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      Son becomes the man worthy of his mother.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter 1. Reckoning
    

    
      My grandmother on my mom's side, Lydia Lane, was crazy about the Beatles and anything from the 1960s. She wore tie-dyed shirts, oversized round glasses, and had long blonde hair usually adorned with beads. She was like a time traveler who refused to conform to the era where she'd landed.
    

    
      She met my grandfather at a Beatles tribute band concert after high school. He was tall with long hair, earrings, a full beard, and a big smile. To hear Mom tell the story, it was love at first site.
    

    
      When my mother was born, it was obvious to these two Beatles fans that she should be named "Penny Lane." It seemed like hippy-bliss, but those feelings passed as the reality of dirty diapers and 3:00 AM feedings "wasn't his scene." My grandfather departed for California, never to be seen again.
    

    
      My mother was raised by her grandmother. Her mother, young, idealistic, and with a touch of wanderlust, slowly faded into the background until she declared that she, too, would be going to California to pursue whatever was left of the 1960s, Haight-Ashbury, and free love.
    

    
      In that trio of mom, her mother, and her grandmother, mom was the serious one, the responsible one, and the one determined to break this cycle of abandonment. She graduated from High School as Salutatorian, pulled together enough money and scholarships for college, and left home. But the circle was not so easily broken.
    

    
      Mom met a wealthy man late in her first year. He was tall, good-looking, and charming, sweeping her off her feet. They were married that fall, and I arrived soon thereafter. But domestic life wasn't for my father, and his family, against the marriage to a "poor commoner," applied so much pressure to dissolve the marriage and erase the mistake that a divorce with an enormous monetary settlement was soon arranged. When asked why she didn't push back, Mom said, "I didn't want to be married to a man that didn't love me." To scrub the abandonment from her life, she scrubbed it from her name, dropping both her married name and her father's last name. She took her mother's maiden name to become simply "Penny Lane."
    

    
      My childhood was bumpy. Mom did her best, but I was a terror. I'm so ashamed of those years. Looking back, most of those problems were my fault, and I'm not even sure why I acted out as I did. We were financially secure, Mom loved me with all her heart, and I wanted for nothing. To this day, I don't understand myself.
    

    
      Even with me being as I was, Mom continued to press on. She returned to college when I was ten years old. Her interest in biology, medicine, and biochemistry had only grown since she had married and dropped out. While my grades were mediocre, hers were stellar. She juggled housework, laundry, meals, coursework, labs, and me with finesse, understanding, and love. She was a marvel.
    

    
      Those two things, her love and decency and my complete lack of it had to collide at some point. That moment was after midnight at the end of a week when I had been especially bratty. Shame, regret, and near despair descended as I lay in the darkness. Each memory of a selfish act or failure stabbed me in the heart. What have I done with my life? What have I done to this amazing woman who gave of herself so much to raise me? I cried that night, first for myself and then for my poor mother, who had suffered from her ungrateful child. When my tears finally dried, I sat up and pulled my knees to my chest. I can't erase my mistakes, but I can begin anew. I swore to myself I'd do better.
    

    
      Saturday morning followed my night of reflection. When I arrived in the kitchen, Mom was sipping coffee at the table and scrolling through her phone, and she smiled as I entered.
    

    
      "Can I make you something? I'm going to have an egg," I said.
    

    
      Mom looked confused. "You want me to make you breakfast?"
    

    
      This was the first time I'd ever offered to help in the kitchen, so her confusion was understandable. I knew how to cook but never offered to cook for her. It was another red mark in my ledger.
    

    
      "No. I'm making breakfast for both of us," I said. "Would you like an egg or something else?"
    

    
      Mom tilted her head and squinted a bit. "Toast?"
    

    
      I started the eggs and loaded the toaster before grabbing plates and a glass of orange juice.
    

    
      "OJ?" I asked.
    

    
      Mom shook her head, clearly off-balance.
    

    
      After a glance at her coffee mug, I said, "Let me top that off for you."
    

    
      I refilled the mug and said, "That's it for this pot. Should I start another?"
    

    
      "No, thank you," she said. "I need to go to the library."
    

    
      The eggs were done, the toast popped, and I filled the plates. A quick dab of margarine and breakfast was presented.
    

    
      She picked up her fork, then put it down. "Jason? What's going on?"
    

    
      It was time. I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, and tried to relax my neck. It had been a very long, sad, terrifying, depressing, and horrible night. When I finally looked up and looked into her eyes, she tensed.
    

    
      "Jason! Why are your eyes so bloodshot?"
    

    
      Her hands were on the table, which made the next bit easier. I reached for her hand and held it. There was no point in being coy. I had things to tell her and didn't want to drag it out.
    

    
      "Mom, I owe you an apology. The biggest apology I can make. I'm so sorry," I said.
    

    
      I felt Mom's hand squeeze mine. She might have even been shaking.
    

    
      "What happened? What have you done?" She asked.
    

    
      Another deep breath. "I've been horrible. I don't know how it happened, but I've been angry, spiteful, and mean for no reason. I've been a brat. I've treated you horribly. And it's so unfair. We have a great life. You're an amazing mom. And I love you. I don't say that enough, but you should hear it. I love you, Mom. And I'm so very, very sorry."
    

    
      She was quiet for a time. Then she squeezed my hand again.
    

    
      "That doesn't explain why your eyes are red," she said.
    

    
      You've got to love the focus of this woman. I put my other hand on top of our clasped hands.
    

    
      "I've been thinking a lot lately, and it all came to a head last night. I'm so angry and disappointed in myself. I spent half the night crying," I said. "Please don't say anything. That was hard to admit."
    

    
      I lightly rubbed her wrist, then released her hand. I sat back in my chair and folded my arms across my chest. We learned in school that this was a defensive body language posture, and I thought: yup, that seems about right.
    

    
      "Thank you for saying those things. I love you very much," she said. "I'm sure I could have done better—"
    

    
      "No," I said. "No. You are amazing. This is on me. And because it's on me, I have the power to fix it—and I'm going to. You've done nothing wrong. You stuck by me while I was having a multiyear meltdown, and, honestly, I don't know how you put up with me."
    

    
      Her eyes were locked on mine, and I continued. "I love you, Mom. Things will be different around here, better, but I will need your help with some things."
    

    
      "Name it," she said.
    

    
      I rolled my eyes a bit, embarrassed with this next part. "I know you've shown me the laundry stuff before, but I could use a refresher. I'll start doing my bedding, towels, jeans, shirts, and whites. I'm nervous I'd goof up your stuff, so I'm not offering yet. But, if you want to throw your towels in with mine, I can probably be trusted not to botch that too badly."
    

    
      She smiled and relaxed a bit. "OK. We can start a load after breakfast." Then she looked serious again. "Are you sure there isn't something else I should know?"
    

    
      It was such a relief to get this off my chest that I felt like joking again. What a wonder she is, how she can put me so at ease.
    

    
      "Look," I said. "I can assure you that I'm not on drugs, haven't murdered anyone, and I'm not pregnant."
    

    
      She laughed. "Well, that's good!"
    

    
      "Isn't that the things parents worry about most?" I quipped.
    

    
      She stood and took my empty plate to the sink.
    

    
      "I admit it is a great relief to hear you're not pregnant!" She said.
    

    
      "Leave those," I said. "I'm on cleanup duty from now on."
    

    
      "Jason, that's not fair," she said. "You cooked, so I should clean up."
    

    
      "No," I said, " you should go to the library. I got this." I reached to touch her arm. "Please."
    

    
      She hugged me. She was so warm. She rested her head on my chest, and I'd never felt closer to her.
    

    
      Chapter 2: A New Beginning
    

    
      In the weeks before my first day of high school, I began doing everything I'd promised. Mom was always up early to get lab time in before classes and her library work, and I made her breakfast and cleaned the kitchen once I got her on her way. The role reversal of me getting her off to school was not lost on me.
    

    
      I vacuumed the house, cleaned the windows, scrubbed the bathrooms, and continued doing the yard work, including mowing the grass, trimming, and cutting the hedges. Some of this was penance, but I also found that I enjoyed the fruits of my labors. The house looked great, and I enjoyed the smile on my Mom's face each night.
    

    
      When school started again, it was part of my new beginning: new school, new schedule, new teachers, and many new faces. I was never one for organized sports, but I knew I needed to do something as I was more than a little soft around the middle. Mom had a family membership with the gym up the street, but I had never gone. My new routine was to get Mom out of the house in the morning, head to the gym for an hour, then return home to get ready for school.
    

    
      Since I had no idea what to do at a gym, I hired a personal trainer. His name was Dave, and he had me alternating between strength training one day and endurance training the next. Much to my great surprise, I found that I enjoyed every minute. Well, not every minute. Dave pushed me pretty hard some days, and it took a while for those endorphins to get flowing, but it was all worth it. After just a couple of months, I looked better and felt better.
    

    
      When the credit card bill came that first month, Mom did ask about the charges. I lifted my shirt and showed her how much weight had come off and how tight things were getting. She ran her hand over my stomach, slapped my ass, and said, "The girls are going to fall all over you."
    

    
      The next summer was sedate. I had finished my first year of high school, and she had completed the first year of her master's degree program. There was a lull before her big push to finish her degree, so we spent some time traveling, sightseeing, and generally relaxing. We both knew it would be the last time for a while. We celebrated my sweet sixteen birthday at the Grand Canyon under beautiful skies and warm breezes. Her love of the outdoors was infectious, and I was especially glad I had made an effort to get into shape.
    

    
      Fall's return meant a return to school for both of us, her for what she hoped would be the last year of her master's program and me as a sophomore in high school. With the house spic-and-span she began inviting her fellow students over for dinner and drinks. Mom was in her mid-thirties, on the tall side, very athletic looking, and dressed casually with her blonde hair pulled back into her trademark ponytail. Her colleagues were younger, sometimes much younger, and about half men and half women. There would usually be five or six students on a Saturday night, eating pasta, drinking wine, and talking about things over my head.
    

    
      I would hang out on the couch and watch. Mom was the consummate host, moving freely between the kitchen and dining room, refilling drinks, laughing, joking, and listening. Mom was an older woman with a big fancy house, a nice car, and a teenage son in tow, brilliant and fast-tracking into the Ph.D. program. The young men were intimidated. The young women were jealous. And if Mom noticed any of that, she didn't betray even a hint.
    

    
      One of my friends last summer remarked on Mom being a MILF. Even before my reconning, I was having none of it. I told him, "You think I want to hear about you wanting to fuck my mother? I don't even want you to think it!" He mumbled an apology, and we moved on. But I understood what he meant. The young men in our dining room wanted to bed my mom, or at least dare to try. The women wished they could command that kind of attention.
    

    
      After a party around the Christmas holidays, while helping pick up the wine glasses, I asked Mom if she knew she was driving the men crazy. "Yes," she said matter of factly. I don't know if she hooked up with anyone (man or woman). If she did, she was very discreet. And though I should have been jealous, I hoped she found some relief, even if fleeting, with a fling now and then. She deserved some joy in her life.
    

    
      The spring semester was intense for Mom as she needed to complete her lab work and her master's thesis. I saw very little of her in those months, and she apologized for leaving me alone so much. She also began delegating more responsibility to me. The dishwasher died, and I told her we needed a new one. "Pick a nice one and get somebody to install it," she said. Now I know more about dishwashers than I'd ever thought I would.
    

    
      With Mom gone most evenings, I decided to do something crazy. I signed up for a martial arts class. When I discovered I enjoyed it, I didn't want to do it just once a week. So, I signed up for two more days, three in total. I would have signed up for five days a week but needed time to heal between sessions. The dojo was a one-off, not associated with karate, judo, or any other specific discipline. Instead, it was a mixed martial arts and personal defense training school. So, we learned a little about everything. Once the instructors realized I was the crazy kid who wouldn't leave, they threw, kicked, hit, and wrestled me non-stop. The more I learned, the more I loved it.
    

    
      Mom finished her master's degree, I finished my second year of high school, and we could finally spend time together again. I was so proud of her. She looked terrific in her cap and gown. I may have gone overboard taking pictures (like an overly proud parent), but she indulged me at every turn. When graduation was over, we had a celebratory dinner together. She tried apologizing for abandoning me, leaving me with the house and all the chores. "I love you," I said. "We take care of each other. I'm so proud of you. And this year has given me some time to grow up. I needed that time."
    

    
      Chapter 3: Junior Year
    

    
      Summer arrived again, and I turned seventeen. We fell into a groove with mom entertaining fellow students and some professors and their spouses on Saturday nights. Sunday had the two of us in a movie matinée followed by a dinner at a nearby restaurant. We'd walk hand-in-hand or with my arm around her, relaxed and happy.
    

    
      Fall brought us red and golden leaves and a heavy school load for the two of us. It was her first year as a Ph.D. student. It wasn't clear to me how this would be different from work in her master's program, but she seemed more focused and more on edge. I tried to keep the house clean, the refrigerator full, and all the meals prepared so she could concentrate on her studies. I also worked hard at school, bringing my grades up, and developed a passion for reading.
    

    
      It was a point of pride that I was doing most of the cooking. I knew things would heat up once her classes began again. Mom didn't eat much, which is probably why she looked lithe and athletic, but she did like variety. There we differed. I could eat the same thing for days, only cooking occasionally and minimizing kitchen messes. On the other hand, she enjoyed trying new dishes, cuisines, spices, and preparation techniques. I didn't want her to take up the mantle of chief cook and bottle washer again because she was bored with my cooking. So, I collected recipes from the web and practiced, yes, practiced cooking the dishes before making them for her. Amidst this, I discovered I liked to cook (even more than I liked to eat, which was surprising).
    

    
      Our previous schedules resumed with her up early, going to the library instead of the lab, reading, and searching for a dissertation topic. I returned to the gym five days a week, the dojo three, and spent seven days a week recovering from the bangs and bruising. My sensei pushed hard for me to choose a specialty and climb the belt ladder, but I was having too much fun with the fellows in this dojo.
    

    
      High school homecoming and the dance came and went. Mom pushed me to find a girl and go, but I wasn't interested. "You might regret losing these chances to date and get some experience with girls," she said. "I didn't get asked out much in high school, so I was inexperienced when I met your father."
    

    
      Why Mom didn't get asked out in high school is easy to understand. She was drop-dead gorgeous, if you're to believe the pictures from that era, and she likely intimidated the boys. That she doesn't recognize that fact years later is an insight into her self-image: she doesn't see herself as beautiful, only as an outsider. Even now, it's just the two of us, and everyone else is pushed to the periphery.
    

    
      Her patience with my lack of dating was pushed to the breaking point once prom season arrived. She dropped gentle hints, then not-so-gentle hints about black tie events, prom pictures, dating, and girls in beautiful dresses. The easiest way to defuse the situation was to smile, kiss her on the cheek, and tell her I loved her. It left her stymied and unable to push the matter further.
    

    
      Since my reckoning before high school, Mom and I had become close. It may have been simply because Mom could talk to me, and I would listen. It's funny how communication gets better when we listen. On nights I wasn't going to the dojo, I often walked to campus and met her. We'd walk along the paths in the quad, enjoy the fresh night air, and hear about each other's day. She appreciated the company, and I enjoyed time alone when we couldn't be distracted by phones, televisions, or computers.
    

    
      The campus was relatively safe, but there had been scuttlebutt about random attacks on women after dark. We didn't discuss it, but I met her more often in her office to walk her to her car after those reports surfaced.
    

    
      On a Thursday night after sunset, we were walking toward the parking lot when we were approached by two men in hoodies. It's a university campus, so you expect to see lots of people walking around in hoodies. I thought nothing of it until they blocked our way.
    

    
      The four of us came to a stop, and one of the hooded men said, "I think you owe me fifty bucks."
    

    
      The other man said, "Yeah, that's right: fifty bucks. Pay up."
    

    
      Mom was frozen. The first man reached for her purse, but I stepped in to intercede.
    

    
      "Fellas, just stop. We don't owe you fifty bucks. Just let us pass, please," I said.
    

    
      "Hey, look," said the first man, "the little kid is really polite. Says please and everything." Then his tone changed. "Mommy here owes us a hundred bucks now. Cough it up, or somebody's going to get hurt."
    

    
      I'd been getting my ass kicked in the dojo for months. I can't remember a single moment when I was angry, but I was angry now.
    

    
      "Guys, back off. I mean it. Move aside. We're leaving," I said.
    

    
      The first man grabbed me, and the second grabbed Mom by the arm while wrestling her for her purse. I saw her fall to the ground, and I became enraged.
    

    
      I struck the man holding me in the face, kicked him, then separated myself just enough to give him a round-house kick to the head. He fell face down on the pavement.
    

    
      In the meantime, Mom was screaming, and the man punched her in the face. I grabbed him, broke his hold on Mom, and threw him to the ground. He was face down in the dirt just off the walking path with his arms held behind him. He squirmed, but I wrenched his wrist threatening to break it. He bellowed but settled down.
    

    
      "Mom!" I yelled. She was in shock. "Get up! Stand up! Now!" She did.
    

    
      "Go to the emergency phone. It's on the pole with the blue light. Tell them we need police and emergency medical now. Go!" I said.
    

    
      She found her footing and stumbled to the phone. It only took three minutes for a campus cop to arrive in his squad car. Mom started to hang up the phone, and I yelled, "Stay on the phone. Don't move until I tell you. Keep talking to the dispatcher!" I didn't want her anywhere near these two men.
    

    
      "What's going on?" Asked the cop.
    

    
      The man under my knee with his hands behind his back made one last effort to escape. A twist of his wrist discouraged him.
    

    
      I looked at the cop and said, "My name is Jason Lane. That's my mother there on the phone. We were attacked by these two men."
    

    
      The cop looked over the man lying unconscious. Then he walked over, verified he was breathing, felt a pulse on his neck, shrugged, and returned to my prisoner and me.
    

    
      "What happened to that fellow?" The cop asked.
    

    
      "He grabbed me, started a fight, and now he probably has a concussion. That's why we asked for emergency medical," I said.
    

    
      The policeman reached for the microphone attached to his jacket and spoke. "Dispatch, unit 7 requesting backup and a bus to the northwest quad."
    

    
      A pair of handcuffs appeared, and the fellow below me was cuffed as I stood. Mom watched from the phone, and I waved her over. She still looked dazed and had the beginnings of a black eye where she had been struck.
    

    
      The cop gave Mom a look as she approached. "Looks like the EMTs should give you a look, too, miss. You're this young man's mother?"
    

    
      A second police car and ambulance arrived a few minutes later. A gurney was used to load the unconscious man into the ambulance, and Mom was examined. My only injury was a scuffed-up hand from wrestling with the jackass that attacked Mom.
    

    
      The cops took our statements, got our contact information, then we were free to go. I put my arm around Mom and walked her toward the car. She began walking toward the driver's side, but I said, "No, Mom, I'm driving," and put her in the passenger seat. I didn't have my license yet and had only driven a few times, but there was no way I was letting Mom drive tonight.
    

    
      We didn't speak during the drive home. She had that thousand-yard stare you read about from people who had been traumatized. When we arrived home I eased her onto the couch, poured her a glass of wine, and set the lights down low. There was a throw on the back of the couch, and I wrapped it around her shoulders. Only then did she make eye contact and attempt a smile. I sat next to her, and eventually, she leaned toward me and held my hand.
    

    
      The fellows in the dojo had heard about the fight. The next time I visited they had a mock ceremony and presented me with a new white belt: the lowest possible belt level. "Congratulations on your first tournament!" They cheered. I smiled. They are a great bunch.
    

    
      Chapter 4: Eighteen
    

    
      The lighter load over the summer before my eighteenth birthday gave mom time to teach me to drive. I've heard parents dread this duty, nervous, frantic, and nail-bitingly stressed, but I had fun learning, and mom had fun teaching. We drove all over, practiced parallel parking, quizzed each other on traffic laws, and generally gave me as much time behind the wheel as her schedule would allow. On the morning of my 18
      th
       birthday, I took my driving test and passed easily. What came next shocked me. Upon returning home, I found a new Toyota sedan in the driveway. It was mine and was even my favorite color.
    

    
      "Wow!" I said. "Thank you! Now I can do grocery runs without bugging you!"
    

    
      "Only you would think of that," she said.
    

    
      "Well, it also means I can take you out on Sunday date nights instead of making you drive all the time."
    

    
      She smiled at that. "That will be nice. Happy birthday. I'm so proud of you!"
    

    
      She hugged me, and I held on a little longer than another son might, but I enjoyed the closeness, the feeling of her pressed against my body, her breath on my neck, and the knowledge that she was smiling with thoughts of pride and love. When the embrace finally broke, I held her shoulders and kissed her gently on the forehead, whispering, "I love you so much. Thank you. You're amazing."
    

    
      Life for both of us got more straightforward with that second car. I did get the groceries, did the hardware store runs, made trips to the mall when we needed things, and it was clear that I'd be saving a lot of travel time between home, the gym, and the dojo. This gave me more time to do housework and prepare meals.
    

    
      In the middle of the week, we'd often end up on the couch together, her with a book or tablet and me with a handheld game console, usually watching television with the sound down low. When her eyes got tired she'd lean against me, and I put my arm around her. Many nights she'd fall asleep there nestled against me. One night, though, she reached for the remote and switched off the TV. She sat sideways on the cushion, pulling her legs up, and leaned close.
    

    
      Her tone was quiet but determined. "Jason? We should talk about something. Is there a reason you're not seeing girls? Is there a problem somehow? I mean, if you don't want to talk to me about it, we could get a doctor to answer your questions or just make sure everything is alright. I'm worried."
    

    
      I sighed before answering. "I've met hundreds of girls at my new school, and I've not found anyone that interests me. Most are more concerned about new makeup products or daddy's money than having a meaningful conversation."
    

    
      She rolled her eyes and smiled. "It doesn't have to be all about meaningful conversations."
    

    
      "No," I said, "but to be honest, I don't want to have my first sexual experience to be with some girl I can't wait to ditch. Seriously, I don't get hook-up culture. I don't see how sex can be fun with a complete stranger."
    

    
      "Are you sure there isn't some physical problem? I'm sorry to press, but I'm worried," she said.
    

    
      I was a little exasperated and spoke without thinking. "There are no problems with my junk. They get a systems test every day, sometimes multiple times a day. They've never let me down."
    

    
      She put her hand over her eyes. I shrugged. "You asked," I said.
    

    
      "I did," she said. "That was a little more than I expected."
    

    
      I reached for her hand and said, "Remember when you told me we could talk about anything? It's just the two of us, and we can always talk it out?" She nodded. "Well, a few weeks ago I was doing 'systems check' in my room when I heard the door knob rattle. If you'd have come in, I would have been caught red-handed in a very compromised position."
    

    
      "Red-handed," she said. "I see what you did there. I'm so sorry. I don't know what I was thinking that day. I'm sorry if I scared you."
    

    
      "No harm," I said. "It did make things a little extra exciting for a moment."
    

    
      "I'm so embarrassed," she said as she dropped her head.
    

    
      "Don't be," I said as I squeezed her hand. "I just thought you were curious and lost your mind for a minute."
    

    
      "No!" She said. "I wouldn't do that!"
    

    
      "Well," I grimaced before starting again. "The thing is, this is a nice house, but the walls aren't really soundproof. And while I'm pretty good about not making extra noise, you sometimes let loose a bit."
    

    
      She hung her head. "Oh, god."
    

    
      "No," I said. "That wasn't the name you used." Horrified. Her hand covered her mouth, and she became beet-red. I squeezed her hand and said, "It's OK. I was flattered when I heard my name. You are a beautiful, intelligent, amazing woman, and to think that I might be an object of your fantasy—even occasionally—did a job on my ego."
    

    
      "Jason, I'm sorry. It didn't mean anything. I was just—I mean it was just a phase —you know, I just needed to get off. Oh, god, I'm not making this any better."
    

    
      "You don't owe me an explanation," I said. "If you want to do a hostage swap, I sometimes think of you when I'm, you know, taking care of business." She looked shocked. "Why are you surprised? You're the most beautiful, capable, and kind woman I've ever met. You've already driven every grad student at the University insane. Why would you think I should be immune?"
    

    
      "Because we're related?" She said.
    

    
      "And, again, 'Oh, Jason!'" I said with a chuckle.
    

    
      She slugged me on the arm gently. "You don't fight fair!" She said with a smile.
    

    
      "This is our secret," I said. "We're human. We have desires that aren't always justifiable. I'm OK with it if you are."
    

    
      Both of us were distracted, so as she leaned in to kiss my cheek, I turned to her to make a point, and our lips met. It wasn't planned. Her eyes went wide, but I slowly closed mine, enjoying the moment. When we separated, she wiped her lips, looked down, and said, "sorry."
    

    
      After a beat, I said, "Don't be. I enjoyed that, and I think you did, too. Be honest."
    

    
      "It's late," she said. "I should turn in." She unfolded herself from the couch and stood. I stood with her.
    

    
      "Wait," I said. "I don't want to end the evening on a weird note. Please."
    

    
      She folded her arms and said, "I just kissed my son on the lips and liked it. I think things already got weird!"
    

    
      "Come on," I said. "Don't freak out on me. Nobody planned it. Nobody got hurt. And, you know, we both got new fantasy material. Just try to keep the noise down tonight, OK?"
    

    
      She tried to look angry but couldn't. She grinned and said, "You too, buster. I'll be listening."
    

    
      "Oh, man, that's hot," I said.
    

    
      Again, there was a friendly slug on my arm. "You're terrible. Kiss. On the cheek. Stand still."
    

    
      I did, and she held me, got on her toes, and gave me a gentle kiss safely on my cheek.
    

    
      School began again for both of us. She began the second year of her Ph.D. program, and I was looking at my last year of high school. Not a moment too soon.
    

    
      Saturday night parties resumed, and the clientele was a little more varied, with some students from related disciplines also appearing. Dinners were replaced with hors d'oeuvre, as the number of guests made dinners impractical, but the wine and spirits still flowed. I helped with the preparations but kept out of sight during the events. First, I didn't know these people or understand their world. Plus, I didn't want to be a cock-block for mom. Her son didn't need to be in earshot if she tried to get flirty with somebody.
    

    
      A good-looking medical student took a shine to my mom one Saturday night. Charles made it a point to talk with mom throughout the evening, then stayed after most had left, offering to help tidy up. I had gone to my room by then, thinking if mom was going to hook up with Charles, her teenage son didn't need to be a witness. About an hour after I retired, there was a knock on my door.
    

    
      "Come in," I said.
    

    
      Mom appeared and sat on my bed next to me. She sat a little closer than usual.
    

    
      "Is there something wrong? Where's Charles?" I asked.
    

    
      "I'm afraid Charles when home disappointed," she said.
    

    
      "I'm sorry," I said. "I thought maybe you were going to go for it. He seemed pretty focused on you."
    

    
      "Oh, he was," she said. "He offered to help clean up when everybody left, but dirty wine glasses were the last thing on his mind."
    

    
      I shrugged. "Well, like every other man in the room, you were on his mind, and he acted on it more than most. Is that bad?"
    

    
      She leaned toward me and was heavier than usual. I finally put two and two together.
    

    
      "Are you drunk?" I asked, smiling, and I put my arm around her for physical and moral support.
    

    
      "Maybe," she said. "I had to take a couple of shots before coming here."
    

    
      "Why?"
    

    
      She took a deep breath. "You are much wiser than you appear," she said. "When we talked about you dating and jerking off—"
    

    
      "OK," I said, "we can leave that part out."
    

    
      "When we talked about dating, you said you didn't understand how having sex with a stranger would be satisfying," she said. "I didn't think I agreed then, but now I understand what you meant."
    

    
      "When I asked you why you didn't fight back when dad left, you said you didn't want to be with someone who didn't love you," I said. "In many ways, it's the same thing. You are never more alone than when you're with the wrong person."
    

    
      "Wise," she said. Those two shots were kicking in now.
    

    
      "So, that's why you turned down a roll in the hay with Charles? Even if you did him, you'd still be lonely, maybe even more lonely?" I spoke softly because I knew this would be touchy ground for a discussion. We were both lonely, and we were also both horny because we were both human.
    

    
      She looked at me. "I want to feel like a woman again, desired and loved. I'm lonely and horny and maybe a little desperate." Her expression was one of pleading. "The last time I felt sexy was when we accidentally kissed. Remember?"
    

    
      "I could never forget," I said.
    

    
      "I had to take two shots because I knew I'd chicken out if I didn't," she said. "This is so unfair to ask, and I'm probably a bad mother for even thinking about it, so I should apologize up front."
    

    
      "You are an amazing mother," I said. "We have the best life I could imagine. Don't you dare beat yourself up over anything!"
    

    
      "I need you to kiss me," she roared. "Please. Kiss me like a woman you love. Kiss me like I'm not your mom. Please. Make me feel loved and desired and sexy. I know it's wrong, but I need it so bad!"
    

    
      I shifted slightly, held her head, and slowly moved toward her. She was shaking, probably thinking of running away or pushing me away, but her eyes were kind, and I softened my expression and slowly closed my eyes and approached. When our lips met, we both took in a breath. But then she pushed me back on the bed, urged me to scoot over, and landed on me, kissing, breathless, her hands in my hair, her legs grinding into me. She stopped momentarily to see if I was OK, and I smiled and pulled her back to my lips.
    

    
      She found my hands and pulled them to her breasts. With the first touch of those beautiful tits, I began getting hard. When I felt myself thrusting up I stopped.
    

    
      "Mom," I said. She kept kissing me. "Mom," I repeated. She stopped, frightened by what I might say. "I need to know you won't regret anything in the morning. I love you, but you've had a lot to drink. I'm always going to protect you, always watch out for you. I need you to tell me you're OK."
    

    
      Tears came, and she held my head again. "Oh, Jason, I love you; I want this; I've wanted this since that night we kissed. Please, tell me you want it too. I'm OK. Are you OK?"
    

    
      "I'm great," I said, "I just needed to make sure."
    

    
      Her next kiss was gentle, a thank you, an acknowledgment of our bond that went beyond mother and son. She was the most important person in my life, and though selfishness and lust were in play, I would never do anything to hurt this fantastic person—even if she asked for it.
    

    
      My hands dropped down, and I kneaded her ass, that perfect ass, pulling her into me, grinding her on my thigh. She grunted, her crotch dragging across my jeans, rubbing her skin beneath, awakening forgotten feelings. Even as I continued to use my hands on her ass, she pulled herself up slightly to look me in the eye. "Promise me," she said, "you won't take your jeans off. I don't trust myself. I haven't had a cock in so long. Promise me your pants will stay on."
    

    
      "I promise," I said.
    

    
      With that last detail out of the way, she became more energetic, grinding harder, kissing me all over, snaking down my T-shirt, and moving to my crotch. I sat up a bit, confusing her, but once I removed my shirt, she smiled and purred and moved back up my torso, kissing my stomach, licking and sucking on my nipples, sniffing my armpits and my musky end-of-the-day smell that drove her more mad with passion. We were animals with ground rules, and we were lovers with limits, and it was glorious.
    

    
      She sat up, riding my thigh cowgirl-style, running her hands up and down my torso, scratching me with her claws. Time at the gym and dojo had firmed up things, and she was checking out every inch. My hands returned to her breasts, and her rocking continued faster. "I want to cum," she said. "I need to cum so bad!"
    

    
      I wanted to eat her. I wanted her to sit on my face. I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to fuck her all night, every way. I wanted to empty my balls into her over and over. I wanted to wake up tomorrow with her naked body curled against me, her head on my shoulder, her leg thrown over mine.
    

    
      But I had promised to keep my pants on. Even drunk, she was wise. I didn't trust myself, either, but she knew I would never break a promise to her. She was safe because she was with me.
    

    
      She stopped squirming, unbuckled her pants, and unzipped them. She leaned forward, mashing her tits into my chest, and thrust her hand down her pants. She didn't kiss me right away. Instead, she spoke. "My finger is in my pussy now. I'm finger fucking myself. I want your cock in me, but I'm not ready for that, not tonight. But I'm imagining my finger is your cock, and you're ready to fill me, squirt jet after jet of your ball juice in me. Oh, god, I'm touching my clit. Grab my ass and kiss me!"
    

    
      I did just that. She was loud. She came with one hand down her pants and the other in my hair, pulling it, rubbing my cheek, and grabbing my neck. I kneaded her ass some more, and she pulled her hand from her pants and thrust her fingers in my mouth. I sucked them and licked them, grunting each time she withdrew them before she stabbed them back in again. The room smelled of pussy. Her fingers wiped her juices on my face, on my lips, and in my hair. She returned to grinding herself on me, though slower now. Finally, she lay on me, breathless, spent, and smiling. She kissed my neck and said, "Thank you."
    

    
      "I love you," was all I could think to say.
    

    
      We rested there for a time, then she got up, zipped and buttoned her pants, and kissed me tenderly. I found her hand, brought it to my lips, and kissed it. "You're beautiful, sexy, and amazing," I said. Then I released her hand. She kissed my forehead and left, closing the door behind her.
    

    
      Chapter 5: Morning After
    

    
      I woke on Sunday morning after the most intense night of my life. After rising, I found mom in the kitchen leaning against the countertop, coffee mug in hand, unmoving, and staring at the floor. She must have heard my footsteps because she looked up, but she was otherwise still as a statue. When I reached her, I took the mug from her hands and set it aside. Her coffee had gone cold.
    

    
      Our embrace was tender, with our arms encircling, sharing our warmth, and only the sounds of our hearts were heard. Then I felt shaking, and my cheek, nestled against hers, felt wet. My arms pulled her closer, and she squeezed me hard in response. My hand reached for her hair and smoothed it slowly, gently, and with the lightest touch until I held her head and pulled it against me.
    

    
      Her tears became quiet sobs as she squeaked out, "I'm sorry!"
    

    
      Rubbing her back, I said, "No, nothing to be sorry about. Everything is fine, better than OK."
    

    
      "I used you like a sex toy," she said through the tears. "I'm a monster!"
    

    
      I was afraid of this. Even after her assurances last night, I feared she would wallow in regret and loathing for finally acting human, seeking intimacy and validation.
    

    
      "Come sit by me," I whispered, moving her toward the kitchen table. I pulled out a chair and got her seated. Once I sat, I reached under the table and held her hand.
    

    
      I spoke softly and hoped she could hear my words. "You are my mother, mentor, friend, and confidant. You've done so much for me. Every time I needed reassurance, you were there. Every time I fell, you were there to pick me up. I sometimes believe I have the best mom in the world."
    

    
      Her voice was shaking. "But will you be able to see me as your mom after last night? I've ruined that. I've ruined us."
    

    
      I scooted my chair closer to hers to put my arm around her. "Nothing is ruined! I have a wonderful life, and you will always be my mom. You are the most important person in the world to me, and you always will be."
    

    
      "But the way I acted last night—I was disgusting!" She said, and the tears flowed again.
    

    
      I shrugged, smiled, and said, "I thought you were great."
    

    
      "Don't joke!" She shouted.
    

    
      I was quiet again and continued. "I wasn't joking. You were hurting, and you came to me. You trusted me, and you confided in me. You made yourself vulnerable and asked me for reassurance. I love you, and I want you to open up and let me help. You've done so much for me. I want to give back to you, make you feel loved, appreciated, and validated in every way, just as you've done for me."
    

    
      "It was wrong of me to ask," she whispered. "I'm supposed to be the parent and help you. It isn't your job to fix my life."
    

    
      I turned her toward me and spoke. "Look at me." She resisted. "Look at me!" When she finally made eye contact, all I could see was fear. "I will always be your son, but I'm no longer a child. You helped me grow up. You helped me find myself and find my way. We have been more than mother and son for a while. I need your love, but I value your friendship, kindness, and understanding. I want to be close to you. I want you to turn to me when you're hurting. I want to be the one to help you when you need reassurance and support. You did that last night. You came to me. You trusted me. You let me give you the gift of a few moments of joy, and I've never felt more proud of myself. I helped the most important person in the world feel better, and I would gladly do it again in a heartbeat. I love you, mom."
    

    
      She looked away. "I said all those things about your cock. What was I thinking?"
    

    
      "When was the last time you were intimate with a man?" I asked.
    

    
      She hesitated, and I squeezed her shoulders. "A long time ago," she said.
    

    
      "How long?"
    

    
      "It was with your father."
    

    
      I let that sink in. "You have men falling all over you, mom. You are sexy, smart, funny, and sane, which I'm discovering is rarer than you'd think. You could have had any man here last night, including the married ones, and you've abstained all this time? Why?"
    

    
      "I don't know," she said. "I was a single mom with a wonderful boy and didn't want to break the spell. I was happy for the first time and worried I would screw it up with another man."
    

    
      "I'm not saying pick just any man," I said. "Most of them are complete shit-heads, but a Mr. Right might exist for you. You can't give up hope."
    

    
      She turned to me and looked angry. The change made me put a little space between us. "Mr. Right?" Her voice had transitioned to that tone when she made a point, and I'd been trained well to listen. "Mr. Right?" She said with derision. "I have been keeping my eyes open for such a man, but I've only found one that comes close. He's kind, strong, selfless, loving, encouraging, and funny," she said, punctuating each characteristic. "He works hard and cares for himself but mostly thinks about others. If I could have such a man, and if he'd have me, I could love him with my whole heart until my dying day."
    

    
      I was taken aback. I raised my hands and said, "He sounds perfect for you. Who is he?"
    

    
      "He's you, you idiot!"
    

    
      I was stunned. "Wait, what?"
    

    
      She threw her head back and closed her eyes. "It's you. Somehow, without my doing, you became the man I'd always hoped for. You say you want to help me, to take care of me, and to have me trust you. Look at yourself. Look what you do for me, for us, every day. You take care of the house so I can concentrate on my studies. You cook for me, even though I don't mind cooking, because you believe every meal you make is a gift. And because you believe it, it is a gift. I'm not sure I'm making sense."
    

    
      I was quiet for a moment. Then I worked up the courage to speak. "Do you remember the morning I came to you and apologized for being the worst kid ever? I realized that someday I would want a wonderful woman like you and wouldn't deserve her if I continued to be a pain-in-the-ass brat. Being worthy of a woman like you was my goal, and I think it saved my life. You saved my life just by being you and being there for me."
    

    
      "Really?" She asked.
    

    
      "Really," I said. "And that first accidental kiss? That changed things. But I was still your son, knew my place, and wanted to be there in all the small ways that help. I didn't suddenly start chasing you around the furniture for another kiss. You're my mom, and I respect you."
    

    
      "Even after last night?"
    

    
      "Especially after last night. Even drunk, you were wise to tell me to keep my pants on," I said.
    

    
      "Oh, god," she said. "I was really drunk."
    

    
      "Maybe," I said. "Or maybe you were using the alcohol as an excuse in case things didn't work out. Is there a little of that going on, too?"
    

    
      She shook her head. "You are wise beyond your years. Yes. I did need a little help to work up the courage to knock on your door, but after that, I could have done it without the two shots that gave me this damn headache."
    

    
      I rose from my chair, got two aspirin and a glass of water, and set them before her.
    

    
      "Thank you," she said before downing the pills.
    

    
      "Still taking care of you," I said. "And I'm still loving every minute I do it."
    

    
      She leaned forward and put her head on my chest. "I've not cum that hard in years. It was something even with the shots and the nerves." Then she looked panicked. "Oh, Jason, you didn't get off. That's so unfair!"
    

    
      "Um, trust me, I handled it. Actually, it took several rounds before I could go to sleep. You got me pretty worked up!" I said.
    

    
      She smiled but looked contrite. "More puns. You can joke about it?"
    

    
      "Well, it had to happen eventually. A woman got off, then left the man hanging for closure. It's probably a first." I grinned, hoping to lighten the mood.
    

    
      She looked serious again. "I asked you to leave your pants on. Were you tempted? Did you think about going further?"
    

    
      I leaned in. "I made a promise to you. I wanted you to feel safe. I knew you trusted me, and I would never betray that trust. I love you too much ever to be selfish. Did I think about going further? Are you sure you want to hear it? It will be one of those things you won't be able to forget if you know what I mean."
    

    
      She looked at me for a long time before speaking. "Yes. I want to know."
    

    
      I took a deep breath. I think I was afraid if I stopped in the middle, I wouldn't be able to continue. "I promised to keep my pants on. I would never break a promise like that. But I wanted you to cum. I wanted to give you that gift. I wanted to eat you. I wanted to kiss and nibble every inch of you. I wanted you to sit on my face and let me lick and tease and torture your pussy and your clit until you came again and again."
    

    
      Her voice wavered, but she asked, "And if the pants could have come off?"
    

    
      "All of that and more. I would have wanted you to know how sexy you are, how worked up you get me, not just because you have great tits and an unbelievable ass, and you do, but because someone as amazing as you gave yourself to me completely. You gave me your trust and love and made yourself vulnerable to me. I will cherish that gift for as long as I live. But, yes, I wanted to make love to you. I wanted to fuck you in every way we could think of. I wanted to roll in the bed, laugh with you, and empty my balls into you until I fell unconscious."
    

    
      We were quiet for a while. She looked deep in thought. Finally, she said, "Oh, my."
    

    
      "Too much?" I asked.
    

    
      "Just," she said, "a lot. It's only fair, I guess. I had my finger in me and told you I wished it was your cock." She hung her head. "I don't know if I'm committing child abuse or falling in love."
    

    
      I swallowed my initial reaction and took a breath before replying. "I am over 18, so child abuse is no longer in play. As for falling in love, I'm afraid I've got you beat."
    

    
      "What do you mean?"
    

    
      "I made those changes in my life, working hard in school, being helpful and not such a brat so that I could someday be worthy of a woman like you. As time passed, I realized there weren't many women like you. And rather than fulfilling the hope of falling in love with someone like you, I began falling in love with the original."
    

    
      "Oh, Jason," she said. "No. Please."
    

    
      "Do you think I planned this?" I shouted. She shrank at my outburst. "I'm sorry," I whispered. "I didn't mean for this to happen. When I realized where this was heading, I should have backed off, spent more time away, pretended to be a rebellious teenager, and put some space between us. The problem was, I didn't want to. I enjoyed caring for the house. I love cooking for you. I love being there for you. But the more time I spent, the more I watched and listened to you, the harder I fell."
    

    
      "Jason, I didn't know. I'm so sorry. Last night must have been torture," she said.
    

    
      "Hardly," I said and snorted. "You were everything I'd dreamed of. I've never had a girl or woman talk dirty to me, and I've got to say, I am a fan."
    

    
      "You'll find a girl," she said. "You have to be patient. Though I must say, you seem much more knowledgable about things than I was at your age."
    

    
      "Porn," I said.
    

    
      "What?"
    

    
      I shrugged. "Pornography. Wonderful stuff and the whole Internet is full of it. Anything you want. Pictures, movies, short stories, novels, series, 3D, anything. It's like a whole college catalog of anything sexual."
    

    
      "Really?" She said. "Maybe we could watch some together."
    

    
      I put my hands in front of me to wave her off. "We'd need more complicated rules than just 'keep your pants on' if we decided to do that."
    

    
      She nodded, then looked back to me with desperation. "What are we going to do, Jason? We can't let this happen again. And you need to find that young woman you can look up to that's more your age."
    

    
      "And you?" I asked. "Are you supposed to live in a sea of sexual frustration because you've got a teenager? Please don't put that on me. I want you to be happy. I'm doing my best not to be jealous of you with another man, and it isn't easy. Anyway, have you been listening to me? You are brilliant and accomplished, and solid. Women like that want men that are the same. Even if I have potential, whatever that is, they will take accomplished over potential any day."
    

    
      "What have we done?" She asked.
    

    
      "There are stories about mothers and sons stranded on desert islands. After a time, they're fucking like bunnies. Maybe you and I have depended on each other for so long that we're on an island, too. And before you tell me to leave, I'm telling you I don't want to go. I like spending time with you, helping you, caring for the house, everything. This is my life, and this is where I want to live it: with you."
    

    
      She reached for my hand. "Even if you wanted to go, I don't want you to leave or spend less time with me. Does that make me selfish?"
    

    
      "I think it makes us human," I said. "I regret nothing from last night. Nothing. But we can't let that happen again, no matter how much you or I might want it."
    

    
      She nodded, and we were quiet for a while. Then she gave me her wry smile and said, "OK. But what about this watching porn thing?"
    

    
      Chapter 6: Ground Rules
    

    
      After we cleared the air, we realized that tip-toeing around our sexual needs was no longer an option. I closed my door when I jerked off, but I wasn't so worried about keeping my voice down if the feeling moved me. Mom's toy collection got a more frequent workout, and I believe she added a few new ones to her stash, and she, too, got loud.
    

    
      She insisted I call her Penny when it was just us around the house. It made me feel closer to her for some reason, so I only called her mom when other people were in earshot or if this was a particularly motherly topic. I don't know why she wanted the change, though it probably made her feel less "pervy" when flirting.
    

    
      The summer continued, Saturday night get-togethers continued, and though Charles did make a few more appearances, he soon lost interest and stopped coming. The few wives that attended began relaxing when they finally concluded mom was not some man-eater. I think I heard mention of a "lesbian" at one point. I couldn't contain my laughter and had to leave the room.
    

    
      Date nights on Sunday were more fun with me driving my new car. We'd pick a movie each week, but I'd choose a new restaurant. Sometimes we'd walk arm-in-arm through a nearby park before dinner, talking, laughing, and looking at each other like best friends—or lovers.
    

    
      One night a week, we'd stretch out on the couch, her with her tablet and me with a book (from my summer reading list). But once we started the movie, the lights went down, the books and tablets were put away, and she would lie with her head on my thigh, legs curled up behind her, often stroking the inside of my leg. Most nights, I could enjoy the warmth of us together, but some nights I got a raging hard-on. I began wearing loose-fitting warm-up pants from my tracksuit so I'd not strangle my poor cock. When she sensed my cock getting long, traveling down the leg of my pants, she'd rub it, pat it, and sometimes even talk to it.
    

    
      Besides the occasional cock-rub through my pants, she was good, and I deescalated most of her teasing. This was the game we played, and we both loved it.
    

    
      One night I was sitting on the couch watching television when she came into the room, straddled me, and began running her fingers through my hair.
    

    
      "Hello," I said, smiling.
    

    
      "Hi," she said. "I am super horny."
    

    
      "I can tell," I said. My hands approached her rib cage and began teasing the sides of her tits. She closed her eyes, her head tipped back momentarily, and I dragged my thumb across her nipples.
    

    
      "I know we're trying to be good," she said, "but I need you to kiss me, and I need a nice, relaxing make-out session. Please."
    

    
      I reached over to the lamp and switched it off. She giggled.
    

    
      "We still need to be careful," I said.
    

    
      She rolled her eyes. "I know. Clothes stay on, and we take a breather if it gets too intense. You don't always have to be the adult in the room."
    

    
      I whispered to her in the subdued light, "Let me feel those perfect tits again."
    

    
      She thrust her chest out and squealed when I cupped both tits and began chewing on one with my mouth. "Kiss me," she said.
    

    
      Her breath was warm and her lips soft, and we sometimes kissed gently and sometimes passionately, even recklessly. I would grab an ass cheek, rub a tit, and pet her hair while she kissed and rocked on me.
    

    
      She married young, and I wondered if she didn't have many make-out sessions before meeting my father. Maybe some of this was trying to complete a rite of passage she had skipped.
    

    
      When we paused momentarily, I asked, "What brought this on?"
    

    
      She ground herself into me again and replied, "I'm just a little frustrated at school and wanted to do something nice to take my mind off of it. This is nice," she cooed.
    

    
      "Well," I said, "I'm here anytime you need a distraction."
    

    
      "You are so helpful!" She said, mocking me.
    

    
      "I can tease, too, you know. I'd love to help you more—a lot more," I said with a grin.
    

    
      "Ground rules," she said, wagging a finger but still grinding away.
    

    
      "Have I told you how beautiful you are?" I said.
    

    
      "Why, no, sir! Whatever do you mean?" She said as her hands massaged my neck.
    

    
      "I mean," I said, "that you are that rare combination of brains and beauty, your breasts are works of art, and your ass is to die for."
    

    
      She leaned forward and touched her forehead to mine. She growled, "You have no idea how much I wish that kind of talk could get you somewhere."
    

    
      I took her by the arms near the shoulder and pulled her upright. She pouted. "Give me one last kiss," I said. "Then I think we need to take a walk to cool off. OK?"
    

    
      "Probably wise," she said. "But you are always wise." She kissed me deeply, whispered she loved me, and reluctantly lifted herself off me and the couch. "You know," she said, "there are moments when I don't want to be wise."
    

    
      "I know," I said. "I have the same problem. But we need to have a much longer conversation if we're going to change those ground rules."
    

    
      She smiled. "I know. Thank you. That made me relax."
    

    
      I said, "And I'm going to have to beat off about a dozen times, so you're welcome?"
    

    
      Mom became more focused and less flirty when school resumed for both of us. When buried in journal articles and lab work, she's far less likely to dwell on her loneliness and libido. I was worried that she was pushing herself too hard. She was still out the door at 6:30 AM, but now she returned to the library after dinner, not to return until midnight. She showed signs of fatigue and frustration only a few weeks into the term. Whenever I thought I might talk to her about taking a break, she rushed off again.
    

    
      One night I made her favorite dish for dinner and fresh strawberries for dessert. I had hoped this would give me an opening for that difficult conversation. But though she grudgingly thanked me for cooking, she was curt and dismissive to my overtures. I watched her leave, saddened that I had somehow let her down.
    

    
      I retired early, propped myself up on my bed, and began reading a book recommended by a friend. At about 9:00 PM, I saw headlights pulling into the driveway, and I figured she had forgotten something and didn't stir when she entered the house. In moments she was standing at my bedroom door. I slid to the side of the bed and sat facing her, and she didn't move. I waited. Finally, I said, "Are you OK?"
    

    
      She looked angry, and I stood. "What's going on?" I said.
    

    
      She tried to speak but couldn't. I sighed, walked to her, put my arm around her, and walked her to the bed. "Sit," I said. Once she was seated, I settled in beside her. "I know something is wrong, but you won't talk to me. Let me help. I love you, and I want to help."
    

    
      She turned to me and looked pissed. "I can't concentrate!" She said. "I can't stop thinking about your cock. I've not seen it. I've not tasted it. It's always there but always hidden, and it's driving me crazy!"
    

    
      "What brought this on?" I asked.
    

    
      She put her head in her hands. "I hate the 'keep your pants on' rule and these arbitrary lines we can't cross, and I hate being unable to act on things."
    

    
      "What do you suggest?" I asked.
    

    
      "I want to change the rules," she said. "New rule: at least one of us has our pants on. That should be safe enough."
    

    
      I thought about it. "OK," I said. "I accept the new rule."
    

    
      "Good!" She said. "Stand up!"
    

    
      I stood.
    

    
      "Strip!" She said.
    

    
      "You're kidding," I said.
    

    
      "The hell I am!" She responded.
    

    
      I shrugged, pulled off my T-shirt, and began unbuckling my jeans, but she grabbed my belt. "Oh, god, Jason, too slow."
    

    
      My jeans dropped, then she pulled my underwear down. I stepped out of my pants, then pulled my socks off. I was naked, standing in front of my mother.
    

    
      Her eyes were locked on my cock. I wasn't hard yet and so nervous and off balance that it wasn't clear if I'd get hard. She reached for my balls and cupped them. Then, with her other hand, she reached for my cock, encircled it, and began pumping it slowly. My concerns that I might not get hard were unfounded.
    

    
      She leaned forward and sucked the head of my cock into her mouth. Her hands massaged my balls while her other hand pumped and spun on my shaft. As I got harder, she bobbed her head on my cock, slobbering spit to lubricate things.
    

    
      "Oh my god, Penny, where did you learn to do that?" I asked.
    

    
      She popped my cock out of her mouth long enough to smile and say, "The Internet."
    

    
      I took a deep breath as her mouth sunk back on my shaft. "I approve of your Internet porn habit," I said.
    

    
      This was my first blowjob. I knew I wouldn't last long. She knew I wouldn't last long and didn't seem to care.
    

    
      "Penny, I'm going to cum, so decide where you want it."
    

    
      She pulled her hand away from my cock and sucked my cock deep into her mouth. Up and down, dragging her tongue and making lots of sucking and smacking noises. It put me over the edge quickly.
    

    
      There was no second warning. I began grunting and pumping cum into my mom's mouth, jet after jet. She closed her eyes and hummed, returning her hand to encircle my shaft to pump it dry. When my knees started to buckle, she released me, stood, and kissed me. The taste of my cum on her lips and tongue was intoxicating. When the kiss broke, she guided me back to the bed.
    

    
      She straddled me again and began kissing me, her hands in my hair, my naked cock just inches from her pussy. My cock needed time to recover, but the animal within me wanted to be hard again now.
    

    
      "I waited too long to see that, to taste that. Why did you hide it from me?" She said.
    

    
      "I don't remember making the rule about pants," I said.
    

    
      "Yeah," she said between kisses. "Stupid rule. The new one is a little better."
    

    
      Whenever I needed her attention, I would hold her by her shoulders. When my hands moved to her shoulders, she pouted. "Now what?" She said.
    

    
      I pulled a few locks from her face and stroked her hair. I said softly, "You've been out of sorts for weeks and wouldn't talk to me. I was worried and didn't know what to do."
    

    
      She kissed me and said, "I'm sorry. I was angry, but not at you. You are the man I want but can't have. I got frustrated and wanted a distraction, but thinking of you made me hornier. I was embarrassed. You seem to handle all this better than me, and it's humiliating."
    

    
      I embraced her, then laid back so she was atop me. "Scoot around," I said, and we centered ourselves on my bed.
    

    
      "This is nice," she said, "though it would be better if I were naked, too." She gave a small chuckle and kissed me. Then she got serious. "How is it you're so mature with all this going on? I mean, your hormones have to be going crazy, too. Why do you seem so in control?"
    

    
      I stroked her cheek and said, "Yes, I want to fuck you. I want you naked and under me all night. But I would rather die than disappoint you. You've just begun your Ph.D. program, and I don't want anything to interfere. This relationship makes sense to us, but no one else would understand. I want these limits to protect you. I will always protect you. I love you."
    

    
      Tears filled her eyes, and she slid down enough to lay her head on my chest. Her body was warm, and her breasts pressed into my stomach. I gently stroked her back until she fell asleep.
    

    
      Chapter 7: The Gift
    

    
      Christmas season marked the end of the term and the start of break. There was an end-of-the-year Saturday night gathering at our house for the grad students, followed by a very welcome quiet about the place. It would be just the two of us for the next few weeks.
    

    
      Mom and I aren't big on Christmas gifts, and we both tend to buy what we want when we want it. This year was different. I bought mom a new backpack she had been eyeing, running shoes, hiking boots, and trekking poles. She bought me a new laptop that I had been unable to justify to myself. The last gift was to both of us, but I was to open it.
    

    
      Inside the package was a collection of items for shaving "delicate areas." There were creams, razors, electric trimmers, and more.
    

    
      "I can't help but believe this comes with a story," I said.
    

    
      She sat close to me, kissed me on the cheek, and said, "That's not the gift. The gift is: I will shave your private areas, cock, and balls, and you'll shave me."
    

    
      I grinned. "This is going to tempt us to break the at least one pair of pants rule," I said.
    

    
      That small, evil smile she sometimes flashed made an appearance. "I'm willing to suspend the rule for this if you are."
    

    
      "I am all in," I said.
    

    
      "I wish!" She said. "We'll start after lunch in the master bath. Come naked."
    

    
      I tried not to have a hard-on when I entered the bath, but the excitement was too much. Then I saw mom spreading towels on the floor and running warm water in the tub. Oh, yes, I was hard. She placed a stool in the middle of the towels and directed me to sit.
    

    
      "You're first," she said with a glint in her eye.
    

    
      She began with the electric trimmer, cleaning the area above my cock and my inner legs. I expected a remark about my dick pointing straight up, but she gently lowered it when she reached that area. Hairs grew out of my cock, especially near the base, and she snipped each of those in turn. When my cock was smooth, she wrapped her hand around it and sucked it for a time.
    

    
      "Almost done," she said. "Only the boys are left."
    

    
      I held my breath for this. I trusted her with my life, but a million years of instinct told me to protect my balls. Still, she was gentle as a breeze, and my ball sack had no nicks. As a reward for staying so still, she sucked my cock some more. She stopped and winked when my eyes were about to roll into my head. Teasing was part of the game.
    

    
      The shaving cream and razor came next. She was slow and deliberate, using a towel to clear the area after the razor's pass.
    

    
      "When did you learn to do this?" I asked. My cock bounced with every breath.
    

    
      She looked at me and sheepishly admitted, "Um, I've never done this. I've always wanted to, at least to myself." When my eyebrows raised, she continued. "I'm being careful!"
    

    
      I nodded. "I trust you." That was all she needed to hear.
    

    
      When she finished the front, she said, "Turn around and spread your cheeks."
    

    
      "Excuse me!"
    

    
      "Go on!" She said. "I'm going to shave your taint and, maybe, a little more."
    

    
      I sighed. "In for a Penny," I said, then winked. I turned around, leaned my chest on the stool, and used my hands to spread my ass cheeks. My cock was still bobbing.
    

    
      The electric trimmer came out again, and she was finished. I stood up and glanced at the towels on the floor. "Wow," I said. "That all came off me?"
    

    
      She put her hands on her hips and said, "I'll thank you for not making that remark about my hair. Thank you very much!"
    

    
      "Right," I said. "Now you."
    

    
      "Not before we take care of this," she said. She pulled a bottle of lube from the pile, applied some to her hand, then began jacking me. When I looked ready to pop, she sunk her mouth onto my cock, and I grunted with delight.
    

    
      "My turn," she said. She seated herself on the stool, spreading her legs.
    

    
      I kneeled in front of her and surveyed the area.
    

    
      "Need a good look?" She said. Her hand when to her pussy and spread her lips. I could see her clit and her entrance.
    

    
      "I looked up to make eye contact, then leaned in and licked from the bottom of her pussy lips to the top, taking a moment to suck on her clit. Her legs snapped shut on my head.
    

    
      "Sorry! Sorry!" She said. "I'm sensitive."
    

    
      "And worked up," I said. "Eating your pussy is going to be fun."
    

    
      She whimpered hearing that. I just smiled.
    

    
      "I'm going to go slow," I said, "but if you have advice, tell me."
    

    
      "I've not shaved in a while," she said. "It's a mess and embarrassing."
    

    
      I kissed her inner thigh and said, "You are so beautiful. I've never seen you naked, and you're a goddess. I love you so much."
    

    
      I took the same path that mom took with me. Starting above the genitals, clearing the inner thighs, then running the razor carefully around the area to make things smooth. I told her to stand up, turn around, and spread. She did, but she was shaking so badly I dared not bring anything sharp near her.
    

    
      "You think I'll stick my face in your pussy and lick it, right? Thinking I'll finger fuck you while you're bent over. Is that why you're shaking?"
    

    
      "Yes," she whispered. "I've nearly cum already."
    

    
      I gently slapped an ass cheek.
    

    
      "OH!" She cried.
    

    
      "I'm going to finish this, and then, after a quick soak, I'm going to take you to your bed and make you sit on my face. I'm going to eat you and lick you and finger fuck you until you can't take it."
    

    
      "Oh, god," she said. Then she hung her head and steadied herself.
    

    
      I cleaned up the taint, just as she had, then put the trimmer back on the towel.
    

    
      "Have a seat in the tub," I said. She entered the water and lowered herself. I saw her rub the shaved area and cautioned her, "No finger fucking yourself. That's my job."
    

    
      I sank into the tub opposite her, leaned my head back, and closed my eyes.
    

    
      The shaved skin was a little irritated but still felt good and clean. I felt a foot touch my junk, and mom smiled when I opened my eyes.
    

    
      "Do you like it?" She asked.
    

    
      "I don't think I mind it on me," I said, "but it looks fantastic on you!"
    

    
      "Mmm," she cooed. She leaned back, closed her eyes, and said, "Merry Christmas."
    

    
      "Best Christmas ever," I said.
    

    
      She reached out with her hand, and I held it, both of us with our heads back, eyes closed, enjoying the warm water. Why hadn't we done this before? Ah, it would have violated the pants rule—stupid rules.
    

    
      After a time, she squeezed my hand. I looked at her, and she angled her head to the bedroom. We stood, took a towel from the pile, and dried ourselves. My junk felt weird without the hair. When she put her towel down, I turned her to me and kissed her, our naked bodies merging, her breasts pressed against my ribs, and her hand on my ass. When the kissing stopped, she took me by the hand and led me to her bed.
    

    
      I wasn't in a hurry. She was no teenage girl who might change her mind if given enough time to reflect. She knew what she wanted, and we had all the time in the world. Before lying on my back, I whispered in her ear, "You promised me some face time."
    

    
      She slugged me lightly on the arm and giggled. "You say I'm funny, but you're the one that makes me laugh."
    

    
      "Well, I know what I need," I said, getting comfortable.
    

    
      She got on the bed and straddled me. For a moment, I feared she would reach back, find my cock, and impale herself on it. Another part of me wished she would. Instead, she bent down, dangled those magnificent tits before me, and kissed me. My hands reached behind her and stroked her ass, drawing her forward. Her headboard was solid, designed for this kind of duty, and she went for it with both hands, dragged her tits across my face, giggled, slid forward, and dropped her pussy on my nose.
    

    
      It was heaven. She was wet, and her scent filled my senses. I licked from the bottom of her pussy to the top, dragging my nose through the slot, kneading her ass with my hands, and sucking on her clit when it passed. She was moving, grinding herself on me, painting my face with her juices, and moaning. I tried to fuck her hole with my tongue, suck her clit like a nipple, and kiss her inner thigh when I needed to breathe. My cock was rock-hard, and it needed attention, but I wanted her to keep riding my face until she came and came again.
    

    
      She lifted off my face, and I guessed what she wanted. I moved a hand to her hole and began finger fucking her. Her pace increased, and she got louder. I tried to move my finger to find her G-spot, and just as I was about to give up, she tensed and began shouting. "There! There! There!" She screamed. "Oh, my fucking god!"
    

    
      Her movements became irregular, spastic, and violent. I withdrew my fingers, fearing I might hurt her if I continued. Instead, I pushed my face back into her pussy and began licking franticly. "Oh, shit!" She yelled and ultimately pushed herself off me, sliding down and falling atop me.
    

    
      I was drenched, pussy juice sticky, musky, and delicious, covering my face, neck, and hair. I reached for her ass, but she slapped my hand away. "No," she said in what sounded like a panic, "too sensitive." Then she pulled herself up and found my eyes. "What you do to me!" She said.
    

    
      I thought that would lead to a conversation, but instead, she rested her head on me again and fell asleep right there, naked, on top of me. She was out. After a time, I began to worry, and I was about to move when she spoke. "Oh my god, you fucked me into unconsciousness."
    

    
      I chuckled. "Don't be such a drama queen. You fell asleep. You're exhausted."
    

    
      "Maybe it's because you're so damn comfortable," she said, and she slipped off me, put her head on my shoulder, and ran her fingers up and down my cock. It was still hard, and I'd still gotten no relief, but our session could have ended there, and I would have been elated. Her fingers now encircled my shaft, and she slowly stroked it.
    

    
      She said, "This is a first for you but also a first for me. I've never had my pussy eaten. Your father thought the idea was disgusting, though he liked to cum buckets during blow jobs. Selfish prick."
    

    
      She reached to touch my face, and her eyes went wide. "Oh my god!" She said. "You're soaked!" Then she started giggling. "I think you got me excited!"
    

    
      Before I could react, she was off the bed and preparing a warm washcloth in the bathroom. She wiped my face, neck, and even the bit that pooled near my ears, kissing me as she moved. I wanted to speak but couldn't find the words. I was happy, blissful, and content.
    

    
      She snuggled with me again and said, "You're still hard. Are you sure you don't want to fuck me?"
    

    
      For an instant, I did want to fuck her. I wanted to flip her on her back and bury my cock in her, banging my balls on her ass. I wanted to hold her down, bring my face close to hers, and growl while I pumped her full of sperm. But we can't, and I won't take a chance on hurting her.
    

    
      "I'm hard, but we're not ready to fuck, are we?" I asked this in a whisper, unsure what kind of answer I hoped for.
    

    
      "No," she said. "You're right. I'll make you a deal. If I take care of that," and she eyed my hard cock, "will you sleep with me, cuddle and hold me?"
    

    
      I kissed her. "I love you," I said.
    

    
      Chapter 8: A Question of Happiness
    

    
      My high school graduation neared as Spring flowers appeared. Mom was finishing the second year of her Ph.D. program, and she'd done well in her seminars and classes. She'd also found several dissertation topics that might be worthy of research. It only took a few good orgasms and good nights' sleep for her concentration to return. Self-care is important.
    

    
      Shaving and time in the tub became a monthly ritual, and I especially loved the soak in the tub. On Sunday mornings, she would close the curtains, light candles, pour wine, and bask in the water's warmth, sometimes reading, sometimes talking, but always touching: her toes playing with my balls or just holding hands. And like that first time, when we toweled off, we would slip into her bed, and we would cum until we fell asleep in each other's arms.
    

    
      She asked me what I wanted for my high school graduation. I knew what I wanted but had trouble finding the words.
    

    
      "You can choose anything within reason," she said. "Maybe you want your own place, and we could buy another house in town."
    

    
      "No, no," I said. "I'm going to the university here with you. I don't want a different place, and I'm comfortable here."
    

    
      "Maybe a new car?" She said. "Something sexy?"
    

    
      I laughed. "You know I'm happy with my car. And I'd like to think I'm not so shallow that I have to drive around and show off like a peacock."
    

    
      And so the conversation continued. She meant well, and I assured her I would answer her question when the time came.
    

    
      The graduation ceremony was held in the afternoon, and afterward, we had an intimate dinner at a lovely restaurant. Our lives seemed perfect. Her studies were going well, and she was enjoying the work. Our house was comfortable and perfect for the two of us. And now, I was free of the silly constraints of high school and ready to begin my college years.
    

    
      Mom was gorgeous. She wore one of her little black dresses, elegant, stylish, and a perfect contrast to her blonde hair and piercing blue eyes. Her décolletage was enough to garner the attention of the men seated near us and infuriate their wives. She was radiant.
    

    
      We stood in the kitchen when we arrived home as she poured wine and offered a toast. "To the graduate," she said. After a sip, she placed her glass on the table, and I did the same. She walked to me, held me close, and slow danced with me. We needed no orchestra, no music, just each other. She kissed my neck as we swayed, ran her hands along my spine through my suit coat, and whispered, "I love you."
    

    
      I kissed her, and she melted into my arms.
    

    
      "I have never been happier," I said. "You have given me so much. Thank you."
    

    
      She kissed me. "I think the formalwear part of our program has concluded." Then she giggled. "Let's change into something more comfortable."
    

    
      I returned to the living room wearing jeans and a T-shirt to find she had made the same choices. I sat next to her on the couch and kissed her.
    

    
      "To business," she said. "Time to tell me what you want for graduation."
    

    
      I looked down. This had been a perfect day, and I didn't want to ruin it.
    

    
      "Out with it," she said.
    

    
      "OK," I said. "I don't know how to say this, but I'll try. Forgive me if I tangle it up."
    

    
      She nodded.
    

    
      "I want you," I said. "I want all of you. I want to make you mine, love you, and be yours."
    

    
      She smiled, and a tear appeared.
    

    
      "But this is the most important part: I need you to be selfish when you decide. I want you to think only of yourself, your happiness, and what you want. Forget about me. I want you to want me because you're selfish. I want you to want me because I'm what you need to be happy. Because to hell with everything, this is what you want."
    

    
      She looked confused. "But what do you want?"
    

    
      "I want you to think only of yourself for a moment. You're always thinking about what's good for others and me and what your professors want from you. I want you to be completely selfish and think only about what you want and need. I said I want you. Please don't agree to make me happy. Demand happiness for yourself. Choose based on what you want, what you need."
    

    
      She began to cry, and my heart sank. I've ruined everything.
    

    
      After a minute of seeing her sobbing, her head in her hands, and gasping for breath, I reached for her and touched her shoulder.
    

    
      "I'm sorry," I said.
    

    
      "Don't you dare apologize," was her reply, muffled by her hands.
    

    
      She lifted her head and looked at me, still in tears. "Your father never loved me."
    

    
      I shook my head. "I—I don't understand."
    

    
      She began crying harder, and I was paralyzed, frozen because I had no idea how to help.
    

    
      She pulled herself together and spoke in a low whisper. "Your father never cared about my happiness. Now that I know love and understand true love, I can see that."
    

    
      I shook my head, still confused.
    

    
      She finally looked up and into my eyes. "You want me to be happy, even at the expense of your happiness. You want me to be selfish, to think only of my happiness, even if it means I end this, ask you to leave, and return to a mother-son relationship. Am I right?"
    

    
      I swallowed hard. That was precisely what I meant, but I couldn't form the words. I closed my eyes and nodded. "Yes," I said. "This has to be what you want, what will make you happy. That's the most important thing. It can't be because you want to give me something. You've been giving your whole life. It has to be what you want and selfishly need to be happy."
    

    
      She moved to wrap her arms around me and began crying again on my shoulder. I slipped an arm around her back and held her, whispering, "I love you."
    

    
      She pushed herself away and sat up straight, wiping her eyes.
    

    
      "Yes," she said.
    

    
      "Yes, what?" I replied.
    

    
      "I can be selfish," she said. "You are offering me everything, even your happiness, if I so choose, just so I'm happy. Looking back, I didn't know your father didn't love me because I didn't know what love was. Now I know, now I see it. You care more about my happiness than your own."
    

    
      I could only nod.
    

    
      "Yes," she said.
    

    
      "I am not keeping up today," I said, shaking my head.
    

    
      She chuckled and reached for my hand. "You are such an idiot," she said.
    

    
      I smiled and said, "Probably."
    

    
      "Thank you. You've made this easy," she said. "I love you. I want you because having you with me, as a lover and partner, will make me happy. It's selfish because your life will be harder with me. We'll need to hide our relationship. There can be no children; even our closest friends mustn't know. It's unfair to ask for this, but I will ask selfishly because I want you."
    

    
      Then she kissed me tenderly, gently, like a promise. When the kiss broke, she smiled and touched my face.
    

    
      "You want me for your graduation gift," she said. "I want you forever."
    

    
      I grinned stupidly, not knowing what to say.
    

    
      "Now," she said, "we have a busy day tomorrow. I got tired of waiting for you to tell me what you wanted for graduation, and I'd already decided: me. I was going to give you me. Oh, yeah, and two weeks in Maui."
    

    
      "Maui?"
    

    
      "Yes, Maui. Tomorrow we are shopping for new swim trunks and sunglasses for you. Our flight leaves the day after tomorrow," she said.
    

    
      "Thank you," I said.
    

    
      "OK. Enough of that. You need to come to my room and fuck my brains out. I think we've both waited long enough," she said.
    

    
      I stood with her and held her hand. She began walking to her room, but I hesitated.
    

    
      "What is it?" She asked.
    

    
      "We've not talked about birth control or pregnancy," I said.
    

    
      "I had my tubes tied after you were born," she said. "Now come on. I'm selfish and don't want to wait another minute."
    

    
      We entered her bedroom, and I embraced her and kissed her. While my hands were in her hair and around her waist, she was pulling at my belt.
    

    
      "I promise we can be romantic when we get to Hawaii," she said. "New rule: when we're alone in our room, no pants allowed."
    

    
      "Deal," I said.
    

    
      "Strip! I'm tired of waiting!"
    

    
      We both disrobed quickly, and she pulled the covers back on the bed. "Less romance and more fucking," she said. "We both need it, and we have all the time in the world for other stuff."
    

    
      I got on the bed, straddled her, and stuck my cock in her mouth. She grabbed my ass and worked my cock while sucking and slurping. I was hard in no time. She popped my cock out of her mouth, jacked it several times, and looked into my eyes. There was love and lust. She nodded, and I dropped atop her, kissing her while she grasped my hard-on.
    

    
      "Help me in," I said.
    

    
      She guided my cock into her pussy. I tried not to stab it in her slot, hoping she was wet enough to enjoy things, but we were both impatient. She pulled me in and raised her ass to meet me. She looked desperate, but that was replaced with relief when I landed on the hilt on the third stroke.
    

    
      "Oh god. Wait," she said. "You're stretching me more than my toys."
    

    
      My brain was foggy, and I just wanted to pump and cum. But I held whatever was left of my intellect, waited as she asked, and kissed her.
    

    
      She lifted her knees and said, "Don't make love to me. Fuck me. I'm yours, and I need it. I need you. Yes, selfishly, I need your cock, and your cum. I need to feel you cum in my pussy. I need your cum on my tits, in my mouth, in my hair, my belly button, everywhere. Use me. Please."
    

    
      I didn't need to be asked twice. I fucked her hard. I beat my pubic bone into her, shook the bed, and leaned over her face grunting. I felt my balls banging into her ass, felt them boiling, wanting to be unleashed. When I looked at her face, it was contorted into a silent scream, and her hands ran along the muscles in my arms and torso.
    

    
      I lasted longer than I expected. I was out of my mind, controlled by lust, mesmerized by her tits bouncing beneath me, and transfixed by the sound of our bodies slamming together. Her heels dug into my ass, and her fingernails dragged along my back. Then I heard her shout, "Fuck!" Her pussy convulsed around my cock as I continued pounding. My balls ached for relief, but my brain wanted to go on forever, punishing her pussy, owning it, making it mine, and making up for all the years of denial. Her nails again dug into my back, triggering my orgasm. I buried myself in her, put all my weight onto my hips, and felt her heels lock me into place. When I began spurting, I lifted myself above her and growled. It was primal, passionate, and violent. It was as if I had won her in battle.
    

    
      With the final pulse of my cock, I lowered myself to my elbows and pressed my forehead to hers. She was unresponsive, her pussy spasming, and her breath ragged. Her pussy soon expelled my limp member, and I rolled off her, shaking.
    

    
      I watched her reach down to her crotch and pull back a glob of cum. She brought it to her mouth and sucked it. Her eyes closed, and she sighed. "Fuck," she said.
    

    
      I was too weak to respond. She rolled onto my shoulder, throwing a leg over mine and rubbing her soaked pussy on me. My eyes were closed, and I slipped my arm under her neck and pulled her close.
    

    
      "Nothing to say?" She teased.
    

    
      "Brain no work," I replied. Then I turned to her and smiled.
    

    
      With her free hand, she traced the muscles of my torso. "I've never cum from intercourse before."
    

    
      "That was not making love," I said. "It was something primitive, and I wanted to make you mine. I think my caveman's brain took over," I said sheepishly.
    

    
      She drew my face to hers. "I wanted this. You wanted to make love to me because you didn't want me to fear that you disrespected me. But I knew you loved me like no other man ever has or will. And I wanted you to take me and make me yours. It was intense and amazing, and it was perfect." She kissed me.
    

    
      "We waited a long time for this," I said.
    

    
      She nodded. "We needed to be sure," she said.
    

    
      She moved her hand from my torso and played with my cock. While I recovered, I thought about the journey we'd been on and how this was the best graduation present I could have ever imagined.
    

    
      THE END
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