
        
            
                
            
        

    
	CHAPTER 1

	

	The drive from the airport took about forty minutes, and Mason spent most of it trying not to stare at his aunt.

	He hadn't seen Valerie in maybe three years, not since that Thanksgiving where she'd shown up late with wine-stained lips and a dress that made his mother purse her own lips in that tight disapproving way she had. He remembered being eighteen then, freshly aware of women in that desperate teenage way, and thinking his aunt was something else entirely. But that was a passing thought, the kind you bury and don't examine.

	Now he was twenty one and she'd picked him up at arrivals wearing cutoff denim shorts and a white tank top that was just sheer enough to make the question of whether she was wearing a bra an actual question. Her dark hair was longer than he remembered, past her shoulders, and she had these oversized sunglasses pushed up on her head like she'd just stepped out of some movie about hot women doing hot things in coastal towns.

	"God, look at you," she'd said when she saw him, pulling him into a hug that lasted a beat too long. She smelled like coconut and something warm underneath it. "When did you get so grown up? Your mom didn't tell me she was sending me a man."

	"Hey Aunt Val," he'd managed, very aware of her chest pressing against him.

	She'd swatted his arm. "Don't Aunt Val me. Makes me sound ancient. Just Val, or Valerie if you're feeling formal." She grabbed one of his bags before he could protest and walked ahead of him toward the parking lot, and that was the first time he noticed the way her shorts fit her from behind. The frayed edges sat right at that crease where her ass met her thighs and he caught himself looking and forced his eyes to the concrete.

	Three years had changed things. Or maybe he'd changed. She was thirty eight, his mother's younger sister, and she carried it like a weapon she knew how to use.

	Now in the car, her hand rested on the gear shift between them and she drove with casual confidence, one wrist draped over the steering wheel. The windows were down and her hair was whipping around and she kept glancing over at him with this little smile.

	"So your mom finally cut the cord huh?"

	"She wasn't thrilled about it," Mason said. "She wanted me to do an internship this summer."

	"Of course she did. Lisa's been scheduling fun out of her life since we were teenagers." Valerie laughed and it was this throaty sound that did something to the base of his spine. "Well you're with me now and I don't do schedules. I do whatever feels good."

	She said it casually but her eyes flicked to him when she said it and held there a second too long for the road ahead.

	Her house was a bungalow style place about a mile from the beach, white with blue shutters and a wraparound porch that had a hammock on it. Inside was bright and airy, lots of open space, artwork on the walls that ranged from tasteful to borderline provocative. There was a painting in the hallway of a woman arching backward, nude from the waist up, her face tilted toward something unseen. Mason stared at it for a moment too long.

	"Like that one?" Valerie was behind him, close enough that he could feel warmth radiating off her skin. "A friend of mine painted it. She used me as the model."

	Mason's brain short circuited for a second. He looked at the painting again with new eyes, the curve of the spine, the shape of the breasts, and felt heat crawl up his neck.

	"It's... it's really good," he said, which was possibly the stupidest thing he'd ever said.

	Valerie laughed again, that same low warm sound. "You're cute when you're flustered. Come on, I'll show you your room."

	His room was at the end of the hall, small but comfortable, with a queen bed and windows that let in the late afternoon sun. Her room, she mentioned as they passed it, was directly across the hall. "So if you need anything at night," she said, leaning against his doorframe with her arms crossed in a way that pressed her breasts together, "I'm right there."

	"Thanks," Mason said to his suitcase.

	She left him to unpack and he sat on the bed and pressed his palms against his eyes and told himself to get it together. She was his aunt. His mother's sister. The flirting, if you could even call it that, was just her personality. Valerie had always been the wild one, the one his mother talked about with that mixture of disapproval and something that might have been envy. She flirted with everyone. It didn't mean anything.

	He almost believed it.

	Dinner was grilled fish and salad and a bottle of white wine that Valerie poured generously. They ate on the back porch with the sound of the ocean somewhere in the darkness beyond the trees and she asked him about school, about his life, about girls, and that last topic was where things started to shift.

	"So is there anyone? Girlfriend, hookup buddy, whatever you kids call it now?"

	"Not really. There was someone last semester but it didn't work out."

	"Mmm." Valerie sipped her wine and studied him over the rim. "Why not?"

	"I don't know. She said I was too... she said I was boring in bed. Her exact words actually."

	He didn't know why he told her that. The wine maybe. Or the way the darkness and the sound of the waves made everything feel confessional. Valerie's eyebrows went up and she set her glass down.

	"Boring? You?"

	"Yeah. I mean, I don't think I am but she seemed pretty sure about it."

	"Hmm." Valerie leaned back in her chair and crossed her legs and the movement made her shorts ride up even further. "Well in my experience, when a girl says a guy is boring in bed, it usually means one of two things. Either he's selfish and doesn't pay attention to what she needs. Or she's too uptight to tell him what she wants and blames him for not being a mind reader." She paused. "Which one do you think it was?"

	"Honestly? Probably a little of both."

	Valerie smiled at that, a real one, not the teasing kind. "Points for honesty. Most guys your age would just say she was a bitch."

	"She wasn't a bitch. She just wanted something I didn't know how to give her."

	The words hung there between them and Valerie was looking at him with an expression he couldn't quite decode. Something soft and predatory at the same time, like a cat deciding whether to play with what it caught.

	"You know what your problem is, Mason? You've been learning from girls. What you need is a woman."

	She said it lightly enough that it could pass for a joke. But her eyes didn't look like they were joking and neither did the way her tongue touched her bottom lip after she said it, quick and unconscious, or maybe very conscious.

	"I'll keep that in mind," he said, and his voice came out rougher than he intended.

	They finished the wine and Valerie declared she was going for a swim. "The pool's heated," she said. "Come if you want." And she disappeared inside and he sat there listening to his own heartbeat for a while before he went to change into his trunks.

	When he got out to the pool she was already in the water and his trunks situation suddenly felt irrelevant because she wasn't wearing anything. He could see the shape of her beneath the surface, the pool lights turning her body into something luminous and shifting, her breasts floating slightly, the dark triangle between her legs visible and then not as she moved.

	"I should have mentioned I don't really do swimsuits," she said, not even slightly apologetic. "Hope that doesn't make you uncomfortable."

	Mason stood at the pool's edge like an idiot. His cock was already responding to the sight of her and he was wearing thin swim trunks that would hide absolutely nothing once he got in the water. Or out of it.

	"It doesn't," he lied.

	"Then get in. Water's perfect."

	He got in. The warm water enveloped him and he stayed near the far end, keeping distance, keeping some semblance of sanity intact. Valerie swam toward him with easy strokes and surfaced a few feet away, pushing her wet hair back with both hands and the movement lifted her breasts out of the water completely, nipples dark and hard from the night air.

	"Relax," she said. "It's just skin. Nothing to be afraid of."

	"I'm not afraid."

	"No?" She drifted closer. Close enough that he could see the water droplets on her collarbone, the way they trailed down between her breasts. "You look a little afraid."

	"I'm just... processing."

	Valerie laughed and it echoed off the water. "Processing. God you really are Lisa's son." She was close now, treading water right in front of him, and her knee brushed his thigh under the surface. "Your mother used to process everything too. Never just let herself feel anything without running it through that filter in her head first."

	"Maybe that's not the worst thing."

	"Maybe." Valerie's hand found his shoulder under the water, steadying herself, and her fingers were warm and her grip was firm. "Or maybe it's exactly why she's miserable and I'm not."

	They stayed like that for a moment, her hand on his shoulder, her face close to his, water lapping between their bodies. He could feel the heat of her even through the warm water, like she ran hotter than everything around her. Her eyes dropped to his mouth and stayed there.

	Then she pushed off his shoulder and floated backward with a grin. "Come on, I'll make us another drink."

	She climbed out of the pool without a towel, without hurrying, without any attempt to cover herself. Water streamed down her body and he watched every second of it because he couldn't not watch. The curve of her waist into her hips, the roundness of her ass, the way she walked like she knew exactly what she was doing to him.

	She looked over her shoulder. "Coming?"

	He waited until his erection was slightly less obvious and then climbed out after her.

	The next morning Mason woke up hard and disoriented with fragments of a dream about Valerie still clinging to his brain. In the dream she'd been in the pool again but this time she'd swum right up to him and wrapped her legs around his waist and whispered something he couldn't remember but it made him groan in his sleep.

	He was lying there staring at the ceiling trying to will his erection away when his door opened.

	No knock. Just the sound of the handle turning and then Valerie was standing in his doorway wearing an oversized t-shirt that came to mid thigh and very obviously nothing else. Her hair was messy from sleep and she had a coffee mug in each hand.

	"Morning sunshine," she said, and walked right in and sat on the edge of his bed.

	Mason grabbed the sheet and made sure it was covering his lap. "Morning."

	"Sleep well?"

	"Yeah. Fine."

	"Mmhmm." She handed him a mug and her eyes drifted down to where the sheet was tented over his lap and she didn't even pretend not to notice. "Looks like you slept really well."

	"Val..."

	"What? It's morning. It happens." She sipped her coffee with this barely contained smirk. "Should I leave so you can take care of that? Or..." She let the word hang there, loaded with possibility.

	"Or what?" He heard himself say it and immediately wanted to take it back. Or not take it back. He didn't know.

	Valerie tilted her head and looked at him the way she'd looked at him in the pool. Appraising. Hungry. "Or I could help."

	The air in the room changed. Everything went very still and very loud at the same time, his heartbeat hammering in his ears, and he thought about all the reasons this was insane. She was his aunt. His mother's sister. This was the kind of thing that ruined families, that people went to therapy for, that you saw on trashy talk shows and thought who does that.

	But she was sitting on his bed with her thigh almost touching his leg and her t-shirt had ridden up enough that he could see the beginning of the curve of her ass and she was looking at him like she'd been thinking about this since the airport.

	"We shouldn't," he said, but it came out like a question.

	"Probably not." Valerie set her coffee on the nightstand and shifted closer. Her hand came to rest on his thigh over the sheet, high up, close enough that her pinky was almost touching his cock. "But I've never been great at doing what I should."

	Her hand moved. Just slightly, just enough that her fingers grazed the shape of him through the sheet and he sucked in a breath that he felt all the way down to his toes. She watched his face while she did it, reading every reaction, and her lips parted slightly.

	"Tell me to stop," she said. Her fingers wrapped around him through the cotton, feeling his size, and her eyebrows lifted. "Oh. Well. Your ex was definitely the problem, not you."

	"Val, this is..."

	"Shh." She pulled the sheet down slowly, like unwrapping something, and his cock sprang free, hard and flushed and straining toward her. She looked at it with open appreciation, her tongue wetting her lips. "God, Mason. That's a beautiful cock."

	Her hand closed around him, skin to skin now, and the contact sent a jolt through him that made his hips buck involuntarily. Her palm was warm and her grip was perfect, firm but not too tight, and she stroked him slowly from base to tip, twisting slightly at the head the way no girl his age had ever figured out.

	"There you go," she murmured. "Just relax. Let me take care of you."

	"Fuck," he breathed, and his head fell back against the pillow.

	"That's more like it." She stroked him with this maddening rhythm, slow and deliberate, thumbing over the tip where he was already leaking pre-cum. She used it to slick her hand and the wet sound of her stroking him filled the quiet room. "You know how long I've been thinking about this? Since Thanksgiving three years ago. You were eighteen and you kept staring at my tits when you thought nobody was looking."

	"I didn't..."

	"You did. And I liked it." She squeezed him and he groaned. "I went home that night and touched myself thinking about my nephew's eyes on my body. How fucked up is that?"

	"Pretty fucked up," he managed, and she laughed, this breathless delighted sound.

	"Yeah well. Welcome to my world." She shifted on the bed and swung one leg over so she was straddling his thighs, her t-shirt riding up to reveal that she was bare underneath, and he could see her pussy, smooth and glistening. She was wet. Already wet, just from touching him.

	"I want to taste you," she said, and before he could respond she slid backward down his body and lowered her head and took him into her mouth.

	The sound he made wasn't dignified. It was somewhere between a moan and a whimper and he didn't care because her mouth was hot and wet and she took him deep on the first stroke, no hesitation, no tentative licking, just swallowed him like she'd been starving for it. Her tongue did something against the underside of his shaft that made his vision blur and she hummed around him, this satisfied vibration that traveled through his entire cock.

	"Oh my god," he panted. "Oh fuck, Val..."

	She pulled off with a wet pop and looked up at him, her lips shining. "That's it baby. Say my name."

	She went back down, taking him deeper this time, and he felt the head of his cock nudge the back of her throat and she didn't gag, just relaxed and swallowed around him and he nearly lost it right there. His hand went to her hair without thinking, fisting in the dark strands, and she moaned encouragingly.

	She sucked him like she had a PhD in it. There was no other way to describe it. Every movement was deliberate, every flick of her tongue was calculated to drive him out of his mind, and she kept this rhythm going that built and built and built. She'd bring him right to the edge and then slow down, grip the base of his cock and squeeze gently, let him throb and ache and need, and then do it again.

	"Please," he heard himself beg. "Val, please..."

	She pulled off again and crawled up his body, her t-shirt bunching around her waist. She gripped his cock and positioned herself over him and he could feel the slick heat of her against his tip.

	"Please what?" she whispered, her face inches from his. "Tell me what you want."

	"I want to be inside you. Please, I want..."

	"Want to fuck your aunt?" She said it right against his lips, obscene and tender at the same time. "Want to put this big cock inside your aunt's pussy?"

	"Yes. God, yes."

	She sank down onto him and they both made sounds that would have been embarrassing in any other context. She was tight and soaking wet and scorching hot inside, and her walls gripped him as she took him inch by inch until he was buried completely. She sat there for a moment, impaled on him, her eyes half closed and her mouth open.

	"Fuck you're big," she breathed. "Stretching me out so good baby."

	Then she started to move. She rode him with the same confidence she did everything else, rolling her hips in this fluid motion that made his eyes roll back. Her t-shirt was still on but he could see her breasts bouncing underneath it and he grabbed the hem and pulled it up and over her head and then there she was, his aunt Valerie, naked and riding his cock in the morning light, and she was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen.

	Her tits were perfect, full and round with dark nipples that were so hard they looked almost painful. He cupped them in his hands and she arched into his touch and ground down harder on him.

	"Yes, touch me," she gasped. "Squeeze my nipples. Harder... yeah, like that, fuck..."

	She was bouncing on him now, really riding him, and the wet slapping sound of their bodies meeting filled the room along with her moans which were getting louder, less controlled. He thrust up to meet her, grabbing her hips, pulling her down onto him with each stroke.

	"You feel so fucking good inside me," she panted, bracing her hands on his chest. "Better than I imagined. All those nights I fucked myself thinking about you and it's so much better than... oh god, right there, don't stop..."

	He was hitting something deep inside her that made her whole body shake and he kept that angle, driving up into her, watching her face contort with pleasure. She was close, he could feel it in the way her pussy was clenching around him in these rhythmic pulses.

	"I'm gonna come," she moaned. "Mason, I'm gonna come on your cock, fuck, fuck, FUCK..."

	She came hard, her back arching, her nails digging into his chest, her pussy squeezing him so tight he thought he'd die. She shuddered and writhed on top of him and he watched every second of it, this gorgeous woman coming undone because of him.

	Before she'd even finished he flipped her. Some instinct took over and suddenly she was on her back and he was on top of her and still inside her and her eyes went wide with surprise and then dark with lust.

	"Oh," she breathed. "There he is."

	He fucked her. Really fucked her, not the careful restrained movements of a boy trying not to disappoint, but deep hard strokes that made the headboard knock against the wall. She wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him deeper and her moans turned into something rawer, needier.

	"Yes yes yes don't stop, god you fuck me so good, harder baby, give it to me harder..."

	He hooked one of her legs over his shoulder and the new angle made her scream, actually scream, and he could feel her coming again, her pussy fluttering and gripping and it was too much.

	"I'm gonna come," he groaned. "Val, I need to..."

	"Inside me," she gasped. "Come inside me, I want to feel it, give me every drop..."

	He came so hard his vision went white. He buried himself to the hilt and erupted inside her, pulse after pulse, filling her up while she moaned and clenched around him and milked him dry. It lasted what felt like a full minute, this overwhelming consuming release that left him hollowed out and trembling.

	He collapsed on top of her and she held him, her fingers running through his sweat dampened hair, her heartbeat hammering against his chest. They lay there tangled together, breathing hard, his softening cock still inside her, and neither of them said anything for a long time.

	Finally she turned her head and kissed his temple. "So," she murmured against his skin. "Still think you're boring in bed?"

	He laughed, this shaky incredulous sound. "What just happened?"

	"What happened is that you just fucked your aunt senseless on day one of your vacation." She squeezed her internal muscles around him and he twitched inside her. "And we have the whole summer."

	She rolled him off her gently and stretched beside him, languid and satisfied like a cat in a sunbeam. He could see his cum glistening between her thighs and the sight of it, the reality of what they'd just done, hit him like a truck.

	"Hey." She turned his face toward her with one finger on his chin. "Don't do that. Don't go into your head."

	"It's kind of hard not to."

	"It really isn't." She kissed him, slow and deep, her tongue sliding against his, and he could taste coffee and something sweet. "This summer is about feeling, not thinking. Can you do that for me?"

	He looked at her, this impossible woman who was his mother's sister, who had just ridden him until he saw stars, who was now looking at him with warmth and want and not a single trace of regret.

	"Yeah," he said. "I can do that."

	"Good." She sat up and swung her legs off the bed, completely unself-conscious in her nakedness. His cum was trailing down her inner thigh and she swiped it with her finger and brought it to her mouth and sucked it clean while looking right at him.

	"Breakfast in twenty minutes," she said. "And Mason?"

	"Yeah?"

	She paused in the doorway, all dark hair and bare skin and that dangerous smile.

	"That was just the first lesson."

	Then she was gone, and he was alone with the wet spot on the sheets and the taste of her still on his lips and the absolute certainty that this summer was going to ruin him in the best possible way.

	

	

	


CHAPTER 2 

	SUMMER BLOOMS

	

	

	The first week bled into the second, and somewhere in between, Mason stopped counting days. But he couldn't get enough of his aunt.

	It wasn't a conscious decision, more like the way you stop noticing the sound of the ocean when you live near it. The strangeness of what they were doing just became the norm of his life. Wake up, coffee, fuck, breakfast, talk, swim, fuck again, dinner, wine, fuck again. Lather rinse repeat except the lathering sometimes happened together in the shower, and the repeating never got old.

	Mornings were Valerie's favorite. She told him that on maybe day four, lying next to him with his cum still wet on her stomach, tracing lazy patterns in it with her fingertip like she was writing something with it before putting it in her mouth to taste her nephew.

	"There's something about morning sex," she said. "Before your brain turns on and starts telling you all the reasons you shouldn't be doing what you're doing. Your body's just honest in the morning, you know?"

	Her body was honest at all hours from what he could tell, but mornings were different, she was right about that. She'd slip into his room at dawn, sometimes wearing silk, sometimes wearing nothing, and she'd pull the sheet down and take him in her mouth before he was fully conscious. Those first few seconds when he was surfacing from sleep, when her lips closed around him and her tongue started doing that slow drag from base to tip, it was like dreaming and being awake simultaneously. Every nerve ending raw and exposed, no defenses, no overthinking. Just her mouth, hot and wet, working him with this patient devotion that no girl his age had ever come close to.

	She'd keep it slow on those mornings. Lazy. Like she had nowhere to be and nothing to do except make him fall apart. Which was not true because she owned her own Interior Designing firm. She'd pull off and lick him like something she wanted to savor, long strokes with the flat of her tongue, circling the head, dipping into the slit where he was already leaking, and he'd fist his hands in the sheets and make sounds he didn't know he was capable of.

	"Morning," she'd say afterward, wiping her bottom lip with her thumb. Casual. Like she'd just handed him a cup of coffee.

	Other mornings he'd wake to find her already in bed beside him, her back pressed to his chest, his arm draped over her waist and his morning erection nestled against the curve of her ass. Those mornings turned into slow half-asleep sex, him pushing into her from behind while they both faced the window. She'd reach back and grip his hip, adjusting the angle, pulling him deeper, and whisper instructions to better his understanding of what sex could be.

	"Don't rush it... feel that? When you go slow like that I can feel every inch of you... right there, just stay right there and rock into me... god, that's perfect..."

	He learned more about pacing and patience from those mornings than from every fumbling hookup he'd had in college combined.

	But the thing that really got under his skin, the thing that kept him up some nights turning it over in his head, wasn't the sex. It was everything else.

	Because between the fuckings, they were just...well, just normal. He was her nephew, and she was his aunt, and they talked like it. Breakfast on the porch, eggs and toast, talking about the news. She asked about his classes, what he planned to do with his finance degree, whether he actually liked it or just chose it because his mother told him to. He asked about her work, the interior design clients who wanted everything to look like a Pinterest board. Mason had an internship and went thrice a week to the office. He played video games, Val did gardening.

	She told him stories about growing up with his mother. How Lisa was the good one, the straight A student, the rule follower, while Valerie smoked behind the gymnasium and snuck out at night and kissed boys she shouldn't have. "Well, not just kissed, but fucked," she said with a wink. How their parents held Lisa up as the standard and used Valerie as the cautionary tale.

	"Your mom and I were close once," she said one afternoon. They were on the porch, her feet in his lap, his thumbs working the arch of her foot while she drank iced tea and stared at the ocean. "Really close. Closer than most sisters."

	Something in her voice when she said it.

	"What happened?"

	"She got married. Decided to be respectable." Valerie pulled her sunglasses down and looked at him over the rims. "Respectability is a cage, Mason. People climb into it voluntarily and then act surprised when they can't get out."

	He wanted to ask more, but she redirected the conversation the way she always did when she got close to something she wasn't ready to share, she redirected it with her body. Pulled her feet from his lap and climbed into it instead, straddling him on the porch chair, and kissed him until he forgot the question.

	------------------

	"Get dressed," she said one Tuesday evening, leaning in his doorway in a black dress that made Mason do a double-take. "We're going out."

	"Out where?"

	"Into the world. Among people. I want to sit across a table from you in a restaurant and get wet thinking about what I'm going to do to you when we get home."

	So they went. She picked a place in town, candlelit, the kind of spot where couples leaned toward each other over small tables and shared dessert. The hostess seated them by the window without a second glance. Why would she? An attractive woman with a younger guy--nothing unusual about that--and Mason realized with a strange thrill that they were invisible. Hidden in plain sight. Nobody looking at them would ever guess.

	Valerie ordered wine and calamari and put her hand on his across the table and asked about a paper he'd written last semester, some analysis of emerging markets, and her eyes were genuinely interested and her questions were smart, and for twenty minutes they were just two people on a date. Mason loved how well read and educated she was. She could talk about any subject.

	Then her shoe came off under the table.

	Her bare foot traveled up his calf slowly, deliberately, while she maintained eye contact and kept talking about market volatility like her toes weren't currently pressing against his inner thigh. He shifted in his seat, and her foot found what it was looking for and pressed against the hardening length of him through his slacks.

	"You okay?" she asked, grinning innocently.

	"Fine."

	"You look tense." Her toes traced along him with devastating accuracy, and she picked up her wine glass and sipped it like nothing was happening. "Try the calamari, it's really good."

	She kept it up through the entire meal. By the time the check came, he was so hard it ached, and she knew it, and the little smile she wore told him she knew. She paid before he could reach for his wallet.

	"Oh dear, no. You don't pay when I am with you. You can pay for it later."

	Later turned out to be the parking lot. The car was parked in a dark corner, and she was in his lap before he could unbuckle his seatbelt, dress hiked up to her hips, no underwear because, of course not, and she was wet against him when she rubbed herself along his shaft.

	"I've been soaking since the appetizers," she breathed into his mouth. "Sitting across from you pretending you're not the best fuck I've had in years. It makes me insane."

	She reached between them and guided him in, and they fucked in the passenger seat, her moans filling the small space like music. Someone walked past the car at one point, footsteps on asphalt, and Valerie didn't slow down. If anything, she got louder.

	After that, the dates became routine. Twice a week at least. Different restaurants; a bar with live music where she pressed against him and swayed, and he was inside her thirty seconds after they got through her front door. Once in a movie theater, she unzipped him in the dark and stroked him through the second act with her eyes fixed on the screen like she was deeply invested in the plot while her hand twisted on the upstroke in a way she knew made his toes curl. She sucked him off to finish him and swallowed his cum.

	They walked on the boardwalk holding hands, and she'd stop and kiss him, full deep kisses with tongue, right there in front of people all around them. Nobody knew. That was the thing that turned him on almost as much as her body. The secret existing in broad daylight.

	"We could be anywhere," she said one night, walking home along the beach with her sandals in one hand and his arm around her waist. "We could run into someone and they'd just see a woman with her boyfriend. That's the beauty of it."

	"Is that what I am? Your boyfriend?"

	She stopped walking and turned to him, and the moonlight did something to her face that made her look ten years younger and ancient at the same time. "You're whatever you want to be, Mason."

	She kissed him again. and they fucked on the beach, her on top, sand in places sand shouldn't be, and neither of them cared.

	------------------

	The shower became his favorite place and their shared territory without either of them deciding it would be so.

	He was washing his hair one morning, eyes closed under the spray, and the glass door opened and her body pressed against his back. Wet skin on wet skin, her breasts slippery against his shoulder blades, her arms coming around his waist, and her hand finding his cock like it belonged there.

	"Room for two?"

	"You're already in."

	"So I am."

	The logistics of shower sex were trickier than he expected. Everything was slippery, the angles were awkward, and the water kept getting in someone's face. But neither cared. Val turned and braced her hands flat against the tile and arched her back and looked at him over her shoulder through the steam.

	"Don't overthink it. Just fuck me."

	He pushed into her, and the combination of hot water cascading over them and her pussy gripping him was sensory overload. He held her hips and thrust into her while steam billowed around them and she braced against the wall and pushed back to meet him. She reached between her legs with one hand and rubbed her clit in fast, tight circles while he fucked her.

	"Harder... god, right there, don't stop..."

	He grabbed her shoulder for leverage and drove into her until her moans echoed and her legs shook and she came with a sound that was something between a moan and a scream. He followed her over a minute later, pulling out and coming across the small of her back, watching it wash away in the spray.

	After that the shower was theirs. Some mornings it was sex, hard and fast against the wet tile. Other mornings it was just closeness--her washing his hair with her nails scratching gently against his scalp. Him soaping her back, running his hands over her body with a tenderness that felt almost more intimate than the fucking. Those quiet moments scared him more than the sex did because they felt like something beyond physical, something he didn't have a name for.

	One morning in the shower, she was pressed against his chest under the water, and he was holding her, and she said, very quietly, "I missed this."

	"Missed what?"

	"Having someone. Not just the sex. The... this." She pressed closer. "I haven't had this in a long time."

	He kissed the top of her head and didn't ask who she'd had it with before because something in her voice told him the answer was complicated.

	----------------------

	That night they'd been fucking for an hour or so, one of those marathon sessions that started as a quickie and kept restarting, and she'd just made him come for the second time and was doing her thing, kissing her way down his body in this slow, possessive way she had, mapping him like territory she was claiming. She moved past his cock, past his balls, and her hands pressed his thighs apart and up, and he propped himself on his elbows and looked down at her.

	"What are you..."

	"Shh."

	Her tongue touched him there, right against his hole, warm and wet and impossibly soft, and every thought in his head evaporated. Just gone. Replaced by this sensation that he had zero framework for, this deep radiating pleasure that started at the point of contact and spread outward through his entire pelvis like a shockwave.

	"Holy shit," he choked.

	She took that as encouragement. She licked him in slow, flat strokes, her tongue dragging over that sensitive ring of muscle, and then circled, and then pressed, and his hands twisted in the sheets so hard he heard something tear. Nobody had ever touched him there. He knew he wasn't gay. The vulnerability of it, the exposure, his legs spread and held up while his aunt worked her tongue against his ass--it should have been mortifying, and instead it was the most intense thing he'd ever felt.

	"Val... oh my god, that's..."

	She hummed against him, and the vibration traveled through places he didn't know could vibrate. Her hand came up and wrapped around his cock, stroking him in time with her tongue, and the dual sensation was so overwhelming that his eyes actually watered. Tears. From pleasure. He didn't know that was possible.

	She ate his ass with the same unhurried devotion she brought to her morning blowjobs, like she had all the time in the world and nowhere she'd rather be. She pressed her tongue inside him and stroked him faster, and he lasted maybe another minute before he came so hard his abs cramped, cum arcing up onto his chest and stomach while she licked him through every convulsion. Then, as an act of complete depravity, she licked his balls, his cock, and then licked everywhere his cum had fallen, swallowing every last drop.

	He lay there afterward staring at the ceiling.

	"What the fuck," he whispered.

	She crawled up beside him, chin propped on his chest, looking pleased with herself. "You're welcome."

	"I think you rewired my brain."

	"Good. It needed rewiring." She kissed his sternum. "You know what your generation's problem is? You think sex has a menu. Appetizer, main course, dessert, always in the same order. But the best meals are the ones where you throw the menu away."

	He laughed weakly. "Where did you... who taught you...?"

	"Someone I loved a long time ago," she said, and her voice had that weight again, that depth he couldn't see the bottom of. She didn't elaborate, and he didn't push.

	"Do you like this done on you?"

	"Yes. But you don't have to, if you don't want to."

	It was later that same night, tangled together in the afterglow, that things went somewhere new. They'd been lazily making out, his hand between her legs, fingers slipping through the mess of her, and she was rocking against his hand, and his finger slipped further back than he intended and pressed against her ass, and she gasped and pushed into it instead of pulling away.

	He looked at her.

	She bit her lip and nodded.

	"There's lube in the drawer."

	He got it, and she stayed on her back, legs pulled up, watching him with this expression that was half hunger and half trust. He slicked his fingers and circled her gently, the way she'd taught him without knowing she was teaching him, patient, attentive, and reading her body.

	"One first," she whispered.

	He pressed a finger inside her ass, and she exhaled slowly through her mouth, her eyes fluttering. She was tight, incredibly tight, and hot, and her body gripped his finger, and he moved it gently in and out, and she started making these sounds, low and guttural, nothing like her usual moans.

	"Another... slowly..."

	Two fingers, and she groaned, and her hand went to her clit, and she rubbed herself while he stretched her, scissoring gently, and she was so responsive, every movement of his fingers pulling a different sound from her. When she told him she was ready, her voice had gone rough and shaky in a way he'd never heard from her.

	"Go slow," she said. "And use a lot. I'm serious, Mason, a lot."

	He lathered himself until he was dripping with it and pressed the head of his cock against her and pushed. The resistance was unlike anything, so much tighter than her pussy, and she grabbed his forearm and her nails dug in.

	"Keep going," she breathed through clenched teeth. "Don't stop, just... slow..."

	He fed himself into her inch by inch, watching her face cycle through pain and adjustment and then something that was unmistakably pleasure, her eyes going wide and then heavy-lidded and her mouth falling open. When he was fully inside her, she let out this long, trembling exhale that seemed to empty her completely.

	"Oh god," she moaned. "I feel every inch of you. You're so deep, baby..."

	"Are you okay?"

	"I am so far past okay." She moved her hips experimentally, and they both groaned. "Move. Slowly."

	He started with shallow strokes, barely pulling out before pushing back in, and the tightness was extraordinary, this gripping heat that made his cock pulse with every movement. She kept one hand on her clit, rubbing in fast circles, and the other gripped the headboard, and her moans were different here, rawer, more desperate, stripped of the playful confidence she usually wore.

	"More," she gasped. "I can take more. I want to feel you fuck me. In my ass."

	He gave her more. Pulled back further, thrust deeper, and found a rhythm that worked for both. The sounds were obscene, wet, and percussive, and she was loud, louder than usual, these high-pitched keening cries that he felt in his chest.

	"Yes, yes, fuck, Mason, fuck my ass. God, it's so good. I'm gonna come, I'm gonna come with your cock in my ass..."

	She came with a scream that she muffled by biting her own forearm, her body clamping down on him so hard he couldn't move, just holding himself buried inside her while she shook and convulsed. He followed right behind her, the tightness milking him, and he came deep inside her ass with a groan that started in his stomach and didn't stop.

	They lay there afterwards, breathing like they'd sprinted a mile, and she rolled toward him and kissed him softly, a gentle contrast to what they'd just done.

	"You're a fast learner," she murmured.

	"I have a good teacher."

	She smiled, and she pulled him closer and buried her face in his neck, and they slept like that, still sticky, still tangled, and he dreamed about nothing. Because why dream when your dream is sleeping next to you?

	-------------------------

	The threesome was his idea, and it took him three days to work up the nerve to say it.

	Not because he thought she'd judge him. Valerie didn't judge anything. But because of what he wanted specifically and what it might reveal about him.

	They were in the bath together, a thing they'd started doing in the evenings, her back against his chest, his arms around her, holding her breasts in his hands because they fit there perfectly.

	"I want to watch you with a woman," he said into her hair.

	She didn't tense. Didn't pull away. Just settled deeper against him. "Yeah?"

	"I've been thinking about it a lot. Watching you touch someone. Kiss someone."

	"A specific someone?"

	"No. I don't know anyone here. I was thinking maybe you do. Or maybe we could... hire someone."

	"An escort."

	"If that's..."

	"It's not weird." She turned her head and kissed the corner of his jaw. "I'll see what we can."

	Three days later she told him it was set up for that Friday.

	"Her name's Jade," Valerie said, scrolling through something on her phone. "She's gorgeous. Mixed, tall, great body." She turned the phone toward him, and he saw the photo, and something jolted through him that he couldn't immediately identify.

	Jade was beautiful, late thirties, probably, with warm brown skin and full lips and dark eyes. But that wasn't what jolted him. It was something about the way she held herself in the photo. She looked like someone. It nagged at him for some time before he placed it, and when he did, he felt heat crawl up his neck and pool in his gut.

	She looked like his mother.

	Not exactly. Not like a twin or a copy. But the resemblance was there, in the cheekbones, in the way her eyes tilted slightly at the corners, in the set of her mouth. A younger, darker-skinned echo of Lisa.

	He didn't say anything. He wasn't sure what to say. But when he caught Valerie watching him with a faint knowing smile, he wondered if she'd noticed it too. If she'd chosen Jade specifically. And if so, what that meant about what was going on in his aunt's head.

	He didn't say anything about that either.

	Friday came. They had booked a hotel as they didn't want this in their house. Jade arrived in a simple navy dress with an easy smile and a handshake that was warm and professional, and she looked between them with the comfortable appraisal of someone who'd done this before and done it well.

	She really did look like his mother. It hit him harder in person. Something about the way she moved, this understated grace that his mother had too, the way she tucked her hair behind her ear. He caught Valerie watching him notice it, and her expression was unreadable.

	"So," Jade said, accepting a glass of wine. "How do you want this to work?"

	Valerie looked at Mason. "His show."

	"I want to watch you two together first. And then I want to join."

	"Works for me." Jade smiled. "You'll tell us if you want anything specific."

	He nodded and sat in the armchair across from the bed, and Jade and Valerie sat facing each other, knees almost touching, and for a moment nobody moved. Then Valerie reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind Jade's ear, this gesture so gentle and intimate that Mason's breath caught. Something about the way Valerie's hand lingered on Jade's jaw, the way her thumb traced along Jade's cheekbone. She was looking at Jade with an expression Mason had never seen on her face. Tender. Almost reverent. Like she was touching someone she'd missed.

	Valerie leaned in and kissed her and it was nothing like the way she kissed Mason. This was softer, slower, and searching. Jade's hand came up to Valerie's neck, and Valerie made a small sound against Jade's mouth, not her usual confident moan but something more vulnerable, a whimper almost, like something old and buried was surfacing.

	Mason watched and felt things he didn't fully understand. Arousal, yes, his cock was hardening in his shorts before they'd even undressed. But also this sense that he was seeing something private, something that went beyond the transaction of the evening. Valerie was kissing this woman like she meant it and the look on her face when they pulled apart was the closest to heartbreak he'd ever seen on her.

	They undressed each other slowly. Jade's body was beautiful, long and lean with small firm breasts and dark nipples that Valerie bent to worship with her mouth. Jade gasped and arched into her and Valerie's hands roamed her body with a familiarity that seemed to go beyond the moment.

	Valerie pushed Jade back on the couch and kissed down her stomach and settled between her thighs and ate her pussy with an intensity that made Mason grip the arms of his chair. Jade's hand went to Valerie's hair and she moaned, and Val moaned against her, and the sounds were different from the ones she made with Mason.

	He had seen lesbian porn. This was different. It was like watching an art form and not a performance. He knew Jade was an escort and paid to do this, but the connection seemed real. It was as if she were enjoying it as much. Or else she was a damn fine actor.

	When Jade came, Valerie stayed between her legs, pressing her forehead against Jade's thigh, breathing hard, and Mason could have sworn he saw her eyes glistening before she blinked it away and looked up at him with her mouth wet and shining, a wicked grin already creasing her lips.

	"Get over here," she said, with that sexy aunt voice that he had come to love.

	He joined them, and the rest of the hour became this blur of hands and mouths and heat. Jade on her knees taking Mason in her mouth while Valerie knelt behind her, fingering her. Mason fucking Jade from behind while she lay on top of Valerie, their mouths locked together, and Valerie's hand reached between them to rub Jade's clit while Mason thrust into her. He loved fucking Valerie while she ate out Jade, and Jade encouraging him to fuck Val with her eyes. She smiled at him, and she looked so much like his mother that he lost it. He announced he was going to cum, which made Val turn around and take it in her mouth. He came in buckets, and Val took it all without swallowing. She then gave it all to Jade in a lewd pornographic display for his benefit. Then they kissed each other, swapping his cum, with some dripping down their breasts.

	They cleaned up and soon started round two. A sixty-nine between Jade and Val got things started. Mason recovered faster than he had ever done, and that was no mean feat.

	But the moment that burned itself permanently was near the end. Valerie was on her back, and Mason was inside her, and Jade was straddling Valerie's face, Val's tongue working her while she faced Mason, and Jade leaned forward and kissed him. Deep and slow. And over Jade's shoulder he could see the back of her head, the fall of her dark hair, and for one disorienting second it could have been Lisa, could have been his mother, kissing him while his aunt's tongue made wet, desperate sounds below, and the thought hit him like a freight train, and his hips stuttered, and Valerie moaned into Jade's pussy, and everything blurred as he came hard into Val.

	Jade left around midnight. At the door she hugged Valerie and whispered something in her ear, and Val laughed, but it sounded different from her usual laugh. Then Jade was gone, and the room was quiet.

	Mason was cleaning up the wine glasses when Valerie came up behind him and put her arms around him and pressed her face between his shoulder blades and just stood there.

	"Thank you," he said.

	"For what?"

	"For being you. For not making me feel weird about wanting things."

	She was quiet for a long moment. Her arms tightened around him.

	"Mason."

	"Yeah?"

	"The woman tonight. Did she remind you of anyone?"

	His hands stilled on the wine glass. The hotel room suddenly felt very small and very quiet.

	"Yeah," he said. "She did."

	Valerie pressed her lips against his spine. He could feel her breath, warm through his shirt.

	"Me too," she whispered.

	They had the room for the night and went to bed and didn't have sex. She curled into him, and he held her, and the silence between them was full of things neither of them was ready to say. He lay in the dark listening to her breathe and thinking about his mother's face and Jade's face and the way Valerie had kissed that woman. He had hoped to live out a teenage fantasy of a threesome. While that happened, he was also left with questions.

	He fell asleep with questions he didn't have answers for.

	It was the last Sunday of June when the summer split in half. Literally.

	They'd been useless all day, the kind of lazy that comes from too much wine the night before. They ate cereal for lunch. They watched bad television. They napped on the couch tangled together and woke up and made out like teenagers until the making out became more and the couch became the bedroom, and by early evening Mason had Valerie on her back in her bed, her legs over his shoulders, driving into her deep and steady.

	"Right there... god, you fuck me so good... deeper, baby, I want to feel you everywhere..."

	He loved it when his aunt talked dirty to him. She knew it and did it even lewder.

	His whole world had narrowed to her body, the wet grip of her around him, the sounds she made, the way her tits moved with each thrust, and the way she smiled at each push, and he was so completely absorbed in her that he didn't hear the front door open.

	He didn't hear the suitcase wheels on the hardwood.

	He didn't hear the footsteps in the hallway or the small intake of breath outside the bedroom door.

	What he heard was his name.

	"Mason?"

	His head snapped toward the doorway, and his mother was there.

	Lisa. His mother. Standing in her pressed blouse and tailored slacks, and her glasses pushed up on her head. Her rolling suitcase was behind her. Her house keys dangled from her right hand because this was the family house, the house she'd grown up in, the house Valerie had inherited, but Lisa still had keys.

	Time came to a standstill. Everything happening simultaneously and separately. His mother's face cycling through expressions, trying to process things. His own body frozen mid-stroke. Valerie underneath him, turning her head toward the door.

	He was still inside her. That was the obscene detail his brain kept circling back to. His cock was still buried in his aunt, still hard, still throbbing, and his hips were making these tiny involuntary movements because her pussy was clenching around him and his body was responding to the sensation regardless of the catastrophe unfolding in the doorway.

	Lisa's eyes went to his face first. Then down. Down the length of his body that she hadn't seen naked since he was a child, and the body she was seeing now was not a child's body, it was broad shoulders and a muscular back tapering to narrow hips and his ass clenching with those small involuntary thrusts, and then to where their bodies were joined, where her son's cock was stretching her sister's pussy, glistening wet, thick and hard and visibly pulsing inside Valerie.

	She stared at it.

	That was the thing Mason would replay in his head for days afterward. She stared. Not the quick horrified glance of a mother who caught something she wasn't supposed to see. She stared at his cock, at the junction of their bodies, and her lips parted, and she swallowed.

	"What..." Her voice was barely a sound. She cleared her throat and tried again. "What the actual fuck is this?"

	But her eyes still hadn't left his cock. His cock that was still inside Valerie, still hard, still moving in these helpless micro-thrusts because Val's pussy was doing things around him that made stillness impossible. His mother was watching him fuck her sister and she couldn't look away.

	"Lisa," Valerie's voice was calm. She didn't scramble for a sheet. Didn't push Mason off. She turned her head on the pillow and looked at her older sister and said her name the way you say the name of someone you've been expecting. "You're early. You weren't supposed to come until next week."

	"I had a conference... I wanted to surprise...But - what are you doing?" Lisa's hand found the doorframe and gripped it. Her knuckles were white. Her chest was rising and falling faster than it should have been, and there was a flush creeping up her neck. "How long..."

	"Since he got here."

	"The whole summer."

	"The whole summer."

	Something passed between the sisters then. Mason watched it happen and couldn't decode it, this silent exchange that contained years of history he wasn't part of. Valerie looking up at Lisa from underneath her son, naked and flushed and still being fucked. Lisa in the doorway, clothed and controlled and vibrating with something that was cracking her composure from the inside.

	And Lisa's eyes moved again. Back to Mason's body. Back to his cock. She stared at it as if hypnotized by it. Her tongue touched her lower lip, quick and unconscious or maybe very conscious, and her thighs pressed together again.

	She wasn't just angry. She was aroused. His mother was standing in the doorway looking at his cock inside another woman, her own sister, and she wanted him. The realization hit Mason like a ton of bricks.

	"We need to talk," Lisa said, and her eyes went to Valerie's face, and Mason saw something flash between them again. "But first, I need a drink."

	She turned and walked down the hallway. Her footsteps were uneven, not quite steady, and Mason heard her reach the kitchen. Heard a cabinet open. Heard the clink of a bottle against a glass.

	He looked down at Valerie. His aunt. His lover. Still pinned underneath him with his cock still hard inside her despite everything because apparently his dick was immune to emotional crisis. Her dark hair was spread across the pillow and she was flushed and beautiful and looking up at him with an expression that was half amusement and half anticipatory.

	"So..." she said softly.

	"What the fuck do we do?"

	"Right now?" She rolled her hips under him and clenched around his cock deliberately this time. "Right now, we fuck."

	Mason laughed despite everything. His aunt was as horny as a young teenage boy. Not that he was complaining.

	Valerie reached up and pulled his face down closer to hers. "I was about to come before she walked in, and I still want to cum." She kissed him, slow and deep. "So finish what you started."

	"Val, my mother is in the kitchen." Mason tried to protest.

	"I know." She tightened her legs around his waist. "And she's going to hear me come. That's the point." Her eyes were focused on him. "Mason, trust me."

	He didn't understand. But he did trust her. And he did want to fuck her.

	Val's pussy was hot and tight and gripping him, and her hips were moving, and his body had already made the decision his brain was still wrestling with. He started thrusting again. Slow at first, tentative, hyperaware of the sounds carrying down the hallway. Then Valerie grabbed his ass and pulled him deeper and moaned, loud, louder than necessary, and something broke loose in him.

	He fucked her. Hard. The headboard knocked against the wall in a rhythm that could not be mistaken for anything else. Valerie moaned his name, loud and shameless, and somewhere in the kitchen he heard the clink of a glass being set down hard.

	"Make me come," Valerie gasped, and he drove into her with everything he had, and she arched off the bed and cried out, and her pussy clamped down on him in violent pulses, and he came inside her with a groan he didn't try to muffle.

	They lay there panting. And then smiled at each other.

	From down the hall, silence.

	Valerie kissed his forehead and stroked his hair. "Let me talk to her," she said as she disentangled herself, cum still leaking from her pussy. He rolled over as he saw her grab his T-shirt and wear it.

	"Get dressed," she said. Then turning around, she winked at him. "Or not."

	He stared back at her aghast and then fell back and looked at the ceiling and listened to his heartbeat and wondered how the rest of this summer could possibly be anything but destruction.

	

	


CHAPTER 3

	SUMMER INTERRUPTED

	

	Mason sat on the edge of his bed in the room down the hall and listened to his mother and his aunt talk.

	He couldn't make out words. Just the murmur of voices through the walls, rising and falling in patterns he tried to make out. Val's voice was low and steady, the way it always was when she was in control of something. Lisa's was higher, tighter, cutting in with sharp bursts that he recognized as the voice she used when she was arguing.

	He'd pulled on shorts and a t-shirt and was sitting there with his hands on his knees like a kid waiting outside the principal's office. His hair was still messed up from sex and he could still smell Val on his skin.

	He replayed the last ten minutes in his head. His mother's face in the doorway. The way her eyes tracked down his body. The way she stared at where he and Val were joined. The way her lips parted and her throat moved when she swallowed.

	She hadn't looked disgusted. That was the thing he kept coming back to. Shocked, yes. Confused, absolutely. But underneath all of that, in the half-second before she turned away, there was something else on her face. Something that looked a lot like hunger.

	He was losing his mind. That had to be it. The summer with Val had broken something in his brain and now he was projecting. Seeing what he wanted to see.

	What he wanted to see? Did he want that?

	Twenty minutes passed. Thirty. The voices continued, sometimes dropping so low he couldn't hear anything at all, sometimes rising enough that fragments reached him. Once he heard Lisa say "you always" and the rest was lost. Once he heard Val laugh.

	Then silence.

	He grabbed his headset off the nightstand and pulled it on and picked up the controller and loaded up whatever game was in the queue. He didn't care what it was. He needed noise in his head that wasn't his own thoughts. The screen lit up and he started playing, fingers moving on autopilot, shooting at things or driving things or whatever the fuck the objective was. He wasn't tracking it. He was just letting the sounds fill up the space in his skull where the image of his mother's face kept trying to live.

	It didn't really work. But it was better than sitting in silence listening to his aunt and his mother discuss the fact that he'd been balls deep in one of them for the better part of a summer.

	-------------------------

	In the kitchen, Lisa was on her second bourbon.

	Valerie walked in wearing Mason's t-shirt and nothing else. It hit her mid-thigh and she hadn't bothered to clean up, and Lisa could see the wet shine on her inner thighs and knew what it was. Her son's cum, still leaking out of her sister. She took another swig of the drink.

	Her hand was shaking slightly and she set the glass down hard. "He's my son."

	"I know whose son he is."

	"He's your nephew, Val."

	"I know who he is."

	"He's just twenty-one."

	"He's a grown man."

	"He's a boy."

	"He's not." Val's voice was quiet but certain. "He hasn't been a boy since he got here. Maybe since before that. You just can't see it because you still need him to be one."

	Lisa's jaw tightened. She picked up her glass and took another drink and her eyes went to the window over the sink, to the darkness outside, to anything that wasn't her sister standing there half-naked and smelling like her son.

	"How did it start?"

	"Does it matter?"

	"Yes. It matters to me."

	"Well, I walked on him in the morning with a boner and asked if I could help."

	"You seduced him."

	"I gave him an opening. He walked through it."

	"He didn't know what he was walking into."

	"He's not stupid, Lisa. And he's not fragile. You raised him stronger than you think even if you spent twenty years trying to keep him in a box." Val moved closer, one step, two, and her voice dropped. "The same box you put yourself in."

	Lisa's eyes snapped to hers. "Don't."

	"Don't what? Don't say the thing we've both been avoiding for twenty years?"

	"That was different. We were..."

	"What? Young? Confused? Experimenting?" Each word was a small blade and Val placed them precisely. "Is that what you tell yourself? Because that's not what it was and you know it."

	Lisa's breathing had changed. Shallower. Faster. The flush was back on her neck, creeping up like a tide. "That was a lifetime ago."

	Silence. Lisa tried to rationalize again.

	"Do you know what this could do? To him? To this family? If anyone found out..."

	"Nobody's going to find out." Val leaned against the chair and crossed her arms.

	"Unless you tell them."

	"I'm not putting anything on you. I'm pointing out that the only person who's a threat to this situation is the one standing in my kitchen acting like she didn't just watch her son fuck me and get wet doing it."

	The silence that followed was loud.

	Lisa's jaw tightened. Her nostrils flared. She looked away, looked at the window, looked at the dark ocean beyond it, looked anywhere except at Val.

	"That's not what happened."

	"Lisa." Val's voice dropped. Softer now but still with that edge of authority she'd always carried, even as the younger sister, even when they were kids and Lisa was supposed to be the one in charge. "I saw your face. I saw where your eyes went. You looked at his cock and you couldn't stop looking."

	"Stop."

	"You pressed your thighs together. I watched you do it."

	"I said stop."

	"And then you stood there and listened to us finish. You could have left. You could have walked out the front door and driven away and called me tomorrow to scream at me over the phone. But you didn't. You went to the kitchen and poured a drink and stood here and listened to your son make me come."

	Lisa's hand was shaking. The bourbon trembled in the glass. Her eyes were bright and her breathing was shallow and the flush that had started on her neck in the doorway had spread down to her chest, visible above the collar of her blouse.

	"Why did you stay, Lisa?"

	"Because someone has to be the adult here."

	"Bullshit."

	"Someone has to..."

	"Bullshit, Lisa." Val pushed off the counter and walked toward her sister. Slow and deliberate. "You stayed because you wanted to hear it. Because you've been thinking about it. Maybe not him specifically, maybe not this exactly, but something. Something you've been starving for. I can see it on you. I've always been able to see it on you."

	She was close now. Close enough that Lisa could smell her. That same Val smell - but with the clear freshly fucked sex smell...

	"When's the last time someone fucked you, Lisa? And I don't mean that marriage sex you have with Richard. When's the last time someone actually fucked you? Made you scream? Made you come so hard you couldn't remember your own name?"

	Lisa's lips were pressed together and her chin was doing that trembling thing it used to do when they were teenagers and Val pushed her too far and Lisa was trying so hard not to break.

	"You don't know anything about my marriage."

	"I know you. That's enough." Val reached out and took the bourbon glass from Lisa's hand and set it on the counter behind her. Lisa didn't resist. "I know you spent your whole life being good. Being perfect. Being the daughter they wanted and the wife Richard needed and the mother Mason deserved. And I know what that costs. I know because I watched you pay it, year after year, and I watched you disappear inside that cage.."

	"Val..."

	"When's the last time you wanted something just for yourself? Not for the family. Not for appearances. Just for you?"

	"This isn't about what I want. This is about our son... my son... doing something..."

	"Something that makes him happy. Something that woke him up. He's not the same kid who showed up here in June, Lisa. He's confident. He's present. He looks me in the eye when he talks. When's the last time he looked you in the eye?"

	That landed. Lisa flinched like she'd been slapped.

	"That's not fair."

	"None of this is fair. Fair doesn't exist. There's only what's real." Val was inches from her now. She could feel Lisa's breath on her face, warm and scented with bourbon. "And what's real is that you're standing in my kitchen shaking, and it's not from anger."

	Lisa looked at her then. Really looked at her, maybe for the first time in years without the filters and the defenses and the practiced composure. Her eyes dropped to Val's mouth, just for a second, and Val caught it.

	"Tell me to stop," Val whispered. "Say the word and I'll stop and we'll sit down and talk about this like civilized people and figure out boundaries and rules and all those things that make you feel safe. Just say stop."

	Lisa didn't say stop.

	Her mouth opened and nothing came out, and her eyes were searching Val's face for something, and just remembering the time with her sister. A long long time ago.

	Val closed the gap.

	The kiss was soft at first. Just a press of lips, tentative, testing. Lisa made a sound against her mouth, this broken little exhale, and her hand came up and gripped the front of Mason's t-shirt that Val was wearing. Val tilted her head and her tongue traced Lisa's lower lip. Lisa's lips were initially closed but she opened it just enough to allow Val's tongue to enter her mouth.

	They kissed in the kitchen. Tentatively, then passionately. Sisters who were catching up with the time they had spent apart. Val's hands found Lisa's waist and pulled her closer and Lisa's fingers let go of the t-shirt and slid up into Val's hair and gripped it, and the kiss turned desperate.

	When they broke apart, Lisa was breathing hard and her lipstick was smudged and her eyes were wide and glassy.

	"Val... we can't..."

	"We already are." Val took her hand. "Come with me."

	She led Lisa out of the kitchen and down the hallway. Toward her bedroom. Past Mason's door, which was closed. Lisa's eyes went to his door as they passed and her steps faltered for just a second before Val squeezed her hand and kept walking.

	Val's bedroom was the same as Lisa remembered. Val didn't turn on a light. She closed the door but not all the way, left it ajar an inch or two, and turned to Lisa and kissed her again.

	Lisa didn't hesitate this time. She kissed her sister back. Val backed Lisa against the bedroom wall, and pressed her full body against her sister and kissed her like she was trying to consume her. Lisa made a sound against her mouth,and her hands came up to Val's face and held it while they kissed, deep and searching, tongues sliding together,

	"God," Lisa gasped when they broke for air. "You still kiss like that."

	"Like what?"

	"Like you're trying to ruin me."

	"Maybe I am." Val kissed her again, softer this time, just lips, and then nipped Lisa's bottom lip between her teeth and pulled gently and Lisa whimpered. "Maybe I've been wanting to ruin you for twenty years and you finally showed up. Like really showed up."

	"I didn't show up for this."

	"And yet." Val's thigh pressed between Lisa's legs and Lisa's breath caught and her hips rocked against it involuntarily. Just once but they both felt it. "Here you are. Wet and grinding on your little sister's thigh."

	"I'm not..."

	"You are, Lis." Val pressed her thigh harder and Lisa's eyes blinked. "You're soaked. I can feel it through your slacks."

	Lisa grabbed the back of Val's neck and pulled her into another kiss, fierce and messy, teeth clashing, both of them breathing hard through their noses, and Val's hands went to the buttons of Lisa's blouse. She fumbled the first two because Lisa kept kissing her and she couldn't focus, couldn't see, just fingers working blind while her sister's tongue slid against hers.

	She got the blouse open and pushed it off Lisa's shoulders without breaking the kiss. Then her hands went to the bra clasp and she got it on the first try because some things your hands remember even after twenty years, and the bra fell between them and Val's palms found Lisa's bare breasts and Lisa moaned into her mouth. Full and heavy and warm, her nipples already hard points pressing into Val's palms.

	"Your tits," Val breathed against Lisa's lips. "Jesus, Lisa. They're even better than I remember."

	"Shut up."

	"I'm serious." She squeezed gently, lifting them, thumbing the nipples. "You always had the best tits in the family. I don't know why you hide them. It's a crime against humanity."

	Lisa laughed. An actual laugh, breathless and real, and the sound of it made something warm bloom in Val's chest because that laugh was the Lisa she remembered, the Lisa from before the marriage and the respectability and the walls.

	"Come here," Val said, and pulled her away from the wall and walked her backward toward the bed, kissing her the whole way, peeling off her slacks as they went. Lisa stepped out of them and stood there in just her underwear, these practical white cotton things that Val looked at with affection and exasperation.

	"Of course," Val said.

	"What?"

	"Sensible panties. Even your underwear follows the rules." She hooked her fingers in the waistband and tugged them down and Lisa stepped out of them and was naked, And Val just looked at her.

	Lisa shifted her weight. Crossed her arms over her stomach. "Don't stare at me like that. I'm not twenty anymore."

	"No. You're better." Val reached out and gently pulled Lisa's arms away from her body. "Stop hiding. You're gorgeous."

	She was. Different from Val but beautiful in the way that soft things are beautiful, in the way that bodies are beautiful when they've been lived in. Wider hips, fuller thighs, a belly that wasn't flat but had this gentle feminine swell to it, and between her legs she was shaved, and Val could see the shine of wetness on her inner thighs.

	"You're wet," Val said simply. "Very wet."

	Lisa didn't deny it this time. Just stood there, naked and exposed and trembling, and Val pulled Mason's t-shirt over her own head and they were both nude and she pulled Lisa down onto the bed and rolled on top of her and kissed her.

	They made out like teenagers. That was the only way to describe it. Long, slow, deep kissing that went on and on, Val's body pressed against Lisa's, their legs tangling, their breasts pushed together, hands roaming. Lisa's fingers traced down Val's spine and gripped her ass and pulled their hips together and they rocked against each other, grinding slowly, and Lisa was making these soft continuous sounds against Val's mouth, little mmms and ahhs that vibrated between them.

	"Do you remember how we used to do this?" Val murmured between kisses. "In your bed. We'd make out for hours and pretend it was practice."

	"Practice for boys," Lisa said, and smiled against Val's lips. "That's what we told ourselves."

	"I never wanted a boy." Val kissed down Lisa's neck, sucking gently, leaving marks she didn't care about. "I just wanted you. I always just wanted you."

	"Val..."

	"I love you." She said it against Lisa's collarbone, between kisses, moving lower. "I've always loved you. Not just as a sister. You know that. You've always known that."

	Lisa's hand went to Val's hair, stroking it. "I know."

	"I never stopped. Even when you cut me off. Even when you wouldn't return my calls. Even when you married Richard and had Mason and built this whole life specifically designed to be everything I wasn't." She kissed between Lisa's breasts. "I loved you through all of it. Like a fucking idiot."

	"You're not an idiot."

	"I am. I'm an idiot who's been in love with her sister for so many years and I don't care." She took Lisa's nipple in her mouth and sucked and Lisa arched into her and gasped. "I've been in love with you since we were in this house, in the room upstairs, and you let me touch you for the first time. Remember?"

	"Yes." Lisa's voice was thick. "Mom and Dad were out."

	"And you were so nervous. Shaking. And I kissed you and you cried but you didn't stop me."

	"I never wanted to stop you. That was the problem."

	Val switched to the other breast, laving the nipple with her tongue, biting gently. Lisa's back came off the bed.

	They kissed again, deeper, wetter, Lisa's hands in Val's hair now gripping tight, and Val could feel the heat radiating from between Lisa's legs, could feel the slick when their thighs pressed together. She ground against her sister slowly and Lisa groaned into her mouth.

	"Tell me what you want," Val whispered.

	"You know what I want."

	"Say it."

	"I want your mouth on me." Lisa's voice cracked on the last word. "Please, Val. It's been so long."

	Val kissed her way down. Slow. Taking her time. Kissing every inch of Lisa's body like she was remembering her body. Lisa's ribs. The dip of her waist. Her hip bone. The soft swell of her belly. She nuzzled into the crease of Lisa's thigh and breathed her in and Lisa squirmed.

	"You smell the same," Val murmured.

	"Val, please..."

	"Always so impatient." She kissed Lisa's inner thigh, high up, close but not close enough, and Lisa whined. "My prim proper big sister, begging me to eat her pussy."

	Then she lowered her mouth and licked her sister's pussy, one long flat stroke from entrance to clit, and Lisa's whole body shuddered and her head dropped back and she moaned.

	"Oh god... oh my god, Val..."

	Val ate her sister like she had to catch up years of missing out. She licked her slow and thorough, spreading her open with her fingers and tasting every fold. Lisa was drenched, her pussy swollen and hot against Val's mouth, and her hips moved restlessly, pushing against Val's face, chasing the sensation.

	"You taste so good," Val murmured against her, the words vibrating against sensitive flesh. "You have no idea how many times I've thought about this. Alone in this house. Thinking about my big sister's pussy."

	"Fuck... Val, don't stop..."

	"Not planning on it." She circled Lisa's clit with the tip of her tongue, tight precise circles, and Lisa's thighs clamped around her head. She eased them apart and held them open and kept going, alternating between long licks and focused attention on her clit, reading her sister's body like a language she'd once been fluent in and was remembering word by word.

	She slid a finger inside Lisa and Lisa gasped and clenched around it immediately. Val worked it in slowly, curling it forward, finding the spot she remembered and pressing, and Lisa's hips bucked off the bed.

	"Right there... oh fuck, right there, don't move..."

	"Don't be quiet," Val said against her. "Don't you dare be quiet. Let him hear you."

	"Val..."

	"Let him hear his mother come."

	The mention of Mason sent a visible shudder through Lisa's body. Her pussy clenched around Val's finger so hard it almost hurt.

	"That excites you," Val said with a grin, her lips glistening. She added a second finger and started a slow rhythm, fucking Lisa with her hand while her tongue worked lazy circles around her clit. "You liked hearing that, didn't you? Thinking about your son down the hall listening to you get your pussy eaten."

	"Stop..."

	"Your son, Lisa. Who I've been fucking all summer." She curled her fingers and Lisa whimpered. "Who has a cock that would make your scream."

	"Don't..."

	"You saw it." Val licked her, slow and deliberate, punctuating her words with her tongue. "In the doorway. You couldn't stop staring at it."

	"I wasn't..."

	"C'mon Lisa." She sucked Lisa's clit and pumped her fingers faster and Lisa's denial dissolved into a moan. "You stared at your son's cock while it was inside me. You watched it stretch me open and your mouth watered."

	"I didn't... I wasn't... oh god, Val, that feels so good..."

	"Admit it." Another curl of fingers. Another slow lick. "Admit you looked at your son's cock and got wet."

	"I can't..."

	"You can. It's just us. Just like it used to be." She pressed her mouth against Lisa's pussy and hummed and Lisa's hips jerked. "Tell me the truth, Lis. Your pussy is telling me even if your mouth won't. You're dripping. You're clenching every time I mention him."

	Lisa's hand fisted Val's hair. Her jaw was clenched and her eyes were squeezed shut and the flush had spread from her chest all the way to her face.

	"What kind of mother..." she started, and her voice broke.

	"The honest kind." Val kissed her inner thigh, tender, then went back to licking her slow and deep. "The kind who can admit that her son grew into a beautiful man with a beautiful cock and that seeing him turned her on. There's nothing wrong with you, Lisa."

	"There's everything wrong with me."

	"Then there's everything wrong with both of us." She fucked Lisa faster with her fingers, three now, stretching her, and Lisa was so wet the sounds were obscene, this slick rhythmic noise filling the bedroom. "Because I fucked him, Lisa. Your son. I fucked him every day for weeks. He ate my pussy like a man who knows what he's doing. He made me come so hard I saw stars. And you know what he's going to do to you if you let him?"

	"Val..."

	"He's going to spoil you. In the best possible way. He's patient and he's attentive and he listens to a woman's body. Because I taught him. I taught your son how to fuck, Lisa, and you're welcome."

	Lisa laughed through a moan, this choked delirious sound. "You're insane."

	"Maybe. But so are you.." She sealed her mouth over Lisa's clit and sucked rhythmically and pumped her fingers in a steady driving rhythm and Lisa's back arched completely off the bed, only her shoulders and heels touching the mattress.

	"Oh god oh god oh god... Val, I'm going to... I can't hold..."

	"Come for me. Come for me and let him hear it. Let your son hear his mother come on her sister's tongue."

	Lisa came hard. Her body locked rigid and then convulsed, her pussy gripping Val's fingers in violent rhythmic pulses, and the sound she made was like this wailing cry that she was sure carried to the next neighborhood. Her thighs shook. Her stomach muscles spasmed. Val held her mouth against her and licked her through it, gentler now, easing her down, and Lisa's hand found Val's hair again and gripped it and her hips kept rocking through the aftershocks.

	"Don't stop... one more, please, I'm right there..."

	Val didn't stop. She pressed harder with her fingers and flicked Lisa's clit fast with the tip of her tongue and Lisa came again almost immediately, a second orgasm rolling into the first, and this time she screamed and it was a name.

	"Mason... oh god, Mason..."

	She collapsed flat on the bed, heaving, trembling, her thighs still twitching. Val crawled up beside her and gathered her sister in her arms and Lisa buried her face in Val's neck and shook. Overwhelmed.

	"There you are," Val whispered, kissing her temple. "There's my girl."

	"I said his name," Lisa whispered back. "I came and I said his name."

	"I know."

	"What's wrong with me?"

	"Nothing. Absolutely nothing." Val stroked her hair. "You want your son. I want your son. He wants both of us. The only thing wrong with this picture is pretending it doesn't exist."

	Lisa made a sound that was half sob and half moan. Her hand covered her face.

	"Do you want me to call him in here?" Val asked.

	A long silence. Lisa's hand slowly dropped from her face. Her eyes were red-rimmed and bright and terrified and burning with want.

	"Yes."

	Valerie kissed her mouth softly and got up from the bed and walked to the door and opened it and called down the hallway.

	"Mason. Come here."

	He was already there. Had been for the last few minutes, standing in the dark hallway in his shorts with his heart slamming against his ribs and his cock so hard it ached.

	He'd taken the headset off ages ago. The game was pointless. His brain wouldn't let him pretend this wasn't happening, not that he knew what was happening. Why hadn't his world ended yet?

	And then the sounds started.

	Faint at first. Muffled through the walls, indistinct, just... sounds. The creak of a bed. Something that might have been a whisper or might have been nothing. He sat on the edge of his mattress and strained to listen but couldn't make out words or even voices.

	A whimper. Definitely a whimper. His mother or his aunt, he couldn't tell. Then another sound, rhythmic, the bed maybe, and his imagination filled in what his ears couldn't and his cock responded before his brain had time to argue with it.

	He stood up. Sat down. Stood up again. Walked to his door and put his hand on the knob and told himself no.

	More sounds. A gasp that could have been anything. He pressed his ear against his bedroom wall like a teenager and felt ridiculous and desperate and couldn't stop.

	He opened his door.

	The hallway was dark. Val's bedroom door was cracked open, maybe two inches, and her night lamp spilled through the gap in a thin stripe across the floor. The sounds were slightly clearer out here. Still muffled but he could hear the quality of them now. Soft wet sounds. A breath catching. His aunt's voice murmuring something low and teasing that he couldn't make out. A whimper that was definitely his mother.

	He moved toward the door on bare feet, his heart in his throat. Through the crack he could see a sliver of the room. Skin. Not enough to make a full picture but enough to understand what was happening. His aunt's dark hair moving between pale thighs. His mother's hand gripping her aunt's hair..

	He couldn't see much. But what little he could see was enough to confirm his suspicion. His cock throbbed in his shorts and he pressed his palm against it and held his breath to keep quiet.

	And then his mother came.

	Not a whimper this time. Not a murmur. A scream with clear words. And it was his name.

	"Mason... oh god, Mason..."

	The floor tilted under him. He grabbed the doorframe to stay upright. His mother just came screaming his name. His mother, just orgasmed twenty feet away from him, and the word she chose, the name that her body pulled out of her at the peak, was his.

	He'd never thought about his mother like that. Not really. Not the way he'd thought about Val or any other woman. She was his mom. She existed as 'Mom,' not someone you felt attracted to. But standing in that hallway with his cock straining and her voice still echoing in his skull, something unlocked. And now he couldn't not thnk of her as a woman.

	He heard them talking after. Low voices, gentle. He couldn't make out the words. Then silence. Then...

	"Mason. Come here."

	Valerie's voice. Calm and clear and certain, the way she said everything.

	Panic hit him like ice water. He stepped back from the door. His brain fired off every reason to turn around and go back to his room and put the headset on and pretend none of this happened. His mother was in there. Naked. She'd just come screaming his name. And his aunt was inviting him in like she was calling him to dinner.

	He could walk away. He could be the sane one.

	His hand pushed the door open.

	The room opened up before him.Val sitting on the bed, naked, her mouth still swollen and shining. And on the bed, his mother. On her back, flushed from her orgasm, her hair spread across the pillow... but she'd pulled the sheet up. Clutching it to her chest with both hands like armor, Her thighs were pressed together under the sheet. She was looking at him and her eyes were wide and terrified and something else.

	"Mom," Mason said.

	"Mason." Her voice was small. "I... you shouldn't... we can't..."

	"Lisa," Val said softly. She sat on the edge of the bed beside her sister and put a hand on her arm. "It's okay."

	"It's not okay. He's my son, Val. He's my son and I just..." She squeezed her eyes shut. "Oh god, what did I do."

	"You came. That's what you did. And it was beautiful." Val stroked her arm gently. "And he's here now. And you want him here. You told me you did."

	Val looked at Mason. "Come sit down. Don't just stand there like a stranger."

	He moved to the bed. Sat on the other side of his mother. Not touching her. Giving her space. He could smell her, the same familiar smell, but mixed with sex and arousal. He was breathing it in now with a hard cock and his heart in his throat. It was like discovering a door you've been told never to open, but it is open now.

	"Mom. Look at me."

	She shook her head. Eyes still closed. Sheet still clutched to her chest.

	"Mom. Please."

	She opened her eyes. She looked at him and he could see every wall she'd ever built shaking on its foundation.

	"I heard you," he said quietly. "You said my name."

	Her face crumpled. "Mason..."

	"I wasn't trying to listen. I couldn't hear much. Just... enough. And then you..." He swallowed. "Mom, I've never... I didn't know I could feel this way about you. I didn't know until right now. Until I heard you say my name like that."

	Something flickered across her face. Not guilt this time. Surprise. And recognition. Because she was in the same place he was. Not years of hidden desire finally surfacing but something brand new cracking open inside both of them simultaneously. A door neither of them knew existed swinging wide. That same hidden door.

	"I didn't either," she whispered. "I swear, Mason. When I walked in and saw you with Val, I didn't... I wasn't expecting to..." She pressed her hand to her mouth. "But I couldn't stop looking at you. I couldn't stop seeing you as..."

	"As what?"

	"As a man." The words came out like a confession. "Not my son. A man. And I've never... that's never happened before. You've always been my baby and then suddenly you weren't and I don't know what to do with that."

	"Neither do I."

	From beside them, Val watched. Quiet for once. Letting them find their way.

	"Can I..." Mason reached out. Slowly. His hand hovering over her arm, not touching. "Can I touch you, Mom?"

	Her breath hitched. She looked at his hand. Looked at his face. They both knew that the next word out of her mouth was going to change everything or save everything.

	"Yes," she whispered.

	His fingers landed on her arm. Just that. Just his hand on her forearm, gentle, and she inhaled sharply and goosebumps raced up her skin under his fingertips. He stroked her arm slowly, just that small patch of skin between her wrist and elbow, and it was the most erotic thing he'd ever done because it was his mother and she was letting him and they were both discovering this together in real time.

	"Okay?" he asked.

	She nodded. Her eyes were locked on his hand on her arm and her breathing was shallow and the sheet had loosened slightly in her grip.

	He leaned in. Slow. Giving her every second to pull away. Her eyes came up to his and they were wide and uncertain and burning with something newborn and terrifying.

	He kissed her.

	Soft. Just a press of his lips against hers. Not sexual yet, not demanding. Just contact. His mouth on his mother's mouth for the first time, and she made this tiny broken sound against his lips and her hand came up and cupped his face and her fingers were shaking.

	He pulled back an inch. "Okay?"

	She nodded. Barely. Her fingers tightened on his jaw and she pulled him back in and this time the kiss deepened. Her lips parted and he felt her tongue, tentative, and he met it with his and his mother moaned into his mouth and the sheet slipped lower. Her hand left his face and went to the back of his neck and gripped and the kiss turned hungry, this new thing between them.

	"That's it," Val murmured beside them. "That's it, Lis. Kiss your son."

	Lisa whimpered against Mason's mouth and pulled him closer and they kissed like they were long lost lovers. The sheet fell to her waist. Her breasts were bare against his chest and the feel of his mother's nipples, hard and hot against his skin, sent a shock through him that made his cock jump.

	He pulled back and looked at her. The sheet had pooled around her hips and her tits were right there, full and beautiful, her nipples dark and stiff. She saw him looking and her hands twitched like she wanted to cover up again, and Val caught her wrists gently.

	"Don't hide from him," Val said. "Let him see you."

	Lisa's arms slowly lowered. She sat there bare from the waist up, exposed and vulnerable, and Mason looked at his mother's body and something hot and new unfurled in his chest. Looking at this woman who was his mother and suddenly, unmistakably, someone he wanted.

	"You're so beautiful, Mom."

	"Mason, I..." Her voice caught. "I don't know how to do this."

	"Neither do I." He half-smiled. "First time wanting my mom."

	She laughed. This wet, shaky, incredulous laugh. "First time wanting my son."

	"Look at you two," Val said, and her voice was warm and fond. "Figuring it out together." She placed Mason's hand on Lisa's knee, over the sheet. "Just feel. Both of you. Stop thinking."

	His hand slid up her thigh over the sheet and Lisa's breath hitched again. He reached the edge of the fabric and paused, looking at her face, asking permission without words. Her bottom lip was between her teeth and her chest was heaving and she looked at him for a long moment and then she reached down and pulled the sheet away herself.

	Naked. His mother was naked in front of him. Her body soft and full and feminine and completely exposed and she was shaking but she wasn't covering up anymore. Her thighs were pressed together but as he watched, they loosened. Parted just slightly.

	His hand moved from the sheet to her skin. Her bare thigh, warm and impossibly soft, and she inhaled sharply and her leg trembled under his palm.

	"Mom. Do you want me to stop?"

	Three heartbeats of silence. He counted them. But it felt like an eternity.

	"No."

	Her thighs opened and his hand slid higher and his fingers found her. Wet. Swollen. Hot. His mother's pussy was slick and puffy from Val's mouth and her own orgasm and when his fingertips slid through her folds she gasped and grabbed his wrist. Not pulling away. Holding him there. He stroked her gently, the way Val had taught him. Slow. Reading the signals. Paying attention to what made her breath hitch and her hips roll.

	"Oh god," Lisa breathed. "Oh god, that's... Mason..."

	Val moved behind Lisa, propping her up against her chest, arms wrapped around her sister from behind, hands on Lisa's breasts, rolling her nipples gently between her fingers. Lisa's head fell back against Val's shoulder and her mouth opened and her hips rocked against Mason's hand.

	"He's good with his hands, isn't he?" Val murmured in Lisa's ear, loud enough for Mason to hear. "Wait until you feel his mouth."

	"Val..."

	"Tell him what feels good. He listens. I taught him to listen."

	"I can't... I can't just..."

	"You can. Talk to your son, Lisa. Tell him what you need."

	Lisa's hand was still gripping Mason's wrist and her hips were moving in slow involuntary circles and she was so wet his fingers were drenched and the sounds were obscene, this slick rhythm filling the room.

	"Inside," she managed. "Put your fingers inside me, baby. Please."

	He slid two fingers into his mother and she was tight and hot and she clenched around him immediately and made a sound that went straight to his cock. He curled forward and found the spot and pressed and her hips bucked off the bed.

	"Right there... oh fuck, right there, don't stop..."

	"Good boy," Val whispered, watching over Lisa's shoulder. "Make your mother come."

	He worked her. Steady. Patient. Fingers curling against that spot while his thumb found her clit and circled it and Lisa was unraveling, her composure gone, her body moving on instinct, fucking herself on her son's fingers while her sister held her and pinched her nipples and whispered encouragement in her ear.

	"That's it, Lis. Let him feel you. You're so close, I can tell. Come on your son's fingers. Come for Mason."

	"I'm... oh god, I'm..."

	She came. Hard. Her back arching against Val's chest, her pussy clamping down on his fingers in rhythmic pulses, her thighs snapping shut around his hand, trapping it there while she rode out the orgasm with a cry that broke in the middle of his name.

	He worked her through it. Gentle. Slowing as she came down. And when the aftershocks faded and her thighs relaxed and her grip on his wrist loosened, he pulled his fingers out slowly and they were glistening and he looked at them and then at her and she was watching him with heavy-lidded wrecked eyes. He then put the fingers in his mouth and licked the juices, savoring the taste of his mother. Lisa and Val looked at him as he mae sure they saw how he licked off every single finger.

	He pulled his shorts off. His cock sprang free, hard and thick and leaking, and his mother's eyes went to it and she stared. That same stare from the doorway. Hungry and guilty and mesmerized. Except this time the guilt was losing ground fast.

	"You want him," Val murmured against Lisa's ear. "I can feel your heart racing. Say it."

	Lisa shook her head. Not a refusal. Disbelief that this was her life now. "Yes. I want him. God help me, I want my son."

	"Tell him."

	She looked at Mason and something settled in her face. The last negotiation between who she was and who she was becoming, decided in a single breath. "I want you, Mason. I want you inside me. Please, baby."

	Val shifted out from behind Lisa and eased her down onto the pillows and moved to the side, making room. Mason crawled between his mother's legs and she pulled her knees up and apart for him, opening herself, and he could see her pussy swollen and glistening.

	He lined himself up. The head of his cock pressed against her entrance and they both held their breath. He looked at her face.

	"Mom." He wanted her to stop him. This would be the final taboo. Thee was no going back now.

	"I know," she whispered. Her eyes were bright. "I know, baby. It's okay."

	He pushed inside her.

	The sound they made together wasn't a word - this shared groan that came from the same place in both of them. She was tight and wet and hot and different from Val. When he bottomed out inside her she wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled his face down and pressed her forehead against his.

	"My baby," she whispered. "My beautiful boy. You're inside me..."

	"Mom." His voice cracked. "You feel..."

	"I know. I feel it too." She held his face in both hands and looked at him. "Move. Please. I need you to move."

	Val piped in, "Your mother wants you to fuck her." This made them all smile.

	He started slow. Long deep strokes that made her gasp each time he pushed all the way in, their bodies pressing flush. He pulled almost all the way out and sank back in and she whimpered and her legs wrapped around his waist.

	"You feel so good," she breathed against his mouth. "You fill me up... god, Mason, you're so deep..."

	"Say it, Mom."

	"You're fucking me," The word sounded foreign in her mouth. "My son is inside me. My son is fucking me."

	"Does it feel good?"

	"It feels..." She pulled him down and kissed him, deep and searching. "It feels like everything I didn't know I was missing."

	Val was beside them, watching with dark eyes, her hand moving between her own legs, but she wasn't directing anymore. She was witnessing. This was between mother and son and she had the grace to know it.

	Mason found his rhythm. Steady and deep, reading his mother's body, and she responded to him instinctively, her hips rising to meet each thrust, her nails digging into his back, and the sounds she made were getting louder, less controlled, more honest.

	"Harder," she whispered. And then, like she surprised herself, louder. "Harder, Mason. Please."

	He gave her harder. Braced on his hands and drove deeper and she cried out and her fingers raked down his back leaving marks.

	"Oh fuck... oh fuck yes, like that... don't stop, baby, please don't stop..."

	"I'm not stopping, Mom."

	"Your cock... I can feel every inch of you... you're so deep in me..." Her head tipped back and her throat was exposed and he kissed it and she moaned. "Fuck me, Mason. Fuck your mother... I can't believe how good this feels..."

	"More... give me more, baby... I want all of you..."

	He shifted angle, lifted her hips, drove in from above and she nearly screamed, her mouth falling open, her eyes going wide.

	"There... oh my god, right there, Mason, don't you dare stop..."

	"You like that, Mom?"

	"I love it... I love your cock inside me... fuck, you're going to make me come again..."

	"Come for me, Mom."

	"I'm so close... I'm so close, baby, keep fucking me just like that... harder... please..."

	He gave her everything. Drove into her with deep powerful strokes that shook the headboard against the wall and Lisa's hands flew to his ass and pulled him deeper and her legs locked around him and her whole body went rigid.

	"I'm coming... Mason, I'm coming on your cock... oh god oh god oh god..."

	She clenched around him so hard it almost hurt, her pussy gripping him in rhythmic pulses, her body convulsing, her nails buried in his ass cheeks, and the sound she made was something between a scream and a sob. Not pain. Release.

	He fucked her through it. Slower now but deep, feeling every contraction, and when she started to calm down she was trembling all over and her eyes were wet and her grip on him softened but didn't let go.

	"I'm gonna come," he managed. "Mom, I'm gonna..."

	"Inside me," she gasped. Her legs tightened around his waist, holding him deep. "Come inside me, baby. Come inside your mother. I want to feel it... I want to feel my son cum inside me... please, Mason, give it to me..."

	He buried himself to the hilt and came and it was different from any orgasm he'd ever had. Not just his cock pulsing but his whole body involved, this wave that started in his groin and rolled up through his chest and his eyes burned and his throat constricted and he pressed his face into his mother's neck and groaned while she held his head with both hands.

	"That's it," she whispered, stroking his hair. "That's my good boy. I can feel you filling me up... oh god, Mason, you're coming so much inside me..."

	He emptied himself into her. Every drop. Every pulse. And she held him through all of it, her fingers in his hair, her legs locked around him keeping him deep, and when the last spasm faded she kissed his temple and his cheekbone and the corner of his mouth. Soft tender kisses that were somehow more intimate than anything that had come before.

	They stayed like that. Him softening inside her. Her arms wrapped around him. His face in her neck. And Val lay beside them, watching with an expression that was satisfied and tender and maybe a little jealous and maybe a little relieved. She reached out and stroked Lisa's hair and Lisa turned her head and looked at her sister and something passed between them that didn't need words.

	Then Val leaned over and kissed Lisa's mouth. Soft and slow. And when she pulled back she had that look on her face that Mason knew. The one that meant something was about to happen.

	"Don't move," she told Lisa.

	She moved down Lisa's body. Slow and deliberate. Lisa watched her go with heavy-lidded eyes and Mason shifted to the side, still catching his breath, and watched as Val settled between his mother's legs. His cum was leaking out of her. White and thick against her flushed swollen skin, pooling at her entrance, trailing down.

	Val licked it up. One long slow stroke from bottom to top, gathering his cum on her tongue, and Lisa's eyes went wide and her hips jerked.

	"Val... oh my god..."

	Val didn't answer. Just kept licking. Savoring it. Cleaning her sister's pussy with her mouth, tasting her nephew's cum mixed with Lisa's wetness, and the sounds were obscene and intimate and Mason watched with his spent cock already twitching.

	When Val had gathered everything she crawled back up and kissed Lisa. Deep and open. And Mason could see the white of his cum passing between their mouths, their tongues tangling in it. Lisa moaned into the kiss and her hand came up to Val's face and they shared him between them. Some of it spilled down Lisa's chin and Val licked it off and kissed her again.

	When they broke apart both sisters were flushed and breathing hard and Val looked at Mason with that dangerous smile. And she saw that the display had had the intended effect, as Mason's cock was semi-hard again. Ah the joys of youth.

	"Your turn with me," she said. She pushed him onto his back and straddled him and she was soaking, had been the whole time, and she reached between them and guided his half-hard cock inside her and he groaned. After his mother's tight yielding heat, Val felt different. Familiar. Confident. She rode him patiently, rolling her hips, squeezing with her muscles, coaxing him back to hardness.

	Lisa lay beside them watching with dazed fascinated eyes. Her hand drifted between her own legs, fingers sliding lazily through the mess of her pussy, his cum and her wetness making soft sounds as she touched herself. She watched her sister fuck her son and the expression on her face had moved past shock into something like wonder.

	"You two are beautiful together," she murmured, surprised at herself for saying it. Her fingers moved faster. "God, Val... the way you move on him..."

	"Come here," Val breathed.

	Lisa moved closer and Val leaned down and pulled her into a kiss over Mason's chest. Lisa's hand went to Val's breast, squeezing, rolling the nipple, and Val moaned and her rhythm faltered.

	"Fuck... Lisa... I've wanted you to touch me again for so long..."

	"I'm here now," Lisa whispered. "I'm here."

	Val came first. Clenching around Mason and shuddering, her face pressed against Lisa's neck, her moans muffled against her sister's skin. She rode it out in long slow rolls and then climbed off, trembling.

	Lisa looked at Mason. His cock was hard and wet and standing straight up and she looked at it and then at him and something settled in her face. Decision made. No more hesitation. No more negotiation between the mother and the woman. Both of them wanted this.

	She climbed on top of him. Confident now in a way she hadn't been an hour ago. Lowering herself onto her son's cock with a sigh that sounded like homecoming. She set the pace this time. Rolling her hips, her hands on his chest, her hair falling around her face.

	"I can't go back," she said quietly. Looking down at him. Rocking on him. "You know that, right? After this... I can't go back to how it was."

	"I don't want you to go back."

	"Your father..."

	"Not now, Mom." He put his hands on her hips. Thumbs pressing into the soft flesh. "Right now it's just us."

	She leaned down and kissed him while she rode him. Slow deep kisses that matched the slow deep roll of her hips and he could feel her everywhere, around him, above him, her weight and her warmth and her hair falling around their faces like a curtain, and it was different from everything with Val, different from everything with anyone, because this was his mother and she was choosing him and he was choosing her and the thing between them was hours old and already felt like it had roots.

	"Mom..."

	"I know, baby."

	"You feel incredible."

	"So do you." She sat up and moved faster, grinding down on him, her hands braced on his chest, and her tits swayed and he reached up and held them and she moaned and pressed herself into his palms. "Touch me. I love your hands on me... I want your hands on me all the time..."

	Val spooned up behind Lisa and kissed her neck and reached around and her fingers found Lisa's clit where she was stretched around Mason's cock, rubbing tight circles, and Lisa threw her head back against Val's shoulder and cried out.

	"Oh fuck... both of you... that's too much... I can't..."

	"You can," Val whispered. "Let go, Lis."

	Lisa came with a sound that started low and built and broke, her pussy milking Mason's cock in waves, and he thrust up into her and followed, and this time it was quieter. Forehead to forehead. Breathing each other's air. Her fingers laced through his on her hip, holding on. His other hand on the back of her neck, holding her close. Coming together like something clicking into place.

	She collapsed onto his chest. Val curled against both of them. Three bodies in a pile of limbs and cooling sweat and a silence that for once wasn't loaded with anything unsaid.

	"What happens now?" Mason finally asked.

	Lisa lifted her head and looked at Val over his body and another one of those silent sister conversations passed between them, dense with history and desire and the terrifying possibility of having everything you'd ever wanted.

	"Now," Val said, kissing Mason's shoulder, "we figure out how to share."

	"I'm here for three days," Lisa said quietly, settling back against her son's chest. "Mason and I fly back. Remember?"

	"Yeah, well. Three days is a good start," Val said.

	"A start?"

	Val smiled. That dangerous, certain Val smile. "You really think you're going back to your old life after tonight?"

	Lisa didn't answer. But her arm tightened around Mason's waist and her leg hooked over his and she pressed her face into his neck and breathed him in like she was trying to memorize his scent. And her hand drifted lower to his cock. He was already semi-hard.

	She smiled.

	

	


CHAPTER 4

	SUMMER CONTINUES

	

	Mason woke up slowly. He felt squeezed in between warm bodies and wasn't sure if he was dreaming or not. He was in that period where one feels awake and asleep at the same time.

	He opened his eyes.

	He saw that he was lying on his back with a woman tucked into each side. Val on his left, her dark hair fanned across his shoulder, one leg thrown over his thigh, her hand resting on his stomach. And on his right...

	His mother.

	Lisa was curled against him with her face pressed into the hollow of his neck and her arm draped across his chest and her breasts pressed against his ribs. Her wedding band was reflecting the sun, a sharp reminder of her marriage to Dad. Her hair was a mess, nothing like the careful styling she maintained at home, and there was a faint trace of dried cum on her chin that she'd missed, and her mascara was smudged. Yet, to Mason, she looked more beautiful than he'd ever seen her.

	He'd fucked his mother last night. Several times. This thought should have made him feel guilty. But as he lovingly remembered all that he did to her and his aunt, he felt none of the guilt. It was replaced by a warm feeling of love, lust and desire.

	And right now, he felt that warmth creeping up his cock, which was hardening against the sheet, because apparently his body had fully committed to this new reality and saw no reason to waste a morning.

	He looked at his mother's face again. Peacefully sleeping. Soft breaths making small sounds and which made her breasts press against him.

	He shifted carefully, easing out from between the two women without waking either one, and repositioned himself lower on the bed. Lisa stirred slightly when he moved, murmuring something unintelligible, but didn't wake. She was lying on her back now, one arm above her head, the sheet tangled around one leg and leaving the other bare. Her thighs were slightly parted, relaxed in sleep, and he could see her pussy. That pussy from where he was born.

	He lowered himself between her legs.

	He started with her thighs. Soft kisses along the inner curve, moving upward slowly, his lips barely brushing her skin. She stirred again, her leg shifting, opening slightly wider without conscious intent. He kissed closer. The crease where her thigh met her hip. The delicate skin just beside her pussy. He could smell her, musky and warm and slightly salty, the scent of sleep and sex and his mother, and his cock throbbed against the mattress.

	He put his mouth on her.

	The first touch of his tongue against her folds was gentle, exploratory, and Lisa's hips twitched in her sleep. He licked softly, parting her with his tongue, tasting her, and she was already getting wet, her body responding before her mind caught up. He found her clit, barely visible under its hood, and circled it with the tip of his tongue and her breathing changed. Deeper. Faster.

	"Mmm..." A sound from the back of her throat. Not quite awake. Not quite asleep.

	He licked her more deliberately now. Long slow strokes from her entrance to her clit, gathering the wetness that was building, spreading it with his tongue. He sealed his mouth over her clit and sucked gently and her hips rolled against his face and her hand came down and found his hair and her fingers curled into it.

	"What..." Her voice was thick with sleep. Her eyes fluttered open and she looked down the length of her body and saw her son between her legs, his eyes looking up at her over her belly and breasts. "Oh... oh god, Mason..."

	He didn't stop. He held her gaze and licked her clit in firm steady strokes and watched her face transition from confused to aware to desperate in the span of seconds. Her fingers tightened in his hair and her thighs fell wider apart and she was fully awake now and fully wet and her hips were rocking against his mouth.

	"Baby... oh my god, baby, what are you... oh fuck, that's... don't stop..."

	From the other side of the bed, a low throaty laugh.

	Val propped herself on one elbow and looked at the scene through sleepy, amused eyes. Her blonde hair was tangled, her nipples hard. And she looked at the sight with a mix of amusement and desire.

	"Well good morning, you two. Don't mind me," she said.

	Lisa turned her head toward her sister, cheeks flushed, mouth open, one hand still gripping Mason's hair as he ate her. "Val... your nephew is... oh god..."

	"I can see what my nephew is doing," Valerie grinned. "Told you he was good"

	"What kind of..." Lisa gasped as Mason slid two fingers inside her and curled them upward. "What kind of animal have you turned my son into?"

	Valerie laughed, genuine and delighted. "I didn't turn him into anything. I just unleashed what was already there." She scooted closer and kissed Lisa's shoulder and watched Mason work. "He's a natural, isn't he? You should feel what that tongue can do."

	"I'm feeling it right... oh fuck, Mason, right there, right there..."

	Mason had found the rhythm. The combination of tongue on clit and fingers inside, curling against her front wall in that steady come-hither motion Val had coached him on. Lisa's thighs were trembling and her hips were lifting off the bed in these involuntary pulses and the sounds coming out of her were getting higher and less controlled.

	Val watched her sister's face with an expression of pure tender lust. She kissed Lisa's neckand then took a nipple in her mouth and sucked while Mason worked between her legs, and the dual assault made Lisa cry out and grab Valerie's hair with her free hand, holding both their heads in place.

	"I'm coming," Lisa gasped. "Oh god, I'm coming, baby, your mouth, Mommy's coming on your mouth..."

	She came with her back arching and both hands pulling hair and Mason drank her down, lapping at her through the convulsions, tasting her release, and Val sucked her nipple harder and Lisa screamed between them and shook until she couldn't.

	Mason crawled up the bed, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, and Lisa pulled him down and kissed him deep, tasting herself on his tongue.

	"Good morning Mom," he said against her lips, grinning.

	Lisa laughed. "You're impossible."

	"He really is," Val agreed. She was looking at them with a pride that said, 'Yes, I built that.' Then she smiled, "And he's hard as a rock right now, aren't you dear?"

	Mason's cock was pressed against his mother's thigh and there was no hiding it. Lisa looked down between their bodies, and her hand wrapped around him, posessisively.

	"He's always so hard in the morning," Val said, moving closer, pressing her body against Mason's back so he was sandwiched between them. "Used to be I was the only one who got to enjoy that. Now I have to share."

	"Poor you," Lisa murmured, stroking her son slowly, feeling him pulse in her hand.

	"I'll survive." Val kissed Mason's shoulder and reached around and cupped his balls, rolling them gently while Lisa stroked his shaft, and Mason closed his eyes and let his head fall back against Val's shoulder because two sets of hands on him, his mother and his aunt, was more than his nervous system was designed to process.

	"Lie down," Val told him. "On your back."

	He did. They rearranged around him, these two women who shared blood and history and now shared him, and Valerie took his cock in her mouth first. Lisa watched, her sister sucking her son's cock. That thought should have sent her reeling, but right now she was watching how Val did it, the technique, the rhythm.

	Vak pulled off and offered him to Lisa without a word, just tilted his cock toward her sister's mouth. Lisa bent and took him in without hesitation, and she bobbed her head with a rhythm that was her own, different from her sisters' but equally devastating.

	They passed him back and forth between their mouths. Valerie sucking the head while Lisa licked the shaft. Lisa deepthroating him while Valerie sucked his balls. Their tongues meeting around him, sliding against each other on either side of his cock, and they kissed over the tip of him, sharing the pre-cum, and Mason just prayed for stamina because this was the kind of thing that ended civilizations.

	Val pulled off and wiped her mouth. "Roll over," she said to Lisa. "On your stomach."

	Lisa hesitated. Something flickered across her face. "What are you..."

	"Trust me. You'll like this. You used to like this."

	Lisa's cheeks colored but she rolled onto her stomach and Valerie positioned a pillow under her hips, lifting her ass slightly. She looked at Mason.

	"Eat your mother's ass."

	The words hit him like a physical force. Lisa turned her head on the pillow, eyes wide.

	"Val..."

	"Shh. Your ass deserves to be loved too." Val was already moving, positioning herself beside Mason's hips, her hand wrapping around his cock. "I'll take care of him while he takes care of you."

	Mason looked at his mother's ass. Round and full and slightly spread by the position, and he could see everything, the flushed lips of her pussy, the tight pink pucker above it, and his mouth watered. Literally. Something primal kicked in and he lowered his face between her cheeks without another second of hesitation.

	"Oh!" Lisa yelped when his tongue touched her there. Her whole body jerked. "Mason, what... oh my GOD..."

	He licked her the way Val had licked him, the way that had rewired his brain, slow flat strokes of his tongue over that sensitive ring. He felt her clench and then relax and then clench again and her hands fisted in the sheets and she buried her face in the pillow and made sounds that were barely human.

	"That's it," Val murmured, stroking Mason's cock in long slow pulls while she watched him eat his mother's ass. "Get her nice and relaxed. Get her wet. Use your tongue, baby... push inside her..."

	He pressed the tip of his tongue against her hole and pushed and Lisa let out a wail, muffled by the pillow, and her hips bucked back against his face. She was tight, impossibly tight, and hot, and his tongue slipped inside her and she sobbed his name.

	"Mason... oh fuck, Mason, It's been so long... oh god, don't stop, please don't stop..."

	Val stroked him faster, twisting on the upstroke, her thumb swiping through the pre-cum at his tip. She bent and took him in her mouth and sucked hard and his groan vibrated against Lisa's ass and Lisa screamed into the pillow.

	"He can fuck you there too, you know" Val said, pulling off Mason's cock. She said it to Lisa, matter-of-fact. Like he would bring in grocery. "Not right now. When you're ready. But you need to know what it feels like, Lisa. His cock in your ass. It's so good."

	"I don't think I can."

	"I think you can. But anyways..." Valerie kissed the small of Lisa's back. " Right now..." She looked at Mason and tilted her head toward Lisa's pussy. "Fuck your mother, Mason."

	He pulled his mouth from Lisa's ass and she whimpered at the loss and he positioned himself behind her, on his knees, and pushed into her pussy in one long steady thrust. Lisa's back arched and she cried out, her face lifting from the pillow, and he gripped her hips and started fucking her from behind.

	"Yes, yes, fuck, baby, fuck Mommy, give it to me...Mommy needs it. Hard."

	Val lay on her back and slid underneath them, facing up, and from this angle she could watch Mason's cock sliding in and out of her sister. She extended her tongue and licked Lisa's clit on each thrust, adding sensation, and Lisa shattered almost immediately, coming hard around her son's cock with Valerie's tongue on her clit.

	But Mason didn't stop. He fucked his mother through the orgasm and into the next one and Val licked and sucked and added her fingers and Lisa came again, harder, sobbing into the pillow.

	"Turn her over," Val said, sliding out from underneath. "I want to see her face."

	Mason pulled out and flipped Lisa onto her back, not roughly but not gently either, and Lisa looked up at him with maternal love and savage lust simultaneously. He pushed back inside her and her legs wrapped around him instinctively and he fucked her looking into her eyes and she held his face in her hands.

	"I love you," she breathed. "I love you, I love you, I love you..."

	"I love you too, Mom. Fuck, I love you so much."

	Val watched them and touched herself and there was something on her face that was more than lust. Something like gratitude. Like she was watching two people find each other and she was the one who'd made it happen and that was enough.

	When Mason got close he pulled out and Val was there, grabbing his cock, stroking him, and Lisa scrambled up beside her sister and they knelt together and opened their mouths and he came across both their faces, ropes of cum painting their lips and cheeks and tongues. Lisa caught most of it this time, hungry for it, and Valerie leaned in and licked a streak from Lisa's cheek and kissed her and they shared him again, cum passing between their mouths, and Mason watched his mother and his aunt snowball his load between their tongues and fell backward on the bed, completely spent.

	Val crawled over to Lisa and cleaned the remaining cum from her sister's face with small careful licks. "You missed some," Lisa murmured, and she swiped a drop from Valerie's collarbone and brought it to her own mouth.

	"Yeah. Let's not Waste anything," Val said, and they both laughed, a shared joke.

	They showered. All three of them, which was a squueze in Valerie's shower but nobody cared. Mason stood in the middle with water streaming over him while his mother soaped his chest from the front and his aunt soaped his back from behind and their hands met around his waist and they washed him together. Lisa shampooed his hair, scrubbing his scalp with her nails the way she'd done when he was a child, and the tenderness of it alongside the eroticism of their naked bodies pressed against him created a dissonance that made his throat tight.

	Over breakfast, reality intruded. Lisa sat at the kitchen table in one of Val's robes, nursing coffee, and the three of them talked.

	"I'm here until Wednesday," Lisa said. She'd told the conference organizers she was leaving early. She did not plan on attending. The FOMO of sex with her son and sister was real. They had just three days. "Three days," she said out loud.

	"Then we make the most of it," Val chimed in.

	Lisa looked at her sister over the rim of her mug and something complicated moved through her expression. "I just... I need to know this is real. That last night, or this morning, wasn't just... some kind of fever dream."

	Mason reached across the table and took his mother's hand. She looked at their intertwined fingers and her eyes glistened.

	"It's real, Mom."

	"It's real," Valerie confirmed. "It's been real for a long time. We just finally accepted."

	Lisa nodded. Squeezed Mason's hand. Took a breath. "Okay. Three days."

	Three days. Seventy-two hours. They used every one of them.

	Monday they went out. All three of them, together, into the world, and it was the most surreal experience of Mason's life. Val drove them to a waterfront restaurant two towns over where nobody would recognize any of them, and they sat at a semi-round booth and ate seafood and drank white wine and to anyone watching they were... what? A young man with two older women? A mother and aunt taking their son to lunch? Two lesbian mothers and their adult son? There were a dozen innocent explanations and nobody would, hopefully, ever land on the truth.

	Lisa was nervous at first. She sat rigidly in her chair, hyper-aware of every glance from other diners, convinced that the truth was written on her face. But Val ordered another bottle of wine and kept the conversation light and gradually Lisa relaxed, and she started to laugh at Val's jokes and her hand found Mason's thigh under the table.

	It started as a reassuring touch. A mother's hand on her son's leg, nothing unusual. But her fingers crept higher as the wine did its work, and by the time their entrees arrived her pinky was brushing against the outline of his cock through his shorts and she was maintaining a conversation with Val about some cousin's wedding with perfect composure while her son hardened under her fingertips.

	"You're getting bold," Mason murmured when Val excused herself to the bathroom.

	"Your aunt is a bad influence," Lisa's fingers traced along his length, feeling him grow. Her eyes were on the other diners, her face expressionless, her hand doing filthy things under the tablecloth. "She always has been."

	"Runs in the family apparently."

	Lisa looked at him and her composure cracked into a smile that was equal parts his proper mother and the woman who'd screamed his name that morning. "I suppose it does."

	When Val returned she read the situation instantly, the flush on Lisa's neck, the tension in Mason's jaw, the angle of Lisa's arm disappearing below the table.

	"Started without me?" She sat down and her hand found Mason's other thigh. "Rude."

	They teased him through the rest of dinner. Tag-teaming him under the table, taking turns stroking him through his shorts, and the server was envious of that young man at table twelve who kept shifting in his seat surrounded by the two women flanking him, clearly doing the dirty with their hands..

	In the parking lot afterward, Lisa pushed Mason against the car and kissed him. Right there, in the open air, with people walking to and from the restaurant not thirty feet away. She kissed him deep and hard, her body pressed against his, and he felt her. The Lisa who would never, who couldn't, who shouldn't, was stepping back and someone bolder was taking her place. The wine helped.

	"Get us home," she said to Val, breathless. "Now, please?"

	Val laughed. But she drove ten over the speed limit the whole way, and Lisa sat in the back seat with Mason and they made out like teenagers, her hand in his shorts, his hand up her blouse, mouths locked together, and Val adjusted the rearview mirror to watch them and nearly ran a red light. Stop signs were just suggestions.

	They barely made it through the front door.

	Val locked it behind them and Mason lifted Lisa and her legs went around his waist and he carried her to the bedroom while she kissed his neck and bit his earlobe and whispered things that would have horrified the woman she'd been seventy-two hours ago.

	"I need your cock, baby. I've been thinking about it all through dinner. I need my son's cock inside me right now."

	He put her on the bed and stripped her and she stripped him and Valerie undressed herself and climbed in beside them and what followed lasted two hours and left all three of them spent and drenched.

	Mason fucked Lisa on her back while she held Valerie's hand, their fingers laced together beside Lisa's head, and Lisa came looking into her sister's eyes. Then Val sat on Mason's face while Lisa rode his cock and the two sisters kissed above him, their moans mingling, their hands exploring each other's bodies while he was buried in both of them simultaneously. Lisa on top of him, grinding, her hands on his chest while Valerie knelt behind her and cupped her breasts and pinched her nipples and bit her neck.

	"You feel so good on your son's cock, don't you," Valerie murmured in Lisa's ear, loud enough for Mason to hear. "All those years of being the good sister, the good wife, the good mother. And here you are, riding your own son and loving every second of it."

	"Yes," Lisa gasped, rolling her hips. "God help me, yes."

	"God's not coming to help. But I can." Val's hand slid down Lisa's stomach and found where Mason's cock was disappearing into her and she rubbed Lisa's clit with her fingers slick from their joining. "Come for your son. Come all over his beautiful cock."

	Lisa came with her head thrown back against Valerie's shoulder and her pussy pulsing around Mason and Valerie's fingers coaxing every last tremor from her.

	As she crumbled beside them, Val took her position and started fucking Mason. "I need to fuck you now. Your mom's been hogging this delightful, beautiful cock. Oh god... It's... so good. Made to fuck. Fuck me, Mason. Fuck me hard." Mason flipped her over without disentangling and obliged his aunt. The fact that his mother was watching him added to the perverse pleasure.

	Later, past midnight, they took rest and restarted. Mason was behind Lisa, fucking her slowly, spooning, his face in her hair, his hand cradling her breast. Val facing Lisa, kissing her softly, fingering her.

	"I want him in my ass," Lisa whispered against Valerie's lips.

	Valerie looked at her and smiled. "About time."

	"Well, I can't be left behind." Lisa reached back and gripped Mason's hip, stilling him inside her. She looked over her shoulder at him. "Say, baby. You wanna fuck Mom's ass?"

	Val licked her sister's ass and then applied dollops of the cherry flavored lube on her ass. She wet Mason's cock by sucking him and then applying lube.

	He went slowly. Excruciatingly slowly. Pulling out of her pussy and slicking himself with the lube Val handed him and pressing against that tight anal ring while Val lay in front of Lisa and held her and kissed her and stroked her hair.

	"Breathe," Valerie murmured. "Push back against him. Let him in."

	Lisa breathed and pushed back and Mason eased inside her and Lisa made a sound he'd never heard from her, or from anyone, a low shaking groan that seemed to come from somewhere deeper than her throat.

	"Oh... oh god... oh Mason..."

	"I've got you, Mom. I've got you. Tell me if it's too much."

	"Don't you dare stop." She was trembling all over, her hand gripping Val's arm hard enough to leave marks. "Don't you dare fucking stop."

	He fed himself into her ass inch by careful inch while Valerie held her sister and whispered encouragement and reached between Lisa's legs and rubbed her clit in slow firm circles. When Mason was fully entered, his hips flush against his mother's ass, all three of them went still and the room was silent except for their breathing.

	"How does he feel?" Valerie whispered.

	"Full," Lisa breathed. "So full. I can feel his heartbeat inside me."

	Mason started to move and Lisa cried out and grabbed for anything, finding Val's hand, Val's breast, squeezing desperately. He kept the strokes shallow and slow and Valerie kept rubbing her clit and Lisa's moans built from low trembling sounds to high keening wails.

	"Your son's cock is in your ass, Lisa," Valerie said, her voice dark and rich. "Your baby boy is inside your tightest hole and you love it, don't you."

	"I love it," Lisa sobbed. "Fuck, Val, I love it, he's so deep, I'm going to come, I'm going to come with my son in my ass..."

	"Come for him. Let go. Let it all go."

	Lisa let go. She came and it unmade her completely. She shook and screamed and clenched and Mason felt every ripple and this tipped him over and he came inside her ass with his face pressed into her hair and his arm wrapped around her waist and their bodies fused and trembling.

	Val held them both through the aftermath. When Mason finally, gently, pulled out, Valerie moved down the bed and spread Lisa's legs and licked her clean, tongue moving through the cum that seeped from her sister's ass, gathering it, savoring it. Lisa whimpered and twitched with oversensitivity and Mason watched his aunt eat his cum out of his mother's ass and something in his chest expanded past all known boundaries. Despite everything, Val was at heart, a kinky lady who just loved sex in all its forms. And just loved cum.

	Val crawled back up and kissed Lisa and shared the taste between them and they held each other while Mason curved around his mother's back and the three of them breathed together in the dark, before sleep took over.

	Tuesday.

	Mason was on the couch playing video games in the afternoon because even in the midst of a life-altering sexual awakening, you needed to keep up the levels. He'd put on shorts and a t-shirt and was genuinely focused on the screen, thumbs working the controller, when he realized the house had gone quiet in a specific way.

	Not empty quiet. Occupied quiet.

	He paused the game and listened.

	Sounds from the bedroom. Faint. The murmur of voices, too low to make out words, and then a moan. Not loud, not performative. A real moan, private and unguarded, followed by another voice making a sound that was half laugh and half gasp.

	He set down the controller.

	He walked down the hallway and the bedroom door was open, not all the way, just enough, and whether that was accidental or intentional he'd stopped being able to tell with these two women.

	Lisa and Val were on the bed in a sixty-nine. Lisa on top, her face buried between Val's thighs, her ass in the air, and Valerie underneath with her mouth working Lisa's pussy from below. The sounds were wet and eager, two women who knew each other's bodies from years ago rediscovering what they'd lost, and both of them were completely absorbed in each other.

	Mason leaned against the doorframe and watched.

	It was different from watching Val with Jade. That had been performance, at least partly, arranged for his benefit. This was private. Intimate. The noises they made weren't for an audience. Lisa's small desperate whimpers muffled against Valerie's pussy. Valerie's groans vibrating against Lisa's clit. Their hands gripping each other's thighs, pulling closer, deeper.

	His cock was hard in seconds. He reached into his shorts and wrapped his hand around himself and stroked slowly, watching his mother eat his aunt's pussy. Lisa's technique was less polished than Val's but more intense, more emotional. She licked like she was trying to make up for years of absence, her tongue working frantically, and Valerie's hips were lifting off the bed to meet her mouth.

	He stroked himself and watched and the visual was so overwhelming, his mother's ass in the air with Valerie's tongue inside her, his aunt's thighs trembling around Lisa's head, that he moaned before he could stop himself.

	Both women heard it. Lisa lifted her head from between Valerie's thighs and looked over her shoulder at the doorway and saw her son leaning there with his cock in his hand, watching them. Her face was flushed and wet from her sister's pussy and she didn't look embarrassed. She looked hungry.

	"Get in here," Lisa said. Her voice was rough and low, so different from the woman who reminded him about dentist appointments. "Stop standing there jerking off and come fuck your mother. Or aunt. Or both"

	Val laughed from underneath her, this muffled delighted sound. "There she is. That's the Lisa I remember."

	Mason stripped off his clothes and crossed the room. Lisa had turned around, sitting up, and she reached for him as he climbed onto the bed, her hand finding his cock and pulling him toward her with zero hesitation. She'd shed every remaining layer of inhibition and what was left was raw unfiltered want.

	"Two days ago I was on a plane excited to meet my son and get some quality time with my sister," Lisa said, pulling him down on top of her. "Now I'm calling my son into the bedroom to fuck me and my sister. What happened to me?"

	"Something wonderful," Val said, moving to make room for them. She was never jealous that Mason fucked her first.

	Mason kissed his aunt first, then his mother and sank into her in one smooth stroke and she wrapped around him, arms and legs, pulling him deep, and they found a rhythm immediately, this instinctive synchronization that shouldn't have existed between people who'd been lovers for less than forty-eight hours.

	"Harder, baby," Lisa gasped into his mouth. "Don't hold back. I don't want you to hold back anymore."

	He didn't hold back. He fucked her with the headboard slamming the wall and her grunting with every thrust and Val sat in the corner of the bed fingering herself and watching and adding commentary.

	"Fuck her, Mason. Fuck your mother's pussy. She needs it, look at her, she's been starving for this..."

	"Yes," Lisa hissed. "I've been starving. I'm done, just fuck me, fuck Mommy..."

	Once she came, he moved to his aunt, and fucked Val. The familiarity of the last two months was evident as they moved together, switching positions from missionary to cowgirl to doggy before Val came. This triggered Mason, who came inside Val.

	He came inside her because she begged him to, and she was thrilled when she felt him pulsing inside her, this release that was physical and emotional simultaneously.

	This time Lisa moved between Val's legs afterward and licked her son's cum out of her sister's pussy, slowly, thoroughly, and Val stroked her hair and looked at the ceiling with a smile on her lips and murmured "If I dies now, I don't care."

	Tuesday evening they cooked dinner together. Pasta and salad and store bought garlic bread, Val directing the kitchen with the same authority she directed the bedroom, Lisa chopping vegetables with the precision of a woman who'd maintained a household for twenty-five years, Mason stirring sauce and stealing glances at both of them. Val in her silk robe. Lisa in one of Mason's button-down shirts that was opened to show her boobs, and came to mid-thigh, nothing underneath, this detail he'd discovered when she bent to get a pan from a low cabinet and he saw everything and she knew he saw and looked back at him and winked.

	They ate on the porch. The ocean was doing its thing in the darkness and they talked about real things. Lisa's marriage, which she described with a honesty that was new, and sad. Richard was a decent man. A good provider. Faithful, as far as she knew. But she'd married him for the wrong reasons and they both knew it.

	"I married him because he was safe," she said, twirling pasta. "Because being with him was the opposite of everything I'd been doing with you." She looked at Val. "I was terrified of how much I wanted you. Of what we were becoming. So I picked the safest man I could find and built a life that had no room for any of it."

	"And Mason?" Valerie asked gently.

	Lisa looked at her son. "Mason was the one beautiful thing that came out of that life." Her eyes were soft and fierce simultaneously. "And he turned out to be the thing I couldn't protect myself from."

	"Our sex life is non-existent now. We still have sex, but there is no spark. And it is once a month. If that."

	"So when I walked into that bedroom and saw you..." Lisa looked at Mason. "I don't know what came over me. I wanted it. That's all my brain said. Not angry, jealous... It looked like my sister was living the fantasy of being fucked hard."

	Mason reached across the table and took both their hands. His mother's right and his aunt's left and held them and the three of them sat there connected in the dark.

	"Three days isn't enough," he said.

	Nobody argued. Nobody agreed. The truth of it hung there, too heavy to confirm and too obvious to deny.

	Then Val smiled and said, "Ok, let's not brood all night. No time to waste. Let's fucky-fuck."

	All three laughed as Val got on Mason's lap and kissed him, feeling his cock through his shorts, as Lisa gave up the pretense of the shirt. Mason carried his aunt kissing her while his naked mom walked next to him as they retreated to the bedroom. To fucky-fuck, as Val put it.

	Wednesday morning arrived the way endings always do. Too fast and too bright.

	Mason woke to find Val's side of the bed empty and Lisa already stirring beside him. Her eyes opened and found his and for a moment they just looked at each other. Mother and son. Lovers. The two things coexisting in a way that should have been impossible and felt, instead, inevitable.

	"Morning," she whispered.

	"Morning, Mom."

	She touched his face. Her thumb traced the line of his jaw. "We have to leave today."

	"I know."

	"I have to make it look like I just came from a conference."

	"Instead of from your son's bed."

	She opened her eyes and they were bright. "Instead of from my son's bed."

	Val appeared in the doorway with three mugs of coffee balanced in her hands. She looked at them and read the room and set the mugs on the nightstand and sat on the edge of the bed.

	"Don't do this yet," she said. "We still have this morning. Don't spend it being sad."

	"I'm not sad," Lisa said, sitting up. "I'm terrified. How am I supposed to go home and cook dinner for Richard and sit across from him and pretend I wasn't... that I didn't..."

	"The same way you've been pretending for so many years," Valerie said. "Except now you know what you're pretending about. That's actually easier, not harder."

	"How is that easier?"

	"Because the pretending isn't about denial anymore. It's about protection. You're not hiding from yourself, Lisa. You're hiding what you have. That's different."

	Lisa looked at her sister. "When did you get wise?"

	"I was always wise. You were just too busy being responsible to notice."

	"We can't just... we can't continue this at home. Not with Richard there. It's too dangerous."

	"I know."

	"So we stop." Lisa said it and her voice cracked on the word. "When summer's over, we stop. We have to."

	"Of course," Val said gently.

	"It was just this. Just these few days. A... a moment out of time. It doesn't follow us home."

	"Absolutely," Valerie agreed.

	Mason looked at his aunt and saw the faintest twitch at the corner of her mouth. She didn't believe a word of what she was agreeing to and she knew Lisa didn't either. She was letting Lisa have the comfort of the declaration because Lisa needed to make it, needed to hear herself say the reasonable thing even as her body was already betraying its objection.

	Because Lisa's hand was on Mason's thigh. Had been since she started talking about stopping. Her fingers were gripping him, not stroking, just holding on, the way you grip something you're not ready to let go of.

	"We stop," Lisa said again, quieter. "When we go home, we're mother and son. That's all."

	"Okay, Mom."

	Her hand moved higher on his thigh. Unconscious or maybe not.

	Val watched this with infinite patience. She sipped her coffee and let the silence stretch and then she set her mug down and said, very casually, "Well. Since you're stopping when he gets home, and since you have to leave in a few hours, seems like a waste to spend the morning we have left talking about all the things you're not going to do." She leaned forward and took Lisa's coffee out of her hand and set it aside. "So maybe we should do them one more time instead."

	Lisa looked at her sister. Looked at her son. Looked at her own hand on his thigh, so close to his cock that her pinky was brushing against it.

	"One more time," she said, like she was making a deal with herself.

	"One more time," Valerie confirmed, and she was already pulling the sheet away.

	"One more time," Mason said, and he took his mother's face in his hands and kissed her.

	Mason made love to his mother while Val held her. Not fucking, not this time, but something deeper, their faces close, their eyes open, his strokes long and measured and so deep Lisa gasped with each one. Val lay beside them and stroked Lisa's hair and kissed her temple and whispered things only Lisa could hear as her hips rose to meet her son.

	Then Mason and Valerie together, one last time, while Lisa watched and touched herself because her sister's face when she came was the most beautiful thing she'd ever seen and she'd walked away from it once and was about to walk away from it again.

	Then both of them together. Mason on his back, Lisa riding him, leaning forward so their chests were pressed together and their foreheads were touching, while Valerie pressed behind Lisa, her breasts against Lisa's back, her hands reaching around to hold both of them.

	Lisa came looking into her son's eyes and whispered "I can't stop, I won't be able to stop" and Mason came inside her and knew she was right.

	Afterward they held each other for as long as they could. Three bodies that fit together like they were designed for it, breathing in unison, heartbeats slowing, the morning light creeping across the bed.

	When Lisa finally got up to shower and pack, Mason lay in bed and stared at the ceiling and Valerie curled against his side.

	"She's not going to stop," Valerie said quietly.

	"I know."

	"Neither are you."

	"I know."

	"When you go home, it's going to happen. You and her. Under your dad's roof. You know that, right?"

	He closed his eyes. His mother's voice in his ear. I can't stop. His mother's pussy clenching around him when she said it.

	"I know."

	Val kissed his shoulder. "Then we'd better make sure you're ready. Because sneaking around with your aunt at the beach is one thing. Fucking your mother in your father's house is a whole different game."

	From down the hall, the sound of the shower running. Lisa washing away the evidence. Putting herself back together. Becoming the woman she showed the world while the woman she actually was retreated behind the mask.

	"We've still got some time," Val said. "Let's use it."

	She got on her knees and bent down to take Mason in her mouth, to make him hard to fuck her one last time. Or twice.

	They drove to the airport that afternoon. At the curb, Lisa hugged Val, and the hug lasted long, too long for sisters who supposedly had a normal relationship, and Valerie whispered something in Lisa's ear that made her close her eyes and nod.

	Then Val hugged Mason. And to anyone watching it was an aunt hugging her son goodbye. A perfectly normal scene at departures. Her arms around his neck, his around her waist, a squeeze, a kiss on the cheek. But Val, being Val, couldn't resist. She pulled his mouth and kissed him properly, pushing her tongue in his mouth.

	And her hand slid down his back to his ass and squeezed, quick and hidden, and she pulled back and looked at him and her eyes said everything her mouth couldn't say at an airport curb.

	"See you soon, you devil," she said.

	"See you, Val. Thank you for everything."

	"Stop. Or I'll keep you here. "

	--------------------------

	They checked in together. Stood in the security line together. Found their gate together. To the entire airport they were a mother and son traveling home from a family visit and nobody looked twice.

	They sat in the hard plastic chairs at gate B7 and waited for boarding and didn't touch because they were in public and the real world had rules that their childhood beach house didn't. Mason scrolled his phone without seeing anything on it. Lisa read a book without turning a page.

	"Your Dad's picking us up," Lisa said quietly.

	"I know."

	"He thinks I was at the conference all three days. Remember that.."

	"I know, Mom."

	A pause. The gate agent made an announcement about pre-boarding.

	"I don't know how we will be when we get there. I miss Val already."

	"Me too."

	They boarded the plane. Two seats together, Lisa at the window and Mason on the middle. The aisle seat was empty. The plane taxied and took off and the coastline fell away beneath them, Valerie's town, the beach, the house where everything had changed, shrinking to a toy version of itself and then vanishing under clouds.

	Lisa stared out the window for a long time.

	---------------------- 

	

	


CHAPTER 5

	SUMMER ENDS

	

	Mason and Lisa took the Uber from the airport. Richard couldn't make it due to a last-minute call. Mason was a little relieved. He wasn't sure how he felt meeting his father.

	Mason sat behind the driver with his duffel bag wedged between his knees, watching the suburbs scroll past like a life he'd left behind a hundred years ago, although it was just a few weeks ago. Lisa sat beside him, close enough that their thighs touched but it felt like a canyon between them. Lisa was texting, probably Val, confirming they'd landed, her thumbs moving with fast. Not someone who, a few hours ago, had been fucking her son and her sister..

	Her phone buzzed. She glanced at it and her lips twitched.

	"Val?" Mason asked quietly.

	"She says she misses us already." Lisa paused and then showed him the screen:

	'Tell my nephew his aunt is lonely and walking around the house naked thinking about him.'

	Mason laughed but felt his cock stir. He shifted in his seat. "That sounds like Val."

	Lisa smiled. Probably the first time since she got on the plane. The fact that she was picturing her sister too helped. "That is Val." Lisa put her phone away and looked out the window and her hand was on the seat between them.

	The Uber turned into the driveway. The house looked exactly the same. Yet, it felt so different to Mason. As if a century of events had passed.

	"We're here," the driver said.

	Lisa pulled her sunglasses off. Checked her face in her phone camera. Reapplied lip balm. Smoothed her hair. Mason watched the transformation happen in real time, the way she shed whatever she'd been for the past week and became someone else. Became Mom. Became Richard's wife. Her shoulders squared and the mask clicked into place so cleanly it made his chest ache.

	"Okay," she said quietly. More to herself, than to him.

	They climbed out. Mason grabbed both bags from the trunk and the Uber pulled away and then it was just the two of them standing in the driveway in the late afternoon sun with their real life sitting right there in front of them. Val's house was Vegas - What happened at Val's was to remain at Val's.

	Richard opened the front door before they reached it.

	"There they are!" He spread his arms wide. "My two favorite people."

	Lisa walked into the hug first. Richard kissed her forehead, wrapped his arms around her waist, and Mason watched his mother melt into his father's chest with a comfortable ease that made his heart feel a pang of pain in his heart.

	She was riding my face this morning.

	"Hey, Dad." Mason extended his hand.

	Richard bypassed it entirely and pulled him into a bear hug. The back-slapping, slightly too tight kind that dads use when they've missed you but don't have the vocabulary to say so.

	"Get in here. You too old for a hug now?" Richard held him at arm's length, looking him over. "How was your internship? You put on weight. Val's been feeding you."

	Not exactly the kind of nourishment you're imagining.

	"Yeah. Val... I mean Aunt Val was good to me."

	"She's a force of nature, your aunt. Always has been." Richard grabbed Lisa's suitcase and led them inside and Mason carrying his bags, watching his father's hand settle on the small of his mother's back as they walked through the foyer. The same spot where Mason's hand had been. Holding her while he fucked her.

	This was going to be a problem.

	Dinner was surreal. Richard had ordered Thai because he said Lisa deserved a night off from cooking after traveling and they sat at the kitchen table, the three of them, a family, passing containers of pad thai and green curry.

	"Work never stops," Richard said, shaking his head. "I keep saying I'll set boundaries and then some founder calls at five PM with an emergency that's really just them not understanding their own analytics."

	"You work too hard," Lisa said. She said it with genuine warmth and Mason saw it, the part of his mother that did love Richard, that appreciated his steadiness, his reliability. Richard was a good man. That was the thing that made everything harder. He wasn't cruel or neglectful or absent. He was just... not enough.

	"So," Richard said, slicing into his ribeye. "Tell me everything. How was the summer? The internship... How was the research? Made any friends?"

	"It was great. The research was on emerging market volatility, I helped compile data sets, ran some regression models, wrote up two sections of the appendix."

	This was technically true. He'd done approximately eleven hours of academic work across the entire summer. The rest of the hours had been spent learning things no university offered credit for, but his aunt did.

	"That's my boy." Richard pointed his chopsticks at Mason with the kind of paternal pride that was genuine but that Mason felt he didn't deserve. "Senior year. Last lap. You thought about what you want to do after graduating?"

	"Still figuring it out, Dad. Market's tough."

	"Don't figure too long. Good spots go fast. I can make some calls if you want. Charlie Brennan at Lazard owes me a..."

	"Richard, let him eat." Lisa's voice, warm and gently deflecting. She smiled at her husband from across the table and it was so convincing Mason almost believed it himself.

	Richard chuckled. "Fine, fine." He turned to Lisa. "And you. How was the conference?"

	Lisa sipped her wine with a composure that Mason found almost terrifying.

	"Really productive actually. The keynote on luxury staging was the best I've seen in years. And I connected with a developer out of Charlotte, mixed-use properties, high-end residential over retail. Could be a great pipeline if the numbers work."

	She hadn't attended a single second of the real estate conference after that first day. Mason knew this because she'd spent the conference weekend with her legs wrapped around him while her tongue was in her sister's snatch.

	"Charlotte, huh? That market's heating up." Richard reached across the table and squeezed Lisa's hand. "Smart move, honey."

	Mason stared at his father's fingers around his mother's. Those same fingers had been laced through Mason's hair while she shuddered against his mouth and begged him not to stop.

	"And Val?" Richard asked, topping off his wine. "How's she doing?"

	"She's good. Sends her love. I've been asking her to visit."

	"Yes... It will be good to have her visit. It was kind of her to host Mason."

	Lisa caught Mason's eye across the table. The flicker was so fast and so brief that if Mason hadn't been looking for it he'd have missed it entirely. A flash of shared conspiracy. A private joke.

	"I'll mention it to her," Lisa said mildly, and changed the subject.

	Mason pushed his food around his plate and survived the next forty-five minutes through sheer force of will. Richard talked about the office, a merger his team was leading. Lisa nodded in all the right places, laughed at the right moments, touched Richard's arm when he told a story about a colleague's disastrous client dinner. She was so good at this. So seamlessly, heartbreakingly good at being exactly who Richard needed her to be.

	After dinner Richard insisted on cleaning up and Mason escaped upstairs to his bedroom, where he changed and lay down on his bed and stared at the ceiling. His room looked exactly the same. Same navy comforter. Same bookshelf full of books and comics, and his set of Harry Potter books. Same framed photo on the desk of Mason at sixteen, arms around both parents at his baseball championship, grinning after winning a high school team.

	He picked up the photo. Richard's hand on his shoulder. Lisa's smile, radiant and uncomplicated.

	What the fuck have I done? He laughed at his choice of word. He had actually done that--fuck.

	It was late. Silence in the house. A soft knock at the door.

	"Can I come in?"

	Lisa slipped through before he answered. She'd changed into a thin cotton robe, her dark hair still damp from a shower. No makeup. She looked soft and real and devastating.

	She sat on the edge of his bed. She folded her hands in her lap.

	"We need to talk," she said.

	Four words that have never in the history of human language preceded anything good.

	The lump in his throat started.

	Mason sat beside her leaving a careful six inches of space. Enough room for Jesus, as they said. Though Jesus would probably not approve of what they had done.

	"Okay, Mom. I'm listening.."

	Lisa looked at her hands. At the ring on her left finger, the diamond Richard had put on her hand when they married. She turned it slowly, a full rotation, like she was winding back time.

	"I love your father," she said.

	It landed in Mason's chest like a sucker punch. Precise and devastating and exactly where it would do the most damage.

	The lump grew.

	"He's a good man," she continued, her voice steady and quiet. "He works hard. He provides for this family. He's been a good father to you. He loves me. And I love him. That's real, Mason. I need you to know that's real."

	Mason couldn't speak. The lump had taken up all the space.

	"What happened these last few days..." She paused, choosing her words carefully. "What happened between us. I can't pretend it didn't. And I can't pretend I didn't want it. Because I did. God help me, I did."

	She turned to look at him and her eyes were bright and frightened all at once.

	"You made me feel things I haven't felt in... I don't even know. Years. Maybe ever. You woke something up in me that I thought was gone, or that I'd decided didn't matter, or that I'd just buried so deep I forgot it was there. And it terrifies me."

	Mason's hands were shaking. He pressed them flat against his thighs. The lump was bigger than the throat now.

	"The right thing to do," Lisa said, "is to end this. Right now. Tonight. Before it gets out of hand. Before someone gets hurt. Before it destroys this family." She swallowed. "I'm your mother. I'm supposed to be the adult. I'm supposed to protect you. From the world, from bad decisions, from..." Her voice cracked. "From me."

	Mason's world went still. The lump had now filled the room.

	She's ending it. She's doing the right thing. She's being the parent. She's being pragmatic, sensible, and sane.

	It's over.

	Lisa held his gaze for a long terrible moment. Her jaw was set. Her eyes were slightly wet. She looked like a woman who had made a decision and was preparing to carry the weight of it forever.

	Then the corner of her mouth twitched.

	Just barely. A sliver of the lipline moved so little that you'd need to be watching for it. And Mason was always watching.

	"That's what I should say," Lisa murmured. "That's what a good mother would do."

	The twitch became a smile. The lump shrunk.

	"But I don't think I can."

	The lump disappeared.

	The six inches between them evaporated.

	Mason's mouth found hers with the hunger of a man who'd been told he was about to lose the only thing that mattered and then been handed it back. Lisa's hands came up to his face, pulling him in, and the kiss was deep and desperate and they knew this would, no, could not ever stop.

	"Quiet," she breathed against his lips. "We have to be so quiet. He's in the bedroom."

	"I know."

	"Mason..."

	"I know, Mom."

	Mom. The word did something to her. It always did. Her breath hitched and her fingers tightened in his hair and she kissed him harder, pulling him down onto the narrow bed.

	Mason found the tie of her robe and pulled. The cotton fell open and she was naked beneath it. Completely, deliberately naked. She'd showered and put on this robe with nothing underneath, walked down the hall naked to his room.

	"You planned this," he whispered.

	"I kept my options open." She smiled up at him and pulled his shirt over his head.

	He kissed down her body. Slowly at first, then not slowly at all. When he settled between her thighs she grabbed the pillow and pressed it over her face. He inhaled his mother's scent and then he put his mouth on her and heard the muffled groan, felt her hips buck up against him. He worked her with his tongue, long slow strokes at first, then tighter circles around her clit, his fingers sliding inside her, curling forward.

	"Oh fuck," she gasped into the pillow. "Oh fuck, baby, right there... don't stop, don't you dare fucking stop...eat me Mason, yess...."

	He didn't stop. He kept going, alternating between his tongue flat against her clit and two fingers deep inside her and his lips sucking gently, reading her body, responding to every twitch and shudder. When she came it was violent. Her thighs clamped around his head and her back arched off the bed and she screamed into the pillow. Her whole body shook in waves and he held her through it, his mouth still on her, gentler now, easing her down.

	She reached down and grabbed his hair and physically pulled him away, gasping, her eyes wild.

	"Get up here."

	He crawled up her body but she pushed him back and rolled him over. She slid down the bed, wrapped her hand around his cock, and looked up at him with dark hungry eyes.

	"My turn. I've been thinking about this since fucking dinner."

	She licked the underside of his shaft from base to tip. Slowly. Looking right at him the entire time. Then she took the head into her mouth and sucked, her tongue swirling, her hand working what her mouth couldn't reach. She was incredible at this.

	"That's it, Mom... fuck, your mouth is so good..."

	She moaned around him and took him deeper. Her head bobbed, finding a rhythm that built and teased and retreated and built again. She'd pull almost all the way off, just the tip between her lips, tongue flicking at the slit, then swallow him deep until he hit the back of her throat, and he was gripping the headboard and grinding his teeth trying not to make noise.

	"Mom... fuck... I'm going to..."

	She pulled off just long enough to whisper, "Not yet," and then took him even deeper, and he understood this was punishment and reward at the same time. She kept him on the edge for what felt like forever, five agonizing perfect minutes, before pulling back and climbing on top of him.

	Lisa reached between them, gripped his cock, and sank down onto him slowly. One hand on his chest, the other braced against the headboard. Her hair curtained her face. She was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen and he was inside his mother in his own bedroom and his father was feet away in his bedroom, oblivious.

	"Oh god," she breathed. "Oh god, you feel so good. You fill me up so fucking good, baby."

	She rode him with controlled rolling movements. Quiet. Deliberate. This was stealth sex. Every creak of the bedframe was a potential catastrophe, every moan a liability.

	Mason moaned every time she went down on him.

	"Quiet," she kept whispering, her forehead pressed to his. "Quiet, baby."

	He wasn't quiet. He tried. He failed. She kissed him to muffle his sounds and he kissed her back, his hands gripping her hips, pulling her down harder.

	"You're so wet, Mom... you're dripping on me..."

	"Because I've been wanting you, My son.," she whispered. "Been dying to climb into your lap..."

	She ground down on him, changing the angle, and her breath caught and her eyes fluttered shut and he felt her tighten around him.

	"Right there... oh fuck, right there, don't move, just let me..."

	She rode him through it. A slow deep orgasm that he felt everywhere, her whole body clenching around him, her mouth open in a soundless cry. He followed seconds later, pulling her hips down hard, burying himself as deep as he could, and the release was so intense he forgot to breathe for a couple of seconds.

	They lay there tangled and breathing hard, the comforter kicked to the floor.

	"I should go," Lisa whispered. She didn't move.

	"Five more minutes."

	"Three."

	"Four."

	Just then Lisa's phone buzzed. She reached for it and looked and showed it to Mason.

	A text from Val. A photo. Val lying on her bed in nothing but the gold anklet, one hand resting on her stomach, the other holding the phone, looking into the camera with that knowing half-smile. Underneath the photo: Miss you both. Hope you're behaving. (Don't you dare behave.)

	Mason felt his cock twitch against his mother's thigh. Lisa noticed.

	"She has that effect, doesn't she," Lisa murmured, looking at the photo of her naked sister. "Even from a thousand miles away."

	"She really does."

	Lisa typed a reply. Mason watched her compose it, this woman who three days ago would have been horrified by a nude photo and was now texting her sister while lying naked in her son's cum.

	We misbehaved. Your nephew says hi. He's still hard.

	Val's reply was immediate:

	That's my boy. Give him a kiss from me. I'm proud of you, sis. And jealous."

	"I need to really go."

	"I know."

	She smiled against his chest. Kissed his collarbone. Then his jaw. Then his mouth, softly, a goodnight kiss that was also a promise.

	"Goodnight, sweetheart." She retied her robe, smoothed her hair, checked herself in the mirror on the back of his door, and slipped into the hallway.

	Mason stared at the ceiling and listened to her footsteps pad down the hall. Heard the master bedroom door open. Heard the murmur of his father's voice, "Everything okay?" and his mother's reply, warm and easy. "Just checking on him."

	He pulled the pillow over his face. It smelled like her.

	He was so fucked. In every sense.

	His phone buzzed. Val again. This time just for him. Another photo. This one was closer, more explicit. She was lying on her side and the camera was angled down her body, her breasts, her stomach, her hand between her thighs, fingers parted in a V around her clit. The text read: Thinking about you inside my piussy. How was it with Lisa? Tell me everything tomorrow. Sleep tight, baby. Aunt Val loves you.

	He typed back: It was everything. I love you too.

	---------------------

	Mason dreamed he was drowning, and being sucked in.

	He woke up to realize the dream was half right.

	Lisa was under the covers. And was sucking him.

	He registered this in stages. The weight of her between his thighs. The warmth of her mouth already around him. The slow wet rhythm she'd apparently been maintaining long enough for him to be rock hard before consciousness fully arrived. His alarm clock read 6:14 AM.

	"Mom..." He lifted the covers. She looked up at him from between his legs, hair mussed, eyes gleaming, and the sight of her on her knees in his childhood bed at dawn was so surreal he almost laughed.

	She pulled off long enough to whisper "good morning, baby" and then went back to work his cock with enthusiasm and something she needed more than him.

	She was still in her robe. She'd snuck back in while Richard slept.

	"Jesus, Mom."

	She hummed around him and the vibration nearly ended things right there. She was doing something new with her tongue, a twisting curling motion he hadn't experienced before. This woman was actively refining her technique for sucking her son's cock.

	He lasted less than three minutes.

	"Mom... I'm close..."

	She didn't pull away. She gripped his hips, took him deeper, and when he came she swallowed everything, all of it, with a quiet satisfied sound.

	She emerged from under the covers, wiped the corner of her mouth with her thumb, and grinned at him.

	"Needed my protein shake," she said.

	"You're insane."

	"Probably." She kissed his forehead. "Your father's alarm goes off at six-thirty. I should go."

	"Wait..." He reached for her, pulled her robe open, tried to drag her back down. "Let me..."

	"Not now!." She batted his hand away and retied her robe. "He's up in fifteen minutes and I need to be in bed when that alarm goes off." She smiled at his disappointment. "Later. I promise."

	"Tease."

	"Realist." She paused at the door. "Also you're welcome."

	

	She blew him a kiss and disappeared.

	A few minutes later Richard's alarm went off down the hall. The muffled grunt of a man who didn't want to be awake. Mason heard shuffling noise and then water.

	Two minutes. She'd cut it by two minutes.

	What followed was the most exhilarating, terrifying, and genuinely unhinged stretch of Mason's life.

	He had four days before his flight back to campus for senior year and every one of those days became an elaborate choreography of desire and deception. A constant breathless dance around Richard's schedule, Richard's presence, Richard's blissful oblivious routine.

	Richard left for work at 7:45 every morning. His Audi would pull out of the driveway and Mason would start a mental countdown. Lisa would appear in his doorway within ten minutes, sometimes still in her robe, sometimes already dressed for a showing she may or may not have planned to attend, always with that look. That heavy-lidded, knowing look that turned his knees to water.

	Some mornings they barely made it out of the hallway.

	But the real thrill, the sick addictive probably-need-therapy thrill, was the stolen moments when Richard was home.

	Thursday night. After dinner. They'd fallen into a routine where Lisa cooked and Richard ate and Mason cleaned up. Division of labor since he was twelve. What had changed was that cleanup now involved Lisa at the sink and Mason behind her, ostensibly drying dishes, actually pressing himself against her ass with a slow grinding pressure that made her grip the counter and close her eyes.

	"Mason..." she breathed. "Don't."

	He didn't stop. He rolled his hips against her through the thin fabric of her yoga pants. She pushed back, involuntary, instinctive, and he was fully hard against her and her head dropped forward and this was insanity, this was absolutely certifiable...

	Footsteps in the hallway.

	Mason stepped back so fast he hit the island. Lisa turned on the faucet. Richard appeared in the doorway holding his empty wine glass.

	"Room for one more on the cleanup crew?"

	"We've got it, honey." Lisa smiled over her shoulder.

	Richard set his glass on the counter, looked at Mason standing by the island. "You okay, son? You look flushed."

	"Just the summer heat, I guess."

	"Reduce the thermostat." Richard got a beer from the fridge and wandered back toward the living room.

	Lisa turned to Mason. Cheeks pink. Eyes fierce.

	"You," she whispered, "are going to get us killed."

	"You pushed back."

	"I did not."

	"You absolutely did."

	She bit her lip. Threw the dish towel at his head. Walked out of the kitchen with a hip sway so deliberate it should have been classified as a weapon.

	Friday afternoon. Richard was in the downstairs bathroom. He was working from home. Lisa was walking past the linen closet. Mason pulled her inside, pressed her against the shelves, and kissed her until they were both gasping. She shoved him away after thirty seconds.

	"Are you twelve?" she hissed.

	"I can't help it. You smell incredible."

	"I smell like fabric softener, we're surrounded by towels... oh god, don't do that with your hands..."

	The toilet flushed down the hall. They flew apart. Mason emerged carrying a towel he didn't need. Lisa walked the other direction smoothing her hair.

	Richard passed through and saw Mason holding the towel. "Shower's free if you need it."

	"Thanks, Dad."

	Friday night was harder. They watched a movie, some legal thriller Richard wanted to see, and Lisa snuggled into Richard on the couch. Mason sat in the armchair across the room and watched his mother curl into his father's side and felt jealousy so potent it shocked him.

	This was new. At Val's there'd been no Richard. No context. No competition. But here, watching Lisa rest her head on Richard's shoulder, watching Richard absently stroke her hair while he watched the movie, Mason understood something he hadn't fully grasped before. He didn't just want his mother. He wanted to be the one she came home to. He wanted to be the shoulder and the hand in the hair and the couch.

	Lisa caught him staring. She held his gaze over Richard's shoulder and in her eyes he saw recognition. She knew exactly what he was feeling, exactly how the jealousy was eating him. And there was the faintest hint of something that might have been enjoyment.

	She was teasing him.

	She nestled closer to Richard. Traced a finger along her husband's arm. Kept her eyes locked on Mason.

	You're playing with fire, his expression said.

	I know, hers said back.

	That night after Richard fell asleep she didn't come to his room. Mason lay awake until 2 AM, hard and furious and jealous and ashamed of the jealousy.

	As if by premonition, he received a text. Val. A video this time. Fifteen seconds. She was lying in bed, naked, the camera propped on the nightstand so he could see all of her. She was touching herself, fingers working between her thighs, and she was looking at the camera with her lips parted and at the eight-second mark she whispered, barely audible, "This is me thinking about you fucking me. I miss my nephew's cock so much.."

	The video ended. Mason was rock hard and aching. He typed: You're going to kill me.

	That's the plan. Death by arousal. They'll put it on your tombstone. "Here lies Mason. His aunt sexted him to death."

	Mason couldn't help but laugh.

	When am I seeing you again?

	Soon. Sooner than you think....

	Another photo. Close-up this time. Her fingers spreading herself open, moist pussy for him. Something to remember me by.

	Mason shot back: Like I could forget.

	Sweet talker. Go fuck your mother goodnight. She's probably lying there waiting for you. I know I would be.

	Mason felt bad. He couldn't tell his aunt how he couldn't just go up and fuck his mother. In fact, he hadn't fucked her for more than 24 hours - and now he was sad.

	He fell asleep.

	---------------------

	Saturday morning she made it up to him.

	6:10. She locked the door. She'd never locked it before. New precaution. She slid under the covers without a word. This time she was naked. No robe. She had disrobed as soon as she entered the room.

	She took him in her mouth slowly, almost apologetically. Like her blowjob was saying, I know last night was hard. I'm sorry. Let me fix it. She was tender and thorough and relentless, and when he came she swallowed again, every drop, and then kissed her way up his body and whispered in his ear.

	"He's leaving for golf in an hour. I'm canceling my open house. I'll be in my bedroom. Don't make me wait."

	She bit his earlobe and was gone.

	Richard left at 7:45. The Audi backed down the driveway. Mason watched from his window.

	At 7:46 he walked down the hall and opened the master bedroom door.

	Lisa was on the bed wearing one of Richard's dress shirts. Just the shirt, unbuttoned, hanging open. She looked up at Mason with an expression that was equal parts invitation and dare.

	"Close the door."

	He closed it. Locked it. Stood there for a moment taking it all in. His mother on the bed she shared with his father. Wearing his father's shirt. Richard's reading glasses on his night table.

	"This feels..." Mason started.

	"I know." Lisa pulled the shirt off her shoulders and let it fall. "Come here anyway."

	He went.

	He started on his knees at the edge of the bed, his face between her thighs, worshipping her like it was the only thing he knew how to do. And at this point maybe it was. He licked her slowly, teasing, long flat strokes from her entrance to her clit, then focused tight circles with the tip of his tongue while two fingers slid inside her and curled.

	"Oh fuck yes... just like that, baby, eat my pussy just like that..." She could shout without needing to muffle her cries.

	She returned the favor immediately. Slid off the bed and onto her knees, looking up at him while she worked, kneeling at the foot of her marital bed with her son's cock in her mouth...

	"You look so fucking good with my cock in your mouth, Mom."

	She moaned around him and took him deeper. "You taste so good, baby. I could suck this cock all day." She licked up the underside, swirled her tongue around the head, spit on him and stroked. "Tell me what you want."

	"I want to fuck you, Mom."

	Something flashed in her eyes. Dark and hungry and wrong in all the right ways. The word 'Mom' always had that effect. The dichotomy of maternal call and the incestuous actions always left her hot.

	"Then fuck me, Mason."

	He pulled her up and threw her onto the mattress. She landed on her back laughing, and he was on her immediately, spreading her legs, pushing inside her in one long stroke that made them both groan.

	"Harder," she gasped. "We've got the house to ourselves, I don't have to be quiet. Fuck me harder."

	He fucked her harder. The headboard hit the wall with a rhythmic thud that would have been damning if anyone had been home to hear it. Lisa's legs were over his shoulders and she was loud, finally loud, all the pent-up silence of the past few days pouring out in a stream of filth that made his head swim.

	She also knew she needed to pamper his ego.

	"Yes... yes, fuck me, baby... fuck me right there... oh god you're so much bigger than your Dad, you stretch me so good..."

	"Yeah? You like getting fucked in Daddy's bed by his son?"

	"I love it. I'm such a bad fucking mother... I'm the worst mother alive and I don't care, I don't care, just don't stop..."

	He flipped her over. She went onto her knees immediately, face in the pillow, back arched, pushing her ass toward him. He gripped her hips and slammed back into her and the sound she made was raw and guttural and completely uninhibited.

	"Pull my hair."

	He wrapped her dark hair around his fist and pulled and she cried out and clenched around him.

	They went for what felt like an hour. She came twice on his cock before he finally let go, driving deep and holding there while he emptied himself inside her. She collapsed onto the bed and he collapsed on top of her and they lay there breathing in the soiled sheets.

	They lay together, recovering in silence. Lisa, as was her wont, felt guiltier after sex. Especially doing it in her bedroom which she shared with her husband.

	"I really am not a good mother. What kind of mother am I?"

	"The kind who needs her son."

	"I do need my son." She pulled at him and kissed him.

	"I love you," she said, "Not just like this. Not just sex. I love you, Mason. All of you. Every version of you. My son and my lover and this thing I can't name."

	"I love you too, Mom. All of it. Everything."

	Then she grinned mischievously. "I think we should do what you did a t Val's. In my bum."

	Mason snorted at the word. "Bum? Really?"

	Then she opened Richard's nightstand and pulled out a small bottle of lube.

	"You put it in Dad's nightstand?"

	"Well, we do have sex too, you know. You aren't Jesus. Though you do make me see heaven."

	Mason laughed. But also felt that lumpy jealousy feeling.

	She sucked him again to make him hard. Then he applied lube in her ass, and on his cock. He was gentle at first despite her telling him not to be. He worked her slowly, letting her adjust, reading her breath and her body. When she finally pushed back against him and said "more, give me more" he gave her more.

	"Oh fuck... oh fuck that's so good... I can feel you so deep..."

	"You're so tight, Mom... fuck..."

	"Harder. I can take it. Give it to me harder."

	He did and she screamed into the pillow and pushed back against every thrust and they found a rhythm. This was nothing like anything Mason had imagined when he'd pictured his mother before this summer. Before everything changed.

	Lisa played with her pussy while her son fucked her. They came together. They rested for sometime talking about normal things--his classes in the last year. A listing she was excited about. Whether they were terrible people. They decided they probably were but couldn't find it in themselves to care enough to stop.

	Then Mason hardened against her thigh and they went again. Slower the second time. Almost romantic if that word could be applied to a mother and son fucking in her marital bed on a Saturday morning while she was supposed to be hosting an open house.

	Afterward Lisa lay with her head on his chest listening to his hearbeat.

	"We need to wash these sheets."

	"Yeah."

	"And air out the room."

	"Yeah."

	"And I need to call Jane. She covered for me today.."

	"Five more minutes."

	They took fifteen.

	Then Lisa had an idea. She took a selfie with her snuggling to Mason and they smiled and she sent it to Val with the message: Post a well-fucked session.

	Val replied immediately: I hate you both.

	Mason and Lisa laughed. Then another ping

	Val: Is that your bedroom? Wow

	--------------------

	That evening Richard grilled chicken. Lisa made a salad. Mason set the table. They ate as a family and the conversation was easy and Richard told a story about how his golf buddy had hit a glass filled with a drink, and everyone laughed and it was so normal that Mason almost forgot he'd spent the morning with his cock in every possible hole of his mother, who was now passing him the bread basket.

	After dinner Lisa announced she had paperwork and disappeared into her home office. Mason said he was going to study. After some time, he heard his mother calling out, "Mason, can you help me with laundry?"

	He didn't want to, but came to the laundry room anyway.

	"We don't have long," Lisa whispered, hoisting herself onto the dryer. She was wearing a sundress, no bra, which he'd noticed at dinner.

	"Long for...Oh."

	"So stop talking."

	He pushed the hem up around her waist while she fumbled with his belt. No foreplay. No preamble. He pulled her panties down and pushed into her and Lisa wrapped her legs around him and gripped the edge of the dryer and they fucked right there, fast and urgent, almost fully clothed, the dryer vibrating beneath them.

	"God you're so wet already..."

	"Yes, Sherlock... You make me wet."

	She bit into his shoulder to muffle herself and he gripped her thighs and thrust harder and the dryer was rocking and thumping in a way that could maybe pass for an unbalanced load if anyone was listening...

	Footsteps on the stairs.

	"Lisa? Mason?"

	Richard's voice. Casual. Getting closer.

	They separated so fast it looked like a scene from Flash. Lisa yanked her dress down. Mason spun and grabbed a basket of towels. Lisa opened the dryer and started pulling out clothes.

	Richard appeared in the doorway.

	"There you are. What are you two up to?"

	"Laundry." Lisa held up a fitted sheet, smiling brightly. "Mason's helping me fold."

	Richard looked at Mason. Mason was holding a basket of towels and leaning against the counter because his belt was unbuckled and the counter was the only thing hiding that fact.

	"Need a hand?"

	"Almost done, honey. Go relax."

	Richard lingered for a moment. Mason's heart was hammering so hard he was certain it was audible in the room. Then Richard shrugged and headed back upstairs.

	Lisa and Mason stared at each other.

	"Your belt," she mouthed.

	Mason buckled it. Then he bent down and picked up the pair of his mother's panties, pale blue and lacy, pulled them to his nose and whiffed them, and then pocketed them with a look of defiance.

	Lisa's eyes went wide. Then narrow. Then she smiled and shook her head and went back to folding.

	He kept the panties.

	------------------

	Tuesday afternoon Richard came home early. Meetings canceled. Surprise.

	Mason was in the upstairs hallway. Lisa was on her knees in front of him. His hand was in her hair. His cock in her mouth.

	The garage door opened.

	Lisa pulled back, wiped her mouth, and was on her feet and down the stairs with a speed that defied physics. By the time Richard walked through the mudroom door she was at the kitchen counter pouring a glass of water.

	"You're home early!"

	She kissed his cheek. Casual. Easy.

	Mason stayed upstairs locked in the bathroom, his cock still hard. But his heartbeat doubling. That was close.

	Thursday night was the closest call.

	Late night, Lisa slipped into his room. They were quiet, so quiet, practiced by now. She was on top, riding him slowly, hands on his chest, and his bedroom door which she had locked, she was sure she had locked, swung open about six inches.

	They froze.

	The door held. Nobody appeared. The hallway was dark. A draft maybe. Old latch that didn't catch.

	Lisa stared at the gap with the wide frozen eyes of a woman watching her entire life flash. Mason didn't breathe. Five seconds. Ten. Fifteen.

	Nothing.

	Lisa looked down at him. Her hand was over her mouth. He could feel her heart hammering through her palms against his chest.

	"We should stop," she whispered.

	She didn't get off him.

	"We should absolutely stop."

	She shifted her hips. Testing. Then started moving again. Slowly. Her eyes on the door.

	Neither of them stopped.

	Friday morning Richard suggested breakfast. Just the two of them. Father and son.

	"Before you head back to school. I feel like I've barely seen you."

	They went to the diner on Main. The one they'd been going to since Mason was in Little League. Richard ordered two eggs over easy, rye toast, black coffee, same as always. Mason ordered pancakes he wasn't hungry for and sat across from his father and felt the guilt settle over him like a physical weight.

	"I'm proud of you, Mason." Richard said it simply, directly, the way he said everything. "Senior year. Finish strong. Whatever you decide, I'm behind you."

	"I know, Dad."

	"Your mom and I just want you to be happy. That's it. That's the whole thing." He sipped his coffee. "She missed you this summer, by the way. More than she let on. Doesn't say it, but I could tell. She was counting the days."

	"I missed her too," Mason said, and the layered honesty of that nearly made him choke.

	"You're a good kid." Richard squeezed Mason's shoulder across the table. "I got lucky. Some of the guys at the office, their kids... well. I got lucky."

	The pancakes turned to cement in his mouth.

	He wanted to confess. For one wild trembling moment he wanted to set down his fork and say Dad, I've been sleeping with Mom. And Aunt Val. Sometimes at the same time. I'm in love with your wife in a way that will require years of therapy to unpack and I don't plan to stop and I'm sorry, I'm so sorry, but not sorry enough.

	He didn't.

	"Thanks, Dad. That means a lot."

	Richard smiled. Ate his breakfast. Asked about the classes he planned to take. Told a story about his own college days. And Mason sat there and hated himself exactly the right amount. Enough to feel it. Not enough to change anything.

	That night Lisa came to tuck him in. She actually announced it to Richard. "I'm going to tuck Mason in." Like it was the most natural thing in the world because it was. She'd been tucking her son in for twenty-one years. If the tucking-in now involved her tongue in his mouth and her hand down his shorts, well, traditions evolve.

	She sat on the edge of his bed. He told her about breakfast with Richard. About the guilt.

	"I felt like the worst person alive," he said.

	Lisa was quiet for a moment. Then she took his hand.

	"You're not. If anyone is, it's me. I'm the parent. I'm the one who..." She stopped. Breathed. "But I've decided to stop punishing myself. We can't torture ourselves and keep doing this at the same time. Either we stop or we accept it."

	"And?"

	"I've accepted it."

	She answered by pulling her shirt over her head.

	The guilt dissolved. It always dissolved in the specific time of Lisa's skin against his, her mouth on his neck, her whispered "I need you" in the dark. It would come back. It always did, in the morning, over coffee, in Richard's handshake. But in these moments it simply ceased to exist.

	

	Saturday. The day everything shifted.

	Richard had been called to London. He had to go to meet some European customers.

	"I hate this," Richard said, packing his garment bag. "I wanted to drive you to the airport tomorrow."

	"It's okay, Dad."

	"It's not okay. Your last morning home and I'm on a redeye to Heathrow." He zipped the bag harder than necessary. "But I really can't move this..."

	"Really, Dad. It's fine. I'll be home for Thanksgiving."

	Richard stopped packing. Looked at his son. Pulled him into a hug. Tight, real, the kind Richard didn't give often enough and Mason didn't deserve at all.

	"I love you, kid. Crush senior year."

	"Love you too, Dad."

	Mason drove Richard to the airport. Lisa stayed home. The drive was thirty minutes of sports talk and comfortable silence. At the terminal Richard grabbed his bag, clapped Mason on the shoulder, and said, "Take care of your mom while I'm gone."

	You have absolutely no idea.

	"I will, Dad."

	He watched Richard disappear into the terminal. Sat in the car for a moment. Then pulled out his phone.

	Mason: On my way back. Dad's through security.

	Three dots appeared. Then a photo.

	Lisa had sent a picture of herself from the neck down. Naked. Lying on the master bed. One hand on her stomach, the other holding the phone. No face. Just curves and skin and the wedding ring catching the light.

	Underneath: Hurry.

	He was hard before he pulled out of the parking garage. He drove home as fast as he could. All he could think was two days of pure Mommy and me sessions

	He took the stairs two at a time.

	"Mom?"

	"In here." Her voice from the master bedroom.

	He pushed open the door and stopped.

	Lisa was on the bed. Naked as promised.

	She was not alone.

	Val sat beside her. Cross-legged, blonde hair loose around her shoulders, wearing nothing but a smile and the gold anklet she never took off. Sun-browned and gorgeous and completely unsurprised to see him.

	"Surprise." Val waved. Actually waved, like they were meeting for brunch.

	Mason stood in the doorway. His brain, already compromised by the photo and the drive and the adrenaline, attempted to process the scene and largely failed.

	"How..."

	"She flew in this morning," Lisa said, propping herself up on her elbows. "While you were at the airport with your father."

	"Flew in today. Had to stay at a coffee shop till you left with Richard. Your mother is surprisingly efficient when properly motivated."

	"You planned this."

	"We've been planning this for some time." Val rose from the bed and crossed the room with the easy athletic grace of a woman who knew exactly what she looked like naked and wanted to flaunt it. She reached him, cupped his face, and kissed him. Slow, deep, a hello-again kiss. She tasted like coffee and mischief.

	While Val kissed him he felt hands at his waist. Lisa, behind him, pulling his shirt up and over his head. Val broke the kiss just long enough for the fabric to pass. Then Lisa's fingers were at his belt, unbuckling, unzipping, pushing his jeans down with the efficiency of a woman who'd been removing these specific clothes all week.

	"Two days before your flight," Lisa murmured against his shoulder blade. "Val's here until then."

	Val kissed down his jaw to his neck. Lisa pressed her lips to his spine. He stood between them, his mother and his aunt, both naked, both touching him, and the room tilted.

	Val dropped to her knees. Lisa came around and joined her.

	They knelt before him together. Blonde and brunette. Sister and sister. They looked up at him with twin expressions of hunger and mischief and something that might have been love or might have been its more honest, feral cousin.

	"Two days, baby," Val said, wrapping her hand around the base of his cock. "Let's not waste a single fucking minute."

	Lisa smiled, leaned in, and ran her tongue along one side while Val took the other, and their mouths met around him, and Mason's knees nearly buckled.

	"Oh fuck... oh fuck, both of you..."

	Val took him deep while Lisa licked lower, sucking his balls gently, her hand stroking what Val's mouth couldn't reach. Then they switched, Lisa swallowing him while Val kissed and licked alongside her, their tongues meeting on his shaft, and the sight of his mother and his aunt sharing his cock was something that should not have existed outside of a fever dream.

	"You two are going to fucking kill me," he managed.

	Val looked up, his cock resting against her cheek. "What a way to go though." She grinned and took him back in her mouth.

	Lisa pulled back and looked up at him with wet lips and dark eyes. "I'm glad your aunt could join to give you a proper goodbye."

	Val hummed in agreement around his cock.

	Mason looked down at both of them. His mother. His aunt. On their knees. In his parents' bedroom.

	Two days.

	Senior year could wait.

	Something told him, standing there with both of them looking up at him and the sun setting, that this was the end of the forbidden summer, where everything changed.

	It was now a beginning of something better.

	THE END.
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