
    
  
    
      
        
      

      In Safe Hands

      The 737 hit the ground hard, bounced and came down a second time barely any softer. It pretty much summed up the two-hour flight, which had been bumpy the entire way. Typical. I'd flown Kuwait to Baltimore the week before and it had been like a magic carpet ride.

      I waited while passengers worked their carry-ons free barely before the wheels had stopped turning. I wondered if they had somewhere to go or was their life just a rush from one place to another. Mom would be waiting for me, but my cases wouldn't be hitting the carousel any time soon. I nodded at the stewardess, who'd been busy the whole time but friendly. She smiled back then turned away to open the doors. Folks were lined up ready, eager. I stretched my legs out into the space vacated by the man who'd been sitting next to me. I was last off, and the stewardess shook my hand, leaving a slip of paper in my palm. I put it into a pocket without looking. She was pretty, with a great figure, but I wasn't looking for anything right now, not even a one night stand.

      I sat and waited, patient, while the empty carousal sat unmoving. Army life teaches you to sit every chance you get because you never know when the next opportunity might come along. Just as I didn't know when my own dark time might arrive again. Twenty-two years old and on the verge of burnout. Special Ops saw the worst of the action in the underbelly of the world, and I'd started waking in the middle of the night sweating. That I'd been able to cope with. It was when I came awake yelling they decided something needed to be done. A month's furlough. Maybe longer. They were going to evaluate me again in four weeks.

      I felt fine most of the time. It was only during the small hours when the nightmares crept up on me. I couldn't even remember what it was tore me awake, only the sense of panic as consciousness came.

      The carousel started up and turned for five minutes before the first bag appeared. There weren't many, it wasn't that kind of flight. I saw my backpack, obvious in desert colors, and retrieved it. Mom was waiting beyond the barrier, moving from foot to foot. I saw her before she saw me and I took a moment, reacquainting myself with how good she looked. I hadn't been home in almost four years, but looking at her she seemed unchanged. Five-six, narrow hipped and heavy breasted. She'd cut her blonde hair short. Other than that she could be my sister instead of my Mom. Then she turned her head and saw me and a grin popped across her face. She jumped up and down, waving. I noticed a few of the men looking at her and tamped down a flare of anger. Over-protective, it had always been a problem for me.

      I shouldered my sac and walked to her. She jumped at me, arms around my neck, legs around my waist as she smothered my face with kisses. I managed to extricate myself and held her at arm's length as she continued to try and get back to me. I saw some of the men watching the scene with envy. I guess she did look like she could be my girlfriend. If only — I'd not had much luck in that department, picking a steady stream of the wrong kind.

      Eventually Mom stopped wriggling and I loosed her. She slid an arm through mine as we walked to the parking lot, jet engines howling as planes took off behind us. The stink of kerosene brought a moment's flashback, and I took a breath deep into my belly and tried to think about nothing at all.

      As we searched for Mom's car an older guy came toward us from where he'd dropped his vehicle. Straight-backed, gray-haired. I recognized him for what he was, the same as he recognized me. He glanced at us and then stopped and saluted. Without thinking I returned the salute.

      "You're a lucky woman having your husband home safe," he said to Mom, and then he was gone.

      Mom giggled, raised a hand to cover her mouth.

      "Hey, hubby," she said, leaning against my side.

      I slipped an arm around her waist and pulled her tighter. He'd been old, the guy, probably fought in the last big one, so maybe his eyesight was going.

      "Easy mistake to make," I said. "You look ten years younger than you should."

      Mom punched my arm. "And feel ten years older. Come on."

      Mom had changed her car since the last time. Something small and Japanese and I folded my legs to fit in.

      "Good flight?" she said as she pulled onto the freeway. She'd been concentrating on maneuvering through the other cars until then to spark a conversation. Such as it was.

      "It landed," I said. "How about you?"

      Mom frowned. "I drove." She always takes everything too literally.

      
        "How have you been?" I said.

      "Oh. Good. Sure, real good." Her eyes stayed on the road and I knew she was lying.

      I wondered how hard it had been on her. She'd been alone over two years now, not that being alone was a bad thing when the alternative had been living with Greg. He'd been my stepdad for ten years. My real Dad had been a grunt, like me. Fought in the Gulf, came out fine, then totaled his car on the freeway one night. Sober. No rain. Good visibility. A couple of people tried to make out he'd done it on purpose, but I made sure they didn't say it twice. Even then I was big and mean looking. Lately I'd been wondering about what had happened. There had never been any sign from Dad, but sometimes people are good at hiding what's going on inside their head. I knew that too well these days.

      "How long are you home for, Adam?" This time Mom risked a glance. She wasn't the world's best driver, but at least she was slow, which gave everyone else time to get out the way.

      "A month. At least a month."

      She grinned. "No way!"

      "Way," I said.

      "That's fantastic." She cut across two lanes heading for the exit.

      "Wrong one," I said. "Unless you moved."

      "Oops." She swerved back out, horns honking around us. "Next one."

      "How's the shop?"

      "Good," she said.

      "Really?" She owned a small bakery tucked in a side street where the rent was cheaper. She'd always worked for other people, but when Dad's insurance came through she set up on her own. Greg, dad number two, sold flour when they met. Greg split for pastures new while I was on my first rotation. I hadn't been able to make it home because I was infiltrated deep in insurgent territory, living as a native. I'd called her as soon as I made it out offering to come home but she said no, she was fine. Everything was good. I should have listened harder but I was starting to have troubles of my own about then. I'd seen things nobody should have to see.

      "Yes, Adam, really," she said, and I grinned and touched her shoulder. She turned to look at me and I moved my hand to steady the wheel as she drifted out of lane.

      *

      It was almost like a first date. There was a cloth on the table, candles on the cloth, places laid and something in the oven than smelled good. I unpacked my stuff, took a quick shower, changed into canvas chinos and a cotton shirt and came down barefoot just as Mom was kneeling to take a pot out the oven. I stood in the doorway and watched her. Took a deep breath like I had earlier, but this time the thoughts I was trying to suppress were different. Far more pleasant, but wrong all the same.

      Mom glanced up, her face flushed by the heat, and smiled.

      "You need a hand?"

      "Open the wine," she said.

      I uncorked it and set it on the table to breathe. Mom set the pot down. We sat and she ladled fragrant stew onto our plates. Chunks of warm bread, butter melting as I spread it. We talked about nothing, neither of us ready to get into anything serious. Not at first.

      Then Mom said, "I got a date tomorrow. You OK with that?"

      "Why shouldn't I be?"

      She raised a shoulder. "I don't know. You just got back and I haven't seen you in nearly four years and I'm going out on a date. I think I should cancel."

      "Don't. You got a life to lead. Don't change a thing because of me."

      
        
      

      She reached out and touched my hand, left hers there while she sipped her wine. "I'm not sure it's a good idea anyway." She smiled. "Internet dating." She moved her hand and made quote marks in the air. "WTF?"

      I laughed. "On a first date?"

      She looked at me a moment, not getting what I meant, then it came to her and she smiled and touched my hand again.

      "First time I ever heard you say that word, Mom."

      "I didn't say it, did I?"

      "Implied meaning," I said, smiling. I turned my hand so it cradled hers and she wrapped her fingers through mine. Under the table I started getting hard and felt bad about it, but not so bad I wanted to stop holding her hand. "How long you been internet dating?"

      "Couple months."

      "How's it going?"

      She made a rocking motion with her free hand. "You ever tried it?"

      I shook my head.

      "Bunch of losers." She raised her eyes and met mine. "Bunch of f'ing losers."

      I laughed. "Hey, better. I heard plenty of cussing, Mom, you don't need to hold back on my account."

      She lifted the free hand again and gave me the finger.

      I reached out, grabbed it and kissed the tip. Gooseflesh broke out along her arms.

      
        
      

      "Wanna show me? This date tomorrow? Or it is all a big secret?"

      "No, no secret," she said.

      I let go her hand, the moment getting a little awkward. I poured the last of the wine into our glasses, got up and followed her into the family room. She leaned over the desk and turned on her laptop. I stared at Mom's ass, wondering how long I could hold out before having to leave this house. Was it my own state of mind, or had I always felt this way about her? I'd always known she was beautiful, but until now it had been the kind of beauty you put on a pedestal, untouchable. My friends at school always said Mom was hot and I'd laughed about it, punched a few who went too far. But damn, she was hot.

      "What do you think?" She sat in the chair and I stood beside her, leaning over to see the screen.

      A guy in his forties, short hair receding at the front, needed to lose a few pounds — damn, more than a few.

      "Name?" I said.

      "Mike Prentice."

      "Job?"

      "Banker."

      I suppressed a smile, thinking of what the British SAS guys I'd worked alongside would say to that.

      "Rich banker?"

      "Duh," Mom said.

      I rested a hand on her shoulder. Felt the raised line made by the strap of her bra.

      
        
      

      "Where?"

      "There's a new place on the Heartville road. Does Thai food. You like Thai don't you, Adam?"

      "Sure. What about Mike Prentice? Was this place his idea or yours?"

      I might've kinda suggested it," Mom said. She leaned her head so her cheek touched the back of my hand and I was aware my arousal was probably showing if she chose to look, which I hoped she wouldn't.

      "But he didn't say no."

      "Men don't, do they?"

      "How many?" I said, and she knew exactly what I meant.

      "Mike's the..." She had to think for a minute, touching her fingertips with her thumb as she counted. "The tenth."

      "In how long?"

      "A year."

      "Any lead to anything?"

      She closed the lid of the laptop but didn't get up. "Like in did I sleep with any of them?" she said, not looking at me. I drew my hand away and walked to the sofa. After a while she got up, came over and sat along it from me, lifted her feet and placed them across my lap. Good move, Mom. I shifted so my partial boner wasn't against her feet.

      "Yeah, something like that," I said.

      
        "Once," she said.

      "Uh-huh. It's good you're getting some. How was it?"

      "It was OK."

      "Only OK?" I took one of her feet in my hands and began to knead it. She had always liked it when I did that. Seemed she still did.

      "I might be a bit out of practice," Mom said.

      "So it's your fault, not his? You sure about that?"

      She lifted her shoulders and shifted to get comfortable. "How come you're so good at that?"

      "Strong hands," I said.

      She smiled.

      "Nobody else?" I said. "One in ten, that's all?"

      "Dicks," Mom said. "All the others were dicks."

      "How about this Mike tomorrow?"

      "Don't know, but the odds are he'll be another dick."

      "Why the internet?" I said. "You must know plenty of men. And it's not like you're not one hot piece of ass."

      Mom smiled. "Is it all right for you to say that about me?"

      
        "I'm your son, Mom, not dead or blind."

      "The men I know are married, gay or too old to get it up."

      "How can you tell?"

      "There's a look. Besides, I'm hot, you just said so. So I need a hot stud to match me."

      I laughed and shifted to the other foot, but she pulled it away. "Not finished with that one yet, kiddo." She stretched out more and when I laid her foot back in my lap I allowed it to rest against my erection, almost fully hard now. I was curious to see how she'd react, but she did nothing. I started working her foot again, kneading the muscles of her calves and she jerked and sighed, closed her eyes.

      When I believed I'd dissolved the bones in her right leg I switched over. Mom mumbled something and arched her back. I stared at her, given permission by her passivity and the fact her eyes were closed. I leaned over a little and stared at the mounds of her breasts. Leaned closer still. Damn, but her nipples were hard.

      By the time I finished she was asleep. I slid out, drank some water and climbed the stairs. Then guilt got the better of me and I went back down, shook her until her eyes open.

      "Bedtime, Mom," I said.

      She nodded, smacking her lips. Still beautiful.

      "Do something for me, Adam?"

      "Sure."

      "Make me some hot milk. A spoon of honey and a tot of rum. The rum's in the cabinet next to the sink."

      I smiled. This was something new.

      
        
      

      By the time I'd warmed her milk she'd gone upstairs. I heard her in the bathroom and put the mug on the nightstand and went to my own room. I woke at 3am, a cry trapped against the roof of my mouth.

      I knew I wouldn't sleep again. Knew too that Mom would be up in an hour to start the day's baking. I went downstairs and booted her laptop and checked the guys she'd shortlisted on the dating site. Hey, I was her son. I was looking out for her well-being is all.

      *

      I drove Mom to the bakery on Peach Tree road, considering it the safer option. Mom sat quiet beside me, eyes heavy-lidded.

      "You don't have to do this," she said. She reached across and touched my side, like she had to offer something, some token.

      "I want to," I said.

      "Mm. Thanks, then."

      First job was to start the ovens, then mix dough. There were big steel vats with large hooks. I'd worked in the bakery before, helping out from the age of fourteen, and still remembered Mom's so called secret recipes. I measured them out for the sourdough and rye loaf and started the machines going. Mom mixed a softer dough for the beignets and donuts and her speciality iced rolls stuffed with peel and currants. Most days she would have to do everything herself, so with me alongside it was a whole lot easier.

      As the first loaves went into the ovens I made coffee and leaned against the worktop drinking it while I watched her knead dough. The tendons in her arms stood out, her body tightening as she leaned into the dough. On each thrust her breasts swayed, flattened, and I watched, mesmerized. So mesmerized I was taken aback when she spoke.

      "Huh?"

      Mom gave a smile and I knew she'd caught me out.

      
        
      

      "Want to start measuring the beignets, Adam?"

      "Sure."

      She returned to her work. I pressed past her, my hands on her waist for a moment, staying there a little longer than necessary and she gave me a look, a smile. She had flour on her cheek and I used my thumb to wipe it clean. I was scared of what was happening because she seemed to be going along with it, almost as if she was offering me permission to go further.

      "About tonight," she said as I started to cut the dough and roll it into balls.

      "Mike Prentice," I said.

      Mom nodded. "That's the one. I was thinking I might blow him off."

      "On a first date?" I turned to stare at her.

      Mom rolled her eyes and slapped my belly leaving a smear of flour on my t-shirt. "As in not go!" she said. "I didn't know you were going to be home when I made the date."

      "Hey, I'm a big boy. I can amuse myself."

      "I bet you can. But if it comes to a choice between spending time with you or another loser I know which I'd prefer." She could have put it better, but I think I knew what she meant.

      "What if he's the one?" I said. I was trying not to be jealous thinking of Mom with someone. Mom naked with someone. Mom with her mouth around some guy's cock, fucking him, watching as he spilled cum across her tits.

      "Adam?" Mom said, and I glanced over. She was frowning. I smiled. "I thought you'd gone away again then."

      "Again?" I said.

      
        
      

      "Gone, then." The outside door opened, still dark beyond, and Jasmine Hart walked in, larger than life and twice as sassy.

      "Adam!" she yelled. She ran across and enclosed me in a hug that in a normal guy would have cracked ribs. I made an effort to be good then caved and hugged her back. There was a lot to hug. Jaz had worked with Mom from the get-go, a tall black woman married to a short skinny white guy. She had curves on her curves, half of them pressed against me, all of them moving as she wriggled. She grabbed my face and planted a wet kiss right on my mouth. "Damn, if I wasn't a married woman you'd be in trouble now, kid. When did you get so big?" She looked me up and down.

      I still had my hands on her waist, surprisingly narrow considering what blossomed above and below.

      "It's been four years," I said.

      "And you been fighting," she said, her face serious.

      "Somebody has to."

      She nodded and came back and kissed me again, harder this time and I was sure a little tongue was involved. What the hell, she tasted good and it felt even better. Then she let me go with a deep sigh, shaking her head.

      "You're one lucky girl," she said to Mom, even though Jaz was ten years younger.

      "I know it. You want to help Adam with the beignets?"

      "Sure, honey. I help Adam with a-a-nything he want." Jaz slipped out of her coat and tied on an apron.

      The start of another Saturday in the shop. We opened the front door at six. Early customers arrived who were regulars: cops, postmen, delivery drivers. Later, Moms came in with their kids. At noon Mom and I cleaned the tables and left. The shop would stay open until four but we were done. I hugged Jaz again before we left and patted her ass. She patted my cheek and gave me another of those kisses. Definitely tongue involved, and I wondered how much of the teasing she meant.

      
        Instead of making for the car Mom walked in the other direction toward the market and I followed.

      "Jaz is having some problems," she said as I fell into step.

      "What kind of problems?"

      "Marriage problems. I mention it just so you are aware." She glanced at me.

      "I'm not dumb, Mom," I said.

      "You're a guy, aren't you? And Jaz is one hot tamale."

      I grinned. "But not as hot as you."

      "Of course not. Good boy. But I am your Mom."

      I shrugged. "And I'm not blind."

      She flat-handed me again.

      We shopped for dinner then walked back to the car, me carrying the groceries.

      "I take it this means Mike is out of luck tonight?" I said as we loaded the bags in the car.

      "Mike was always going to be out of luck," Mom said.

      "You'd better log on and tell him."

      "Did it last night."

      
        We ate on the deck while the day faded to night. Later I rubbed Mom's feet again until she dozed. At ten I shook her awake then made hot milk while she got ready for bed. When I took it in she was already under the sheet wearing a pair of dark blue silk pajamas I'd brought back for her from the far east years ago.

      "They still fit," I said, putting the milk on her nightstand.

      Mom patted the bed and I sat. A boy should always do what his Mom says. What a boy shouldn't do it stare at the obvious shape of his Mom's nipples peaking through an almost sheer silk top. But hey, we're all human. Mom very obviously so.

      "You should give Carly a call," Mom said.

      Carly Jesmond. My last girlfriend before I shipped out.

      "She still single?"

      "Last I heard." Mom took my hand, turned it flat and ran her fingertip across the palm.

      "I think I might've broke her heart," I said.

      Mom gave a soft laugh. "Don't over-exaggerate your charms, kid."

      "I'm good with things as they are."

      Mom stared into my eyes.

      I shifted so she wouldn't see the ridge starting up inside my pants. I knew I was going to have to put a stop to the way I felt about her, but not just yet. Right then I was enjoying the sensation, the touch of taboo running through my thoughts. I knew they were never going anywhere, but the fantasy was nice. I guess I needed some comfort, a safety net to dream of.

      Mom reached for her milk.

      I stared at what the movement did to what lay under her top.

      
        
      

      She drank it, handed me the mug and slid down the bed, pushing the single sheet away. I reached to pull it up but she shook her head.

      I leaned over and kissed her cheek and she mumbled goodnight.

      *

      I came awake fast, sweat covering my body. I sat up, needing to move, needing to get away from the dream that had woken me. I remembered some of this one even though I'd rather not.

      I went along the hall to the bathroom and peed. Coming back I glanced into Mom's room.

      She was lying on her front, the sheet a tangle around her ankles. Light spilled in from the street lamp outside. The silk pajamas clung to every curve of her body and I stared, unable to move away.

      Mom shifted, making a sound in her sleep. Instead of turning away I walked into her room and sat on the edge of the bed. I waited to see if she was going to wake. When her breathing continued in the same soft cadence I reached out and rested my hand against the small of her back.

      I sat there for five minutes, watching her body rise and fall under my hand, feeling my cock thicken then come fully erect inside my shorts. I shifted, easing the strain.

      Mom was twenty years older than me but she looked no more than ten. Not that it was any kind of thought that ought to lead anywhere, but it went through my mind all the same.

      After a while I started to move my hand, stroking it along the valley of her spine to her shoulders, returning it, all the while expecting her to wake. When she didn't I grew bolder. I slid my palm along her shoulders, down her sides. Some time later I allowed my fingers to trace the weight of her breasts where they spilled from under her.

      Mom murmured something and I stopped. When her breathing grew regular I started again.

      My cock was painful and I shifted again, wanting to free it, afraid to do so.

      
        
      

      I traced the swell of her ass, fluttered fingertips along the back of her thighs. I lifted the hem of her top to reveal smooth skin and stroked it. I wondered if it was possible to ejaculate without touching myself.

      I freed my cock out the side of my shorts. The tip was soaked, dripping pre-cum onto my thigh.

      I stroked Mom's ass again, explored further, my fingers dipping along the deep crevice between her cheeks.

      Mom burrowed into the pillows and splayed one leg out to the side. If I didn't know she was asleep I'd have sworn it was permission. Even if it wasn't I took it as such. Any inhibitions I might have had were parked way out of sight. I couldn't stop, not now.

      I traced along her thigh, moving higher until the back of my fingers brushed against the plumpness of her labia. I was sure I was about to make a mess all over Mom's bed and stuffed my cock back inside my shorts. Then I returned, tracing her cleft. Over and over.

      I stared at the silk pulled tight between the cheeks of her ass, watched as it turned transparent with arousal. I was getting Mom wet! I almost groaned. Then I laid my hand between her thighs, wrapping them around and beneath so two fingers lay alongside her clitoris, my palm against her pussy, my thumb lying along her ass. And I began to move. Softly at first and then, as she continued to sleep I let the movement speed up.

      Mom began to rock against my hand. I was sure she had to be awake, but she continued to lie dead to the world, only her ass pulsing up and down. I continued to rub her, getting faster, sensing she was close to peaking.

      She turned on her side and for a moment I saw her eyes open, but they stared at nothing then closed again. I waited. Her breath fluttered between her lips.

      I leaned over and kissed her neck below her ear.

      Placed a hand over her breast, freed now.

      Then I began to work her again.

      
        
      

      She was still aroused and began to rock and move. She had to be awake, had to know what was happening, but I'd gone too far now and couldn't stop even if I wanted to. And if Mom was awake I don't think she wanted me to stop either.

      I slipped two buttons on her top and slid a hand inside to caress her breasts, nipples pebbles beneath my fingers.

      I laid my cheek against her ass, the scent of arousal rising to meet me. I felt the muscles tense beneath my face and knew she was ready. I pressed harder, opening her until a finger lay almost inside her and she bucked beneath my touch, jerking on the bed so hard I couldn't believe she wasn't crying out. Her arms and legs twitched, spasmed. She opened her lips and let her breath loose in a gush. Then slowly she stilled. A twitch here. A sigh there.

      I withdrew my hand and watched as she sank deeper into sleep.

      Then I got up and went to my room to take care of my own needs.

      I didn't wake again, not until the sun had risen, and when I did things had taken a whole new direction.

      *

      I dreamed I was in the air, the gentle shudder of a plane as it crossed soft turbulence. The dream deepened, changing, and I grew aware of a raw arousal flooding me as I came up through layer on layer. When I surfaced I lay for a while, confused because the turbulence remained. Except it wasn't turbulence. What it was only came to me slowly, deliciously, and when it did I lay unmoving for fear of it stopping.

      Had Mom known what I did to her last night? Was that why she was here now, her hand under the covers gripping my rigid cock? Her fingers moved slowly, teasing, a long stroke from base to tip. While I slept she'd worked my cock out the side of my shorts so it jutted at an angle. I wanted to get naked but knew there was no way to do so without alerting her.

      Would that matter? Would she stop what she was doing if she knew I was awake?

      
        Would I have stopped what I did to her if she'd woken? I thought I would, so I continued to pretend sleep. Except I needed to test her, so I mumbled and stretched, pushing my arms out and rocking from side to side.

      Mom's hand stopped. Withdrew.

      I let my breath go and lay still.

      A minute passed, but I knew she was still there. I was desperate to open my eyes and see her but knew that was impossible She might be staring directly at me. One twitch of an eyelid would be enough to alert her.

      At last her hand came back, but this time is tugged on the sheet that covered me. She drew it down until it lay across my knees. Then her hand returned.

      She tugged at my shorts, but they came down only as far the top of my pubic hair. Enough for her to ease my cock above them but not enough to clear it completely. She tugged at the shorts again and they came a little further. I heard her mutter something that might have been a curse, then she gave up.

      Her hand came back to what it had been doing before.

      She teased her thumb over the head of my cock, slicking pre-cum across me.

      The bed moved as she came closer, leaning over me.

      God — I had to see what she was doing!

      I allowed my eyes to open the smallest amount, but it was enough.

      Mom was leaning over my cock, all her concentration on what her hand was doing. She was close enough that if she moved a foot her lips would brush my cock. The thought of her lips around me brought the ache in my balls to a pitch and I knew, all at once, that I was going to spill any moment.

      
        As if sensing my need Mom withdrew her hand.

      She leaned closer still, her warm breath reaching the head of my cock. Not helping. Not helping at all. My cock twitched and a thick bead of pre-cum gathered from the tip.

      Mom dipped her finger into it and lifted it to her lips, sucked the pre-cum between her lips.

      Of sweet Jesus, didn't she know what that did to me? But of course she didn't.

      She tugged at my shorts again, pulling harder and they came further, clearing my balls.

      I mumbled again and rocked, my movement letting her pull them to my ankles. I wanted them off altogether but that wasn't an option.

      Mom ran a finger across my balls, on along the underside of my cock before wrapping her hand around me. She turned her head to look up at me and I made sure my eyelids were closed.

      When she began to stroke me again I risked opening them a slit. I needn't have worried. All her concentration was on my cock once more. She had unbuttoned the front of her pajama top half way and her breasts swayed, shadowed. She had one hand inside, touching herself, and I thought of nights she might have lain in bed touching herself for want of someone to touch her.

      Was this a reward for what I had done to her? Or a punishment? The ache in my balls made me undecided. But if it was a payback it meant she had been awake too, like I was, and knew exactly what I'd done. It hadn't occurred to me she'd been aware. Oh, sure, she might have dreamed, but known?

      Mom leaned closer, her lips parting, and I was sure I knew what was about to happen. But if it was also on Mom's mind she resisted the temptation. Except just the thought brought my own climax to the precipice. My balls tightened, my cock stiffened even further. I knew the end had come, nothing I could do to prevent it now. Mere seconds away.

      I bit my lip as the first ejaculation came, trying to stifle any sound I might make. Semen jetted and splashed across my chest, warm on the underside of my neck.

      
        "Oh, baby." Mom's voice was barely a whisper as I spurted, and she said, "Oh, baby," again when a second jet erupted even harder than the first, a trace of shock in her voice. Her hand grew slick around my cock as she milked me until nothing remained. My thighs ached with the need to move but I knew I couldn't.

      Mom reached down below the bed, returned with a small towel. She wiped my belly, my chest, the underside of my neck. Then she leaned over and kissed my balls, a tiny peck. She shifted and lifted my limp cock, pecked a kiss on the tip.

      She rose, staring down on me for a long while. Then she drew the sheet over me and left. I stared at her tight ass as she went, imagining it naked with my face buried between the cheeks. Under the covers my cock twitched.

      *

      Sunday, and Mom's only full day off. When I rose, the memory of what she had done to me filled my mind.

      She was in the kitchen cutting sandwiches. Thick slices of bread brought home the day before. Rare beef with grain mustard. Some small cakes from the bakery and a flask of coffee.

      "Going somewhere?" I asked.

      Mom looked over her shoulder and my heart skipping a beat.

      "I thought we could take a walk along the river, have a picnic. Did you sleep well, baby? I didn't hear you shouting last night."

      So she had heard me. It was the first time she'd said anything.

      "Just bad dreams," I said. "And a picnic sounds great." I walked to stand behind her. I wanted to slide my arms around her, hold her breasts and press my thickening cock against her ass. But of course I didn't. Instead I kissed the side of her neck and she giggled and swatted at me.

      We drove out to Jones Bridge and parked up, found the start of the trail and set off. The sky was patched with white clouds, a soft breeze from the east, and Mom set a good pace. Nothing like I was used to, but I needed the relaxation. She chatted as we walked, pushing me for details of what I'd been through, but I couldn't tell her. Not because I didn't want to, but because most of it was secret. There were friends of mine still deep in country.

      We stopped around two and sat on the banks of the Chattahoochee. Mom passed me a thick sandwich and poured coffee, black for both of us. Small bass leaped from the muddy surface, something bigger below spooking them. When we'd finished we washed our hands in the river and Mom stretched out, arching her back.

      "I'm gonna be stiff tomorrow," she said.

      I smiled. I was stiff already, but a different kind of stiff.

      "I'll run you a hot bath when we get home," I said. "You can soak the aches away."

      Mom sat up, wriggled close and lay back against me. She pulled my hands around until they crossed her belly.

      "That sounds like heaven. I'm a lucky woman to have such a thoughtful son. There's no rush to start back, is there?"

      "No rush at all," I said. I lay against a low mound and Mom snuggled close. Insects buzzed, the river chuckled gently, and after a time Mom began to snore lightly. I waited a while, then allowed my fingertips to run across her breasts. The sound of her snores stopped, and so did I. When they started up I circled her nipples until they came hard. She was wearing a thin t-shirt, her bra little barrier to her arousal. I continued until they were hard as bullets and then I stroked her belly, moving lower with each pass until my hand was cupped between her thighs, the other holding her breast. It felt good. Natural. And then I heard voices. When the family of four appeared my hands were back to behaving themselves. Their calls woke Mom and she sat up, rubbing a hand through her hair.

      "We should start back," she said once the family had disappeared along the trail. Her nipples still showed clearly and I wondered if she was aware of them. I didn't see how she could not be.

      It was growing dark by the time we arrived home. Mom asked if I was hungry and I said not much and she said she'd make eggs.

      
        I went upstairs and showered, came down in sweatpants and a t-shirt, nothing underneath except the start of an erection. Scrambled eggs were ready and we sat and ate, then Mom reminded me I was going to prepare her bath.

      I poured lotions and oils in, filled the tub so there was just enough room for her to slip in without spilling water, then tapped on her bedroom door. I'd heard her go in while the water was running.

      "Bath's ready, Mom."

      She came out in a skimpy robe I'd not seen before. As she made her way along the hallway I stared because it barely covered her ass.

      Mom looked back over her shoulder and I shifted where my eyes were looking fast.

      "Make me a drink, honey?"

      "Hot milk?"

      "Something stronger. There's bourbon in the kitchen cabinet."

      When I brought the drink up, two fingers of Jack over ice, the bathroom door was closed.

      I tapped. "Drink's outside, Mom."

      "What good is it out there? Bring it in, Adam."

      "You're in the bath."

      "Oh, brains as well as beauty. I'll cover up, promise. God forbid I should shock my son."

      I went in. Mom lay full length in the bath. She had covered her breasts with a washcloth but it barely stretched across her nipples. The main weight of her breasts lay revealed. The dark patch of her pubic hair showed under the surface.

      
        
      

      I handed Mom the drink and she took a long swallow. When she reached to place it on the side of the bath the washcloth pulled away to reveal one nipple. It was stiff, dark, the aureole as round across as a silver dollar.

      "Oops," Mom said and pulled the cloth back, but it was obvious it wouldn't last long. "Sit and talk to me," she said. "Better still, wash my back." She sat up, water cascading from her as she leaned forward.

      "Are you sure?"

      "Why not?"

      "Well, you're my Mom for one, and you're naked for another," I said.

      Mom sighed. "And?"

      "Well, I guess if it's OK with you." I took a sponge and soaped it, pressed it across her shoulders, down her back. Mom leaned forward, the washcloth giving up the impossible attempt and slipping into the water. Her breasts pressed against her knees, the sides pushing outward.

      "Use your hands, Adam," Mom said, her head to one side, resting on the edge of the bath.

      I soaped my palms and ran them along her shoulders, digging my fingers into the tightness there and Mom groaned.

      "Too hard?" I asked.

      "There's no such thing as too hard when you do that, honey."

      I washed her back, fascinated by the deep valley of her spine. Water fell through my hands onto her skin, her perfect skin, and when I'd found the courage my hands strayed to the sides of her breasts.

      
        "Mmm," Mom muttered. I took it as a good sign and concentrated one hand along the edge of her breast. The other delved below the water to caress the first bloom of her ass.

      "Do my front now," Mom said, lying back. No pretence now, no washcloth. Her nipples were diamond hard, drawing my gaze and, a moment later, my hands. As they stroked across her breasts Mom lifted her hips, raising her pussy from the water then letting it sink back.

      "God, that feels so good, Adam," Mom said.

      "It does. Feels a little weird, too, huh?"

      "Nice weird, though."

      Mom raised her knees. I knew what she wanted, barely hesitating before sliding a hand along her belly and dipping between her thighs.

      "Yes, Adam, do that. I want you do do that to me."

      I pressed a finger inside her, then a second. My other hand massaged her breasts, pulled on her nipples. I wanted to lean close and kiss them but the whole situation was so strange. When I thought she was asleep I had been offered some kind of permission. Now, in the bath, with her a willing participant I was reluctant.

      "I want you to do something for me, sweetheart."

      "Mm-hm."

      "I want you to make me come? Will you do that for Mommy?"

      "You want me to?"

      "Would I have asked if I didn't? You've already got your fingers inside me. You only have to keep on doing what you are and I'll be there. Are you all right with this, baby?"

      
        "I guess."

      She placed a wet hand across mine, moving my fingers across her breast.

      "I know this is wrong, but I want you to. Please, Adam?"

      I pushed a third finger into her and she lifted out of the water, greedy for my touch. She pulsed, water splashing onto the floor, onto my clothes, and I worked her faster, playing her like a musical instrument until she began to make a high keening noise. Her thighs went taut and began to shake, her belly fluttered and I felt her pussy tighten around my fingers. I pressed hard against her as she shook, and then when she softened and slid back into the water I withdrew.

      Mom lifted her hand and put it behind my head, pulled my face down to hers and kissed me.

      "Now I need to do something for you, baby," she said.

      *

      Mom stood at the side of the bath while I patted her dry with a towel. I kissed her belly. When I kissed her thighs she laughed.

      "You know this has to be between you and me, baby," she said.

      "Of course."

      Mom smiled. "I want you to kiss me there. If you want to, that is."

      I kissed her bush, nipped her clitoris with my teeth and she stiffened.

      "But later. I have to give you your reward first." She turned away and padded naked from the room. I stood, my erection painful, tenting my jogging pants. I followed her.

      She stood beside the bed, patted the covers. "Come lie here for me."

      
        
      

      I went across and lay on my back. Mom knelt between my legs and tugged at my pants, pulling them down. My cock came free and she watched it sway from side to side as she worked my joggers all the way off.

      "Take your top off, too," she said, and I did.

      She stood beside the bed, naked, magnificent, staring at me.

      She grabbed my shoulder, moving me, wanting me on my side and I went, a willing servant.

      "If you don't want this," she said, "say so and I'll stop. I'll try to stop."

      "I want it," I said, and she smiled. "Tell me what you want."

      "I want you to do what Mommy says." Goosflesh stippled her beasts.

      I nodded. "Sure."

      Another smile.

      She came onto the bed, her hands positioning me, getting me exactly where she wanted. Then she lay in front of me and shuffled close. She raised one leg and wrapped it across my waist, but low down so when she drew closer still my cock lay against her belly. I wondered if it was a precaution, in case I tried to fuck her.

      She tugged on my leg, wanting it raised and I did so, letting her lie it across herself, wrapping us together like a tied parcel.

      "Oh baby," she said, something sad in her voice, but I said nothing. My cock burned, ached.

      Mom slid her hand between us, searching, finding, fingers wrapping around me.

      Her breasts flattened against my chest.

      
        
      

      Her lips kissed my neck, my cheeks, avoiding my mouth for the moment.

      "Fuck my hand," she said, her words soft. "Fuck my hand like you're fucking me, Adam. Like your fucking your Mom." There was pain in her voice, but it was the pain of need, not shame.

      I started to move, pushing into her fist, the sensation exquisite.

      "Yes, baby," she whispered, "fuck me like that."

      I laid an arm over her, my hand on the curve of her ass, and she pressed tighter against me, all heat and want and need. There was only one way this was going to end but it was what we both wanted.

      "Do it like I know you want to, baby." This time her lips brushed across mine, a feather touch, then gone.

      I clutched at her ass, my fingers tracing the cleft between, and Mom made a sound deep in her chest. Beneath us the bed springs creaked and each time I thrust the bedhead knocked against the wall.

      "Any time you're ready," she said, her voice shaking with my thrusts.

      I pushed my other hand beneath her, clutching the other side of her ass, thrusting. She didn't move her hand. It was there for me to use, not for her to use on me, and my cock slid through her grip, striking her belly. Her breasts pressed, flattened, withdrew. Her mouth returned and finally covered mine, both of us hungry for the contact. I opened my lips and waited. After a moment her tongue came out, exploring. I lay passive, allowing her to invade my mouth while I continued to fuck her hand. I pulled the cheeks of her ass wide and ran a finger along the full length of her cleft and she pushed her tongue further between my lips.

      "Do it, Adam," she said, her words tangled between our mouths. "Please, baby, I need this so bad."

      She needed it? I didn't understand. It was me fucking her hand, me clutching her ass, me pressing against her. And she needed it? But my mind didn't want to think about anything other than the growing pressure that was demanding release.

      
        I thrust, thrust again, and spilled.

      Mom gasped, drawing me tighter as I shook against her. My cum slicked her fist, making my passage easier as I thrust over and over, emptied over and over, slicking us both with my emissions until there was nothing left. Then she drew her hand clear and laid it around me, pulled me close until her head rested against my chest. We breathed together, fast at first then slower, synchronised.

      "Oh, baby," she said, and I saw tears glitter in her eyes. I put a finger under her chin and lifted her face so I could kiss her.

      "Not now," I said, and she nodded as if she understood, which was more than I did.

      This time she made no effort to clean us up. We lay tangled together, belly to belly as my seed dried on our skins and sleep took us like falling into the eye of a hurricane.

      *

      When I woke it was a natural rising from somewhere deep, calm and safe. No terrors had grasped me in the night. No scream had spilled from my mouth. But I was alone, still naked, tangled in the sheets. My cock ached from what we had done. I felt good, like something I had been dragging around for months had released. I was lighter. Happier.

      I rolled onto my back and looked around. An empty room.

      I wondered how long I had slept alone.

      My hand reached out, patted the mattress. Cool.

      I glanced at the other pillow. There was a depression where Mom's head had lain, but no Mom.

      I rolled across and buried my face in her pillow and breathed in. Her scent. Sex still on her and the smell of her bath. I inhaled the smell, growing half hard, enjoying the sensation.

      
        The house was silent. I glanced at the alarm and knew why I had woken alone. The clock showed ten after eight. Mom had risen and gone to work four hours earlier while I slept the sleep of the sated.

      I rolled on my back, my hand dropping to circle my cock as I replayed what had happened. How it felt as I spilled my seed across her smooth belly. How the cheeks of her ass felt gripped in my palms.

      My cock came harder and I glanced down, watching myself stroke it. I didn't know if I wanted to make myself come or not, but believed if I didn't stop what I was doing that's just what would happen.

      I pictured Mom's breasts, heavy, swaying as she moved against me.

      Pictured her on her knees while I pushed my cock into her as she mumbled into the pillows to fuck her harder.

      Pictured her with my cock between her lips as I spilled seed onto her tongue, kissing her afterward so I tasted what I had gifted her, and as I did that seed jetted from me and splashed my chest.

      She was my Mom. What we had done was wrong, but we had both done it, both wanted it. I thought we had both wanted it.

      As my cock softened I thought about what might happen when she got home. What might happen in the weeks to come. The events of the night before felt like a dream. A better dream than I was used to, but a dream all the same.

      My hand ran along my belly, encountering the slick cum coating me. It made me think of how it had been the night before and I wondered, had it actually happened, had it been real?

      I rolled from the bed and padded into the bathroom and took a shower. Then I dressed in jogging pants and tank top and ran the mile to the bakery. I reached there a little before nine and went in the back door, almost bouncing off Jasmine as she came through with a tray of sweet rolls.

      "Hey, honey boy, watch where you going or we'll end up in a tangled heap on the floor." She did a movement that set off reverberations throughout her entire set of curves and slid the tray of rolls onto the wooden table top. Then she came back toward me, pushing me until my back was against the now closed door.

      
        
      

      "Sorry, Jaz," I said, but it was too late. She pressed even closer, her body touching mine. Closer still, pulling me toward her now.

      "You gotta apologise proper to me, Adam." Her mouth covered mine and I pushed her away, my hands against her breasts instead of her shoulders where I meant them to be, and she took it as encouragement, her own hand snaking down to my cock.

      "No, Jaz!" I pushed again, slipping past her.

      When I glanced back, sure she had to be mad, Jaz only laughed. "Next time, honey child. You missin' somethin' fine here, real fine." She cupped her breasts and shook them.

      I went through to the bakery. Mom was taking bread out the oven and I stopped to watch. Perhaps sensing me Mom half turned, her face serious when she saw me.

      "What are you doing here?" she said.

      "I came to help."

      "Dressed like that?"

      I looked down. "You took the car. How was I going to get here?"

      "You were meant to sleep late." Still no smile, and something turned to ice in my stomach.

      "It is late," I said, and that at least lifted one corner of her pretty mouth. "What can I do?"

      "You'll have to stay here dressed the way you are. Put on a coat and help with the rolls, then you can cook the next batch of beignets."

      We worked around each other, turning like long practiced dancers. I wanted to reach out and touch her, stroke her when we passed, but I didn't. Something had changed. Last night had happened, shifting what lay between us. I knew Mom must be regretting what we did. Well, if she did I sure as hell didn't. The memory would remain with me until the day I died.

      Jaz came back through to stack more trays and I made sure I stayed well away from her.

      We came to the end of the dough and Mom started to clean the trays and vats. I took the heavy steel tubs and sank them into the big sinks and started to wash them out. It took almost an hour until we were done then Mom came across and stood in front of me. She reached out, took my hands in hers and held them between us.

      "About last night," she said, her face serious.

      I nodded. "My fault. I shouldn't have let it happen."

      She tilted her head to one side, eyes flicking to and fro against mine. "Is that what you think, Adam? It was a mistake?"

      "You're acting strange, Mom. Like you're mad at me. And I said I was sorry."

      "No," she said. "You said it was your fault. Are you sorry, Adam? Because I'm not. Not sorry at all."

      She stepped closer. Lifted my hands so they lay caught in hers along the valley between her breasts. She came closer still. Her face tilted up to mine and when she parted her lips I kissed her.

      Mom responded, her mouth hungry for more, and my tongue slid through against hers, the two of us fighting to see who could kiss the hardest. I grasped her breast, feeling the potent weight of it. Mom ground her hips against me.

      Some movement caught my attention and when I pulled away it was to discover Jaz standing in the doorway between the shop and the bakery watching us. She had one hand on her breast, the other beneath her skirt and I wondered how long she had been there.

      I stepped away from Mom, who reached out to stop me.

      
        I nodded, indicating Jaz, and Mom jerked around. But now Jaz had stopped touching herself and half turned, as if she hadn't witnessed what we had done.

      "We're done here," Mom said. "You OK to close up?"

      "Sure, honey," Jaz said. She entered the room all the way now, came up beside Mom and laid an arm across her shoulder. "You go home with your handsome boy. The pair of you got a lot to catch up on, I'm sure." She kissed Mom on the side of the mouth, her eyes on me as she did so, her message as clear as day.

      I drove home. Mom sat beside me staring out the window, quiet.

      Inside she walked ahead of me, climbed the stairs and after a moment I heard the bathroom door open then close. The lock snicked. A minute later the shower began to run.

      I drank a glass of water, then stood in the kitchen staring out the window at the yard. I had images in my head of packing my stuff and finding somewhere else to stay. How could we live under the same roof feeling what we did? It was obvious Mom was fighting her feelings—though maybe feelings was the wrong word. Her urges. Her needs. She was young enough to have those in spades. And I was the wrong person to satisfy them.

      I drank more water then went upstairs and started to lay my stuff out.

      "What are you doing?"

      I hadn't heard the shower stop or Mom come into my room, too lost in my own misery.

      "I'm trying to make it easy on you," I said. "On both of us." I turned to look at her, dressed in a fluffy white towel and, as far as I could tell, nothing else.

      "I don't want it easy," she said, "I want it hard."

      She tugged at the towel and it dropped to her feet. She was, of course, naked underneath. She was also naked between her thighs. She must have shaved her pussy in the shower. For me? Of course for me.

      
        
      

      She stood with her feet planted apart, her hands loose, allowing my eyes to track across the wonder of her body.

      "I wish I was younger," she said.

      "You're perfect."

      She gave a tight laugh. "Sure. You say that now but it ten years, twenty, you'll be looking for young pussy. You won't want me."

      "I'll always want you," I said.

      "Really?" She started across the room. The drapes were open, midday sunlight streaming in, lighting her like a spotlight.

      "Really," I said. My hands went to her waist and pulled her against me. She smelled of soap and shampoo and we kissed again, her hands tugging at my clothes until I was naked too. Then she went onto her knees and took my cock deep into her mouth, almost the entire length until I was sure she was going to gag but she didn't.

      "Mm-mm," she said, head bobbing.

      I thrust against the pressure of her lips, feeling a sudden urge to spill wildly into her mouth and fighting it down. I wanted more than a fast fuck. I wanted to worship her.

      I grabbed her under the arms and lifted. She fought me, but it was a fruitless task and she let me lift her. We kissed again, and I tasted my cock on her mouth and it got me even harder.

      I lifted her, light as a feather, and carried her to the bed. Laid he gently on the covers then kissed her directly on her pussy.

      "Unh," she said, then parted her thighs wider.

      
        I opened her with my tongue, amazed at how slick her folds were. I grasped her ass in one hand, her breast in the other, and used my mouth, resisting when she tried to drag me away. I wanted her to climax first, before we did anything else, and eventually she did, shaking and crying out.

      I climbed across her, mouth on hers so she could taste herself on me as I had tasted myself on her.

      Then I rolled her onto her front and laid across her, pushing her legs apart with my knee. I gripped my cock and laid it against the opening my tongue had only just left. Mom lifted herself, making the passage easier, and I slid into her until my belly was against the soft cushion of her ass.

      I began to thrust, movement jagged and fast, knowing the moment of restraint had gone. I bit my lip, riding against Mom until I could hold out to longer. I thought, for an instant, about pulling out and splashing over her ass but it was never going to happen.

      I emptied deep inside her, gasping, clutching at her breasts as I pumped over and over.

      Then, as she slumped to the bed I laid across her until my cock softened and slid free, spilling my seed along her thighs.

      Mom rolled over, breathing hard, and I kissed her belly, her breasts, her mouth.

      Her hand stroked my slick cock. She slid along me until she could suck it between her lips, leaving a sheen against them.

      I started to grow hard again and she laughed, the sensation strange because my cock was still in her mouth.

      She lifted away and sat across my hips, moving slowly from side to side.

      "Young men," she said, "you gotta just love 'em, don't you?"

      I grabbed her ass and tried to impale her on me but she twisted away, went down along my body once more.

      
        "This time," she said, holding my cock and examining it, "you get to come in my mouth. After that you can fuck me. And the time after that I'm thinking I'd like you in my ass." She looked along me, a grin on her face. "Do you have an objection to any of that?"

      I shook my head. No objection at all.

      *

      Two years have passed since I quit the army. I don't know if they were happy or not to let me go. The army doesn't like to show they care, whether they do or not.

      We sold the bakery and moved to the west coast and bought another in a small town south of San Francisco. We rise before dawn to bake bread and cakes and in the afternoon I swim in the cold ocean and run the hills, and when I get back we touch each other in all our secret places.

      As far as the world knows we are man and wife. Mom looks young and I guess I look a little older than I did.

      Our daughter is due in a month but that doesn't stop us fucking every chance we get, If anything it leads to some interesting positions, and I have to admit stroking Mom's tight belly as I spill into her is better than anything I've ever experienced.

      Jasmine has promised to come out when the baby is born to help out. She emailed to say she'd left her husband, and I'm trying to work out what Mom thinks about her coming to stay, and exactly where things might lead. But it doesn't matter. Nothing matters but the two of us. Soon to be three.

      As I soften inside Mom our daughter kicks and rolls inside her, preparing to make an appearance.

      THE END
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