then we went to the beach.

No swimming out this time.

Just relaxing in the sun. Sunglasses on. Stretched out on the sand.

My mother asked me to put sunscreen on her.

“Julian?” She asked, turning to me, tipping her hat a little, wearing that same gorgeous bikini as the other day. People kept staring. People kept looking at her gorgeous form and at her pale, long legs, at her smooth tummy and at her elegant stretch. “Julian. Would you be a dear?”

Wordlessly, I accepted.

I knelt next to her while she lay on her stomach, her arms folded under her face.

Like during the massage.

And I carefully poured sunscreen in lines over her back. 

Watched it trickle.

Watched her body shift and her beautiful butt lift, one side and then the other, as she readjusted. At the way the fabric tucked in between her cheeks and at the way the shade just barely disguised the form of—

Of her lips.

My hands made contact with her back and mom made a smooth moan as I massaged it into her.

I felt her flesh. Her skin.

Felt her back, her shoulders, the smoothness of her neck, and then—

When my hands reached her lower back.

I slipped my fingers just beneath the edge of her bikini bottoms and... slipped my fingers over her butt.

It was against what we thought we’d do.

But I did it. I wasn’t thinking too hard except knowing that I wanted to so badly and my mother only turned her head, looking vaguely at me, her breath stopping and her face cracking in an embarrassed smile.

My fingers left there. The softness of her butt lingered on my fingertips as I spread the sunscreen over her sides, sliding my hands up and down her form, until my fingers went up to the sides of her breasts.

And as they approached, my mom tensed again. Looking. Waiting.

And this time, I had the self-control to stop before my fingers could slip under and then massage the sides of her breasts under the bikini top. 

I leaned back. Breathing heavily.

Mom turned. 

Onto her side.

And she stared at me for a long moment.

“Sorry—” I stammered.

Mom’s stare didn’t break.

She said, calmly, quietly, seductively... 

“You should get my legs.” Then she turned back. 

I looked down.

Saw her feet kicking up, one at a time, slow and elegant.

Saw that she was girlishly showing me the tone of her legs. 

I couldn’t resist.

I applied more, squirting it up and down the backs of her legs. Mom propped herself up on her elbows and looked back, watching me, while I ran my hands up and down the backs of her thighs, up her calves, until—I reached her butt again.

I wanted to squeeze her. I wanted to play with her.

I wanted to pull her open and to bury my face and to taste her—so fucking badly—

But I instead settled for a slow move, up her legs, my thumbs digging in, massaging into her leg muscles until she made slow, heavy gasps of release and pleasure.

And then I sat back. And tried to hide my erection.

And then it was quiet.

The sound of the beach, the roll of the surf. The chatter of people around us who thought we were lovers. The people who had no idea that a son would touch his mother that way. The call of gulls.

And the sound of my heart, pounding in my ears. The silence of our stares. Mom was on her side. She looked at me. Serious. And solemn.

Her voice was low.

“We’re being awfully dangerous, aren’t we?” 
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After that, we kept a distance of a sort.

We didn’t touch. 

Our conversations seemed to change in shape and scope. We seemed more stuck. My mom seemed to hold back her words, to have something to say, then to look either down or to the side and to let the conversation drop. Until there was silence. 

A thick, tense silence.

She didn’t seem ashamed.

I didn’t feel ashamed.

But I knew it was because the both of us had just so easily crossed the lines that would lead to us doing... more.

The taste of her breast in my mouth returned to me unbidden.

Every time I closed my eyes, I could feel it, feel myself there at her chest, her nipple in my mouth, her sighs and gasps heaving her breasts into my face, the scent... the taste...

The feeling of her hands on my neck and over my shoulders. 

The way she looked at me.

We spent much of the rest of the day on the beach. I got us a couple umbrellas and we sat in their shade, dozing, waking only to look at each other, to glance away the instant the other was caught.

It was bad.

It was very bad because we’d... we’d thought that night, before, that we could at least stop there, stop at a clearly marked line. But even looking was enough to tell us that something had changed.

Something irreversible.

I kept turning. Onto my front, hiding that my cock stood stiff and aching every time I lingered on my mother’s form. I think mom could tell. I think she noticed a few times as it rose and as I turned, away, trying to keep it from being seen. 

The sun got lower on the horizon and our time relaxing was turning to time in a stubborn haze of want, a haze that we kept hiding and feeling. And hiding.

And feeling.

“I think I want to eat on the beach,” mom finally said as the sun got close to the horizon and the colors started to turn. “Julian. Do you think you could be the one to get it?”

She looked distantly out over the water. I could see that she was thinking. 

I could see that her hands were straying far too close to her pelvis. 

And that she was thinking of something that made her legs shift, one up over the other, crossing and uncrossing.

This was her way of sending me off so that at least we’d have some semblance of a reprieve. 

Though I didn’t know what we’d do after that.

“Alright. Is there anything you’d like specifically?”

“I don’t know,” she said, distantly. “I trust you.”

“Alright.”

I got up, and left, trying to keep myself under control.

I felt horrible as I walked away. Not because of anything I did but because... the time in her room last night, our self-control, it hadn’t been a block. It hadn’t stopped us.

It only showed us that all of our efforts at stopping the temptation were for nothing. And that now all we could do was to think about the other in the way that a mother and son couldn’t, and shouldn’t.

And I asked myself...

When it was nighttime...

When there was nothing to keep us distracted...

And our rooms were adjacent...

What the hell were we going to do?

I don’t know if I could stand another night of listening to her, listening to her play with herself, listening to her trying to stifle everything. And I couldn’t tell her—I couldn’t say that I’d been listening. I couldn’t fight the temptation any more than I already had been and I knew, just knew, that if... if we tried to go to sleep, that at some point in the night, it wouldn’t be her knocking, it’d be me.

And I wouldn’t wait for her to invite me in. 

I’d come in and take her by the shoulders. I’d be the one to pull up her nightgown. To kiss her and to take her in my arms and then to ravish her, to ravish my own mother, and I knew, just knew, that she would let me.

I walked like a man whose mind was lost.

But I started to have some semblance of a plan. 

Well. Not a plan. Just a feeling.

I went to the restaurant.

“I’ve got a funny request,” I said to the waiter. “Do you guys do custom orders?”

––––––––
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THREE QUARTERS OF AN hour later, and feeling like it shouldn’t have taken this long to make the kind of dinner I asked for, I came down to the beach with the food in a couple of containers, stacked in a paper bag, the kind that would have come from the gift shop at the end of the resort. It was the kind of deal where the restaurant, not at all accustomed to doing takeout for any reason, had to stoop to accommodate what they thought was as a bit of an uncouth and unconventional request.

But they fulfilled it for me anyway. It helped that I asked nicely but with the kind of firmness that said that if I didn’t get it, I was going to think less of them, and that was the sort of thing that I guess sometimes made luxury resorts bow to do whatever you asked, if done right.

Mom was sitting under her umbrella. Her hat was off. Her hair was loose. I saw her back, first her legs stretched out before her, her elbows straight and her hands splayed over the towel. I could see as I approached from the side that her sunglasses were on top of her head, eyes a little squinted. She was deep in thought. She didn’t have that practiced look that she normally had—this time, her face was crinkled just faintly in a look of concern. Of deep thought. Of worry and trepidation. 

She didn’t seem scared. And not quite resigned. But she did seem like she was thinking about something that affected her far more deeply than she would have ever let on to anyone.

“Dinner,” I said, lifting the bag. 

Mom startled. She turned to me, her mask going up immediately, her face suddenly bright and relaxed and care-free. “Oh. Lovely,” she said, looking at the bag. “I thought that maybe they’d send somebody out with a tray for us. I didn’t mean that you had to actually bring it yourself—”

“I kind of wanted to,” I said, sitting down next to her. I took out one little container that was meant to serve as a takeout box. Handed it to her. Pulled mine out and set it on my lap.

Mom took it curiously. She carefully opened it.

“Oh. I didn’t know they—”

“They don’t. Not normally.”

It was a cuban sandwich. 

For each of us.

The bread was pressed flat from the griddle, hot butter seared into the surface and the bottom. 

Arugula greens, hot mustard, thin-sliced pork and ham in a delectable juicy marinade, melted swiss cheese, salty, spicy pickles, all pressed tight in a panini fryer, crispy on the surface, rich and savory and tart inside, satisfaction in a flat brick that when we bit into them, suddenly took us both back.

Far, far back.

We ate in silence. Except for the occasional, wow, that escaped each of us.

“The kitchen didn’t want to do it at first,” I said when I was halfway through. 

“I wonder why,” mom said quietly and savoring it. “It’s probably the best tasting thing since our vacation started.”

And then we were quiet after that. I pulled out some napkins, handed them to mom, and she tucked them carefully under her leg and wiped her mouth daintily on them every once in a while. 

She looked out. At the sunset. At the colors that turned red and then purple and then dark blue in the span of a short time, as it does closer to the equator, the temperature shifting, the ocean turning dark, the sand shadowing in ripples and then the light fading and the lamps of the tunnel behind us turning on, the people disappearing from the beach as the sun finally left. 

Her face relaxing. 

Her mask slipping. 

The look of a genuine person finally coming through. Thoughtful. Reminiscent. 

And maybe happy.
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CHAPTER 30
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My mother and I relaxed for a little while longer while the sun went down. The warmth was still present, and while a breeze picked up, I guess our time in Scotland with the cold had acclimated us to the warmth in a way that, while everyone else started to head back, we remained, while stars started to emerge, and while the beach changed colors to a burning red and then to a dusky purple, a velvet blue.

Through it all my mom and I kept looking at each other.

And there was a feeling.

A strange, strange feeling between us.

Something unfinished.

We went back to our rooms in silence. 

And then I asked mom if she’d walk with me. On the beach. After we changed. 

She said she would. 

Not that she’d love to, not that she wanted to do anything else. But simply that she would.

I put on slacks, a dress shirt without an undershirt. Wore sandals and freshened myself up. 

I don’t know what for.

It was only for a feeling.

When I came out and waited outside of mom’s room, it took a while, where I just paced, just stepped back and forth, wondering what I had asked her for.

Why she said yes.

It all seemed so much like a faint, and strange dream, it all felt so surreal—feeling the cool breeze through the hotel, seeing the low lights glinting across the marble, listening to the quiet ad to the fading people as they all went to their rooms and as the resort turned silent. Waiting. For my mom.

It was night, now. 

Something ached in me.

I heard the handle turning in the door.

My mom emerged slowly. I saw her face first, one side of her as she looked out at me, before hesitantly coming through.

I saw the pattern of her dress. White flowers on a wine-red background. In a spread-out array, flowing like waves through the ripples of her dress. 

It was a flowing fabric, parts of it translucent, parts of it opaque, all with the flowers within and without. Her earrings were made of pearl. Her shoes were beach heels, sandals on the top and light corkwood all the way down to the heel. Her wrist had a bracelet, a single gold band that wound around in a curl, and on her neck, there was a necklace that drew close around her throat, diamonds in a perfect row that circled all the way around her neck, almost like a collar, but with just enough hang that her neck was free to turn, to breathe. 

And as she came out, and the dress flowed, and I saw the glimpse of her thighs, the way the dress almost seemed to part at the front, a tiny wound belt around her waist, and the deep V of the dress cutting down between her breasts, and within the blouse, her breasts hung without a bra.

It wasn’t what I expected my mother to wear.

Not considering everything.

But then, as she measured my stare, as she shyly came out, it seemed to make sense that she would.

Something was going to happen tonight.

I stared, and felt my jaw ache. It wouldn’t take much. To pull the edges of her dress aside.

To set my mouth on one breast, then another.

Mom stepped in front of me.

Close.

So, so close. I could almost feel her breath from her nose. 

“Are you ready?” she asked.

I looked at her hair, observed a single lock in a gentle curl above her head. At her gentle eyes. At her hand that she lifted for me to take.

“Yeah.”

I took her hand. Felt it, warm and soft in mine. Felt her fingers curl around mine. Felt her body, warmth, the flow of her dress as we walked close together, hand in hand, mother and son.

We went through the tunnel again. The lights were warm. There was quiet except for the surf ahead, at the end, the flow of water, the rustle of sand on the beach. We made it out onto the shore, saw the stars, high overhead, glittering out to the distant horizon. The twinkle of boats.

We stepped over the sand. Made prints and walked, and went on and on as the cliffs and the sand and the coast swirled in the surf. 

And with each step, we drew closer, further, and closer, and further.

And sometimes my mother’s hip brushed against mine.

And our fingers kept holding each other, tightening, loosening, our walk without words and our minds buzzing with thought that we kept to ourselves. 

We made it to an alcove in the cliffs. Where the rock turned dark high over us. Where there were houses farther up, lights golden and glowing. 

But where we were, they couldn’t see us if they tried. There was nobody else on the beach. Nobody but us and the wind and the distant boats.

Mom’s body was close to mine. Her dress kept fluttering against me. Into my fingers.

I felt her turning as she stepped just slightly ahead, turning toward me.

And, like it were reflex, like it were natural, I stepped to the side, in order to pull her body to face mine.

And then we were facing each other under the rock. The glimmer of the diamonds around her neck was subtle in the darkness. The motion of her breath, of her chest, was tangible and sharp. Her eyes were wider and her lips were parted and I—I couldn’t stop myself.

I put my hands on her waist.

Mom put her hands on my arms and then slid them up to my shoulders.

I slipped my hands up. Along her body. Up and behind her.

Mom put her hands on my chest. And felt me through my shirt. Her fingers went to the edges of it and felt at my skin.

Her fingers were shaking.

I moved my hands down. I slipped them past her waist and down to her hips and then farther, not behind her, but in front of her, and then felt, with the tips of my fingers, with the press of my thumbs, into her thighs.

Mom was breathing a little faster.

Her eyes were locked with mine.

Her hands went up and felt at my neck. And then behind it. I felt her fingers interlocking behind my neck and then sliding up along the back of my head and into my hair, and we were closer, closer, our breath mingling.

I moved my hands behind her.

Felt with my palms along the sides of her legs, behind, until I felt her behind, the smooth curve of her butt, and then...

Took her in my hands and squeezed, felt her give, soft and delicious. As I squeezed my mother’s ass, she made a soft gasp, as did I—feeling the heat, the way her legs flexed gently as she came closer, as my fingers explored.

And I pulled her closer—until my mother and I were face-to-face, our noses touching, and our breath getting hot against each other and our eyes bright and wide and our breath shaking into each other’s mouths.

There were inches of space between us but they were closing fast.

My hands slid up her back. 

Mom’s went underneath my arms and felt at my torso and then lower—and lower—and lower—until—

I felt her palm graze my erect cock.

And it made me shudder. It made me hiss into her mouth until our lips were less than an inch away and our eyes were blurred and I wanted so badly to part her mouth fully and to push my tongue over hers.

And we stopped.

We breathed for a moment, so close and our hands shaking and our bodies wanting, needing, but we stopped, and mom slowly pulled back, looking to the side. “We... should...” She cleared her throat. “We should stop.”

“I know,” I said.

And then we held still for a moment.

But even though we held still, my heart exploded within me. 

With want.

With rage.

With need.

I felt it surging in me and the whole of the world spinning. I felt like I needed to say something—I felt like I needed her—I felt like I needed my mother, even if it was in that way—I felt like it wasn’t fair.

Why did it have to be this way?

Why did it have to be my mother—why couldn’t I have fallen in love with anyone else—and the real question that sent me into hysterical fury—why couldn’t we do this with each other—why couldn’t my dream be real—why couldn’t she be the one—

“I wanted—” I said, stronger than I expected, my head leaning forward, my mom suddenly stilling and listening.

“I wanted,” I said, a struggle, my breath in stitches, my whole face red, my heart screaming out—“I wanted—you—to—I wanted you to be the one—I wanted you to have a son—with me,” I finally said, I finally finished, I finally admitted.

Mom’s face—it didn’t quite fall. 

But there was seriousness in her stare.

“My dream,” I said, agonized. 

“I had that dream. The night you came. To my room. In that dream, I—you offered me. You said you would, if I wanted, if I was struggling to find anyone or if there was any doubt—you said you would let me. With you. You said that you would let me impregnate you, even, that you’d do whatever it took, whatever it took to make me happy. And it would—mom—I want it—I want you.”

My mother was shocked.

Her mouth was open and her eyes were clear and I could see the frozen shock in her face that told me that she didn’t think that I wanted it. Not this badly.

I had to ask her.

“Mom,” I struggled. “Would you? If I begged you, would you?”

My mother took a step back.

She was shaking.

“That’s—you’re asking a very, very dangerous question, Julian,” she said, her voice a tremor.

“If I wanted it, if I asked, if it would make me happy,” I said, I demanded, “would you? I need to know.”

I was shaking.

I didn’t know why my mother was shaking.

Her mouth opened as she tried to collect herself. It opened and closed and she looked out to the ocean and back at me and then up, over the cliffs, at me, at my body, at my shaking, trembling frame.

And then she collected herself.

She took a deep breath and with eyes like pools, with words that spoke of firmness and silk and with the power and control, everything she had, she said to me, “Julian...”

I held my breath.

“Julian... if you asked me... for anything...” she said, her voice so soft I could barely hear it. 

“I would give it to you.”

“I want—” I stammered, unable to hold back. “I want you tonight.”

My mother nodded at me. I could see, even in the dark, that there was color in her face. “You know what it would mean, Julian.”

“I know.”

“Julian, you need to think about this.”

“I don’t—” I raged.

“You do.”

“Then—” I struggled. 

“Julian,” mom said calmly.

Her hand lifted to my chest.

And settled on my core.

Her fingers were warm and her gaze was soft.

“Let me give you what I gave you that night.”

I was panting, I was shaking—I had asked for the unthinkable, I know, and—

“What?”

“Julian, let me show you what I did for you that night, the night you turned eighteen. Let me use my mouth. Let me show you how much I love you,” mom whispered to me, in the dark, the dark blue of the sky and the ocean and the glow of white flowers in her dress so ethereal and beautiful. The gentle look in her face and the love that was coming from her so overwhelming. “I—I know it’s not what you asked for. I know what you’re asking for. And I would give it to you right now—I’d let you fuck me right now if—”

I stepped forward, unable to stop myself—

And took my mom into my arms, and kissed her.

“But—I’d—” she gasped around me—her mouth was hot—her lips were wet and her face was warm and my mother’s body felt so wonderful in my hands—“you know—you know you’d regret it—”

“No—” I moaned into her—

Her arms circled around me, and her face went to the side and her lips kissed my cheek, my jaw—soft and unlike anything I’d ever experienced, no girl or woman had ever kissed me so gently and with such love, until her lips were by my ears. “I know better, Julian. And I only want you to be happy. So let me make you happy, this way.”

I felt her hand go down my back.

I felt her body drawing down.

I staggered. I stepped back and felt the hard, jagged wall behind me. I felt the stone, porous, sharp. 

I felt my mother’s fingers drifting down my front.

And then I saw her hands go to either side of her shoulders.

And one at a time.

One slow movement at a time.

Her hands took off the straps of her dress. Pulled them down her arms. My mother’s hair fluttered in the breeze and her eyes glimmered in the mellow, low light, just enough of it from the houses high up and the stars and the moon that I could see her clear as day, see her pale skin suddenly revealing.

My mother was taking her dress down for me.

And her soft breasts were suddenly appearing for me, hanging low, and beautiful, nipples like jewels.

Her dark hair, her pale face, her eyes looking up as her fingers went to my waistband.

“I love you, Julian,” she said, languid.

“I love you too.”

“I said I would do anything for you if you asked for it, and I would. But you know—you know that I know better, don’t you?” Her face was so kind.

And my button was undone.

And my cock throbbed, against her fingertips, and as the zipper went down, and my cock sprung forward, my mother kept talking to me, talking to me like I was a child, telling me with sense and love. “I know what would make you happy. I know it better than you do, Julian. And I know you don’t want to regret this, and I know you want me to see you as a man—”

My cock pulled free.

And her hand lifted, adjacent to it, her palm inches from its length, the head pulsing upward toward her mouth as she whispered to me.

“I already do. But I also know—”

Her hand closed around it and her palm was hot and I gasped as she moved it, slowly—my mother—

“I know you better than you know yourself.”

She looked down at my cock.

And then leaned forward.

And kissed it.

Once.

One slow, smooth, gentle kiss.

One languid, slick kiss. 

Her eyes closed and I gasped as her lips parted just enough to let just the tip into her mouth—and she kissed it—sucked—

And pulled back.

“Julian, do you trust me?”

“Yes,” I said, everything in me shaking.

“Then if you want me,” she said quietly, “I’ll need you to do everything I say. Because it’s not that I don’t want to give you everything you want—” she leaned forward again.

And kissed the head of my cock again, and then opened her mouth, and slid her mouth forward as her eyes looked up and into mine—

And the heat and the warmth of her mouth sealing over me, it was ecstasy—I could only moan and push my hips forward, afraid that if I were to even touch her, that if I were to reach down, to take her breasts in my hands, to stroke her hair—that it would all end—

She pulled back, a slow suck that pulled away and left drool dripping from her lips.

“It’s that I do. I do want to give you everything you want. But you know that you’re—you’re still young, and compared to me, you don’t know how to do it in a way that you won’t regret—I need us to—to control ourselves—”

She lid her mouth forward and sucked me in again, a slurp that took my cock down into her mouth—and I felt her tongue, her tongue sliding—

She pulled back. More drool, shining, her eyes glittering with adoration. Her mouth was so beautiful.

“Julian, if you trust me, you’ll follow my lead.”

Her mouth opened and her eyes closed and she took my cock in and then sucked me, lovingly, slowly, her mouth slipping in a warm and gentle embrace over the shaft of my cock, her face slipping forward, her grip on the base of my cock moving slow.

She opened her mouth.

With my cock still within.

And she licked me.

From the base.

Sliding up.

Hot, her tongue wide, her eyes looking up at me and my whole body unable to keep from vibrating in need and surrender. My balls pulsed and my cock surged, throbbed over her tongue.

“I want to be in control, of all of it, Julian,” she said between kisses on my cock. “If I lose control, I don’t know what will happen. It’s a fine line, but I’m willing to walk it if—if you’ll try too—"

There was something in her eyes that told me that this fine line was even finer than she let on.

I nodded.

What else could I do?

“I want to be the one who says when. I want to be the one that decides.”

I noticed her voice was shaking.

I nodded again, desperate for my mother to take me into her mouth again, desperate to feel what I had missed when I had turned eighteen—

“Julian.”

“Y-yes—”

“Do you trust me?”

I stared into her gorgeous eyes.

And saw the reflection of the stars.

“Yes.”

Mom gave me a pretty smile.

My cock throbbed next to her lips.

Her words were like silk. And desperate unlike anything I’d ever heard.

“I’m going to make you so happy.”

And then she moved her face down. And took my cock into her mouth again—and this time—she moved quickly. Her lips made a perfect suction over my shaft, the sound of wetness and spit rose from below me, as my mother blew me, as my mom sucked my cock with skill and desperation—I could hear her moaning. 

I could see her eyes closed, her eyebrows furrowed as she tasted me with an eagerness that approximated pain, and she sucked me, eyes closed and her eyebrows furrowed, while my knees buckled beneath me and I tried to stay upright, tried to use the rock wall behind me to stay standing. 

Mom moved aggressively. Her face fucked on my cock. 

“Holy—fuck—” I could barely breathe. 

Mom opened her eyes, looked up at me. Her lips were shining with spit. My cock drew in and out of her mouth, and she was panting, through her nose, working with effort to please her son.

She pulled off. “Do you remember it at all, Julian?” She gasped as her hand wrapped around my cock, her spit like lube as she slid her hand over it. “Do you remember anything from that night?’

“No—” I groaned.

“You sounded so good when I sucked you,” she whimpered. “I was so happy when you were getting close—and you’ll tell me when you’re getting close again, won’t you?”

“Yes—god—of course—” I said, as her mouth closed over the head of my cock and she made swirls with her tongue, before her head lunged down again, and I felt the softness of her mouth giving way to the steely hardness of my cock. Her hand moved beneath it, holding it, holding me up as she fucked her mouth. 

She drew back, gasping for air, saliva dripping down—I couldn’t believe what I was seeing—my beautiful, proper mother, prim and collected and who never let a crumb so much as rest on her lips, who dabbed with a napkin if there was even a drop of anything that escaped her food, who was always so collected and sure—looking up at me from her knees, her eyes wild and desperate, her mouth open and her tongue out as she licked on me, as her mouth closed over and my cock slid in and out from between her lips, as she moaned, and as drool cascaded down her chin, down, shining and dripping onto her breasts. 

“God—I can’t wait to taste—do you like it?” she pleaded with me from her knees, my cock slipping over her palm as she jerked it next to her face.

“Yes—oh god—”

She moved up closer to me.

I could tell that she wasn’t as in control as she thought.

And that her speech before we started was starting to crack in her head.

Her pumping hand was against her chest, the head of my cock rubbing against her neck, her breasts just below, a flush gone through all of her—mom looked down only with her eyes and frantically pushed her chest forward, so that the head of my cock slid over the top of her breasts—and she looked up at me. 

“You’re—you’re bigger than you were at eighteen,” she whined.

Her mouth was open as she panted, as her hand moved and as her breasts jiggled underneath her hand. The head of my cock dripped precum—onto her chest—over the soft flesh at the top of her breasts.

“I’m—I was thinking I’d only blow you but—” Mom was speaking quickly—I was getting washed away by the pleasure just from her hand but the instead she said, ‘but’, I felt everything in my body activate, I suddenly reached down and put my hands under her arms, pulled her up, until we were both standing. I was desperate—and I knew—that as she was losing control that this was my chance—my heart was pounding, breaking through my chest. My mom’s form pushed against me, and me against the rock, and her breasts were soft against my shirt—her hands were trying to tear it off, buttons opening under trembling fingers.

Until her nipples, her breasts, made contact with my bare skin.

And my mother leaned up and her mouth, wet with saliva connected with mine and I could only drink her in, mom was moaning over my mouth—we were out of control, completely without it, our bodies devolving into animal instincts that grabbed at each other and squeezed, her nails going over me—

“Mom—” I moaned into her mouth as her tongue licked over my lips, my mother having gone wild, my mother who had been so stolid and sure and in control now frantic and kissing, desperate for contact with a man, desperate for me, and her hands down on my cock, wrapped around, fucking her hands on it while mine grabbed her dress, pulled it up—

My hands touched bare skin, bare thigh, slipped over lace panties that were black in the darkness but could have been any color against her pale, smooth skin—my fingers hooked into the band and I heard her—“Oh my god—”

“Mom—” I groaned into her ear—

“Julian—we’re—we’re going—it’s—”

“Please, mom,” I begged as my hand tugged her panties down to her thighs.

I felt the brush of her pubic hair against the back of my hand.

“I can’t stop, Julian—”

My hand went down and I felt her shift and her legs spreading just enough.

“Mom—I want—I want—”

“I want it too—"

My fingers went between her legs and felt the softness between them, felt the hair, trimmed and sculpted for her bikini, felt—

Soft skin.

Felt it divide—my mother’s lips—just a little slick—and within—

So blissfully wet.

“Oh my god—”

My fingers slipped up into molten heat.

Inside. 

My palm smoothed over her mound, the base of my fingers over her clit, and she was so wet that all I needed to do was rub and everything went so deliciously slick, and she whined, she whined pitifully in my ear, her voice breaking.

“Oh god—” My mom’s voice was in my ear and her arms were around my neck and her breath was shaking—

And I felt her give. Felt her juices so slick and her pussy so tight and I felt it give way so my fingers could enter her—could enter my mother—I heard her breath stopping in my ear and her body tensing in a way that suddenly rippled into a gasp of unadulterated pleasure—the scent of her rising—the wet, sexual scent of my mother—over my fingers—

“J—Julian—”

I couldn’t stop myself—I had her—I had her in my grasp—my fingers slid upward and curled and my mother was whimpering in my arms, her dress flowing around her waist, her panties rising because we hadn’t pulled them all the way down—

“Don’t stop—”

My fingers slicked up, and I drove them into her, rubbing inside with the pads of my fingers, her walls tight, one of her hands sliding down my front until she had a hand on my cock and we were feverish, moaning into each other’s mouths, touching, slipping, licking, looking into each other’s eyes—my mom’s eyes were hazy and lurid, and at the same time so urgent, her lips just barely parted, her breath shaking every time I stroked my fingers into her—I couldn’t believe I was fingering her—that I was touching inside of my mother, after all this time, all this struggle—her pleasured gasps sent a thrill through me unlike anything else.

And her hand pumped me and her breasts kept sliding against my chest—

“I don’t think I can stop—” she begged me.

“I can’t either—”

“What are we—god—what are we—” she said, pleading.

I could only rub inside of her, feel her juices multiplying and my hand covered with wetness and her whole body, vibrantly hot against me.

“Julian—Stop—”

I stopped moving.

Mom did too. 

All there was now, was our breathing, chaotic and frantic, our bodies still, my finger still inside of her, mom’s hand still holding my cock with a vice grip that made me pulse in her hand.

Mom let go.

She staggered back.

My fingers left her—slipped from inside of her and my mom stumbled, her hands going to her panties and pulling them up as she turned, as her hair flew in a mess, as she walked toward the water. “Oh god—” she whispered, as she stumbled. “Oh—oh—”

“Mom?” I said, heart throbbing. I pulled up my underwear, unable to believe we’d gone this far—unable to believe we’d stopped. My balls fucking hurt—my mom was so beautiful and it was—we were so fucking close—

Mom pulled her shoulder straps up as she made it into the water, not knowing where else to go. Her ankles disappeared, her shins, her knees, and when she made it up to her thighs. She stopped, gasping, her hands running up and down her body, turning, her eyes frantic and not focused on any particular thing. 

“Mom—I’m sorry—” I said.

She stopped. 

She looked up. 

And then stepped backward into the water.

The surf rose around her. 

My mother’s eyes kept staring at me. Not with accusation. Not with any sort of reproach. But there was a struggle in her. Something I couldn’t read, something that had to be so strong within her that it was leaking from her, something that drove her, to move, to fall backwards and for her arms to suddenly drop into a backstroke.

She looked up and into the sky and let the waves rock her for a moment while I came into the water. Up to my ankles.

“I’m coming back, just wait there,” I heard her say, upward, toward the sky. 

“Just wait for me.”

I obeyed.

And after a long moment, mom slowly straightened. She waded forward, toward me. Her arms pushed through the surf. Her feet made contact with the bottom.

And she stood.

The water clung to her as she came from the sea.

It made her dress conform to her body.

To every curve.

To every delicious, nude curve.

To the swell of her breasts. To the push of her nipples. To the way her hips swayed, now loose and sensual, her hair, stuck to the sides of her head and curled by her neck. 

That moment in the water had changed her.

Not just in her appearance. Not just in the way that her body was now revealed, only clothed in a layer of wetness and cotton, but in her gaze.

Something had transformed in her. Some secret resolution. Some secret decision.

She stepped onto the shore.

I could see that the white parts of her dress, the flowers, had gone fully translucent. 

I could see the exact curves of her breasts, the tone of her flesh underneath them.

I could see the darkness of her navel, the triangle of hair between her legs.

I could see one of her hands rising up to me and her fingers, cool and wet, settling on my chest. My pulse pounded in my ears.

“Lay on the sand,” she whispered.
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I walked back, mom’s fingers touching my chest, each step of hers and the gentle contact of her hand pushing me backward. I fell back. Sitting. Felt the sand under my fingers.

And it was all like a dream.

Mom stepped over me, her dress dripping, the curves of her legs in glorious soft lines.

I leaned back, onto my elbows, and my mom knelt, straddling me. She had to move slowly. She drew up the dress so it wouldn’t pull downward as she descended, and it slid up her legs, revealing her body covered with droplets of ocean water, until the dress was pulled up, set around her waist and then most of it behind her.

She nestled, resting herself on my throbbing cock, throbbing through my pants, pulsing against her panties.

Her weight sat gently on my hips.

I reached up and pulled her straps down again and my mother leaned forward as I pulled them down, and her breasts fell from them, hanging and full and beautiful, her nipples grazing over my chest, as her body ground down onto my hardness.

I felt a hand exploring my boxers.

I felt my mother’s hand working my cock free.

I felt the water, my mother’s dress soaking into my clothes and the salty water from her hair dropping onto my cheeks, and then I felt her breath, her lips—and she kissed me.

As she pulled my cock out.

And I could feel her hand moving around, feeling her pull her panties.

To the side.

The sound of the surf was a gentle rhythm.

I could look up past my mother’s face, and into the stars, could hear music so distantly. There was a breeze that carried it. The sky kept going upward and upward and upward, the darkness allowing the band of the milky way to be visible, and the far reach of space seemed to draw me upward and to fall into infinity.

And my mother moved down.

Her skin, cool and wet, slid against mine.

Her bare knees pressed at my sides.

I felt something hot.

And I heard my mother gasp and as she slipped down, I felt her—mounting over me, taking me in—to an explosion of warmth surrounding my cock, inside of her, the slip and glorious entrance that felt so hot, so slippery and slick and so wonderful—my mom made a crying gasp in my ear as I slid into her and as my hips drove upward and as our bodies came together.

Closer than we’d ever been. 

Her hands were on my shoulders and she pushed herself up and straightened, and her breasts pushed through the bottom edge of her hair and she rolled her hips forward and I felt the first stroke of her body, tight over my cock, the slow roll that my mother made as she felt my length stir inside of her, stroking inside her.

And then she rolled again. She bit down on her lower lip, her eyes closed and her hands exploring over my shoulders, my neck.

And she rolled again, as my hips pushed upward and stroked my cock somewhere deep inside—

And she rolled again,

And again, 

And faster.

And faster.

Until it was chaos.

I pulled her down and crushed her to me, my mother’s hips kept moving, her thighs undulating, knees pushing against the sand. I felt the wet fabric along her back, ran my fingers down, until I could feel the smooth flesh of her ass. I held her there, with one hand, pushed my fingers through her hair with the other, gripped her, moved her on me, and my mother, in my arms, cried out, whimpering, as we fucked on the beach, as we moved fast and without control or structure. No two strokes were the same, no movements were repeated.

We writhed, all heat, and sweat, and kissing, and tongue.

There was no room to think.

Only to feel.

Only to feel something surging in my heart that I’d never felt before—something that somehow seemed familiar but exploded in erotic wildness, sending shivers through me. It was the breaking of everything. It was the taboo—it was that we were breaking every rule and that she was fucking her son, that I was fucking my mother—

Her tongue ran over my lips, and her kisses went past me onto my cheeks, and our faces blurred against each other in a haze where neither of us could catch our breath in each other’s mouths.

My cock fucked her—mom was taking it frantically—and her hands gripped my shoulders and she fought to take my length—pressure was building fast—time was moving in ripples, stops and starts.

I rolled—in the sand.

My mother was suddenly under me and my thighs were under her legs, I had pulled myself up so that she was laying back but I was kneeling, and her torso was pulled slightly up, her legs circled around me.

I had control.

And I fucked her, made her breasts heave forward and back, while sand covered her arms, went into her hair—my mother arched back, trying to prop herself up on her elbows and to maneuver so that my cock could stroke her consistently—and then—I got us into a panicked rhythm.

It was like we were afraid that it would stop.

It was like if we were to slow, to say anything, that we’d reconsider—and no doubt, if either I or my mother took even a second to try and be rational we’d end it—but we were both far too frantic, too hot, my cock exploding with pleasure and her whole body on fire, her breaths heaving up, her pale skin flushed, her bunched up dress gathering more sand and the grains shining across her.

I could feel it building.

Mom was sweating—I don’t know how long we’d been doing it, it felt like forever, it felt like only a moment, but both of us were ragged, moving fast, the pleasure unbelievable and all the more incredible because of how forbidden it was. Her head was leaning back and I saw the beautiful smoothness, the elegant line of her throat.

And I threw myself forward.

And seized her in my teeth.

My mouth sealed over her neck and she gasped, her hand digging into my hair and trying to grab it—our new position more intimate, mom fully on her back and me trying to fuck downward, the sopping, delicious hot wet of my thrusting between us audible over the surf, her whimpers at each full push that sent my cock deep inside.

I could feel it throbbing—building—

Mom was loosening in her body—I knew that it was happening—she was going to orgasm, her whimpers had changed into full throated sobs as her son fucked her with all the pent-up rage of a young man who’d been denied for almost ten years—

I could feel it flexing, deep within—I could feel my balls pulsing—it was going to happen.

I didn’t know if I could hold myself back from cumming inside, but I remembered—she wanted me to tell her—

“Mom—” I groaned— “Delilah—”

“I want it inside—but—” she moaned, almost mourning, before kissing me hard next to my ear, and then whispering an order to me. “Stop so I can swallow it again—please, Julian—”

It took me five strokes to stop.

Five slowing strokes, each one more difficult to pull back than the other.

Each stroke pulling me so dangerously close, throbbing so hard, I could only flex my cock has hard as I could, could only groan, growl like an animal, fighting my body to keep from releasing into my mother’s womb—

And on the fifth, it stopped, and my mother pulled back, and—my cock heavily pulled from inside of her, slow, drawing, the both of us shuddering in a mix of relief and want—our juices clinging from the tip of my cock to her gaped entrance.

I leaned back. 

My mother propped herself up on her elbows, red-faced, gasping.

And she pulled herself up, not wasting time.

I was on my knees, kneeling, and my mother moved to all fours, opened her beautiful mouth, sand coming off the back of her hair, her body decorated with the glittering silicate, her form lithe and beautiful, and then—her mouth took me in, her mouth swallowed down on all her wetness and she moaned like I had struck her, like I was hurting her, but all it was, was that she was tasting herself and the dripping precum that I had fed into her body, and she sucked, her mouth bathing my cock with hot saliva, her tongue working over me and making my body buckle.

She moved so intently, with so much eagerness, with so much need to make me cum that she pushed me back, and I fell, onto my back, my head landing in the edge of a wave, the water hitting the back of my hair and her crawling forward, her mouth sucking down and her hand circling the base and pumping—hot—her mouth was so hot and wet and her eyes looked at me and told me that now—now I could do it—now I could cum—

And I came.

My cock filled with this pressure—throbbing between her lips—my balls ached and then pulled back and then fired—and like a boiling rise, my semen suddenly erupted upward and into her mouth—my mother made a startled whimper, her eyes closing but her face still moving, and my cock pulsed, and a flood of cum shot upward while I dug my hands into the sand and groaned unlike anything I’d ever done before—and my mother whimpered and cried with joy as a sticky flood of hot cum poured into her mouth.

My mother, my mom, my elegant, sweet mom, swallowed.

And swallowed.

And pumped, as my cock pushed up into her mouth, her willing, waiting mouth, as she tried desperately to keep her mouth fitted over my cock, but even then, cum started to fall from around her lips. I could hear her slurping, trying to take it all on her tongue, I could hear her desperately trying to drink it all down, and the relief in her voice as she tasted me, the flush in her face as this fulfilled what she wanted, on a deeper level than I could understand.

My cock kept throbbing and she didn’t stop.

The sensitivity of my cock only grew.

And my cock kept pulsing, my balls still forcing cum upward, the throbbing getting harder and stronger and going until there was nothing left—my mom kept sucking and kissing and drinking my cum, until the throbbing slowed.

And stopped.

And so did she.

Her eyes opened.

And she looked at me, my cock still inside and making one last, drained, useless pulse over her tongue.

Her eyes were warm and in love.

And then her mouth opened.

And as she drew upward, my semen poured from her lips.

Gasping, it dripped down her chin.

Some of it fell onto my cock, my hips. 

She sat up, went to her side, tried to keep steady, but she was shaking. And my cum dripped down, onto her breasts, whatever she hadn’t managed to swallow was falling, like pearls, like the pearls in her ears, onto her breasts, decorating them with subtle white.

She gasped for air.

As did I. I drew a leg up and tried to prop myself up on my elbows again.

And we lay there, in the sand, under the stars, our lungs burning, our faces hot. Watching each other.
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Mom moved first. Her breath slowed. And I saw her gently try to wipe her mouth with the back of her arm. There was sand on her, so she moved to her palm, but there was sand there too. She staggered up, trying to find some place, something she could wipe it away with, until she settled for wading again, into the water.

I watched her from the beach. My cock was still out, but it had softened somewhat, was drooling semen down onto my boxers and I was stunned senseless.

We’d done it.

I’d loved her.

My mother and I—made love.

Mom went in as deep as her knees, and then washed off her hands, and brought the ocean to her lips, carefully washing away what I’d left on her. She glanced up at me, her eyes twinkling. After a moment, she stood straight. And lifted a hand toward me, elegant, and composed.

“Come in,” she said, over the sound of the waves. “The water’s warm.”

I got up. I carefully zipped up my pants. Tried uselessly to adjust myself before wading in.

The moon reflected down on us. The boats were distant and their lights gleamed. 

Mom turned as I took her hand. And she looked out into the ocean.

And we stood there.

The waves kept rising and falling, soaking our legs. We were breathing slow and calm now, together.

“I want us to go to Paris, next,” mom said, still not looking at me. “There’s... there’s a lot I want to show you.”

“Alright,” I said. How could I argue with her?

“Do you hate me?” Mom turned to look at me.

And I to her. She looked worried. And guilty. I could see that she felt that this was her fault, if it could be a fault.

“No,” I said. “Of course not. I love you, mom.”

She softened.

Mom looked out toward the water again. Her hair glittered with specks of sand. 

I felt her hand squeeze mine.

“I love you more than anything in the world, Julian,” she said quietly. 

Music in the distance.

Something like samba.

She squeezed my hand again. Her tone was low. And calm. 

“I don’t know how else to say this to you. But I’m desperate. I’m desperate to give you what you asked for. Even that. If it’s what you want.”

Music in waves, water around us.

The surf sparkled onto our enclosed hands.

––––––––
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What did you think?

If you liked it enough to see more, please visit my author page and leave a quick review on everything you’ve read and enjoyed. 

You can also get a free copy of, “Happy Birthday, Love Mom,” which is an exclusive story that I don’t offer anywhere on the internet except for people who sign up for publishing alerts from my personal email. 

All of your support helps in my journey to publish the best possible porn out there. If you’re interested in something different or would like to commission a story, just send me an email at fakeflowerstories@gmail.com

Thank you for reading,

Fake Flower
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