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    Empty Nest Ch. 01

    
      It was February 8th, Ben’s eighteenth birthday, and he was out celebrating with his friends. I was so proud of him, for growing up into such a caring, smart, and handsome young man, and for cultivating a nice little group of friends. It hadn’t always been easy. His dad had died when Ben was two, just when we were getting ready to try for another child.

      Ben had grown up sweet and shy, a little more attached to me than maybe was healthy, but I loved being a team with him. I never remarried, and never really even dated. I always put Ben first, and he returned the favor. We could always count on each other when things got tough. I’d help him with any problem and he’d help me. So maybe it was only natural what ended up happening when Ben came home on his birthday to find me crying.

      I’d been emotional in the weeks leading up to the big birthday, so happy for him but also sad that he wouldn’t be mine any longer, that he’d already gotten into a great college and soon I’d be at home alone. Being his mom had been my life, and I wasn’t ready to give it up.

      But these feelings hadn’t boiled over until his actual birthday. I’d made him a nice breakfast and given him his gift before school, and now I was dangerously alone with my thoughts. I got a bottle of wine out with my dinner, then was surprised to find it empty by the time I was done eating.

      So I opened a second one, and then I dug out my old photo albums, and before I knew it it was midnight. I was sitting in the dark living room, wearing my bathrobe and crying over Ben’s baby pictures. A pathetic sight for my boy to come home to.

      “Hey Mom, are you okay?” he asked as he entered, stepping forward carefully.

      I didn’t get drunk very often, and he wasn’t used to seeing me like this.

      “Oh, hey, I’m sorry,” I sniffed, taking off my glasses and wiping my eyes. “I’m fine, just getting a little emotional, what else is new?” I could hear myself slurring my words. I was farther gone than I thought. I’d made a fair dent in that second bottle.

      Ben came and sat beside me on the couch, putting his hand on my back. “What are you looking at?”

      I looked down. The photo album was open in my lap to a spread of pictures of Ben as a newborn, starting with images of me at nine months pregnant. “I just can’t believe you’re eighteen,” I hiccuped.

      Ben smiled down at the pictures. “I know you’re sad,” he said. “But even though I’m an adult, I’m still yours. I promise.”

      My lip trembled and I threatened to lose it all over again. I fought for my composure. “I know, honey, thank you,” I said, pulling him close, wrapping my arms around him. “I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

      “And I don’t know what I’d do without you,” Ben said. “We look out for each other, right?” I nodded, and held the hug for a few more moments before letting him go. He got to his feet and found a box of tissues for me. I gratefully wiped my eyes and blew my nose.

      “I’m sorry, Mom’s had too much to drink,” I say, holding up my wine glass. “But we’re celebrating, right? Would you like some?”

      Ben was a born rule-follower, and I doubted he’d take me up on my offer. He was the one teenager I’d believe when he said he didn’t drink or do drugs. But he eyed the wine and shrugged. “Are you sure?”

      “I’m gonna die if I finish this bottle on my own,” I laughed. “Go get a glass.” He left, and when he returned he had an empty wine glass and a full cup of water.

      “You should drink this,” he said, handing me the water.

      “Yes, sir.” I drank half of it, topped off my wine, then poured some for him. ‘To my boy becoming a man,’ I said, raising my glass for a toast. “I couldn’t be more proud of you.” My voice was shaky again.

      “Thanks, Mom.” We clinked glasses and drank. Ben made a face and powered through it. When he drank, I could almost see his dad, as he’d been twenty years ago. That same face. That same knowing smile. My heart ached.

      “What?” Ben looked up at me, puzzled. I must have been staring.

      “Oh, sorry,” I said. I could feel myself blushing. “I just can’t believe you grew up to be such a handsome man.”

      Ben looked down at the photos, finding one of his dad holding him. “Is it weird that I look so much like him?”

      “No,” I said, shaking my head vigorously. ‘I love it. Whenever I miss him, I feel like I can look into his eyes. I can take his hand.’ I grasped Ben’s hand and squeezed it. “I don’t know what I’m gonna do without you, Ben.”

      “I know, Mom,” he said, squeezing my hand back. “I won’t really be gone, I’ll just be a few hours away. But I know it’s not the same.”

      I took another swallow of wine. “Honey, can I tell you something embarrassing?”

      “Sure, Mom, we can tell each other anything.” What a kid, I thought. He probably just wants to go to bed after a long night celebrating with his friends but here he was, happily listening to my drunken babbling.

      “I’ve been thinking of having another baby,” I said, looking down at my glass. I could feel my face flushing red from wine and embarrassment. “Like, for a long time now. I’ve even looked at some sperm banks. Is that ridiculous?”

      Ben shook his head and smiled. “Of course not, Mom. I know you always wanted a bigger family.”

      And that was true. It was no secret that I’d wanted three or four kids, and Ben knew I sometimes got sad that my plans had been cut short.

      “If another kid would make you happy, then you should have one.” He sipped his wine. The taste seemed to be growing on him.

      “Really?” I laughed. “You don’t think I’m crazy? I’m probably too old to get pregnant anyway, that’s what the sperm banks told me. It’d be weird to have kids eighteen years apart, but… I’m just not ready to be done being a mom.”

      “You do what you have to do,” Ben said. “You’re a great mom and any kid would be lucky to have you.”

      “Thanks, sweetie,” I sniffed. “I wouldn’t want to do this without you being okay with it. I think it’s just a pipe dream, though. The sperm banks wouldn’t help me because I’m almost 42. I’m not interested in dating anyone. What am I going to do?”

      A tear rolled down my cheek. Ben set down his empty glass and wrapped his arms around me.

      “I’m sorry, Mom. I wish I could help you,” he said. “Is there anything I can do?”

      “I just wish I could have a handsome young man like you as my donor,” I murmured through my tears. “I’d want all my babies to look the same anyways.” I hiccuped. I was definitely drunk, and the smart move was probably to go to bed. But I felt a weight lifting off of me as I really talked about this for the first time.

      “Like me?” Ben said, rubbing my back.

      “Yeah, like you,” I replied, holding him tight. “I know you’d help me if you could.”

      “I would, Mom. I’d do anything for you.”

      A filthy thought was running through my mind, not for the first time. I wasn’t expecting it to come out of my mouth, but there it was: “What if you were my donor?”

      Ben broke the hug and pulled back. “What?” He didn’t seem upset. Just confused, like maybe he’d misheard me. “Mom, what are you talking about?”

      I was just about as shocked as he was, to hear myself say that out loud. I stared at the floor, humiliated. “I’m sorry, sweetie. I’m drunk. I should go to bed.”

      “No, wait,” he said, reaching out and touching my knee. “It’s okay. I didn’t mean to make you feel bad. Can you just tell me what you meant?”

      “I’m drunk,” I repeated, looking into my empty wine glass. “I’m not making sense.”

      “Tell me,” he said.

      “I don’t know,” I sighed. “If it were you, I wouldn’t have to deal with a sperm bank… or any strange men I don’t want around anyway… I wouldn’t have to get pregnant with a one-night stand… all I want is you, Ben. You and a baby.” I shook my head, trying to clear my mind.

      Ben was silent for a bit. I noticed he was on his second glass of wine. “I guess I get it. When you have a kid, you want it to be with someone you love.”

      “You don’t have to humor me,” I said, struggling to get to my feet. My head felt all swimmy and I stumbled, and somehow Ben was there to catch me. He held me up, his arms around my shoulders. He’s a good head taller than me, and I felt safe in his arms.

      “I think we should get you to bed, Mom.” He was right. I let him guide me up the stairs to my room, where I staggered into my bathroom. I sat on the toilet, feeling hot and embarrassed, convinced I’d ruined the night and made an idiot of myself. I waited long enough that I was sure he was gone, then I cleaned myself up and left the bathroom.

      Ben was still there, sitting on the edge of my bed. He got up when I came in, pulling back the sheets for me. “Thank you,” I murmured. “I’m sorry you had to take care of me on your birthday.”

      “It’s okay,” he said. He reached out, ready to help, but I managed to get in bed on my own. I felt better already, sitting back against the headboard. The room wasn’t spinning any longer. Ben sat at the foot of the bed, looking into space.

      “You can go to bed, sweetie,” I said. “Thank you so much for your help.”

      He was quiet for another moment. “If you want to, I’ll do it.”

      “What?” I asked.

      “Help you get pregnant.”

      I took a deep breath. “I know you want to help me. But that would be crazy. Wouldn’t it?”

      He shrugged. “Maybe. But it’d make you happy, wouldn’t it? I want you to be happy.”

      I knew I had to still be drunk, because he was making sense to me. “Wouldn’t that be weird, though? Knowing it was… yours?”

      He shook his head. “I’d just be a donor. I’d love to have a little brother or sister.”

      “You’d be the best big brother,” I said, smiling wide. “I always thought so.”

      “Then let me help you,” he said, finally turning to face me. He put a hand on my leg.

      “I don’t want you to feel like I’m forcing you,” I said. “I’ll be okay, Ben.”

      “You wouldn’t be forcing me. What if I want to?” His eyes met mine. I blushed. I remembered, when he was first hitting puberty, how I used to catch him peeking at me when I changed clothes, and once or twice I’d found my underwear hidden in his room.

      I’d thought for a while that he had a little crush on me, that I was encouraging something strange in him, that we were too close. But that had been a phase. He was normal, we were normal. Right?

      Ben had come around and laid down beside me in bed. “Mom, just think about it. You really want another kid?”

      I nodded. “I really do.”

      “What do you want more? A boy or a girl?”

      “I always wanted a girl after you,” I smiled.

      “Imagine her,” he said, putting his hand on my shoulder. “Imagine holding her and playing with her… how cute she’d be… how happy she’d make you…”

      I nodded, sniffling as I daydreamed.

      “Let me help you,” Ben said, and he kissed me. Not on the cheek, like he sometimes did. On the lips. I gasped, not expecting that, but I let him do it. At first it was strange, and then my body relaxed.

      The kiss ended, and I started another one. I wrapped my arms around him, held him close. Ben wasn’t an expert kisser but he was enthusiastic, so much so that I had to pause and tell him to slow down. I showed him what I liked: slow, gentle kisses, tender and deliberate.

      I felt the love between us so strongly. If I hadn’t been tipsy, the bizarre nature of the whole thing would have been overwhelming, but I felt warm and safe in my son’s arms.

      As we kissed, his hand began to explore. He felt down my side, over my plush robe, tracing my curves. He rubbed my back. We’d always been comfortable being physical with each other, but this felt different. Especially when he found his way to my butt, then squeezed it through my robe.

      I explored his body too. Feeling his shoulders, his forearms, his back. He had his father’s tall, skinny physique. Maybe, I told myself, I could close my eyes and imagine it was him instead. But did I need to? My body was warming up. I could feel my heart beating faster, my breaths getting shallower, heat building between my legs. I wanted this, I realized.

      Ben pulled back. “Mom?” he asked.

      “What?”

      He tugged gently at the belt of my robe. “Can I undo this?” I looked at him. My mouth was dry. The robe, all of a sudden, felt hot and restrictive.

      “Hold on just a second.” I rolled over and turned off the lamp. When I turned back to him, I could see him smiling in the dark.

      “Now?” he asked. Polite and sweet as ever. I nodded. Ben slowly undid the tie and eased my robe open. I felt a nervous pit in my stomach. He was a horny teenager, and he wanted to help me, but what would he think of actually seeing my body?

      I was definitely chubby, especially my lower half with big wide hips and fat thighs. My belly was still soft and round and stretchmarked from my pregnancy eighteen years ago, and my breasts, while fairly large, hung low, not as perky and full as they used to be. I hadn’t trimmed my pubic hair in years. Laying in bed probably wasn’t my best angle, my tummy bunched up in rolls, my boobs hanging to either side.

      I’d averted my eyes, but now I looked up at Ben. He was smiling wide when my eyes met his. “Wow,” he said gently. I wasn’t sure if he was just being nice, trying not to hurt my feelings. I know he wanted to help me. “Mom, you’re beautiful.”

      “You really think so?” I asked, fighting the urge to cover myself up. The last man I’d been naked in front of was his dad, in another lifetime.

      “Yeah!” he exclaimed, then laughed. I laughed too. This whole thing was so strange. But laughing helped me relax.

      “Have you ever seen a naked woman before?” I asked once I’d gotten the giggles out. I knew Ben had been on a few dates, but he’d never had a steady girlfriend. I had a feeling he was a virgin.

      “No,” he said, a little sheepishly.

      “So you’d probably be excited to see any woman naked.”

      “No!” he said, sounding genuinely hurt. “Mom, you look great.”

      “Relax, I’m teasing you. Are you gonna take your clothes off too?”

      “Yeah.” He got out of bed and took off his shirt, then he hesitated as he undid his belt. I sat up a little and shrugged the robe off my shoulders, giving him a better look at my naked body. He watched closely, forgetting what he was doing.

      “Don’t be embarrassed,” I told him. “It’s nothing I haven’t seen before.”

      “This is different,” he said. He was right. He continued to fiddle with his belt.

      “Ben, you know, if you change your mind—”

      He dropped his pants before I could finish the sentence, leaving him in just his boxer briefs, which had a pretty noticeable bulge in them. My eyes went to it and I blushed. He watched me look at it. Then he took a deep breath and pulled down the underwear.

      “It’s not that big,” he said quietly.

      “Oh, honey, is that what you’re worried about?” I smiled. His penis wasn’t huge, but it wasn’t small either. It stuck straight out, hard and proud, maybe five inches. It had been a long time since I saw a man’s penis hard for me. “It’s a great size.”

      “It is?” he asked. He also seemed to want to cover himself.

      “And look how hard it is,” I smiled, holding back a laugh. ‘Is that really from looking at me?’ He nodded. Even in the near-dark I could tell his face was red. “Can I touch it?”

      “Yeah,” he whispered. I slowly grasped his penis, feeling how hard it was, how ready. He let out a groan the instant I touched him. Gently I wrapped my fingers around his shaft, then stroked it. He shuddered. “That feels really good.”

      “Come back to bed,” I told him. “You can touch me.”

      He climbed in beside me and went straight for my breasts, grabbing one in each hand. My whole body was tingling. “Remember, anytime you want to stop, you can. I don’t want you to feel uncomfortable.”

      “I don’t want to stop,” he said, and his voice wasn’t like I’d ever heard it before. It was low and husky, choked with excitement. His mouth hung open as he played with my boobs, lifting them, squeezing them. My nipples, which were dark pink and hung low on my breasts, hardened at his touch. It was my turn to groan.

      I sank back into the pillows, closing my eyes. He was being a little rough but his enthusiasm was infectious. It turned me on to see how excited he was. I could feel myself getting hotter, wetter, and I spread my legs without thinking about it.

      He kissed me again, catching me by surprise, and I kissed him back. He continued fondling me as we kissed, and I reached down and touched his hardness. He moaned against my lips. I felt sexy. Powerful. Ben’s hand roamed, squeezing, sizing me up as it went.

      He felt my soft tummy, my round hip. He groaned when he took one of my butt cheeks in his hand. Then my jiggly thigh. Then his fingers ran through the wiry forest around my crotch, went lower, lower… and found my opening. He gasped. I gasped.

      “Is that your…” he trailed off. I laughed at the absurdity. There he was, his hand on his own mother’s crotch, and he was too embarrassed to say it.

      “Vagina?” I asked. “Yes it is.”

      His fingers ran around it, feeling my protruding lips, then tentatively pressed in. I was hot already. Wet. He let out an impressed murmur. “Wow.” He pressed further, one of his fingers disappearing inside me, and I shuddered. I was as insecure about my parts as he was about his— I worried my pussy was too hairy, too floppy, too loose— but he didn’t seem to mind.

      “You wanna go inside it?” I asked him.

      “Yeah!” He said, then laughed. “I’m kinda nervous. I’ve never done it before.”

      “And I haven’t done it in over fifteen years,” I told him. “There’s nothing to worry about. But I’m ready. When you are, just get on top.”

      “Okay,” Ben sighed, and he kissed me again. The bedsprings creaked as he got up on his hands and knees. I spread my legs for him, putting my knees up and tilting my hips. He climbed on top of me, and I could tell he was nervous. “Sorry,” he whispered as he lost his balance, resting all his weight on me.

      “You’re fine,” I assured him, looking up at him. I put my hands on his hips. I could feel his hard penis against my stomach; at least he hadn’t gone soft. “You’re just gonna need to be a little lower. Let me show you.” I guided him by his hips and he moved down. His breathing was fast and shallow. I reached under him and took his penis in my hand, pressing it against my opening.

      I looked up into Ben’s eyes. “Alright, sweetie, when you’re ready, just push in,” I told him, my hand on his shoulder. “Just go nice and slow. I love you.”

      “I love you too, Mom,” he smiled, and he seemed to relax a bit. He took a deep breath and pushed into me. First the angle wasn’t quite right, and he was pressing against the wrong part, but then he slipped in and he cried out. He followed my instructions, sinking into me slowly, inch by inch, and a wave of pleasure crashed over me.

      I had forgotten how good it felt, to have a man inside me. My fingers gripped his hips, my nails digging into his skin. I inhaled sharply.

      “Is that okay?” he asked nervously. “Am I hurting you?”

      “It feels amazing,” I breathed as he bottomed out. “How does it feel to you?”

      “So good,” he laughed. “Oh my God.”

      “I can’t believe this,” I marveled. “Can you?”

      “No,” he said, still giggly.

      “You’re doing great,” I told him. “Just start rocking back and forth. Your body should know what to do.”

      “Okay,” he said, and I was right. He thrust into me and let out a happy groan, discovering how good it felt. He did it again. And again. His movements were jerky, no rhythm to them, but I could tell how good he was feeling. He closed his eyes, his face scrunched up as he grunted and shoved his penis in again and again, the bed creaking—

      “Oh my God!” he cried, and buried himself deep. I felt a rush of heat and realized he had finished, not sixty seconds after entering me. But I didn’t mind. That heat meant I had what I wanted. Seed. Sperm. Swimming up inside me, looking for my eggs.

      Ben shuddered and gasped, riding out the most intense pleasure of his young life, and I let him go. Finally he fell onto me, spent, panting. I stroked his back.

      “Oh, Mom, I’m sorry,” he murmured when he had his composure back.

      “Why are you sorry?” I asked, kissing his cheek.

      “I came… I came so fast…”

      “It must have felt really good, then,” I said.

      “Yeah,” he panted.

      “You gave me what I wanted,” I said, kissing his cheek again. “Thank you.”

      “But, uh, did you come?”

      That made me laugh. “No, but it felt really good. You did great. Just get off me when you can.”

      “Sorry.” Ben grunted as he rolled off me, pulling out his still-hard penis. He laid beside me, gasping for air, a big dumb smile on his face.

      “You did great,” I told him again. “And if you want to try again we can.”

      “That felt so good,” he breathed, reaching over and lazily grabbing my breast. “Really, really good. Amazing.”

      I kissed him gently on the lips. “You’re a man now, sweetie. Congratulations.”

      He played with my breast a little, but his eyes were closed. He was spent. And so was I. It had been a long night, and the alcohol was trying to lull me to sleep. I could still feel warmth deep inside me where Ben had shot his sperm, and I moved my hand to my tummy, dreamily imagining new life growing there as I drifted off to sleep.

    
  
    Empty Nest Ch. 02

    
      The next morning I was disoriented. I woke up early, like I usually do after I’ve been drinking, with a pounding headache. I was surprised to find myself naked and a man snoring next to me— not just a man, my eighteen-year-old son. It all came back to me in a rush: the wine, the crying, telling Ben I wanted a baby, undressing in front of my son, letting him climb on top of me… the sound he made as he came inside me…

      I moved quickly to the bathroom, and sat on the toilet until I regained my composure. I couldn’t believe I’d actually done it. I hoped Ben wouldn’t be angry or disgusted, like I’d taken advantage of him. But, after that dizzy moment of shock, I was still happy it happened. I knew I had a man’s seed inside me, and maybe I was pregnant already. I didn’t regret what I’d done, only hoped that Ben felt okay.

      He was awake when I stepped out of the bathroom, still naked, my hair a mess, dried semen on my thighs. He looked up at me and smiled.

      “Ben, are you okay?” I asked as I got back under the sheets, hiding from the February chill. “I understand if you don’t feel good about what happened last night. I was so drunk…”

      “Mom, it’s alright,” he said, putting his hand on my shoulder. “I feel good about it. What about you? I didn’t make you do something you didn’t want while you were drunk, did I?”

      I laughed with relief. “No, honey. As long as you’re okay with it, I’m very happy.”

      “Good,” he said, pulling me in and kissing my cheek. “Can we do it again?”

      I smiled. “It felt that good, huh?”

      “Yeah,” he said, his face red. “Is it weird that I really liked it?”

      “No, sweetie,” I told him. “It’s supposed to feel good. Especially when you do it with someone you love.”

      “Well, I love you a lot,” Ben said, kissing my cheek again. He rested his hand on my stomach. “When will we know if you’re pregnant?”

      “It’ll be a couple weeks before I can take a test,” I said. “And we don’t know for sure this’ll work. I might just be too old.”

      “I hope it works,” he said. “The more times we try, the better the chances, right?”

      That made me smile. “When do you want to try again?”

      “How about now?” Ben asked, and cupped my breast. I giggled. Ben tossed back the sheets, showing that he was hard already, and he climbed on top of me. I could feel him poking against my opening.

      “Mmm, slow down, mister,” I said, looking up at him. “You gotta get me ready first.”

      “Oh,” he laughed. “Sorry.”

      “That’s fine. I’m glad you’re so excited,” I smiled. “The way you did it last night was great. Just a couple minutes of touching and kissing will really help a woman get ready for sex.”

      “Got it,” he nodded, always a quick study. He was eager to learn and eager to please. We kissed for a few minutes and he squeezed my breasts and I told him to be more gentle with them. He groped softly and teased my nipples with his fingers until they were hard as rocks.

      “That’s more like it,” I cooed in his ear. Next I reminded him that there were other places women liked to be touched, guiding his hands to my neck, my shoulders, my thighs. I knew Ben was already hard but he got more and more excited as he ran his hands over my body, really exploring it as we kissed.

      Before long I was ready and I told him, even taking his hand and moving it to my vagina so he could feel how wet I was. Together we positioned him, and when he entered me this time I took his hips and showed him how to go slow and build a rhythm.

      It was better than the night before. Ben thrust into my body and I rocked my hips with him and I encouraged him, telling him how well he was doing, how good it felt. He smiled with pride on top of me and reported, breathlessly, how good he felt. He tried to grasp my breasts as he thrust but lost his balance, and we laughed together and got him going again.

      He lasted a few minutes this time before his face scrunched up and his movements got fast and spastic and he exploded into me, howling with pleasure. When he rolled off, panting and sweating, he was grinning ear to ear. “That was better than the first time,” he said, squeezing my hand.

      “Yes it was,” I replied, taking a pillow and stuffing it under my hips.

      “What’s that for?”

      “It’s to get the sperm where it needs to be,” I said, still catching my breath.

      “Wow,” Ben said, looking my body over. I was shiny with sweat and needed a shower pretty badly, and the bright morning light didn’t hide things like my wrinkles or stretchmarks. But the way he looked at me made me feel beautiful. “Do you really think in nine months you’ll have a baby?”

      “I hope so,” I said. Ben thought for a moment, figuring something out.

      “I’ll be away at college by then,” he said. “Will you be okay?”

      “I’ll be fine,” I smiled. “You can come visit, but I want school to be your top priority, okay? I’m ready to do this and raise a baby on my own, that’s all I want. I’m not expecting you to stick around and be a dad.”

      “Okay, Mom,” he said. “But I still want to help.”

      “I know, baby,” I said, leaning over and kissing him.

      That’s how the next few weeks went. Ben and I went about our normal lives; he went to school, I went to work. He had his friends over. He did homework and prepared for his final exams and I made dinner and paid bills and talked with my friends.

      Our relationship didn’t really change much. I still acted like his mom, not his girlfriend, and made it clear that what we were doing, while intimate— we’d kiss and cuddle when we made love— wasn’t romantic. I wanted Ben to be normal. I wanted him to find a girl his age to be with, and not be attached to his mom forever. And I felt like I was helping him gain confidence, teaching him to be a good and loving partner.

      We made love four or five times a week, fewer if he was really busy with homework or his friends. It was always more or less the same: we’d have a normal evening and both go to change for bed, and if he wanted it he’d come to my room afterwards. Outside my room, during the day, we were a normal mother and son.

      I taught Ben how to do a few different positions, and taught him that penetrative sex wasn’t enough for most women to reach orgasm. I showed him a bit about anatomy, helping him find my clit and stimulate it with his fingers. We talked about oral sex but it seemed somehow too intimate for us, and besides, I wanted to focus on getting pregnant.

      A few weeks after our first time, I got my period. We were both disappointed but I reiterated that this might take a while; I wasn’t as fertile as I’d been eighteen years ago. I also reminded Ben that we could stop at any time and I wouldn’t be mad, even if I didn’t get pregnant.

      But he didn’t want to stop, and neither did I. Our lovemaking sessions stopped feeling strange surprisingly quickly, and came to be the highlight of my day. I felt lighter and happier, knowing that Ben would take care of me, pleasure me and cuddle me, and that he was working hard to give me the thing I wanted the most. I took vitamins and changed my diet, trying to get ready for a healthy pregnancy.

      My period came again in March and I felt discouraged, resigning myself to the fact that this might not happen. I assured Ben that he wasn’t doing anything wrong. He read up on fertility and offered all sorts of suggestions, but mostly I ignored them, telling him that if it was meant to happen it would happen. Maybe I was silly to want another baby after all this time.

      But as Ben’s final exams approached in April, I realized I was late. I didn’t tell him at first, not wanting to get his hopes up or distract from his studies. But after two weeks of waiting I was ready to find out. Ben was already asking if my period had come, and I explained that it was irregular. Two weeks late didn’t mean I was pregnant. But I hoped and prayed that it did.

      One day when Ben got home from school I called him into the living room. “What’s up, Mom?” he asked. I just smiled and pointed to the pregnancy test, still in its box, on the coffee table. ‘Oh my God,’ he said. “You really think so?”

      “We’re not going to get our hopes up too much,” I told him. “But I’m almost three weeks late. I think it’s time to take it.”

      “Can we do it now?” he asked, picking up the test box. How could I say no to that?

      I took the test up to my bathroom. Ben asked if he could come in with me but I told him to wait on my bed. He read the instructions and explained them to me twice and I laughed. “Sweetie, I’ve done this before. Don’t worry.” I gave him a kiss on the cheek and closed the bathroom door.

      My fingers trembled as I held the test between my legs and peed. As much as I tried to temper my expectations, I was excited. It might have been my imagination, but my breasts felt sore, and I’d been exhausted the last few weeks. It wasn’t impossible. I cleaned myself up and brought the test out to Ben.

      “Set a timer, baby,” I told him, sitting beside him on the bed. He started counting down from two minutes and put his hand on my knee.

      “We’ll keep trying if it’s negative,” he said. “Even if I go off to school before it works, I can come home and we can keep trying.”

      “Thank you, Ben,” I said. He seemed nervous and I felt like I should be the one comforting him. But, as always, he took care of me. “I love you.”

      “I love you too, Mom,” he said, taking my hand. We had a minute left. I tried not to imagine holding a sweet baby girl. If I wanted it too much, it wouldn’t happen. Finally Ben’s phone beeped. He stopped the timer.

      “I can’t look at it,” I told him. “Can you tell me what it says?”

      Ben looked at the test. Then he read the instructions again. Then looked at the test again. The wait killed me, but I also felt like I was putting off bad news. The longer it took him, the longer I could believe it might really happen.

      “Mom, you’re pregnant,” he said, once he was finally sure what he was looking at.

      “No I’m not!” I gasped. “Show me!”

      “Two lines!” he said, showing me the test and the instructions together. “Two lines means you’re pregnant!”

      “Oh my God,” I breathed. My body felt limp. I kind of fell forward, catching my face in my hands, and I was sobbing. I was dimly aware of Ben rubbing my back as I cried.

      “Congratulations,” he said, and I could hear emotion in his voice too.

      “Thank you,” I told him, the words difficult to get out. “Thank you, thank you, thank you…” I straightened up and hugged him tight, crying into his shoulder, repeating “thank you” again and again while he rubbed my back.

      “You’re welcome, Mom,” he said, kissing the top of my head. “I love you.”

      It took a while but I calmed down enough to be able to talk. “I can’t believe it. I didn’t think this would ever happen.”

      “You deserve it,” Ben said, taking my hand again. “Anyone would be lucky to have you as a mom.”

      I rested my head on his shoulder, wiping away my tears. “You’re too good to me.”

      “So what happens now?” he asked.

      “Well, I’ll have to make a doctor’s appointment to get everything checked out,” I said dreamily. “Find out when I’m due, how far along I am… in a couple months we’ll be able to see the gender…”

      “You’re really excited about this,” Ben smiled, squeezing my hand. “I love seeing you this happy.”

      “Are you excited?” I asked.

      He sighed. “I am. But it’s a little crazy.”

      “I know, baby,” I said, moving closer to him. “It’s okay to have a lot of different feelings. Having a baby is a really big thing. But remember, this doesn’t mean you’re a dad. It just means you’re going to be a big brother.”

      “I know,” he said. “But I’m still gonna feel bad going away to college.”

      “You shouldn’t,” I told him. “That’s exactly what I want you to do. You’re gonna go off and become successful and have your own life, and I get to keep being a mom. And every time you come home to visit, you’ll get to see your little sister. You’re going to be the best brother, you’ll spoil her and take her out to do fun stuff her mom won’t let her do…”

      He smiled at that. “That’ll be fun.”

      “I know this is kind of a weird situation,” I said, stroking his hair. “I’m sorry you don’t get to share your feelings about this with anyone else. But I’m always here. You can tell me anything.”

      “Can I ask you something?”

      “Of course, honey.”

      He hesitated, seeming embarrassed. “Now that you’re pregnant, does that mean we’re going to stop having sex?”

      I laughed. “Do you want to stop?”

      He shook his head. “No. I really like it. I was worried you wouldn’t want to anymore.”

      I got into bed, laying on top of the sheets, getting comfortable. “Are you still going to want to when I get a big fat belly?”

      He got in bed beside me. “How long until you start to show?”

      “Don’t worry, at least three or four months,” I smiled. “But I’m warning you, I got huge when I was pregnant with you. And that was when I was skinny.”

      He placed his hand on my stomach, rubbing around as if he could feel a difference. “I think you’ll look cute.”

      “Seriously, though, we can keep making love, but I still want you to go out and find a girl your own age,” I told him. “I don’t want this to stop you from having a normal life.”

      “Okay,” he said. We’d been over this before. “I’m really happy for you, Mom.” Ben leaned down and planted a kiss on my stomach, and my heart melted. I pulled him back up and kissed him on the lips.

      “I’m glad you don’t want to stop,” I told him, then kissed him again. “I’ve been having so much fun.”

      “Me too,” he breathed, rolling onto his side and wrapping his arms around me. His lips found mine, and his hand found my butt.

      “I need to properly thank you for giving me a baby,” I whispered between kisses. “How should I do that?”

      He smiled. “You could get on top.”

      I rolled on top of him, kissing him hard, pressing him into the bed. I could feel his bulge between us. I straddled him, grinding against him to hear him groan. “Help me take my dress off.”

      Usually when we made love I was dressed for bed already; it was exciting to feel Ben fumbling with my clothes, tugging down the zipper on my dress and working fast to help me out of it. When I had it off, he groped my breasts through my bra.

      “These are gonna get bigger, aren’t they?” he asked, and I nodded.

      “They’re already a little tender,” I said.

      “Oh, I’m sorry.” He took his hands away.

      “No, just be gentle. It’s exciting. Things are happening already.” Ben paused to undo the clasp on my bra; I was proud when it only took him two tries. “You don’t have to go too easy on me, just because I’m pregnant.”

      “I think they might be bigger already,” he said, staring at my swinging breasts. He leaned in and kissed them gently. My toes curled. When he kissed my nipples and began to suck them, I couldn’t take it anymore.

      I got up, pulled his shirt off, then undid his belt and tugged down his pants. He helped me, pulling down his underwear, freeing his hard, ready penis. I took off my panties and got back on top. “Are you ready?” he asked, and I just smiled. I grabbed his shaft and pushed it up into me in one go, gasping with pleasure.

      “What do you think?” I asked, watching with pride as his face contorted. Usually our lovemaking was slow and gentle, and this time I wanted it fast. I rocked back and forth on him rapidly, grinding my clit against his hardness, bouncing my breasts in his face. My bed creaked underneath us, and the headboard slammed into the wall.

      “Oh my God!” he groaned. “Slow down!”

      “Why?” I panted. “Does it hurt?”

      “No!” he laughed. “It feels too good! I’m gonna come!”

      “Good,” I said. I pushed my chest into his head. “Come on, suck them.” He had barely gotten his mouth around my nipple when he began to thrash beneath me, making muffled anguished sounds. His hips thrust up and I felt the heat that signaled a fresh batch of seed swimming up into my body. Ben flopped back into the sheets.

      “Wow,” he panted, looking up at me with a dazed look in his eyes. I felt him softening inside me as he reached up and touched my breasts and my stomach. My hands joined his as we silently imagined what would happen to my body over the coming months, and I beamed with joy. I couldn’t remember ever being so happy.
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      That frantic celebration of my positive pregnancy test was actually the last time we made love for a while. When I was pregnant with Ben, I’d had it easy. I’d gotten a little nauseous here and there, and had decided that the whole throwing-up-every-morning thing was made up for TV. But I’d been in my mid-twenties then, and almost two decades later the first trimester hit me hard.

      Not long after my first doctor’s appointment, where I had my pregnancy confirmed and was given a December 15 due date, I started feeling sick and woozy all the time, not just in the mornings. I threw up maybe twice a day for a couple weeks, but the exhaustion was worse than the nausea.

      I called in sick to work when I could, and when I couldn’t I felt like a zombie. It was like having the flu, which is what I told my coworkers I was struggling with. My stomach was always in knots, my body hurt all over, and I always wanted to crawl back into bed.

      Ben hovered over me, making me chicken broth and plain toast that I could barely keep down. I actually lost weight, I ate so little. I assured my son that I was fine, wanting him to focus on his final exams. But as spring passed he was on alert 24/7, doing everything he could to take care of me and the baby that was starting to grow in my womb.

      I was still sick as a dog during Ben’s finals, but by his graduation I started to feel better. I sat in the stands and cheered him on as he crossed the stage and collected his diploma, thrilled and emotional that my baby was all grown up, and guardedly excited about my new baby. I hugged him and cried, telling him how proud I was, that I was lucky to have him as my son, and between us, under my dress, my belly was starting to bulge.

      My pregnancy was still a secret, but I was just about out of the first trimester and soon it’d be time to share my news. My bump was still easy to hide, especially as I’d been chunky to begin with, but it wouldn’t stay that way for long. I came up with a cover story about a sperm bank, one that matched me with a donor that looked like my late husband. I worried about my news stealing the thunder of Ben’s graduation, so I kept quiet. But with every day that passed, I grew more confident that I’d actually have this baby.

      Ben went to a party after his graduation and I went home, remembering the night of his birthday. There would be no wine for me tonight, but I still spent some time reminiscing, thinking of how far my baby had come since he was little. It was less bittersweet this time with the knowledge that by Christmas I’d be a mom again. I imagined how I’d feel eighteen years from now, when my new baby was graduating high school, and it made my head spin.

      When Ben got home I was on the couch watching TV, eating sour candy, wearing an old t-shirt and sweatpants. Not dressed to seduce. “You’re still up!” he smiled as he came into the living room. It wasn’t that late, but it’d been weeks since he’d seen me conscious past eight PM or so.

      “How was the party?” I asked, patting the spot on the couch beside me. He sat down.

      “Pretty fun,” he said. “You seem good!”

      “Yeah, I’m feeling alright for once,” I told him. “Knock on wood, but the worst might be behind me.”

      “Good,” he breathed. “I was worried about you.”

      I nodded, popping more candy in my mouth. “My appetite’s back too.”

      Ben grabbed some of the candy. “What is this?” He made a face as he chewed.

      I laughed. “Normally I can’t stand this stuff, but I had to stop and get some on my way home.”

      “Cravings, huh?” he said. “I didn’t know if that was a real thing.”

      “When I was pregnant with you all I wanted was salt. Chips and pretzels and stuff,” I smiled. “I guess this baby wants sour.” My hand went to my stomach, and Ben watched.

      “Sometimes I think your stomach is growing, but it’s hard to tell,” he said. My t-shirt wasn’t exactly form-fitting, and I’d been making an effort to hide my body for a while. It might have been hard to see if my belly was growing, but my breasts were up a cup size and it seemed obvious to me. Ben hadn’t seen me naked in months; I’d felt too ill.

      “It’s definitely growing,” I said, and I pulled up my shirt. When I was sitting, though, my stomach bunched up; all you could see were fat rolls. ‘Here, let me show you.’ I got to my feet, turning to face Ben where he sat on the couch. I held my t-shirt up under my breasts and turned back and forth, showing off: from this angle, you could see I was developing a definite bulge, at least if you were already familiar with the size and shape of my body. “What do you think? Am I showing? Or just fat?”

      “You’re showing,” Ben said, a note of awe in his voice. He’d been so preoccupied with how sick I was the last few months, not to mention his exams and his graduation, that the actual baby had been on the back of his mind. Like the pregnancy was still theoretical. But now there was proof.

      “If you touch it you can really tell,” I told him, and he put his palm on the top of my stomach, above my bellybutton. “No, down here.” I guided his hand down to where my uterus was swelling, way down at the bottom of my tummy, toward my pubic mound. Pressing our hands through the soft chubby layer, it was clear there was something firm and swelling underneath.

      “Wow,” Ben whispered. His hand left mine and felt around, exploring the way my shape was changing. “That’s our baby.”

      I smiled ear to ear. “It’s really happening.”

      Ben leaned in and kissed my little bump. I felt all warm inside and I ran my fingers through his hair. “I’m sorry I’ve been so out of it the last few months.”

      “I’m sorry it’s been so hard for you,” he responded. “It wasn’t this bad when you had me, right?”

      “No,” I said. “But that was a million years ago. I knew this wasn’t going to be easy, and I’ll do whatever it takes for this baby.” I stroked my little bump lovingly.

      “I’m just glad you’re feeling better,” Ben said.

      “I think the second trimester’s gonna be the best,” I told him. “I won’t be sick anymore, but I won’t be too big to move. And it might be fun for you too.”

      “Why’s that?” he asked, putting his hands over mine.

      I blushed. “That’s when my hormones really got going last time. I think the same thing might be happening.”

      “Oh,” he said, taking a second to get what I was saying. I stroked his shoulders, my swelling breasts hanging over his head.

      “If you’ve changed your mind about wanting to continue making love, that’s fine,” I told him. “But I just want you to know I’m still interested. And I’m finally feeling up for it, if you’d like to go upstairs.”

      Ben looked up and met my eyes. “How about we stay here?” I shook my head. We’d never made love anywhere but my bedroom, and I felt exposed here in the living room. But Ben’s hands were on my stomach again, and then they moved up, under my t-shirt, and cupped my breasts. I gasped. I saw a smirk on Ben’s face as he held my boobs. “They’re getting bigger too, aren’t they?”

      I nodded, biting my lip. “Do you want to see them?” Ben just groaned in response. I took a step back and glanced around; it was dark out and I didn’t think anyone could see in our windows but I turned off the light just to be sure. The time since we’d done this last and the new location made this feel fresh again: naughty and exciting.

      I pulled the t-shirt off and stood half-naked in front of Ben, giggling when his eyes went wide at my swollen breasts. They still hung low but they’d plumped up and gotten heavy, and my nipples were a shade darker.

      He tried to get up from where he was sitting and I got the urge to shove him back down by his shoulders. I climbed onto the couch and straddled him, my mouth against his. He was shocked.

      “Hormones, huh?” he asked when I moved to kiss his neck.

      “Yeah,” I murmured.

      “I like them.” He squeezed my butt as we kissed. I straightened up and pressed his face into my chest, burying him between my breasts. He groaned and moved his hands, squeezing my boobs together and kissing and licking between them. I groaned; they were still quite tender but the attention felt amazing. I threw my head back, holding onto his shoulders.

      “Can you suck them?” I asked, feeling filthy. He didn’t need to be asked twice. He closed his mouth around the nearest nipple and sucked gently, his tongue teasing the sensitive nub as I panted and grunted. He switched sides, hefting my breast up to his mouth, and I began to writhe on top of him, my desire growing and growing.

      I’d almost forgotten how my sex drive had changed when I was pregnant with Ben, at least during those middle months. There were ups and downs, and some days I’d fiercely wanted not to be touched, but when I was feeling it I’d tear Ben’s dad’s clothes off. I wondered if it’d be the same this time, or if I was just having one good day after all that sickness.

      For now, it didn’t matter. I had a hot mouth on my nipple, and there was a fire between my legs. I got off Ben and could see the bulge in his pants as he smiled up at me, out of breath. I tugged down my sweatpants and panties, leaving myself naked in front of him. “Take your clothes off,” I told him in my best serious Mom voice.

      He did so quickly, getting rid of first his shirt, then his pants and underwear. He was hard and ready and I pushed him back into the couch again, climbing on top. My growing belly pressed into his stomach as I mounted him, reaching down and moving him to the right place. Ben cried out as I slipped him inside.

      “Oh God, I missed this,” I panted, beginning to rock back and forth on top of him.

      “Me too,” he groaned, moving his hips, stabbing up into me. I grabbed his hands and put them back on my breasts. Our lovemaking had been functional at first, then sweet and loving, but now I was really hot for him. The thought that he had put a baby in me was driving me nuts.

      I leaned back as I rode, sliding one hand down my little belly and finding my clit. I played with it as I bounced, and it seemed to excite Ben. I grunted and gasped with pleasure, feeling him fill me up as I rubbed myself.

      I went faster, trying to get him deeper. “Move with me, baby,” I told him, and Ben did his best. He held my shoulder, his other hand kneading my breast, playing with my nipple. He bounced me up and down in his lap. His breathing got heavier, his movements got jerkier, and I knew he was getting close. I rubbed my clit furiously, the pressure building. I was close too.

      “Are you gonna come?” I asked, and he nodded furiously, grunting in assent. “Good. Do it,” I instructed, and started bouncing as fast and as hard as I could. It took just a few moments before he was gasping, his head rolling around on his neck, pleasure overtaking him.

      His hands clamped down on me as he came, squeezing my shoulder and breast too hard, but I didn’t care. Seeing him go over the edge, and feeling him buck and shoot his sperm into me, brought on my own orgasm. I let out a low, loud moan that built and built until my throat was raw and I collapsed onto Ben, my body feeling boneless and jiggly.

      He held me up and we panted together, his hardness still buried inside me, until we’d both caught our breath. Then we kissed.

      “Oh my God,” he exhaled. “That was… something else.”

      “Yeah,” I said. “I think we’re going to have a lot of fun this summer.”
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      I was right; my son and I did have a lot of fun that summer. As I left my difficult first trimester behind, I felt pretty good, no longer so fatigued and sick all the time. I did develop some nasty heartburn that didn’t go away until after the baby came, but I had energy, I had something to be excited about, and I had a good man to share it with.

      I shared my news with my friends and my coworkers, using my sperm bank story. I expected invasive questions about where this baby came from and whether I was too old to be doing this all over again, but everyone seemed overjoyed for me. I remembered how nicely people treated pregnant women. As my belly grew past my breasts and I bought my first maternity clothes in two decades, strangers held doors for me, smiled at me. I felt special. That was part of what I wanted for all those years, yearning for another baby.

      I no longer felt unseen or self-conscious, thinking of myself as an old woman with bags under her eyes and a shock of gray in her hair. I was pregnant and radiantly happy, and people could tell. My appetite returned and I ate well, with Ben always willing to pick up takeout for me, try his best to cook, and keep me stocked with sour Skittles.

      I gained weight all over, not just my belly and boobs, but my hips, my thighs, even my face, but I didn’t mind. I was proud and full of life. Ben helped me feel that way. Beautiful, even, on good days. I hadn’t thought I wanted a man around, a partner, until suddenly I had one again.

      He was there for me when I was cranky and hungry and needed a snack. He was there for me when I got emotional thinking about my new baby, or worried that I was too old to be a new mom again, or sad that Ben’s father wasn’t here to see this. He went shopping with me, picking out baby clothes and furniture for his dorm room at the same time. Whatever I needed, I knew Ben was always just a phone call away.

      And yes, sometimes what I needed was sex. My libido had dropped in the years I didn’t have a partner, but now that I had one who was loving and attentive I couldn’t get enough. My hormones were wild and unpredictable. We made love as often as when we were trying to conceive, if not more. We tried new things, no longer confining ourselves to quick nighttime romps in my bed.

      One afternoon I came into Ben’s room while he was sitting in bed working on his computer, and while we chatted I felt him staring at my chest. He blushed when I caught him, but I wasn’t mad. Forgetting what I’d come in to ask him about, I took his computer away, climbed in bed with him, and before long he was naked on top of me. It was thrilling and naughty doing it in his bedroom, his little bed rocking and squeaking beneath his shelves of action figures and sports trophies.

      Another day Ben made a move on me after helping put the groceries away, but I told him I was too sweaty and gross after the shopping trip and needed a shower. The way his face lit up when I told him he could join me made me remember him as a kid on Christmas morning.

      Under the steamy water in the master bathroom he carefully washed every inch of my growing body, from my ever-swelling breasts to the unruly hair between my legs to my bellybutton, which was getting shallow as my uterus expanded. The whole time his insistent hardness pressed into me, sliding around my slippery skin. He asked to put it in me and I told him shower sex was usually a recipe for disaster, then I took him back to my bed.

      On one memorable day, something got into my head while I was at work and wouldn’t leave. I was, without warning, too hot and bothered to look at my computer anymore. I went to the bathroom and texted Ben to see if he was around. He was, thankfully, and I asked him to meet me at home, making sure to assure the nervous boy that everything was just fine.

      I told my boss I wasn’t feeling well and drove home, feeling reckless, a burning need growing in me as surely as the baby was. Ben was waiting for me in the kitchen and I ordered him upstairs in my Mom-means-business voice.

      “Mom, is everything okay? Did I do something wrong?” Ben asked as I closed my bedroom door. I was still dressed for work, in a maternity blouse that clung to my bump and breasts, a black skirt that went down to my knees, and pantyhose. Very different from the cozy, pajamalike clothes I usually wore around the house.

      I said nothing. Instead I carefully set my glasses on the bedside table, took Ben by the shoulders, and knelt. I looked up and met his eyes; he was still confused but it was dawning on him what was going on. By the time I undid his belt his eyes were wide with surprise.

      Roughly, I tugged down his pants and underwear, and was face-to-face with his flaccid penis. We’d been making love for months but had never used our mouths on each other, and had actually talked about how it felt a little out of bounds for us. But this was what I needed, and while Ben seemed shocked, he grew quickly in my hands.

      When I planted a kiss on his tip, he groaned, and I felt his shaft twitch. Later, I felt guilty, and made him assure me I hadn’t done anything he wasn’t comfortable with. But in the moment, I didn’t say a word. I felt a fire raging inside me as I ran my tongue along the underside of Ben’s penis, one hand holding it in place, the other on his hip.

      I looked up again, my eyes finding his. He was panting with excitement, his chest rising and falling under his t-shirt. I took him into my mouth and his eyes closed. I sucked gently, savoring his hardness, my heart pounding. I was as surprised as Ben was to find his penis in my mouth; I’d just planned on asking him for sex when I got home but my hormones had other plans. I couldn’t remember the last time I sucked a dick. I worried I wouldn’t know how anymore.

      But it came back to me like riding a bike. I grasped the root of Ben’s penis while I bobbed my head up and down, sliding him in and out, getting him nice and slick and wet. I tasted his sweat and the pre-ejaculate that leaked from his tip. Down beneath my growing belly, I was on fire. I knew my panties were soaked. When was the last time I’d been this turned on?

      As I built up speed and Ben gasped and groaned and grasped the sides of my head, I no longer felt like a boring fortysomething mom. I felt young and exciting and sexy, doing a great job of pleasuring my teenage lover. I was virile and youthful, a baby growing in my belly, my breasts swollen, my mouth full of a young man. His bristly hair tickled my nose and his shaft twitched against my tongue and I couldn’t get enough.

      It didn’t take long. Ben’s grunts became fast and urgent, and I could feel him tugging his hips away, trying to warn me. “Mom, I’m gonna… I’m gonna…”

      “Mmm-hmmm,” I murmured, my mouth full. I used my hand to jerk him as I bobbed my head faster and sucked harder, and in an instant he was muffling a scream as he finished. Hot salty seed flooded my mouth, spurt after spurt, and to my surprise I swallowed it.

      I wasn’t in control anymore. The estrogen and progesterone surging through my system were. I swallowed it all down and kept sucking until Ben pushed my head away, too sensitive now. He and I gasped for air after he popped out of my mouth, a dribble of seed landing on my maternity blouse. We just stared at each other, red in the face.

      “Help me up,” I told him, feeling 41 again as I became aware of aches in my knees and back. I laid down on the bed and put my hand down my skirt while Ben watched, looking dazed. It only took me a moment to ride my hormonal excitement to a powerful, toe-curling orgasm, but what I’d done with my mouth had been the main event.

      I stared at the young man in front of me as I came, watching his softening penis, knowing I’d put him in that daze of pleasure. I still felt that power when he flopped down in bed beside me and I kissed him on the cheek. “Wow,” he panted. “Hormones?”

      I laughed. It was a running joke between us at that point. But I still felt embarrassed, even though Ben didn’t seem to mind. We didn’t talk about what had happened, and it didn’t happen again.

      Maybe it was inevitable that my feelings towards Ben would change. We were bonding, having a baby together, making passionate love several times a week. I had thought we could keep the two parts of our lives separate, but I realized I was falling in love with him.

      I kept that feeling to myself, expressing it in the bedroom, not wanting to put my son in a strange position. Being in love with him felt much stranger and more serious than having sex with him. But as the summer wore on and our baby grew and grew, I started to really dread him leaving to go to school.

      It was a muggy morning in mid-July when Ben drove me to my OB/GYN. I’d told him about the nervous excitement I had for my anatomy scan, and he’d asked if he could come along. I’d had many appointments, bringing home blurry ultrasound printouts for Ben, but this was a big one.

      We’d see the baby’s gender, and more importantly the doctor would check for any irregularities or birth defects. I’d been up at night worrying that something might be wrong with the baby, because of my age or because Ben was my son. I’d prayed for this child for so long, and now I worried that I’d been irresponsible and I wouldn’t get what I wanted after all. Ben had comforted me on my sleepless nights, assuring me that no matter what happened he’d be there for me, and that had only made me fall deeper in love.

      At 18 weeks I was almost halfway there, and my belly was small but obvious. I wore a new pink maternity blouse, my way of keeping my fingers crossed for a girl, and Ben told me I looked cute. But I felt like a gross ball of nerves as he drove, my hands clasped over my tummy, wishing I could fast-forward time. Ben took the turns slowly, knowing my stomach was in knots. But soon we were pulling into a parking spot. He looked over at me.

      “Mom, are you ready?”

      I nodded, but I didn’t feel ready. Ben took my hand. “It’s gonna be okay. I promise. The baby is fine, look at how much you’ve been growing!”

      I let out a nervous laugh. “Is that your way of saying I’m getting really fat really fast?” I looked down at my changing body.

      “You know it’s not,” Ben said, squeezing my hand. “You look great. The baby’s going to be healthy, and it’s going to be a girl. I’ll be right there with you the whole time. It’s exciting, isn’t it?”

      Again I felt like Ben was the parent and I was the kid, and while I felt proud I also felt sad about the position I put him in. I tried to get myself together. “It’s exciting. We get to see the baby. We get to figure out how we’re going to decorate that nursery.”

      Ben smiled and led me inside. I got checked in and we sat in the waiting room, among other sets of expectant parents. I felt old, compared to the women in their twenties and thirties, but my fellow moms-to-be smiled at me. And at Ben, I thought. A good kid, there to support his mom. We waited for nearly an hour, running over my appointment time, my nerves getting extra time to do their worst. Finally, my name was called. Ben helped me out of my seat.

      The nurse led me back to an exam room, where Ben watched as she took my vitals and weighed me. I blushed when I saw how many pounds I’d put on in the two weeks since my last appointment. Then the nurse was gone and I sat on the exam table waiting for the doctor. Ben sat in a chair by the door. “It’s gonna be okay,” he smiled.

      I tried to return the smile. “I love you,” I whispered.

      “I love you too,” he whispered back.

      When the doctor arrived she could sense my anxiety, and tried to put me at ease. Ben waited while we talked. I thought he might have questions of his own but he just listened as we went through my symptoms, my growth, my worries. She had me lay back and lift up my blouse, exposing my pale, rounded little tummy.

      I saw Ben smile when I revealed it. He’d done a lot of loving on that belly since it started to grow, rubbing it and kissing it and talking to it, and he told me it was really cute. I warned him about what I’d look like at nine months and it didn’t faze him. The doctor rubbed cold gel onto my skin and fired up the ultrasound.

      I was still nervous. Ben stood up and held my hand. I worried about that, thinking he looked too much like an anxious dad-to-be, but my doctor smiled. “Your mom’s lucky to have you,” she said, and Ben blushed. I squeezed his hand as the blurry image on the monitor resolved into a picture of my womb.

      Ben gasped when the doctor panned around and found the baby’s profile. He’d been looking at inkblot-like ultrasound photos for months, playing along and pretending he could tell what was a foot and what was the head, but now the baby really looked like a baby. We could see the face, the nose, the cheeks. The arms and legs, moving around.

      I bet the baby felt my racing heart. I had felt little flutters here and there that might have been kicks and might have been gas; the doctor had told me it was probably too early but every pregnancy was different. I could feel that very light fluttering now, as I watched my new baby’s movements onscreen, and tears dripped down my cheeks.

      For the next twenty minutes the doctor did a careful scan, showing off different parts of the baby, making measurements, snapping stills to print off for me. One by one she checked off my concerns. The heart was fully formed and pumping hard. The brain was normal. All the organs were present and where they needed to be. Nothing up with the spine. No cleft lip. The cord was in the right place and my fluid levels were good.

      I held it together until the doctor’s final verdict. “Everything’s looking fine. You have a big, healthy baby who’s growing right on schedule.” I started full-on sobbing, Ben holding my hand, my stomach rising and falling with my halting breaths. Relief flooded my body, weeks of worry dissipating.

      When I finally collected myself a bit, the doctor held up the ultrasound wand. “Would you like to see the gender?” I looked to Ben. His eyes were rimmed with tears too. I wondered how much he’d been worrying, how much he hadn’t told me while he was busy comforting me. ‘What do you say, Ben?’ she continued. “Want to know if you have a brother or sister?”

      “Yeah!” Ben said, and the doctor returned the wand to my belly. After a little searching, she got an angle between the baby’s legs.

      “You see that?” the doctor asked. “Ben, you have a baby brother.”

      I started blubbering all over again. It was too much. Ben took charge and got us out of the doctor’s office, collecting the ultrasound printouts and even scheduling my next appointment. When we were back in the car he held me while I cried.

      I was bummed out for a couple weeks, actually. I told Ben over and over that I knew it was silly: I should have just been happy that my baby was healthy, but I had really wanted a daughter after all these years and now I felt like I’d never get one.

      I hadn’t even thought of trying for another baby after this, but Ben told me we could if I wanted to. This pregnancy had been unlikely enough, though, and I didn’t feel like pushing my luck any further. Ben was sweet, hearing me out, being there for me through my funk.

      It wasn’t until I hit the official halfway mark, 20 weeks, at the beginning of August that things changed. That’s when, as I was drifting off to sleep, I felt a distinctive flutter from inside my stomach. I had forgotten what it really felt like after all these years, but it was unmistakable. My baby was moving.

      I held my breath and waited until I felt it again. I held my belly in the dark. “Hello there,” I whispered to the baby I’d wanted for nearly twenty years.

      I called out for Ben. We didn’t sleep in the same bed unless we’d made love that night, but he’d been sleeping lightly, always ready to come if I needed something. He was in my room instantly, worry on his face.

      “What’s up, Mom? Is everything okay?”

      “Yeah,” I smiled, my voice an awed whisper. “He’s kicking.”

      The worry left Ben’s face. “Really?” he asked, getting in bed beside me, adopting the same hushed tones. His movements were careful, as if he’d scare the baby. His hand joined mine, feeling my tummy through my nightgown.

      “You won’t be able to feel it yet, but he’s definitely moving around in there.” I was teary-eyed. I felt like Ben must be sick of seeing me cry; it seemed like I’d been crying for months. But he didn’t mind. He kissed my cheek as he felt around my stomach, trying in vain to feel the movement.

      “That’s amazing,” he said. “What does it feel like?”

      “It’s just a little flutter now,” I told him. “The kicks are really small and cute at first. But by month eight he’ll be hurting me, if you were any indication.”

      He laughed. “How long until I can feel?”

      “A couple weeks or so,” I said. ‘I wish you could now. It’s the most amazing feeling.’ The twitch had died down, but we laid there for a few moments, cuddled up next to each other. “Thank you,” I told Ben quietly.

      “For what?”

      “For giving me this baby. I know I’ve been out of sorts the last few weeks but I’m really happy.”

      “Good,” Ben said, holding me closer. “That’s all I want.”

      “I’ve got a healthy baby on the way and a good man,” I said, running my fingers through his hair. “What more could I ask for?” I kissed him on the lips. He kissed me back. We made out gently for what must have been twenty minutes, taking in the awe of the moment. I tried not to think about how I only had a month left with Ben at home, but that made moments like these all the more precious.

      Ben took off the t-shirt and boxers he’d been sleeping in, and carefully removed my nightgown. I watched him look at my new body, softer, rounder, my belly getting quite prominent. He was still as excited as he’d been that first night, when I let him undo my robe. He kissed my bump all over, then moved up to my breasts.

      I made joyful little sounds as he loved on me. I watched as my nipples hardened and my areolas wrinkled, responding to my son’s touch. From my breasts, he traveled up to my neck, trailing little kisses, and when he was close enough to my ear he asked me: “is it still okay for me to be on top?”

      I grinned. “I think so. You better do it while you still can.”

      He smiled back and kissed my lips. “If it’s uncomfortable just tell me.” He climbed on top of me like he did that very first night, his birthday, and eased himself into me. I gasped with pleasure. I felt stretched out, like I was getting tighter. I was more sensitive, and maybe it was my imagination but I thought I could feel Ben’s pulse inside me.

      He made an effort not to rest his weight on my stomach; already I had grown enough that we didn’t quite fit together the way we used to. “Is that okay?” he asked.

      “It feels great,” I gasped, looking up at him with love. The tenderness he showed towards me always made me melt. Tonight our lovemaking was slow and gentle. Ben took his time, thrusting in and out gradually, building a slow rhythm. He would pull himself all the way out, tease my opening with his tip, then inch himself back in, stretching me all over again. It drove me crazy.

      We paused here and there to kiss, my belly slightly squished under his weight when he leaned to reach my lips. I stroked Ben’s back and hips, and he played with my hair and my breasts. “I love you, Ben,” I whispered. He was so handsome as he loomed over me. More of a man than he’d been six months ago. More like his father.

      “I love you, Mom,” he whispered back. I didn’t know how much he knew. If he was aware of how deep my feelings went. ‘This is my man,’ I thought, gazing up at him, feeling the pressure in my womb as his child grew inside me. “I love him more than anything.”

      A few moments later it seemed that Ben could take no more teasing, no more gentle lovemaking. He picked up the pace, slamming his penis into me, wheezing with effort. His sweat dripped onto me, heavy with pheromones, man-stink. The muscles in his arms worked hard; veins appeared beneath his skin. He was a man. A man with his mate. My toes curled in pleasure as I thought that.

      The headboard smacked the wall. My breasts flopped back and forth. Ben was trembling. I smiled up at him, encouraging him, and then we were grunting and gasping together as he erupted inside me.

      It was a big orgasm for him. He yelled so loud it hurt my ears. His spittle hit my face. His whole body strained to bury his penis as deep inside me as possible. It was rare, very very rare, for me to come just from penetration, but watching my boy act like a man pushed me over the edge. As his hot seed pooled inside me I screamed too.

      When he rolled off me I held him close for a long time. Saying nothing, we gasped for air, holding each other tight. I savored the feeling of his big strong body in my arms, his muscles overheated, his skin clammy with sweat. I never wanted to let him go.
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      For the next few weeks, any time he was close to me, Ben had his hands on my stomach, waiting to feel the baby. I could feel all sorts of movements inside me, wiggles and squirms and kicks, but they were still too faint for my son to feel from the outside.

      August passed by too quickly, the weeks slipping away as I grew bigger and bigger. My cute little bump stopped being so cute and little, and began to weigh me down. Getting off the couch was becoming a production. The pressure on my bladder meant ten trips to the bathroom a day. I got sweaty and cranky easily in the summer heat, and spent as much time in the air conditioning with my feet up as I could.

      Ben hung out with his friends more as he prepared to go off to school, and I tried not to feel too sorry for myself. He wasn’t always there when I wanted him, but we still made love a few times a week. My hormonal surge showed no sign of slowing down.

      At least I had those little pokes and kicks to keep me company. They never failed to make me stop what I was doing and smile. At work, in my car, out getting groceries: the world stopped so I could connect with my unlikely miracle baby.

      I always felt like crying when it happened. It made me think back to the past, eighteen years ago when I carried Ben in my belly and felt overwhelmed by the idea of being a new mom. It made me think of the future, of how old I’d be when my new son was preparing to go off to college, and whether or not that was fair to him. It made me think of Ben and the precious gift he’d given me, going above and beyond as my son.

      In short, it left me overwhelmed every single time those first few weeks. Luckily, strangers and coworkers were understanding. I could usually just shrug away the tears with “hormones.” And Ben was always ready to talk out what I was feeling.

      It was a week before he left that I finally got to share one of those moments with him. In the third week of August I was just about six months along, and Ben had his hand on my stomach while we watched TV. Sometimes when I felt movement I just didn’t tell Ben, because it made him sad he couldn’t feel. But suddenly I felt a sharp jab, right under my son’s palm, and he gasped.

      “Was that him?” Ben asked, eyes wide. He pressed his hand into the spot on my lower belly, trying to get a better feel.

      “Yeah, can you feel it?” Ben kept his hand on the spot, his skin separated from mine by an old t-shirt stretched to its limit. I thought the show might be over, but after a few moments the movement repeated. Ben laughed with delight, and I felt quivery and emotional, finally sharing this with him.

      I loved how excited he was. “That’s him,” I assured Ben. “That’s your brother.” There were many days I felt like we were a normal family, that the child inside me was just Ben’s brother and not his son, and I thought it was better to pretend that was the case. But my feelings for Ben had only grown, and our sex life hadn’t stopped.

      “That’s our baby,” Ben whispered back, and in that moment he was my man, my mate, the father of my child. I kissed him hard and passionate, the way I couldn’t when we first started trying for a baby.

      He returned my kiss with force. Our tender moment turned hot instantly. Ben pulled away and grabbed my t-shirt, roughly yanking it over my head. When we’d first started making love he’d been timid and gentle, letting me initiate or asking shyly and red-faced. It felt like a whole lifetime had passed since then.

      Tonight, Ben got me half-naked before I could even say a word. He stared for a moment at my transforming torso, my fat breasts with their hard nipples, the round belly where his child was growing. Then he plunged in and grasped both tits, kissing and sucking at my neck, because he knew it would drive me wild.

      I just laid back and took it, letting my son have me. I’d never felt so desired in all my life. My pussy burned as he moved his mouth to my breasts, sucking one nipple then the other, grunting. There was another butterfly flutter in my stomach and I moved my hand there.

      “That’s our baby,” I repeated back to Ben, and his hand joined mine. He looked up at me, letting go of my tit. Then he moved his hand down my stomach and into my pajama pants. He tugged at the waistband and I lifted my butt up and he yanked them off. I sat there naked on the couch, waiting to see what he would do.

      He stood and I could see the bulge in his shorts. “Turn around,” he said, and I obeyed. I grunted as I lifted my cumbersome body off the cushions, then turned and grasped the top of the couch. I bent down, pushing my fat butt up, presenting myself. We’d been using this position more and more as my belly got too big for him to be comfortably on top.

      I heard the rustling sound of him removing his clothes. Then his tip touched my entrance. I braced myself. He pushed in hard; luckily I was quite wet already. We both groaned. Big strong hands grasped my wide hips and my son began to fuck me.

      That’s what this was. Not lovemaking, fucking. My swollen breasts dangled beneath me; my baby-filled belly hung down. Everything rocked back and forth in rhythm with Ben’s thrusts. We were animals, unable to control ourselves. In the light of the TV Ben slammed himself into me again and again, stretching me, making me cry out each time.

      “Hit me,” I whined, and he slapped my ass. It stung in the best way. “Harder!” He followed his mother’s orders. In moments like this I felt filthy. The thought ran around and around in my head: this is my son. I’m letting my son fuck me. I’m having my son’s baby. I’m disgusting. I deserve to be hit…

      Those hormones were really doing something to me.

      Ben was going faster, harder, hurting me a bit. I pushed my hips back, wanting him deeper, and he let out an anguished sound. He was so deep it felt like he might touch my womb, and then he wasn’t there at all.

      “Turn around!” he groaned. I didn’t know what was happening. I let go of the couch, straightened and turned to find Ben, red and sweaty, holding his glistening hardness. “Sit down!” I let myself fall onto the couch. My son stepped forward, stroked himself once, and ejaculated. His spunk was aimed at my chest.

      He always closed his eyes when he came, but this time he made an effort to keep them open, watching his seed spatter all over me. “Ohh!” he cried. “Ohhhh!” It just kept going, spurt after spurt, raining down onto my cleavage, my nipples, my shoulders, my stomach. It was hot and sticky, dribbling slowly down my skin. He’d never purposely come on me before. No man ever had.

      Finally Ben’s twitching, spasming penis came to a stop. He stared down at me, eyes wide, shocked.

      “Was that okay?” he asked. Whatever animal had taken over was gone now, and my sweet son seemed kind of mortified.

      I panted as I met his eye. My hand wandered over my chest, playing with his stuff as it cooled. “Yes,” I said, smiling wide, reassuring him. “You really liked that, huh?”

      “I really made a mess,” he said, and it was true. He’d come a lot. But at least none had gotten on the couch.

      “You go get me a towel,” I said. “But not just yet.” I moved my sticky hand down between my legs, where I was a bit sore, and pressed my fingers to my clit. I kept my eye contact with my sweaty, panting, red-faced son until pleasure overtook me and I threw my head back.

      A week later, all Ben’s stuff was packed and I was doing my best to hold myself together. I faced the loss not just of my son, but my companion, my best friend, my lover. I wanted to be strong for him, to not force him to take care of me. I knew this had to be hard for him too.

      We planned to drive him down on a Saturday, and I told him Friday was all his. We would do whatever he wanted. I wanted to thank him for all that he’d done for me, both in the last few months and the last eighteen years. Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday he spent with his friends, and my anticipation built.

      Ben picked the nice Italian restaurant we always used to go to for special occasions, a decision that touched me. We hadn’t been in years, and I had plenty of fond memories of putting young Ben in his nicest clothes and taking him there for a grown-up dinner.

      We dressed up. I blushed when I saw Ben in a crisp button-down with a tie and suit coat. He’d become the handsome adult man he’d playacted as years ago, and I was happy to be his date. I did my hair and makeup and put on a new maternity dress, dark blue and elegant, showing off my six-month bump and a little swollen cleavage. When we saw each other all decked out, it felt like we were prom dates. Impressed with each other, giggly, excited.

      We didn’t act like we were on a date, though. We stayed in the restaurant for hours, talking about Ben’s future and his past, how far he’d come, what he dreamed of doing. I told him again and again how proud I was of him. We let the baby take a backseat for once, instead focusing on Ben and the great adventure he was about to undertake. I stuffed myself so full of pasta I looked closer to nine months than six, and wished I had a glass of wine to toast with.

      I was sleepy by the time Ben drove us home, but didn’t want to go to bed just yet. I wanted to soak up every minute I had left with my son. I asked him what he wanted to do with the rest of our evening and he shrugged. “We could just watch some TV,” he said.

      “Come on, I want to do something nice for you,” I told him, my hand on his knee. “It’s your last night at home.”

      “Just spending some time together is nice,” he said as he drove. “That dinner was great.”

      I smiled. “Would you like to make love tonight? We could do something different… we could shower together again, or I could… use my mouth…” I blushed.

      He was blushing too, and stayed quiet.

      “Is everything alright?” I asked.

      He nodded. “I just want to be normal tonight.”

      I grimaced; that wasn’t what I was expecting. He saw my pained expression and backpedaled.

      “Mom, I’m sorry. That wasn’t what I meant. I just meant normal, like I’m not leaving tomorrow. Can we just have a quiet night?”

      “Of course, sweetie,” I said. “Whatever you want.” I worried again about the relationship we’d developed, if I’d gone too far, warped my son for life.

      At home we got out of our fancy clothes and sat on the couch and watched TV. Like a normal night. Like it wasn’t Ben’s last night at home. Like we weren’t lovers on top of being mother and son. It seemed comforting to him, to not make a bigger deal out of it.

      Of course I was sad, bursting with emotion and so many things to say. It felt like the clock was running out on Ben’s childhood and we were just sitting there watching game shows. At least I’d gotten out a lot of what I wanted to say during our dinner.

      When Ben yawned and announced he was going to bed, it took all my strength not to beg him for a few more minutes. “Thanks for the dinner,” he told me. “I had a great night.”

      I nodded, we said our I-love-yous, and I let him go off to bed like it was a normal night. I sat in front of the TV feeling lost until the show ended, then I made myself get to my feet and waddle up the stairs. Tomorrow was a big day; I needed rest.

      When I got to my room Ben was in my bed.

      “I changed my mind,” he said quietly. All of a sudden, six months pregnant or not, I felt much lighter. I was grinning ear to ear as I got in bed beside my son and cuddled up to him.

      I held him close, letting his head rest on my bosom. I kissed his forehead. For one more night, he could be my baby.

      We didn’t speak. I stroked Ben’s hair and ran my hands down his back and enjoyed his weight against me. He stroked my tummy until the baby woke up and started to squirm around. Ben kissed my bump through my nightgown. Once at first, then all the way across its roundness. His rubbing hands found my hips, then my thighs. I began to feel his chest.

      Ben kissed my shoulders, then moved down my chest. My nipples stood on end under the nightgown. He kissed each of them gently through the fabric. I continued to rub his chest, his stomach.

      This was no torrid, nasty fuck, the kind we’d had last week. It was slow, gentle, and tender. We were saying goodbye to each other, at least for now. It took a while before Ben peeled up my nightgown and lifted it over my head, quietly admiring my naked body. He covered my skin in kisses, from my chunky thighs to the spots on my hips where new stretchmarks were appearing. He caressed every inch of me, like he was committing my body to memory.

      After a while of that I undressed him and did the same. Feeling his strong shoulders and his bony chest, the shape of his hips, his ever-hard penis. He groaned when I touched it, twitching in my hand. He moved his own hand to the wetness and warmth between my legs and I shivered.

      We were ready. He helped me roll my gravid body over, knelt behind me in bed, and inched himself into my body. I moaned into my pillow as my son made love to me, thrusting slowly, the bedsprings quietly creaking in rhythm. His hands stroked my back and my butt and my hips.

      When we’d first started making love Ben could barely last a minute, but tonight he was inside me for what must have been fifteen minutes. He would pause here and there if he got too excited. He removed his penis then carefully pushed it back in, driving me crazy.

      My back and hips ached from holding up my heavy body but I wanted this to last. I picked up my head, turned, and met Ben’s eyes. We smiled at each other as he thrust in and out. The eye contact seemed to do something to him, because soon his expression was changing.

      “Do it, baby,” I whispered, rocking my hips with him, still watching his face. “Do it!” Ben’s features scrunched up and he pushed forward and moaned. Warmth flooded my insides.

      Soon we were back the way we started, with Ben resting his head on my chest, except we were both naked.

      We laid there in the dark for long enough that I was sure Ben was asleep. It had been a long day, and I was getting close to drifting off myself. But then I heard his voice.

      “Are you sure it’s okay if I leave?”

      I looked down at him. “Baby, what do you mean?”

      He sighed. “I feel bad. Leaving you to have the baby on your own. Going off to school and having my own life.”

      I wanted to tell him not to go. I wanted to say he could stay here with me as long as he wanted; he could always re-apply to school in a year or so. He could be here for the last months of my pregnancy. For his son’s birth. He could help me through those sleepless newborn months and talk me down off cliffs when I got overwhelmed and tell me I was beautiful when I felt old and gross.

      I wanted to tell him to stay home so he could see his son’s first steps and first words. To feel the joy I had felt raising him, seeing the world through young innocent eyes, watching a human being grow day by day. “Stay with me, Ben,” I wanted to tell him. “I’ve never loved anyone like I love you. If you leave it’ll break my heart, so stay here and love me forever.”

      “Mom?” Ben asked.

      I shook myself out of it and gave him the sensible answer. “Ben, of course. I want you to go. You’re at the very start of your life. Your best years are ahead of you, they’re starting right now. You’re going to go have adventures and get in trouble and learn who you are. Your world is going to get so much bigger. I can’t wait to watch it happen.”

      “But what about you?”

      “What about me?” I smiled. “I raised a smart, kind, loving son, and the last part of my job is to let him go out into the world. I’m going to be cheering you on every step of the way. And it’s not like you’re moving to Mars. I’ll still talk to you. I’ll still see you.” I wanted to sound more confident than I did, but my shaky voice betrayed how hard this was for me. Ben laid his hand on my shoulder and it made it worse. I wanted him here to touch my shoulder every time I got upset.

      “And besides,” I said, taking his hand from where it laid and moving it down to my solid belly. “You’ve given me something to keep me busy. You gave me the greatest gift I could ask for. You went above and beyond as my son, Ben. Please don’t feel guilty about leaving.”

      Ben rubbed my belly. The baby was quiet and still inside me, probably sleeping. “Okay,” he said, and his voice was hoarse. “I love you so much, Mom.”

      “I love you too,” I whispered, and pulled him in close, burying my face in his shoulder. Our naked bodies wrapped in each other, our child between us.

      That was our real goodbye. The one the next day, after I’d spent a three-hour car ride trying my best to be chipper and upbeat when my heart was breaking, after Ben had refused to let me carry anything so heavy as a bag of clothes into his dorm room, was more for show. Ben didn’t want to get emotional in front of his fellow freshmen, and I didn’t want to reveal just how bad I was hurting.

      We had a simple hug by the elevator, the kind of hug the other moms and kids were having, and on the ride down I joked with the other parents about how relieved I was. I got back to my car and locked the doors and cried until my stomach hurt. The drive home took forever. When I got home the house was so empty, so quiet.

      I’d lost him. I had a man I loved more than life itself and I’d lost him. I knew I was being silly, that he was only a quick drive away, but I also knew how this went. Ben would call every day at first, then twice a week, then once a month. He would settle in to his new life and forget about the special love we had.

      He’d start by visiting every other weekend but soon he’d have parties to go to, friends to hang out with… dates to go on. Even my quiet Ben would flourish, and before I knew it he’d be out in the world with a job and a wife and a family of his own. Every mother’s dream.

      When I’d lost Ben’s dad, I’d been broken. But Ben, only a few years old, kept me going. His smile and laughter had given me a reason to go on, to feel okay in a shitty world. I had weathered that storm, and I would weather this one. Ben might have been out of my house, but he wasn’t out of my life. And the baby in my womb would help me get through it.

      I was too sad to have an appetite when I got home, but I knew the baby needed nutrients so I made myself sit and have some cheese and nuts and an apple. It made me feel better. After my snack I visited the bathroom, and I was on my way to bed when I paused.

      I went to Ben’s room instead. The springs of his little bed creaked under my weight as I got under his sheets, inhaling deeply, smelling him. The scent started me crying again. I didn’t have to hold it back anymore, not for Ben, not for the parents and students at the dorm. I let myself feel as bad as I wanted and eventually the tears dried up and I felt lighter.

      The baby stirred inside me, giving me a gentle kick, and I smiled wide. “It’s gonna be okay,” I told him out loud, and I pulled up my top and rubbed my stomach. I followed the movements until they stopped. The feeling of my hands against my skin was soothing so I kept rubbing. I found myself holding my breasts without even thinking about it.

      I massaged my own tender boobs, my breathing getting deeper, the good feelings picking up, but my top and bra were in the way. I shed them awkwardly, rolling around in Ben’s bed like a turtle on its back. Half naked, I felt freer. I couldn’t believe I hadn’t taken that bra off the second I got home. I rubbed them and hefted them, feeling their weight, toying with the nipples until my toes curled. I played with them the way Ben played with them, and when I closed my eyes I imagined his hands were on me.

      One hand found its way down the slope of my tummy and disappeared. I teased myself through my maternity pants, knowing I was hot and wet already. I groaned and imagined Ben fumbling with my clothes, ripping them off my lower half. I twisted around in bed until I got the pants off, then my underwear. I could smell myself. But I wanted to smell Ben.

      I covered my face with his blanket and plunged my hand between my legs. Slowly I pushed two fingers inside. Ben had gotten quite good at teasing me, fingering me. I wished he was there beside me, squeezed into this little bed, concentrating hard on pleasuring me. But my fingers felt good too. I kept the fingers inside, twisting them around until an obscene wet sound filled the air, then I removed them and went to work on my clit.

      One hand pinched my nipple as the other traced circles downstairs. I was breathing heavily under the blanket. In my mind’s eye my soft hands were Ben’s big strong ones. I could hear him grunting with effort. I imagined watching his hard penis as he played with me, planning what I would do to him next.

      “Mom…” he grunted in my mind. I’d never suggested he use my real name. I loved that I was still Mom to him, even when he was buried inside me. That’s what I wanted. I wanted my big strong son on top of me, his weight pinning me into the mattress, his skin and smell surrounding me. His hardness pushing into me, deeper and deeper, up towards my womb. I wanted to hear him grunt and gasp with animal pleasure.

      I was swollen and sensitive down there, the result of my flowing hormones, and it didn’t take long for me to finish. I writhed around in my son’s bed, my cries muffled by the blanket over my face. When I came to a stop I was sweating hard, and there was a wet spot beneath me.

      A few minutes later, when I got up to pee, I checked my phone. A simple text from Ben: “Love you!” plus a heart emoji. I wanted to tell him what I’d just done while thinking about him, but I was sure he was busy settling in. Plus, we’d agreed to keep safe and never discuss our sex life over the phone. I sent him back some kiss emojis, went back to his bed, and passed out in the damp, sweaty sheets.
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      September 15th marked the start of my third trimester. I was just three months from having Ben’s baby, and I was getting used to life on my own now that he was off at college. We talked a few times a week and he painted a picture for me of early-morning classes, late nights at the library, and budding friendships with kids from his dorm.

      In turn, I told him about my days: my relief that the sticky summer heat was starting to subside, the way my coworkers had started to count the number of times I went to the bathroom every day, the baby’s fun new habit of kicking me awake around four in the morning.

      Ben worried I was lonely, and I was. But I assured him I was seeing friends, going to parties, all the things a mom with a (momentarily) empty nest was supposed to do. I worried that he was lonely, but he promised he wasn’t too homesick.

      Our phone calls were always chaste; you never knew who might be able to overhear. I wanted to ask him, “Aren’t you homesick for me? Don’t you miss the fun we have? Don’t you want to come home and fuck me?”

      Without seeing him in person, it was impossible to know whether he was moving on, pretending like our special relationship never existed. I wanted him to go out and have his own life and not be held back by me. Honestly I did. But it felt like a breakup all the same.

      What I didn’t tell my son over the phone was that my hormonal needs hadn’t stopped when I hit the third trimester. I didn’t tell him I’d ordered a vibrator online and used it almost every day when I came home from work and before bed. I didn’t tell him I closed my eyes and imagined him when I masturbated. I told him every time we talked that I missed him, but I didn’t explain all the ways I missed him.

      The closest I got was when I told him how badly I could use a massage. I was entering the achy stage of pregnancy, everything from my shoulders to my back to my feet struggling with the extra weight. I fantasized about Ben rubbing my back almost as much as I fantasized about him making me come.

      Ben, as always, would do anything for me. After I told him about my aches and pains, he asked if it was OK for him to come home that weekend. Soon I was buying him a bus ticket and couldn’t wipe the smile off my face.

      By the time the weekend rolled around, it had been nearly a month since Ben and I saw each other. There was a fall chill in the morning air as I drove to the bus stop. I put a little effort into my appearance, taming my hair and wearing a little makeup and wearing a new sweater that hugged my bump. It started to rain as I drove, dashing my plan of waiting for Ben outside my car, showing off my look.

      The bus arrived and I could barely see out the windshield, between the rain and the fogging windows. I thought I saw Ben get off but wasn’t sure until he spotted my car and approached. I unlocked the back gate and he dumped his stuff in— a duffel bag and what looked like a big bag of dirty laundry. My heart was racing.

      “Hey, baby!” I called out over the sound of the rain. “Get in quick!”

      Ben ran around to the passenger side and climbed in. His hair and jacket were soaked from just a few moments outside. “Hey, Mom,” he smiled.

      “Are you growing a beard?” I asked. Ben blushed. It looked like he hadn’t shaved since he left, and his baby face was buried under a layer of dark stubble.

      “I guess so,” he said. I leaned in and kissed his fuzzy cheek. My nostrils filled with the smell of him, the smell I’d missed so much.

      “It looks good!” I told him, and it was true. He looked like he’d grown up a lot. Now it was his turn to size me up.

      “Thanks. You look, uh…” He glanced down at my stomach. At seven months, I was already getting “ready to pop” comments. My belly was beginning to fill my lap.

      “Huge?” I laughed, patting my tummy. Ben laughed with me.

      “No. Well, uh, yeah, you definitely got bigger. But you look good.” He was looking at my face now, seeing me with my hair and makeup done for the first time in a while. We both blushed. Rain hammered the roof of the car.

      “He’s already almost four pounds. I don’t know how I’m gonna make it to December,” I groaned.

      “Can I feel?” Ben asked. I smiled. After all we’d done together, he still asked permission to touch me. I undid my seatbelt and presented my stomach, and he rubbed it through my soft sweater. “Wow. It’s getting so tight!”

      “I know!” I marveled with him. “I really had a growth spurt while you were gone. I got a bunch of new stretch marks too,” I added with a sigh.

      “Can I see?” Ben asked. I glanced around. The parking lot was emptying out as people rushed home in the rain. Besides, it’s not like there was anything strange happening. Just a young guy feeling his mom’s pregnant belly.

      I lifted my sweater and peeled down the stretchy panel of my pants, revealing my bump in all its glory. My skin already looked stretched to its limit, getting thin, veins showing through. My once-cavernous bellybutton was shallow and stretched out, on the verge of disappearing. The stretch marks I’d talked about were red and jagged, along my lower belly.

      Ben stared, fascinated, then touched it. His skin against mine made me shiver. The air in the car was hot and humid. My son traced slow circles around my stomach and rain dripped from his hair.

      “I can’t believe it,” he said.

      “What, that I’m so big?”

      He hesitated. “That we did this.” His hand slid around to the lower slope of my stomach, feeling the stretch marks. “We made this baby.”

      “I know,” I said. “How do you feel about it?”

      Ben nodded and kept rubbing, staring at my stomach. “It’s weird,” he said. “Kind of weird and kind of amazing.”

      “Weird how?” I asked, knowing full well this was weird in lots of ways.

      Ben shrugged. “It’s kind of scary. I really can’t believe I’m going to be a father.”

      “You know that’s not what I expect,” I reminded him. “You just have to be a big brother.”

      Ben kept stroking my stomach. “Yeah. But I’ll always know I’m really his dad.”

      I nodded. My lonely, hormonal body was responding to his touch. I wanted him. I wanted to take him home and strip those wet clothes off of him. But if he was feeling weird about this, I wanted to talk it out.

      “You don’t regret that we did this, do you?” I asked.

      “No,” Ben said immediately. “I wanted to give you what you wanted. And, uh…” he went red. “It’s been fun. It’s exciting. I really don’t regret this.”

      I smiled. “I missed you.” The rain was really coming down.

      “I missed you too,” he said, so softly I could barely hear it.

      “Should we get home, then?” I asked.

      Ben looked around. The parking lot was just about empty. Our windows were fogged, and rain flooded down over the glass. I realized what was going to happen a second before he leaned in and kissed me on the lips.

      “Ben!” I gasped when he was done. My heart pounded in my chest.

      “Nobody can see us,” he said. He reached over me to turn off the windshield wipers, killing the repetitive squeaking sound. He kissed me again and my excitement threatened to eclipse my fear of being seen.

      “Ben, let’s go home and do this,” I told him. In response he grabbed my breast.

      “You want me to stop?” He asked, squeezing gently, making me whine. I shook my head.

      He kept kissing me, slowly massaging my breasts at the same time. “I had to buy new bras again,” I told him.

      He smiled. “They just keep getting bigger!” He pulled up my sweater to reveal my boobs. My bra wasn’t the sexiest one I owned; cute lacy things tended to only be available in smaller cup sizes. I’d bought a few of these tan, medical-looking bras to hold back my truly enormous tits. But Ben didn’t seem to mind. His eyes went wide like a cartoon character’s. Shaped and lifted off my tummy, my breasts created a huge canyon of cleavage that made me feel like a porn star.

      Ben tried to tug my sweater the rest of the way off and I stopped him. “What if someone comes by?” I asked.

      “But I want to get your bra off.”

      I smirked at that. “Guess what? This is a nursing bra.”

      He wasn’t sure what to say to that, so I demonstrated. I opened the little flap over my right breast and exposed my big hard nipple. Ben let out a little moan. I let him open the other flap. He kissed me ravenously, one hand on each tit, his thumbs teasing my nipples. My turn to moan.

      “I really missed you, Mom,” he panted as he pulled his mouth away. “I thought about this the whole ride home.” He moved down and pulled my nipple into his mouth and I hissed with pleasure.

      “I thought about this the whole last month,” I told him, still anxiously looking around. The parking lot was empty now, and our windows were so foggy it reminded me of a date I’d been on long before Ben was born, before I even met his father, to see “Titanic.” We were probably safe. But we’d come a long way from only touching each other in my bedroom.

      My son nuzzled and suckled my breasts, his hand rubbing my thighs through my maternity pants. He was making me so wet I wouldn’t have been surprised if there was a puddle when I got up. I played with his hair and rubbed his shoulders and kissed the top of his head.

      My nipple left his mouth with a wet popping sound. “I read that milk doesn’t come in until after the baby’s born,” he said. “Is that right?”

      I ran a hand down his back. “I think I started leaking a few weeks before I had you,” I told him. “But just a little. You don’t have to worry about milk just yet.”

      “I’ve been thinking I want to try it,” he said. “Would you let me drink it?”

      I giggled. “As long as there’s enough for your brother, you can share.”

      He rubbed my stomach. The nipple he’d been suckling was big and wet and obscene-looking. “My son,” he said.

      “Your son,” I repeated, my hand joining his on my belly. “That’s your son, Ben.” Usually we talked about the baby as just his brother; I worried Ben would think it was strange to be reminded that he was the father of my baby. But now it seemed to excite him.

      “I can’t believe I used to be in here,” he said, continuing to explore my stomach.

      “Me neither,” I smiled. Under my hand, my tummy rippled, and I showed Ben the spot. “He’s awake.”

      Ben felt the kicks for a moment, then leaned over and kissed my stomach. After a few kisses he returned his attention to my nipples. Above the driving rain I could hear the wet sound of his lips on me, and the groans and grunts that came from my mouth.

      I felt hot, restricted in my clothes, but I didn’t dare take anything else off. Ben tugged at the stretchy waistband of my maternity pants, and I stopped him. “Baby, wait till we get home.”

      “I want you,” he said breathlessly.

      “I want you too, Ben,” I responded. “But even if nobody sees us, there’s no way to get you inside me. There isn’t enough room in here.” My car wasn’t tiny, but it didn’t have the room for a six-foot-tall man and a very pregnant woman to have sex.

      “I can’t wait,” he said, and undid his belt. He lifted his butt off the seat and before I knew it his pants and underwear were at his ankles. He was more than hard: throbbing, twitching. Angry veins stood out in his shaft. He tried to climb into the front seat with me and I pushed him back.

      “Get my purse,” I told him. “It’s in the backseat.”

      He was confused, but as always he did what he was told. He handed me my bag and I found a plastic bottle inside.

      “Cocoa butter,” I said. “I use it for stretch marks, a lot of good that’s doing.”

      “You want me to rub it on you?” He asked, looking me over, ogling my bare belly and exposed nipples.

      “No,” I said, squirting some into my palm. I rubbed my hands together to warm it up. Then I grabbed Ben’s penis with my greasy fingers.

      “Oh!” He cried, seeming surprised. I smirked and started to rub him up and down. His hardness felt amazing in my hand. Rigid as steel, but slippery with the lotion.

      “I can’t believe you’re still this hot for me,” I told him. “I thought I’d be too big and fat for you now.” And that was true. I’d worried about the way Ben would see me; I was no longer in that nauseous first trimester and I’d packed on the pounds everywhere. And it wasn’t just weight. How many teenage boys were attracted to women who were seven months pregnant?

      “You’re beautiful, Mom,” he panted as I made my hand into a fist and caressed him slowly with it, feeling him buck his hips. “You’re still beautiful. I can’t believe you’re… having my baby…”

      “Okay, so I’m beautiful,” I teased. “But am I sexy?”

      Ben was staring at me, or more specifically my breasts. “Yes!” he gasped. “You’re so sexy… you’re so hot… just look at you!”

      The rain hadn’t let up. I took a glance around and kept jerking off my son. “You look at me,” I said. “Just keep looking, Ben. Look at my breasts.”

      With my free hand, still slick with cocoa butter, I rubbed my nipple. Ben whimpered.

      “You like how big they’re getting?” I asked in what I hoped was a sexy whisper. “They’re going to get even bigger. When they fill up with milk.”

      He groaned, his eyes fixated on my nipples. I touched the other one, making them both shiny.

      “You want to drink my milk, Ben? Like when you were a baby?” I didn’t know where this was coming from. The extent of my dirty-talk abilities, even with Ben, had been variations of ‘yes’ and “harder” and “oh my God.” But I could see that it was working him up. He writhed around in the seat, thrusting up into my hand.

      “Yes,” he panted.

      “Yes, what?”

      “Yes, I want to drink your milk.”

      He groaned with frustration when I took my hand away, but it was just to reapply the cocoa butter. “Be patient, baby,” I told him, and grasped his penis.

      He made all sorts of funny little sounds. I started to go faster. “If you’re a good boy and get good grades at school, you can have some milk,” I found myself saying. It sounded ridiculous. But Ben clenched his teeth in sweet agony.

      “Okay, Mom,” he panted. “I’ll do it. I’ll be good.”

      Out of the corner of my eye I saw a pair of headlights, approaching through the rain. My stomach lurched.

      “Baby, come for me,” I told Ben. “You gotta do it now. Look at my boobs.” I went faster and faster, squeezed him so hard it must have hurt. Ben did as he was told, got an eyeful of my chest, and roared with pleasure.

      I hadn’t thought to aim it. Ben shot his load all over the dashboard, over his shirt, and onto the arm of my sweater before I got it under control. The headlights, thankfully, were moving farther away. Parking at the other side of the lot.

      Ben sputtered and gasped his way through his orgasm, then slumped into his seat. “Oh my God…” I reached over his nearly-comatose form to get some napkins out of the glove compartment.

      “Clean yourself up, baby,” I told him, wiping a dribble of spunk off my new sweater. “Let’s get you home.” I closed my bra flaps, pulled down my sweater, and started the car.

      By the time we got home, he had recovered. We dashed through the rain to get inside, locked the door behind us, and stripped off our wet clothes. Ben pinched my big butt as he followed me up the stairs, making me squeal. When we got to my bedroom he moved to bend me over but I stopped him.

      “Get on the bed,” I told my son, and he complied. His hardness stuck straight up as he waited for me to climb up and mount him.

      “I’m not too heavy for you, am I?” I asked as I straddled him. His naked body looked so skinny next to mine. I was the heaviest I’d ever been but the way he looked at me made me feel sexy. Powerful. Full of life.

      “No way,” Ben smiled.

      I leaned down, squishing my belly between us, so I could kiss him. Then I sat on his penis and swallowed it all up inside me.

      “God damn it,” I hissed. “I missed this.”

      Ben laughed. “Mom, I never hear you swear.”

      I looked down at him, not moving just yet, just savoring the feeling of him inside my body. “Fuck me, Ben,” I whispered.

      He did as he was told. As rain hammered the windows he thrust up into me again and again, bouncing my heavy body on his lap. My breasts flopped up and down with our movement; my belly rose and fell. This wasn’t as easy as it used to be; I got sweaty and out of breath quickly, and my back began to throb. I reminded myself to ask Ben for that massage later.

      Even though he’d just had an orgasm, Ben didn’t last long. After a few minutes his eyes rolled back and he slammed his penis deep into me, filling me with his seed. That was another thing I’d missed.

      “Welcome home, baby,” I said after he’d helped me climb off him and lay beside him, planting a kiss on his cheek.

      “It’s good to be back,” he wheezed. He looked pretty spent, but he put his hand between my legs and found my wet, swollen pussy, overflowing with his seed. Almost absentmindedly he put two fingers to my clit and rubbed in tight circles, using the sounds I made to find the right place and speed.

      My gasps got louder and became grunts… then a long scream that I tried to muffle with my hand. I didn’t want the neighbors to think I was in labor.

      I shivered with orgasmic aftershocks for a while after. My son and I lay side by side, catching our breath, warm and happy, sneaking glances at each other until the rain lulled us to sleep.

      The rest of the weekend was more of the same. The rain didn’t let up so we had to entertain ourselves indoors. We hardly left my bed except to eat, and I got ravenously hungry from all the cardio we were doing. Sex wasn’t as easy as it was during the second trimester, and I was more uncomfortable, but I still wanted to take advantage of every minute Ben was home. I even taught him to use my vibrator to get me off, something he became skilled at quickly.

      The highlight of it all might have actually been that long-promised massage. I showered and Ben knelt me down against the bed after, rubbing my soft clean skin all over with cocoa butter. He went as hard as I wanted him to, relieving the tension in my shoulders (aching from carrying my breasts), my back (aching from carrying my belly) and my feet (aching from carrying all of me.)

      When he turned me over he rubbed cocoa butter into my breasts and belly, and my relaxation turned back to excitement. I returned the favor by lotioning my hands up and massaging Ben’s shoulders and back and chest and thighs, teasing and teasing until I got my hands on his penis and tugged on it until it exploded all over my shiny boobs and stomach.

      Of course the weekend was over before I knew it. Soon I had Ben packed up in the car with his freshly-done laundry. We were both sore and spent as we drove to the bus stop. I was sad to send him back, but more confident that he’d come home for more before long. We didn’t talk about when he’d return, but I knew it would be soon. Maybe next weekend, even.

      Which is why it was so strange that, not long after returning to school, Ben became hard to pin down. We had a nice normal conversation a few days after our weekend ended, but then a few of my calls went unanswered. His text replies, too, were sporadic.

      I would be able to get him on the phone for a few minutes at a time, and he always said everything was fine, he was just busy with schoolwork. He dodged my questions about him coming home. September became October and I started my eighth month of pregnancy before he said he’d come back.

      “That’s great news,” I told him. I was sitting in front of the TV, stroking my belly and snacking on sour candy. “I can’t wait to see you. Plus, like I texted you, I got the crib delivered and I’m worried I’ll throw my back out if I try to put it together myself.”

      “I’ll help you with that, Mom. No problem.” That was my sweet, helpful Ben. Back at last.

      “Would that Saturday morning bus still work for you?” I asked. “Or would you rather come down Friday night?”

      There was a pause. “Can I get back to you about that?”

      “Sure, honey. I know things are hectic for you right now.”

      “Okay. And, uh, could you get an extra ticket? I mean, can I bring a friend with me?”

      “Of course,” I said, a little disappointed that I wouldn’t have him all to myself this time. “Who are you bringing? Ryan? Nick?” He’d told me enough about his new friends for me to be familiar with some of them.

      Another silence, this one longer. I realized what was happening before Ben said it. He’d hesitated like this as a kid, when he was afraid to tell me something that might get him in trouble.

      “Uh, her name is Kayla. I don’t know if I’ve told you about her.”
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      “Just sit back and relax, baby,” I told my son as I climbed on top of him. ‘This way I can be in control, and maybe you’ll last longer.’ Ben smiled up at me, hypnotized by my wobbling breasts. I gently took his hard penis in my hand and guided it to my opening. He squirmed in pleasure, waiting at my entrance. “Ready?”

      “Yeah,” he panted. His hips bucked impatiently. I lowered myself onto him, taking him in inch by inch. Together we hissed in pleasure.

      It was a chilly March evening, and Ben and I had only been having sex for a few weeks, trying to make a baby. It was still a novelty, kind of awkward but exciting and new. Ben usually came within about a minute of entering me, and we’d been working on his stamina. I suggested we try it with me on top, and he seemed to be liking it so far.

      “Oh God,” he moaned, grabbing my hips. “I think it’s even better this way.” I was rocking slowly and deliberately on top of him, trying to make it last.

      “Good,” I smiled. “You don’t need to thrust. Just let me do the work, and let me know when you’re close.”

      Ben smirked up at me, red-faced. “I’m close already.”

      I laughed. “That’s okay. We’ll just pause. Play with my boobs a little.” I slowed, almost to a stop. Shifting my weight back and forth just enough to keep Ben hard.

      He reached up and grasped my pendulous breasts, gently teasing my nipples the way I’d showed him. He was in heaven. Just a few weeks ago he’d been a virgin; he’d admitted to me he’d never even kissed a girl. Now he was getting laid almost every night. We might have just been trying to give me the second child I’d always wanted, but Ben’s excitement always turned me on.

      I started moving a little faster, just so I could watch his expression change. He writhed around under me, pinned down by my weight. “Oh God… oh, Mom…” he whined, and I felt him thrusting up into me, unable to contain his excitement. I positioned myself so I could feel his hardness against my clit and I groaned too.

      “Just remember, baby…” I whispered. “Nice and slow…” But Ben’s animal instincts were taking over. He grasped at me, squeezing my breasts, my hips. He slammed his penis up into me.

      “Oh God. Oh God!” He cried, and despite my best efforts he erupted inside me, filling me with his warmth. I watched over him lovingly as he rode out the explosive sensation, rolling around like a man possessed. When it was over, he slumped back into the pillow, and looked up with embarrassment.

      “Sorry,” he muttered. “It just felt too good.”

      “It’s okay,” I told him. I could still feel him twitching inside me. ‘We’ll keep practicing. I’m glad it felt good.’ I groaned as I rolled off him and laid down, elevating my hips, trying to keep his seed inside. “Besides, you did what you needed to do.” I patted my stomach, praying this healthy young man’s sperm would find my egg.

      Ben cuddled up to me, holding me in his arms, his head on my breast. He kissed my cheek, then went for my lips. “I love you, Mom,” he sighed.

      “I love you too, sweetie,” I told him. He kept kissing me.

      “I want to keep doing this. Every night,” he gushed. “It feels so good… and I love you so much… I never want to stop…”

      I murmured appreciatively, but inside I was worried. Maybe the novelty of our sexual encounters would wear off, but right now it seemed like Ben just kept getting more and more excited and more and more attached. I loved him dearly and I was having fun too, but I wanted him to be able to go off to college and have a normal life.

      “You’ll be able to get cuter girls than me at college,” I told him. Ben’s face fell.

      “You’re beautiful, Mom.”

      “Thank you,” I smiled. “But don’t you want to be with girls your own age?”

      “Being with you feels amazing. Why would I want anyone else?”

      My tone changed. Enough with the flirting. “Ben, I mean it. I want you to go out and date girls and have a great social life. It’s great that you’re helping me have a baby, but I don’t want you feeling tied down by me, okay?”

      Ben sighed. I tried to pump him up.

      “What about Emma?” I asked. Emma was the cute girl in his friend group I knew he had a crush on. “You’re getting pretty good in bed. You could show her a good time.”

      “Mom!” Ben turned beet-red. Soon we were laughing together, cuddling up under the blanket naked like it was the most normal thing in the world.

      A lot had changed since then. It was October and I was in bed alone— or as alone as I could get with Ben’s baby rolling around inside me. I was 33 weeks pregnant, well into my third trimester. My pregnancy insomnia had gotten worse, and I was up at three in the morning, trying to find Ben’s girlfriend on Facebook.

      During our phone conversation earlier in the night, Ben had assured me that Kayla wasn’t his girlfriend. They’d only been “hanging out” for a few weeks. It had just happened. I told him I was happy for him, and I was, but that didn’t change the fact that I’d fallen in love with him. I was jealous.

      So I was scrolling Facebook in the middle of the night, frustrated I couldn’t find this girl and compare her to myself. I wanted to know what I was in for before she and Ben came to visit. I hardly felt my prettiest, laying unwashed in bed, wearing one of Ben’s old XXL t-shirts over my enormous belly, every part of my body swollen and aching. I felt old and fat and unloved, and I just wanted my son all to myself.

      I was still feeling sorry for myself by the time Friday rolled around and I went to the bus stop after work, waiting for Ben and Kayla. I thought I looked decent as I leaned against my car. I’d gained sixty pounds since I got pregnant, but I had just bought some new work-friendly clothes to see me through to the start of my maternity leave.

      My blue blouse hugged my belly and my chest but wasn’t too tight, and I’d found a nice dark skirt with an elastic waist. I wore leggings underneath to fight the cold, and hugged my jacket around me— it was old, and didn’t quite close over my stomach. I had butterflies as I waited, and it wasn’t just my new son kicking me in the ribs.

      The bus arrived. Ben stepped off first, looking scruffier than ever, his new beard overgrown. The girl behind him had to be Kayla. I sighed when I saw how cute she was. Not a model by any means, but young with a sweet, friendly face and long dirty-blonde hair under a knit cap. I couldn’t get a look at her body under her coat, but I knew she was smaller than me.

      She lit up when she saw me; in fact she noticed me before Ben did. As she approached I noticed she had a gift bag in her hand. “Hey!” she called out. “You must be Mrs. Marshall!”

      “What gave me away?” I laughed, touching my very conspicuous belly. I had six weeks to go, but as strangers reminded me every day, I looked ready to pop.

      Kayla hugged me, not something I’d expected. “I’m Kayla,” she said. “It’s nice to meet you! I’ve heard all about you!”

      “And I haven’t heard too much about you,” I said with a smirk. “Ben’s been keeping you a secret.”

      She laughed as Ben showed up, carrying both of their bags. “Hey, sweetie,” I said. He put down the bags and gave me a half-assed hug, squishing my belly. His baby squirmed inside me.

      “Hey, Mom,” he said. “Is the back unlocked?”

      I nodded and he loaded the luggage into my car. Kayla pushed the gift bag into my hands. “I wanted to get you something for the baby,” she said. “Thanks for letting me crash.”

      “Oh, you didn’t have to,” I said as I opened it. Inside was a gorgeous blue blanket. I took it out and examined it. “Oh my God, it’s so soft!”

      Kayla smiled. “My cousin makes them.”

      “Thank you so much,” I said, stroking the blanket and imagining my new baby wrapped up in it.

      I was annoyed, because I wanted to hate Kayla. I wanted her to be rude, not good enough for my son, but she was perfectly sweet. I wanted her to be vapid but she was a chemistry major and seemed pretty sharp. She chattered with me about my pregnancy all the way home, seeming genuinely interested.

      I was also annoyed because the effort she was putting into getting along with me probably meant she was very invested in Ben. I saw the way she looked at him, the little affectionate touches she gave him, the sweetly teasing tone in her voice when she mentioned him. My son himself was harder to gauge. He was quiet, and seemed a bit uncomfortable.

      That’s not to say he was being a jerk. He was just polite, which was something he hadn’t been towards me in a while. Nice, but distant. Maybe he just didn’t know how to act around me anymore. It seemed like he thought if we were too affectionate it would be suspicious.

      When we got home I watched Kayla take off her coat. She was average-sized, not skinny, but next to me she looked like a chiseled Greek statue. I glared jealously at her small, perky breasts, her slim thighs, her flat stomach. Ben had made me feel beautiful through my pregnancy, loving on all my curves and soft parts, but was this really what he wanted?

      Kayla didn’t catch me checking her out, but Ben did. He shot me a look, then went over to Kayla and gave her a kiss.

      “I’m going to change into something more comfortable, then I’ll get dinner started,” I announced. I’d told the kids on the way home that they deserved a home-cooked meal after months of dining hall food. They went to sit in the living room while I lumbered upstairs.

      In my bedroom I stripped out of my clothes, remembering the time a few months ago when, overwhelmed with hormones, I’d come home early and given Ben a blowjob while still dressed for work. It made me happy to remember how exciting that’d been for the both of us, how surprised and overwhelmed he was, how well I’d been able to pleasure him.

      I looked at myself in the mirror, wearing just my bra and maternity panties. I’d grown in the month since Ben had saw me last, and was really approaching the “big as a house” stage. My stomach, full of Ben’s child, was huge and round and tight, ringed with stretchmarks, my bellybutton pulled flat. My breasts had swollen to E-cups, and were beginning to leak a little milk. My hips were wide, my thighs thick. Everything jiggled when I moved.

      Part of me thought I looked disgusting in the mirror. The belly looked silly on me; I was too old to be pregnant. Even once I had the baby I would be huge. Kayla’s skin wasn’t marred by wrinkles; she didn’t have gray in her hair.

      But the other part of me remembered that afternoon not so long ago when I’d knelt in front of my son and sent him to heaven. I remembered the last time he’d come to visit, when he hadn’t been able to wait until we got home to undress me, and I’d shown him my breasts in the car and jerked him off.

      I was still sexy. I’d been sexy when Ben first enthusiastically climbed on top of me, and I was sexy with his baby in my womb. I didn’t want to interfere with my son’s new relationship, but maybe it wouldn’t hurt to give him a little reminder.

      I changed into a maternity tank top that’d worked well up until last month. Now it showed too much cleavage and clung tight to my pregnant shape. Next I struggled into a pair of soft leggings that hugged my big butt and left little to the imagination. I put on a cardigan for the appearance of modesty, but I was still showing off my body plenty.

      I didn’t need to waddle through the living room on my way to the kitchen, but I did. Ben and Kayla looked up from where they were cuddling on the couch. Ben looked white, seeing how much of myself I was exposing. Kayla just smiled.

      “Are you sure I can’t help you in the kitchen, Mrs. Marshall?”

      “No, you guys relax,” I said with a big smile, turning to them, showing off all my angles. “It’ll be ready in 45 minutes.”

      As I shuffled out, I desperately wanted to look over my shoulder, to see if Ben snuck a glance at my wide swinging hips and jiggling ass. It was fun to imagine it, and I thought about what might be going through his head as I got dinner started.

      He came into the kitchen not long after and began to set the table. I could feel his eyes on me. My body tingled. “Let me get that for you, Mom,” he said as I struggled to lift the chicken out of the oven. Once he was close to me, he whispered, “don’t you think you’re showing a little too much?”

      “I’m just trying to be comfortable,” I whispered back innocently. “Did Kayla complain?”

      “No, but…” Ben looked me over, his glance lingering on my cleavage.

      I watched him ogle me. “But what?”

      At that moment Kayla appeared and Ben went red. The two of them finished setting the table while I plated our meal.

      It was an interesting dinner. We made chitchat, Kayla laying on the praise for my simple cooking and telling me I was brave to have another baby alone at my age. Ben seemed uncomfortable with the topic of my pregnancy and kept trying to change the subject. I felt both pairs of eyes on me and my revealing outfit.

      Ben’s sneaky glances were lustful while Kayla looked at my body with what seemed like both fascination and horror. I looked at Kayla’s chest and wondered if Ben missed my big heavy breasts. I wondered if Kayla worried that someday she’d look like me. She was affectionate with Ben through dinner, resting her hand on his knee, touching his shoulder, at one point stroking his beard.

      She was making me jealous, and my mind dreamt up scenarios where I could get Ben alone this weekend. How would he act without her around? I hadn’t imagined those glances at my cleavage. If Ben wasn’t still attracted to me, he wouldn’t be acting so weird.

      “When are you guys heading out?” I asked as we finished eating. I knew they’d made plans to meet up with some of Ben’s hometown friends.

      “We should probably go now,” Ben said, checking the time.

      “There’s no rush,” Kayla said. “Let me do the dishes, Mrs. Marshall. That dinner was so great.”

      “Don’t worry about it,” I told her, pushing my chair back and patting my stomach. It had swelled even further as I ate, and my tank top rode up, exposing a few inches of stretched bare skin. “I think the baby liked that dinner almost as much as you did, Kayla.”

      She stared at my stomach. “Is he kicking?”

      “He always does after I eat,” I smiled. “Want to feel?”

      Kayla approached me and put her hand on my tummy. I looked at Ben, who seemed anxious. “His feet are over here,” I said, taking Kayla’s hand and guiding it to my ribs, right below my breast.

      She giggled when she felt her boyfriend’s baby move in my womb. “That’s so cool! Ben, come feel!”

      Ben hesitated, but he joined her. I sat back in my chair and enjoyed the feeling of their hands on me.

      “I can’t believe you used to be in there,” Kayla said to Ben, and he blushed.

      “Me neither,” I said. “And I never got this fat when I had Ben.”

      “You look great, Mrs. Marshall,” Kayla told me. “You’re glowing.”

      “Thanks, Kayla. It’s nice to hear that.” I eyed Ben, as if urging him to remember all the times he’d told me I was beautiful— and sexy— in the months since we’d started making love.

      “Doesn’t she look great?” Kayla asked Ben.

      “Yeah,” my son stammered. “You look great, Mom.”

      Kayla did insist on doing the dishes, while Ben fretted about being late to see his friends. I relaxed on the couch for a while, then waddled back to the kitchen. Kayla was in there alone, working on the pots and pans.

      “I can finish that, honey,” I said. “You guys go meet your friends.”

      Kayla eyed me, and finished up the pot in her hands. “Mrs. Marshall, can I ask you something?”

      My heart skipped a beat. Had she picked up on something? Had Ben told her something? He was nowhere to be seen. She wanted to ask this in private. I just nodded.

      “Is it okay if I stay in Ben’s room? I’ll sleep on the couch if you rather I didn’t.”

      I let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding. “Of course,” I smiled. “I’m not that old-fashioned, don’t worry.”

      “Thank you,” Kayla replied.

      I lowered my voice. “Just be careful, okay? Use protection if you fool around. You don’t want to end up like me.” I poked at my belly, and Kayla laughed.

      Soon they were gone and I had the rest of the evening to myself, but I was wiped and all I could do was go to bed.

      While I laid on my side, my body awkwardly propped up with half a dozen pillows, I couldn’t help wondering if Ben would actually have sex with his girlfriend in my house. Surely he could keep it in his pants for a few days, right? He wouldn’t do that to me?

      I had my answer before long. I was a light sleeper these days, and though Ben and Kayla tried to be quiet as they came home around one in the morning, I heard them laughing together. My mood soured: they’d been out late having fun, while I was alone in bed, dying of heartburn and getting headbutted in the bladder.

      I heard muffled voices as they settled in Ben’s room, and for a moment it seemed like they were going to sleep, but then the giggling picked up again. Ben’s room wasn’t right next to mine, but it was close enough I could hear one of them shush the other… and not long after, a gasp of pleasure.

      I laid there in bed, eyes open, unbelieving. I’m sure they thought I was asleep, though I’d told Ben about how bad my pregnancy insomnia was. I was embarrassed to overhear the rhythmic creaking of Ben’s bed, the sound of his headboard hitting the wall. And even more embarrassed when I realized, of course, I had to pee.

      By this point in my pregnancy I was getting up at least twice a night to use the bathroom. But I didn’t want Ben and Kayla knowing I could hear them, so I had to hold it. The pressure in my bladder grew as I waited for it to stop… imagining Ben on top of her, thrusting in and out… using the moves I’d taught him to delay his own orgasm…

      I’d put my hands in my underwear without even realizing it. I was all hot and bothered listening to my son have sex. I had him first, I thought to myself, frustratedly playing with my clit. I taught him everything he knew. Did Kayla think he was a virgin when they met? Did she appreciate everything I’d shown him how to do?

      When Ben and I had first started he could only last a minute or so at a time. This seemed to be going on forever. My breathing got shallow and fast as Ben’s bed kept creaking. I’d made love with him there. I tried to envision him on top of me, bent over my enormous belly, pounding away, trying to make me feel good, but in my mind’s eye I kept getting replaced by Kayla.

      Sweet little Kayla. I’m sure she had flawless skin, no wrinkles or stretch marks. I bet her pussy was shaved, not like the overgrown jungle I had between my thighs. I bet she had more stamina than the 42-year-old pregnant woman who could barely get up a flight of stairs…

      I realized I was masturbating to the thought of the two of them together. Imagining Ben squeezing small firm breasts and sucking little pink nipples and gently pulling dirty-blonde hair. I could hear her breathing. Gasping. Moaning. Ben was doing something right.

      For a moment, my ridiculous mind wanted me to sneak down the hallway and try peeking in Ben’s door. But my sneaking days were far behind me. I tried to ignore the pressure in my bladder and the stomach-churning sensation of Ben’s baby trying to do a somersault in my uterus. I could barely reach around my belly.

      I pressed my fingers to my clit as hard as I could, my own hitching breaths filling my ears, threatening to drown out the sounds of Ben and Kayla. My crotch was swollen and sensitive. I imagined Kayla’s pussy was petite and pretty, not like mine with its dark, bulging lips and strong fragrance.

      Why did it turn me on to think of Ben having sex with her, at the same time that it made me furious?

      I heard the escalating grunts I knew all too well: Ben was about to finish. So I pushed myself harder, harder, imagining his skinny body working hard on top of hers, his muscles bulging, sweat dripping down his chest…

      I came, more or less at the same time my son did. I couldn’t hold back a moan, though I bit my lip as hard as I could. I prayed the kids were too wrapped up in their own fun to notice. My orgasm was intense, rippling through my body, every part of me tightening then relaxing. I felt pleasantly warm as I laid there recovering, though my bladder was throbbing now.

      I waited a few minutes, listening to see if they were done. Wasn’t Ben going to get her off? The creaking and groaning didn’t resume. They were just talking now. Meanwhile, my panties were soaked and my bladder was about to explode.

      As slowly as I could I got out of bed, no easy task given my new center of gravity. Then I waddled into the master bathroom, where I had taken my pee test, where Ben had told me I was pregnant. Where we had showered together. I stroked my belly as I relieved myself, trying to calm my restless passenger, and by the time I got back to bed he was asleep.

      It was daylight when I was awoken by banging. I couldn’t believe they were at it again. It was louder this time, closer…

      And then I realized it wasn’t sex. Ben and Kayla were up and talking and making some sort of sound, but it was different. I heaved my body out of bed and pulled on some sweatpants, a process that took several minutes. I’d been sleeping in Ben’s old t-shirt and the panties I’d soaked in the night.

      After another trip to the bathroom I left my room and found Ben and Kayla down the hall.

      “We wanted to surprise you!” Kayla said when she saw me. They were in the nursery, putting the crib together. Both of them were unshowered, with mussed hair. For a moment, I saw them again in my mind’s eye, naked, Ben on top. I shook myself out of it.

      “I think I’m going to keep you two here,” I smiled, admiring their work. “I’ll get breakfast started while you finish that.”

      They got the crib done and we ate breakfast. Afterwards Ben and Kayla went back upstairs to shower. I started washing the dishes but got a better idea.

      I climbed the steps and listened outside the bathroom door. Over the running water, I could hear Kayla humming. I went to my own room next, where I stood in front of the mirror and squeezed my own breast. I groped myself just the right way until a few drops of milk appeared, soaking through the old t-shirt of Ben’s I was wearing. Both my nipples stood at attention, and before long one had a noticeable wet spot around it.

      Smiling, I picked the laundry basket off my floor and waddled to Ben’s room. I entered without knocking.

      “Hey, sweetie, thanks again for your help with the crib,” I said. “I’m collecting laundry, do you two have anything to wash?”

      Ben stared at me from where he sat in bed. His eyes went straight to my nipples, straight to the wet spot. “Oh, uh… sure.” He collected some clothes from the floor. I imagined they’d been thrown there last night, while he and Kayla fooled around.

      “You guys have fun last night?” I asked as he tossed the clothes into the basket.

      “Yeah, I told you, everyone got along. It was nice.”

      “I wasn’t talking about hanging out with your friends.”

      Ben looked at me and blushed. “What were you talking about?”

      “You know what I mean,” I said. “Sounds like you enjoyed yourself.”

      “Are you mad at me?” Ben asked. “You told me you wanted me to get a girlfriend.”

      I shook my head. “I know I said that. It’s just harder than I thought it would be. I’m jealous,” I smirked.

      “You know I still love you, Mom,” he said. His eyes kept flitting to my chest.

      “You use a condom with her, right?” I asked. “I’m going to have one baby to take care of already, that’s plenty.”

      “Um, yeah,” he said, turning even redder.

      “Good boy,” I told him. “It doesn’t feel as good with a condom on, does it?”

      “Mom!” he whispered, his eyes moving to the hall, waiting for Kayla to reappear.

      “And her boobs aren’t as big as mine, are they?” I asked. I looked down at my own chest, and acted like I was noticing the milk stain for the first time. “Oh! Would you look at that?”

      Ben stared with me, looking very uncomfortable. “Did you, uh, get your milk?”

      “I guess I did,” I smiled, touching the wet spot. I thought I could hear Ben whimper. I looked down to his pants and saw a noticeable bulge. “Are you interested?”

      “Uh…” he looked at the door again. “Mom, why are you doing this?”

      “I just miss you,” I said, nonchalantly rubbing my breast. “I miss the fun we had. But you only want Kayla, huh?”

      “I don’t know…” he whined.

      I took a step closer to him. “I don’t want to interfere with your relationship, Ben. I don’t want to make you do anything you’re not comfortable with. I just want you to know… if you want her… I’m okay with sharing you.”

      Ben’s eyes went wide as saucers. Out in the hallway, the sound of running water stopped.

      “The shower in my bathroom is better,” I reminded Ben, and turned to leave. Kayla, wrapped in a towel, was at the door.

      “Thanks again for your help with the crib, Kayla,” I smiled sweetly. “If you’ve got any laundry just bring it to my room.”

      “Sure, Mrs. Marshall,” she said, unable to help looking down at my chest as I waddled past her.

      I returned to my room and pretended to sort the laundry. I thought Ben wouldn’t go for my invitation. But a few minutes later he silently passed me and started the shower in the master bathroom.

      I waited a few more moments, humming, busying myself with the laundry. I smiled at Kayla when she left Ben’s room and went to the other bathroom to do her hair and makeup. I heard the hair dryer start. I closed my bedroom door.

      Ben was in my shower; I could see his form through the frosted glass door. My heart raced as I watched him wash himself.

      I slid the shower door back and smiled at my son. “Hey, sweetie,” I whispered.

      He looked back at me, nervous, excited. I needed a shower too, but I wasn’t about to squeeze in there with him. Instead, I took a step back, took a breath, and peeled off my t-shirt.

      Under the sound of the water, I heard Ben whimper. My breasts were larger than they’d ever been, hanging low on my stomach. As they prepared to nurse my new son, veins stood out under my skin. My areolae were dark, the size of saucers. I watched Ben look at them. I watched between his legs as his penis hardened. His skin glistened under the falling water.

      I lifted one breast, making a show of how heavy it was. Then I ran my thumb over my already stiff nipple. Ben was fully hard in a matter of moments.

      I mimed a jerk-off motion to him, and he grasped his penis. His face contorted as he watched me put on a show for him. I played with both my breasts, lifting and bouncing them, then releasing them and letting them sway as I shimmied back and forth. I bent over and let them hang.

      The bathroom got steamy, reminding me of our encounter in the car the last time Ben was home. As he stared at my breasts I stared at his penis, watching him play with it, seeing how aroused I could still get him. My insecurities were evaporating. In my belly, my new son kicked and squirmed, sensing my racing heart. I reminded myself that I was carrying Ben’s child, and I got wetter than I already was.

      I knew what my son was waiting for, and we didn’t have much time. I lifted one breast with both hands and massaged it, warming it up. Getting things flowing. Then I moved my attention to my nipple.

      It took a couple tries, but soon a dribble of thin, nearly clear fluid leaked from my breast, down onto my big ripe stomach. Not real milk yet, but close enough. Ben shivered, and I thought he’d finish right there. He was jerking himself furiously, red in the face, panting.

      I met his eyes and smiled sweetly. Then I lifted my breast, oh so slowly, to show him a new thing I’d discovered and thought he might like. They were big enough now that I could touch my own nipple with my tongue. He saw what was coming and let out a little moan as I extended my tongue, teasingly slowly, touched it to my sensitive brown nipple…

      And then I gave him a little wink and left the bathroom. As I closed the door I swore I could hear a whimper of despair. Poor boy, I’d gotten him all worked up. I went back to Mom mode, throwing on a fresh t-shirt and sorting the laundry. When I opened my bedroom door Kayla was still drying her hair.

      The game was on. That evening I took Ben and Kayla out to dinner. I picked the same dress I’d worn to Ben’s goodbye dinner, back in my second trimester, when it was already a little tight and showed too much of my chest.

      I thought I’d shock Ben, but when I came downstairs in it Kayla was also showing off a lot. Her pale pink dress clung to her hips and her narrow waist, showing her to be more shapely than I’d realized. Her breasts, while nowhere near the size of mine, were pushed up to create young, perky cleavage. I figured Ben had encouraged her to dress like that. He sat there in the living room, his hand on her inner thigh, smirking at me.

      The two of them sat in the backseat together on the way to dinner, holding each other. I tried to keep up a conversation, but it wasn’t happening tonight. Ben kept kissing Kayla and soon they were lost in their own little world, making out while I felt like an ornery taxi driver. I wanted to kick them out.

      Kayla’s lipstick was smeared by the time we arrived at the restaurant. On the way inside, Ben led her with a hand on her lower back, like a true gentleman, while I waddled behind. He made sure I saw him squeeze her butt.

      I’d made the mistake of not specifying a table when I made the reservation, so Ben and Kayla sat on one side of the booth hip to hip while I struggled to squeeze my swollen pregnant body into the other side. Next to the cute, flirty young couple, I looked old and fat and sad. The conversation picked back up, mostly because Kayla was still making an effort to be nice, but I writhed uncomfortably on the bench seat as they touched each other and giggled through the meal.

      Twice I had to laboriously remove myself from the booth to shuffle to the bathroom, and twice I returned to find my son’s tongue down his girlfriend’s throat. The meek, sweet, shy Ben I’d first welcomed into my bed in February was gone. Kayla would blush and apologize when I interrupted them; Ben would just smirk.

      The drive home was even worse. The makeout session in the backseat got so hot and heavy that Kayla asked Ben to stop, embarrassed but clearly having fun. She glanced at me when she said he should cool it, and I knew she was taking pity on me. Didn’t want to make out in front of Ben’s old, lonely, pregnant mom. A few moments later Ben met my eye in the rearview mirror. Winked. My teasing had been returned and then some.

      At home I desperately needed to get out of my clothes, and Ben and Kayla had similar thoughts. Ben said he’d meet me downstairs to watch some TV once they’d changed, but it seemed to take a while for them to get new clothes on. They’d only been in Ben’s room a few minutes before I could hear giggling from down the hall.

      I finished pulling on my robe, the same robe I’d worn the night Ben had first undressed me. I listened: more giggles, then a moan. Then muffled voices. I stepped into the hallway, my weight making the floorboards creak. Slowly I padded past Ben’s room, and then I realized: his door was open. Just a crack.

      I couldn’t help glancing in. I was able to see my son, standing by the foot of his bed, naked except for his bulging underwear. Kayla was spread nude in front of him. She was turned away from me, so I couldn’t see her face, but I could see just about everything else.

      She was as pretty as I’d feared. Soft, flawless skin. A nearly flat stomach. Breasts that were high and firm and symmetrical even when she was laying down, her little pink nipples right in the middle rather than pointing down at the ground like mine. Her pussy was neatly tucked away, with the tiniest tuft of fur on top.

      “Ben, come on. She’ll hear us.”

      “She went downstairs. You heard it.”

      It had been ages since I’d seen another woman nude, even just a glimpse like this. I was struck by how different her body really was from my own. We were both beautiful, I thought, holding my stomach through the soft robe that barely fit around my middle anymore. Just in different ways. We could each give Ben something different. It didn’t mean he didn’t love me.

      Ben was admiring the girl spread out before him, and then he looked up. Met my eye through the gap in the door. No wink, but there was a flash of knowing between us. And then he knelt by the foot of the bed.

      I felt glued to the spot, weighed down by a body twice the size of Kayla’s, wanting to watch. But I knew how horrible it would be to be caught. Ben could see me, and if Kayla threw her head back at the right moment, she’d see me too. So I tore myself away just as she scooted down the sheets and spread her legs.

      Luckily, they couldn’t hear my footsteps on the stairs over her moans. I could hear them clear as day even when I got downstairs and turned the TV on. Last night I’d been disappointed in my son, having heard him climax but not his partner. Be careful what you wish for, I told myself.

      Ben and I had done lots of things together, but he’d never used his mouth on me. He had to know it would drive me nuts, sitting down here and thinking about his head between that girl’s legs. Even though I’d told him early in our relationship that oral sex felt a little too intimate for us, I’d broken that rule by sucking him off.

      I sat on the couch while the TV droned and slipped a hand into my robe, caressing my own sensitive breast until my whole body was warm and tingly. The moans upstairs turned to shrieks. Ben was doing something right. I felt a strange pride, even as jealousy flowed through me.

      I thought about sliding a hand down between my legs, but worried when the kids came downstairs they’d be able to smell the sex on me just as badly as I’d smell it on them. I held myself back, sticking to teasing my nipples. Ben would give me my next orgasm, I thought to myself as Kayla reached her own climax upstairs. I just had to find a way to make it happen.

      The next morning, as we wrapped up breakfast, I turned to Kayla. “Kayla, I need to borrow Ben for a little while today. Is that alright?”

      “Sure,” she said. “What for?” Ben shot me a look. This was the first he was hearing of this.

      “I need to get a changing table at Target,” I told her. “And I can’t lift it myself.”

      “I could come with you! Help pick out more baby stuff!”

      I shook my head. “I don’t need to bore you with that. I booked you an appointment for a mani-pedi. My treat.”

      “Really? You’re the best, Mrs. Marshall.”

      I didn’t show off too much skin today, opting for a simple, flowy maternity dress with a cardigan for the chill. Kayla had a cute autumn getup but wasn’t showing her tits off like the night before. She and Ben sat in the backseat together, his hand on her knee, but there was no fevered makeout session today. I hadn’t flashed Ben this morning or teased him with my milk.

      Were we back to being a normal family? I didn’t think so. I’d thought of nothing but sex all morning. And Ben kept throwing little glances at me. He knew I was up to something.

      We dropped Kayla off at the salon and Ben kissed her goodbye. I invited him to the front seat. For a while, we drove in silence.

      “So where are we going, Mom?”

      “I told you, to Target. I need that changing table.”

      “Okay,” he smiled. “But what else? I know you’re up to something.”

      I drove quickly, weaving through traffic. Kayla’s appointment would only last an hour. “What would I be up to, Ben?”

      He was confused, and I enjoyed that. It was fun to play with him. “Aren’t we going to… you know…”

      “I don’t know, baby. What do you think we’re going to do?”

      “Have sex?” he blurted. I smiled.

      “Is that what you want?” I asked as I pulled in to the Target parking lot. “It seems like you’re having plenty of fun with Kayla.”

      “You want do, don’t you?” Ben said, red in the face. “You’ve been messing with me all weekend!”

      I concentrated on finding a place to park. Luckily there were a couple expectant-mother spots right up front. I pulled in and looked at Ben.

      “I want to hear you say you want it,” I told him.

      “Mom, you know I love you. You know I’m attracted to you.” Ben was sputtering, used to me being more gentle with him. I was enjoying my role.

      “That isn’t what I asked, sweetie,” I told him. “I want to be sure I’m not pushing you into anything you don’t want. I don’t want to interfere with your relationship. So, do you want it, or are we just playing around?”

      Ben smiled. “I want it, Mom.”

      “What do you want?”

      “I want to have sex with you.”

      A pleasant little shiver ran through my hormonal body. “Even though you have a cute young girlfriend?”

      “Yes, Mom.”

      “Even though I’m big and fat and pregnant?”

      “Yes, Mom.”

      “Glad we settled that,” I said, turning off the engine. “I’ve really got to pee, as always. Do you know where the family bathroom is in here?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Good. That’s where I’m headed. Wait five minutes once I’m in, then knock twice.”

      Shock spread across Ben’s face, making me smirk. “You mean…”

      I didn’t give him a chance to ask questions. I opened my door and worked to get my body out of the car, then began to waddle towards the store.

      It was crowded on a Sunday afternoon. The most public messing around Ben and I had ever done had been in a car in an empty parking lot. This was a lot different. But I wanted it bad.

      My bladder really was aching as I made a beeline for the single-occupancy family restroom. I felt eyes on me as I shuffled through the store; in my eighth month my pregnancy was a public spectacle. I wondered how people would look at me in six weeks when I was full term. I wondered how people would look at me if they knew I was carrying my son’s child in my belly.

      Luckily the bathroom was unoccupied. I went in, locked the door, and did my business. I hadn’t even looked back to see if Ben had left the car. Would he really do this? Come fool around with me in a public bathroom while his girlfriend got her nails done?

      Soon I had my answer: two slow knocks at the door. I unlocked it and Ben stepped in, looking as excited and nervous as the first night we made love. “What are we doing, Mom?” He asked.

      I locked the door behind him. “We don’t have much time. No more teasing.”

      “Okay,” Ben smiled, and reached for my breasts.

      I gasped with pleasure. It felt like it had been years since I’d had Ben’s hands on me. I had foregone a bra so we could do this easily, and my nipples were instantly hard under the thin soft fabric of my dress.

      “They’re so huge,” Ben whispered, massaging them, lifting them.

      “Bigger than Kayla’s,” I whispered back, and he went red. I planted a kiss on his lips while he groped me, stoking the fire that already burned between my legs. My body had a primal need for his. He was my mate. I had his baby in my womb.

      He kissed me back forcefully, squeezing my breasts hard enough that it hurt. I winced, but I loved it. He desired me. He wasn’t just doing what Mom told him to. Even with a cute young girlfriend he wanted me. When I wrapped my arms around him I could feel his hardness against my stomach and I moaned.

      “You still want me,” I breathed into his ear.

      “Mmm-hmmm,” he murmured back, his fingers tweaking my nipples through my dress.

      “You want my tits. You want my milk.”

      “Yes,” he groaned, pinching my nipples.

      “I don’t want to get this dress wet,” I said, pulling back. While he watched, I reached under my neckline and scooped out first one heavy breast, then the other. They hung down low, my nipples pointing down, but they were enormous and my son practically drooled as he looked at them.

      “Oh my God,” he grunted as he took one of them in both hands. “How big are they?”

      “E-cups,” I reported, a proud smile on my face. “How big are Kayla’s?”

      “Mom,” he groaned. He was probably feeling guilty.

      “Sorry, we don’t have to talk about her.”

      He played with my fat, dark nipple. “B-cups.”

      “She’s very cute.”

      “You’re cute, Mom. You’re hot.” He was pinching the nipple again, trying to get the milk flowing. I took my other breast in my hands and showed him how.

      “Like this,” I said, gently massaging my upper breast. I shivered as I felt four hands on my chest at once, Everything was so sensitive. I got a drip of milk first, the wetness shining against my dark nipple under the bright fluorescent lights. Ben stared at it hungrily, then pulled at my other breast until a droplet appeared.

      He leaned in and sucked my nipples clean, one after the other. I bit my lip. My hips rocked without me even thinking about it. Ben chose a nipple and sucked gently, coaxing out more thin colostrum. “The real milk will be in after the baby comes,” I told him, my voice quavering.

      He just kept sucking, his tongue twirling around my nipple, driving me crazy. My breathing got heavy and I stroked his hair. I felt a release of pressure as my milk dribbled into his hot mouth.

      Finally he released my nipple and looked up at me, smiling ear to ear. “What do you think?” I asked him.

      “I can’t believe you’re making milk.”

      “It’s because of you,” I said, taking one of his hands and moving it to my bloated stomach. “It’s for your baby.”

      He shivered at that, and went back to suckling. With both hands he rubbed the massive expanse of my baby-filled stomach. I knew our son was awake, responding to my excitement, the hormones in my bloodstream. Ben groaned when he felt a kick, the vibration in his mouth tickling my nipple.

      I wanted this to last forever, Ben kissing me and sucking my breasts and feeling every curve of my pregnant body, but I knew we didn’t have much time. I was praying nobody would knock on the door.

      “Ben,” I hissed, but he was lost in thought, intoxicated by my breasts and my belly. “Ben!”

      He looked up but didn’t let my nipple go.

      “Fuck me,” I ordered him, and that got him moving. He released my breasts, both my nipples huge and wet now. I turned around and grabbed the sink with both hands. I watched myself in the mirror, my engorged tits hanging out, my face flushed. Behind me my son lifted my dress and made a surprised sound when he found I wasn’t wearing any underwear.

      I wiggled my butt at him, teasing him. My hips were wider than ever as I prepared for birth, and I knew my butt had gotten huge. I had stretchmarks on my ass. I spread my legs and bent down.

      In the mirror, I watched Ben marvel at my body, then undo his belt. I licked my lips when he took his dick out. It was hard. Ready for me. Kayla might have been younger, smaller, more agile than me, but I bet she’d never fucked him in a public bathroom.

      I felt him against me. He hissed with appreciation. “You’re so wet,” he whispered. I knew I was. I’d been hot and wet for him all day. His eyes met mine in the mirror.

      “Do it,” I urged, and he pushed into me.

      It was a struggle to keep quiet. Ben’s penis spread me open, filled me. I was so swollen down there it felt like he was twice as big. I could see from his expression in the mirror that it was intense for him too. He scrunched his face up as he started to thrust, like he was resisting his orgasm already. Like when we first started.

      The sound of our breathing filled the little bathroom. We tried our best but we couldn’t hold back our moans, our grunts. My toes curled in my shoes. I’d never done anything this nasty. I looked at my own reflection, my swollen tits bouncing with each thrust, my hair mussed, my baby bump hanging low. I was nasty. Disgusting in the best way. Fucking my son in public. Carrying his child. Letting him taste my milk.

      I’d started the year as a nice normal mom. What had happened. How had I ended up here? Sometimes it felt like I wasn’t in control. The feeling I got as Ben filled me up was so powerful I just had to follow it.

      “Harder,” I told him, and he picked up the pace. Our bodies made a sound as they smacked together over and over. I could feel his balls slapping against my mound, teasing my clit. Underneath me, Ben’s son squirmed and kicked at my ribs. I’d never felt so full. My body felt huge, and with each thrust I imagined Ben somehow making me bigger. It felt powerful. I had my own gravity, pulling my son into me. Away from that skinny young girl.

      He had his hands on my hips, shoving himself in as deep as he could, but I wanted him deeper. I pushed my butt back into him and he let out a real moan, a loud one. He took a hand off me and clapped it to his mouth. I laughed.

      He slowed down and I warned him, shaking my head. He’d been teasing me all weekend. He’d been away from me for over a month. I wanted what I wanted.

      So Ben sped up, slamming into me as hard and as fast as he could. I almost lost my grip on the sink but luckily didn’t fall forward. I watched him intently in the mirror and told myself I needed to put a big mirror up in my bedroom just for this. It was so unusual to be able to see him like this, under the bright lights, his clothes on.

      My back felt tight, threatening to spasm as it held up my weight. My legs were weak beneath me. As much as I wanted this to go on all day, it wasn’t sustainable. I looked up and met my son’s eye in the mirror.

      “Are you close?”

      “Yes,” he panted, seeming frantic. Like he’d been fighting his orgasm since the second he entered me.

      “Do it,” I told him. “Come for me.”

      It didn’t take much more than that. Ben grasped my hips and went at me with abandon, making me squeal with pleasure. I worried I’d rip the sink right off the wall, but it held. My son’s expression changed as we pushed him past the point of no return. He at least had the peace of mind not to scream or bellow, instead emitting a series of low growls as he emptied his balls into my body.

      Warmth spread through me as he came. The feeling of his orgasm, the knowledge that his sperm was swimming up into me, never stopped exciting me. I was close to my own orgasm, but with my belly in the way I couldn’t reach my clit. I let Ben finish, his strokes finally slowing until he came to a halt. We were out of breath but I needed to keep up the momentum.

      I pulled away from him and he stepped back, his penis exiting me with an audible pop. His seed dribbled out of me onto the floor. “Finish me,” I commanded. “I’m so close.” I turned around, leaning against the sink, leaning back so my belly was in the air and he could reach under.

      He was still twitching and shivering from his own climax as he dutifully reached under my heavy stomach and found my swollen pussy. I could smell it in the little bathroom. Our scents mixed together. He touched my clit with two fingers and started making circles.

      I watched him work, face to face this time. I watched his softening penis, still hanging out of his pants. I thought about his baby inside me. I thought about his girlfriend waiting for our return. I finished in no time.

      Ben had to press his other hand to my mouth to stop me from alerting the whole store to my orgasm. I made a mental note that I liked it. I’d ask him to do that again. I moaned and groaned against his fingers as an outrageously powerful pleasure shook my whole body. My legs wobbled and Ben had no more hands to catch me. Luckily there was no stopping my climax, and it kept going as he removed his hands and took me by the shoulders, guiding me down onto the toilet.

      “Jesus Christ,” I panted as I recovered. “Let’s not go another month without doing that, okay?”

      “Okay,” he smiled, and I knew he meant it. He’d missed this just as much as I had.

      It took a few minutes for us to get our bearings, to wipe Ben’s mess off the floor, to put our parts away. I looked in the mirror, sure whoever saw me would know I was freshly fucked. I was glowing, but not because of the pregnancy.

      “You leave first, baby. I’ll meet you in the baby section,” I told him.

      “What?”

      “We still need that changing table. We gotta rush.”

      Ben was in a daze. We left the bathroom one at a time, finding nobody waiting for it. He carried the heavy changing table through the store and we checked out, and the whole time he had a dumb smile on his face. I could feel the love between us, the connection. He was mine.

      “I mean it, Ben, I’m not trying to break up your relationship,” I told him once we’d loaded the changing table into the car and started the engine. “If Kayla makes you happy, that’s great. Don’t think of it as cheating, okay? Think of it as helping your mom.”

      Ben still had that grin on his face. He put his hand over my knee. “You know I love you, Mom. I’m always going to be here for you. Whatever you need.”

      If we hadn’t been in the busy parking lot I would have kissed him on the lips and started the whole thing over again. But we needed to pick up Kayla.

      Ben kissed her when we got back to the salon, and told her she was beautiful with her new nails, but it didn’t bother me. I was proud that he was a good, loving partner. Things seemed normal as the afternoon passed and we got lunch and made chitchat and before I knew it it was time to drive them back to the bus stop.

      Kayla hugged me and told me it’d been great to meet me. I told her the same, and I thought about her boyfriend pumping into me from behind. I thought about how I still had his seed inside my body. I thought about that dumb smile he couldn’t get off his face. And as they got onto the bus, hand in hand, I felt great.

      Ben would be back. I drove home as fast as I could so I could fantasize about it.
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