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Another night
alone.

Joan Douglass sighed dispiritedly, and turned a
page in her book. Rain beat on the windows of the house. It had
been bucketing down all day, a constant cold downpour, and outside,
the bare trees dripped on piles of fallen leaves. Puddles gathered
in low spots in the road, and the gravel pathway which led from the
front door to the sidewalk was a milky brook, half underwater.

Another Friday night, and I ain’t got
nobody, she misquoted the lyrics, as the tune of the old song
echoed in her head. Tonight, not even reading, which had long been
an escape, had brought her any satisfaction. She had chosen the
book from the library because of the spicy content that was
promised. The cover showed an impressively-muscled barbarian,
shirtless. A scantily-clad woman huddled in the protective circle
of his arm, while the other held a sword aloft. Shadowy figures at
the edge of the artwork hinted at evil hordes of demons, but the
sword blazed with light.

Unfortunately, the book seemed geared towards a
less…sexually mature audience, and the scene where lusty Princess
Alliandra snuck into the bedroll of Frekk Anlaugson of the Bear
Clan was decidedly tepid. A bare two paragraphs, it definitely did
not deliver on the ‘scorching romance’ that the blurb on the back
said she was in store for.

Maybe it got better later on. But she didn’t
think so. She turned the page irritably. Jesus. Can’t they even
write good sex scenes anymore? Or am I just getting so old and
jaded that I need something kinkier to turn me on?

She thought about turning on the television,
then changed her mind. The cable channels didn’t even carry the
soft-core porn which had been their bread and butter for decades.
No more Cinemax After Dark. She remembered sleepovers when
she was in high school, laughing hysterically as a bunch of
surgically enhanced bimbettes pranced around on the screen,
pretending they were screwing a succession of handsome, brooding
men.

But I’m so horny. She shifted on the
couch, her thighs rubbing together. It had been a dreary
late-autumn day. The calendar had flipped from October to November
only a few days before, and the piles of candy in the aisles at the
local grocery store had already been replaced by the first batch of
Christmas decorations. It was a perfect day for snuggling under a
warm blanket on the couch with a good book, a good movie, or a good
lover.

Unfortunately, she thought irritably, as she
tossed the book onto the coffee table, she didn’t have any of the
three. She had gone through Netflix earlier this evening, but
hadn’t seen anything that appealed to her. The book had teased her
for two hundred pages before letting her down, and she had broken
up with her last boyfriend over a month ago.

Hell. Right now Jerry is the closest thing to
a man in my life.

But her son was at the football game. Or,
rather, playing at the football game, then going to the homecoming
dance at the high school afterward. Joan grimaced. She had never
approved of football, but Jerry, stung by his father’s gibes about
how a ‘real man’ shouldn’t be afraid of a little pain, had gone out
for the team his sophomore year. Thankfully, a second-string
cornerback (or was it nickleback?) didn’t see the field much, so
the chances of injury were slim.

Damn the man anyway for putting all those
macho bullshit ideas into Jerry’s head.

Joan scowled. Her ex-husband was a waste of
space, and they had separated when Jerry was only four years old.
She could still remember that last furious argument, when she had
given Trent an ultimatum; stop sleeping around on her or find a new
place to live.

“Like I give a fuck,” Trent had snarled, his
handsome face twisted by anger. “I would have never married you if
you hadn’t gotten your dumb ass knocked up. I should have never
gone out with you in the first place. You’ve ruined my life.” He
looked at little Jeremiah, his face mottled with weeping, huddled
in a corner. “Come on, kid,” he snapped. “We’re leaving.”

Shaking with rage, she stepped in front of
the man she had once thought she loved. “No.” Her voice was deadly
quiet. “You’re not taking him.”

“You going to stop me, bitch?”

She had held up her clenched fists. “With my
bare fucking hands if I have to.”

They had stared each other for long moments,
tension drawing out like a knife. In that moment, Joan realized
just how quickly affection could turn to hate. The boy she had
fallen in love with five years ago was gone beyond recall, vanished
like fog in the sun.

Finally, Trent turned around, picking up the
black leather jacket which hung from a hook on the back of the
front door. It was the same one he had worn in high school, though
now he had trouble zipping it up over his growing belly. “Fine.
Keep the brat. He’s nothing but a damned Momma’s boy anyway.”
Sneering with false bravado, he paused with one hand on the
doorknob. “Have fun trying to pay the rent, Joan.”






Well, she had proven him wrong. True, when Trent
left her she had been working for a house-cleaning service, pulling
down little more than minimum wage. With only a high-school diploma
and a willingness to work hard, it had been the best job she could
find that didn’t involve grease and a cash register. After becoming
pregnant at seventeen, college had been completely out of the
question – her parents being devout Catholics, and her priest being
a typical Vatican toady who was more concerned with the evils of
premarital sex than actual sin. But with the specter of poverty
driving her, she had struck out on her own, opening her own
house-cleaning company, working sixty and seventy hours a week
while Jeremiah was at school or the sitter.

It had taken years, but one day she had come
home to find, to her mild surprise, that she didn’t have to be
worried about money anymore. “Joan’s Jets” now employed nearly a
hundred people, and contracted out their services across the
Chicago suburbs. They charged more than most cleaning companies,
true, but in turn, they paid higher wages, which led to both
happier employees and better quality in the work they did. Joan
herself hadn’t lifted a mop in years. The Jets cleaned her house
for her, though she did insist that she and Jerry do their own
clothes and dishes. But the days when she would work her hands raw
and red scrubbing down the inside of a filthy shower, or spend a
sunny morning cleaning window after window until she thought she
would go mad from the sheer tedium of it all were long behind her.
These days, men and women who wanted to work for Joan’s Jets
Cleaning Service cleaned her house as part of the application
process. Those who met her standards were brought on board at an
hourly wage nearly double what other cleaning services paid, with
the promise of paid vacations and a bonus every holiday season.

A true American success story, she
thought. Local girl pulls herself up by her bootstraps. So why
do I feel like there’s something missing?

Her thoughts were interrupted by the bang of the
front door. She got up, heading for the kitchen in the long, low,
one-story ranch house she and Jerry had moved into nearly a decade
ago. Not huge, it was still more than enough for her and her
son.

“Jerry!” Her eyes widened with surprise.
“Christ, what happened to you?”

“Hi, Mom.” Her son moved to give her a hug, but
she stopped him with a hand on his chest. Water drizzled from the
hem of his letterman’s jacket and pooled on the tile floor, and his
wavy black hair was plastered to his skull.

“You’re soaked to the skin! What have you been
up to?”

“Nothing. I just walked home.”

She scowled up at him. “You walked home?
From the high school? In this weather? Is something wrong with the
car?”

“No, the car’s fine.” He tried to give her a
disarming smile, but there was something missing in his expression,
a bleakness which lay behind the cheerful mask. “I just needed to
clear my head.”

She blinked. “So you walked home from the dance
in the freezing rain?”

“Yeah.” He shook his head. “Listen. It made
sense at the time. Don’t be mad, okay?”

“All right.” Despite his appearance, Jerry
wasn’t acting guilty about anything. He had learned long ago not to
try to pull the wool over her eyes. Unfortunately for him, he had
one of those faces where any attempt at lying was instantly
visible. He would, she had joked to him once, be a terrible
poker player. “How did the game go?”

He laughed, though there was little humor in it.
“You made a good choice staying home. They kicked the crap out of
us. Nothing like playing the last game of the year in a monsoon.
Though I did get to play some in garbage time in the fourth
quarter. I even scored. Though not in the way I wanted.”

“Wait. You scored? I thought you played
defense.”

“I do.” A glint of unmistakable pride brightened
his eyes. He took off his letterman’s jacket. Wordlessly, Joan
extended a hand. It was heavy, soaked with water. She shook her
head. Someone would have to look at it soon, or the leather would
be ruined. “Coach put in all the scrubs in the fourth quarter. Same
for the other team. For some reason, they called a passing play.
The receiver I was covering fell down in the mud, the ball went
right to me, and I ran it back for a touchdown. Made the score
forty-three to twelve.” He laughed, running his hand through his
hair, which made it stick up in spikes. Under his jacket, he wore
the dress clothes for the Homecoming Dance. “Three years on the
team, I finally have my one shining moment of glory, and it
happened when there were maybe thirty-seven people in the
stands.”

“I don’t know why they even played the game,”
she said. She hung the jacket up in the foyer, but raised her hand.
“Stay there.” Grabbing a towel out of the linen closet, she tossed
it at Jerry, who mopped at his face gratefully. Another towel was
placed under the jacket, while a third soaked up the water her son
had dripped all over the floor. “I swear, you’re worse than
Waffles. At least the dog has the good grace to shake himself off
before he comes inside.”

Very carefully, she asked, “And what did
Jennifer think about you walking home?”

Her son’s face immediately closed off. “I don’t
care what she thinks. We’re through.”

“Ah.” So it’s like that, is it? “I’m
sorry to hear that.”

“No, you aren’t. You never liked her.”

“True.” She kept her voice neutral. “But you
did. And I always want you to be happy, honey.”

He shrugged and changed the subject. “I’m going
to get out of these wet things and take a shower. A long one. A
long hot one.”

“Good idea.” She leaned forward and kissed his
cheek, though she was careful not to get too close to his soaking
clothes. “And I’m glad you scored.”

His voice floated back to her as he walked
squishily away, quietly savage. “Scoring is the problem, Mom.”






*****

Damn her to hell.

Jerry fumed to himself as he lay in bed. He had
stayed in the shower until his fingers pruned, trying to drive out
the bone-deep cold. But he couldn’t so easily turn off his
thoughts, which circled around and around like horses on a
carousel.

She promised. And then she told everyone she
knew. She embarrassed me in front of half the damn school. And the
ones who weren’t there will all know by Tuesday morning.

Glumly he pondered whether it would be possible
to transfer to another school before the next school week started.
Or maybe he could simply drop out and join the Foreign Legion?

Oh, forget about it. He turned over
restlessly. By the door, his dog, Waffles, lifted his head and
thumped his tail on the floor. By this time next week, they’ll
all be interested in something else. They’ll forget that you told
Jennifer you were a virgin and that she blabbed it to every girl
she knew. And that all the girls told their boyfriends that
Jennifer had promised to have sex with you tonight.

Damn it. He had thought that right around
now, he’d be losing his virginity. He’d planned it all, down to
reserving a hotel room for them. Instead, when the waves of mocking
laughter had rippled through the school gymnasium, and Jennifer’s
stricken face had revealed the truth of the reason, he had stalked
out, shaking off her stammering pleas for forgiveness. He had only
paused to grab his jacket out of the coatroom before he had stormed
out the front door. Too angry to drive, he had instead walked home
through the pouring rain.

Something that, on reflection, seemed to be more
a bit stupid. Clutching his blankets tighter around him, he
shivered. He would be damn lucky if he didn’t come down with a
raging cold as a reward for his foolishness. And now he would
either have to walk back tomorrow morning to pick up the car, or
have his mother give him a lift. But he had needed the time to cool
off, in more ways than one. Hot tempers ran on both sides of his
family, and he had learned to think before he acted.

Remembering the lessons his mother had taught
him long ago, he took a long breath in through his nose, then let
it out through his mouth. Then a second time. Then a third. The
anger was still there, lurking. But the desire to go and punch a
wall until his knuckles were bleeding was much reduced.

To hell with it, he thought, turning over
again.

You’ll feel better in the morning.






*****

But morning brought no relief. Instead, he swam
up from a dream where Jennifer had proven her contrition in all
sorts of interesting ways, most of them without clothes, to find
himself alone, horny, and immensely aggravated by the injustice of
it all. His phone, when he glanced at it blearily, told him that it
was a little after eight in the morning, and the house was
blessedly quiet. Even Waffles had left the room, probably going to
curl up beside his mother. Though the dog was nominally his, the
dim-witted spaniel followed her around like a brown-haired magnet,
the dimly flickering synapses in its brain waiting for the moment
she would drop some food on the floor.

He groaned, the events of the night before
drilling into his head with brutal clarity. The mad rush to shower
and dress in the cramped locker room, picking up Jennifer, his
pride and swelling anticipation as they entered the gymnasium at
the high school, then the horrible realization, as first a few,
then dozens of his classmates looked at him, mockery on their
faces. In that moment, he knew, beyond question, that
Jennifer had told everyone what he had so desperately wanted to
keep secret.

And now, denied what had been promised, his cock
was hard and erect, making an impressive pup-tent in the
blankets.

Howdy! It seemed to say. Remember me?
Your old friend, Dick? Hey, I’m really lonely down here. Why don’t
you send my pal Rosie Palm down to say hello?

He held his breath, listening. Aside from the
low throb of the furnace, the house was quiet. And his mother could
usually be relied to sleep until at least nine or nine-thirty on
the weekends. Shoving aside the sheets and comforter with one hand,
he reached for the box of tissue he kept on his nightstand with the
other.

Damn it to hell.

The box was empty. Muttering curses under his
breath, he got up and ghosted across the hall to the bathroom he
and his mother shared, emerging with a wad of toilet paper.
Flopping back down on his bed, he shoved down the flannel shorts he
had worn to bed, freeing his cock, which sprang upwards with
mindless enthusiasm.

His sigh as he wrapped his hand around his shaft
was practically one of relief. It throbbed pleasantly in his hand,
and he closed his eyes.

For the last few weeks, he had been fantasizing
about Jennifer. Her skin, her hair, her laughing brown eyes, the
breasts she had allowed him to touch (but only through her
clothes), the smell of her as they had kissed on her couch last
weekend while her parents were in the kitchen…

He shook his head. No more. They were through.
He couldn’t trust her. And he wasn’t going to go out with a girl he
didn’t trust, regardless of whether he might get laid or not.
Locker room talk had hinted that Jennifer was an easy lay. And
maybe she was. But she was also a fucking blabbermouth who couldn’t
keep her mouth shut any better than she could keep her legs
closed.

He put her out his mind, focusing on his cock.
As he stroked, he fantasized about girls he knew, their forms
flitting in and out of his imagination like moths in firelight. As
his climax approached, he bit his lip. Why hadn’t he been able to
lure any of them into bed? It wasn’t as if he was a hunchback, or
something gross like that. Living with his mother guaranteed that
he was always clean, freshly-shaved, and decently dressed. His
mother didn’t tolerate slobs in her household.

And why the fuck was he thinking about his
mother while he was jacking off? He forced his mind away from
the perverted thought, his thumb sweeping around the tip of his
penis, spreading moisture around his glans, as he focused on a girl
he had known when he was a mere freshman. Lisa Blake, senior and
one of the leaders of the marching band, her large chest bouncing
as she stood in for Mr. Jones, her hands signaling the beat.

In his imagination, it was just him, and her
hands caught his, pulling them away from his trumpet, placing them
on her breasts, warm and heavy in his palms.

And then he erupted. Groaning, he capped his
dick with the wad of tissue, catching the jets of his seed as it
spewed from the tip of his phallus, his other hand coaxing every
last drop from his swollen, aching balls. His toes clenched in the
sheets at the foot of his bed, and his back arched upwards, seeking
the embrace of a pussy which was sadly absent.

Heaving a deep breath, and then another, he
slowly came back to himself. Damn. That was a good one. The
wad of tissue clutched in his hand was rather nastily damp and
heavy. Folding it so he could find a dry spot, he wiped off the
damp head of his prick, then down and around his softening shaft. A
lift of his hips and quick jerk brought his shorts back up and over
his groin, and a flick of his wrist sent the wad of tissue into the
wastebasket which sat unobtrusively in one corner of his bedroom.
His heartbeat gradually slowed, and he took a deep sigh. I
wonder what it will feel like when I finally find a woman who wants
me?

He drifted off into a doze, never realizing that
his mother was standing by the cracked door to his bedroom, her
loins on fire as she watched her handsome young son sink into
sleep.






*****

Joan didn’t really mean to catch her son
masturbating. It was his fault, really.

He should have closed the door, she told
herself, as she stole back down the hall, drifting on soundless
feet. She knew, with motherly instinct, that something had
infuriated her son the night before. So it had seemed only natural
that she prepare a big breakfast for the two of them to take his
mind off things. She wasn’t anyone’s idea of a gourmet cook. But
even she could make up a batch of pancakes and bacon. Usually she
slept late on the weekends, relaxing after a long week running her
business. But she had woken up feeling restless, so cooking for the
two of them had seemed like a good way to relax and get her head on
straight.

She had heard Jerry moving around earlier,
before she climbed out of bed. But she had not been prepared for
the sight of her son, naked on top of his covers, stroking a truly
impressive erection. Her hand, which had been raised to tap on the
door, had fallen limply to her side.

It’s like being in a porno. A good one.

For the past several years, Joan had fed her
sexual hunger by watching erotica on several adult-themed websites.
But she had grown tired of brooding, tattooed men, wannabe bad-boys
whose only claim to fame was the size of their dicks. As time went
on, she had found herself gravitating towards movies about younger
men who found themselves under the thrall of older women. First it
was the teenager who fell under the spell of the sexy MILF next
door. And then, to her secret shame, it was movies about taboo
relationships. Aunts and nephews, cousins, and finally, and most
disturbingly arousing, mothers and sons. On nights when Jerry was
out of the house, she had spent many hours pleasuring herself while
sexy mothers seduced their innocent sons on the screen of her
laptop. The orgasms had been incredible as she played out her dirty
fantasies in her mind, her fingers dancing over her swollen clit,
far better than anything that Trent had ever been able to
provide.

Stop it, she thought as she entered the
kitchen. Pulling a mixing bowl down from the shelf, she saw that
her hands were shaking. Taking the orange juice out of the fridge,
she poured herself a cup, trying to ignore the way the bottle
chattered on the rim of her glass. Her throat was dry as a desert,
and she swallowed thirstily. Those movies are fantasy. This is
reality.

Oh, but reality is sweet. She squeezed
her thighs together, savoring the pleasant ache in her core. For
years, she had listened as the girls around the office told stories
about their boyfriends, lovers, and husbands. Most of the employees
of Joan’s Jets were women, and weren’t shy about sharing their
secrets. The younger women bragged about their hot young
boyfriends, while the older women sighed about how their sex drives
were increasing at the same time their husbands began to lose the
ability to satisfy them.

For Joan, her sex life had been a lost cause for
years. Trent had been adequate as a lover, but they had divorced
more than a decade ago. And then she had been working her tail off,
trying to build up her company, which left her almost no time for a
boyfriend. By the time she got on her feet financially, she was
over thirty, and the pool of available men had begun to shrink.
On-and-off dating over the past few years had fallen flat. There
had not been one single man who she wanted to spend more than a few
weeks with, let alone the rest of her life. And she wanted a guy
who would be able to sexually satisfy her. Men her age were
reaching the point where it was a physical effort to screw more
than once in an evening. But for her, one orgasm was just a
warm-up. She wanted a guy who could go over and over again.

I bet Jerry could. Barely eighteen? I
remember the way the boys in high school were. They would cum and
their dicks would still stay hard. And I would ride their sweet
cocks and cum and cum and cum, until they blew inside me again.

She closed he eyes, reliving those wonderful
days, remembering the wonderful sensations of sex.

A pair of arms came around her waist, and she
started violently as Jerry gave her a hug. “Morning, Mom.”

“Morning, sweetheart.” Somehow she kept the
quaver out of her voice, though it took an almost physical effort
to keep herself from taking his hands and placing them on her
breasts, or pushing her ass back against his groin and rubbing it
on his crotch. “I was going to make a big breakfast. How’s that
sound?”

“Sounds great. I’m starving.” She felt a pang of
disappointment as he released her. “Pancakes?”

“And bacon. And toast.” She began to pour mix
into the bowl. “Set the table, will you?”

“Sure.”






“So,” she asked carefully, later that morning,
after she had driven Jerry to the high school to pick up his car.
“Do you want to tell me what got you so pissed off last night that
you decided that walking home from the high school in the pouring
rain was a good idea? Or were you just looking to catch
pneumonia?”

Her son sighed, looking up at the ceiling.
Outside, wind rattled against the side of the house. The weather
was still gloomy. The rain had stopped, but low, scudding clouds
covered the sky, and a raw wind swept through the trees. By
tomorrow or Monday, they would be nearly leafless as the long
Chicago winter bore down on them.

“I don’t know if I want to talk about it,” he
said at last.

“If you don’t, that’s okay,” she replied. “But
sometimes it helps to talk about it. I know there were things I
thought were these big, life-changing things when I was your age,
but no one else really cared.”

“I don’t know if anyone really cares,” he
muttered. “But they thought it was pretty damn funny anyway.”

She kept quiet, waiting.

“Mom,” he said at last, meeting her eyes. In his
face, there was such a look of hopeless despair that she half-rose
from the couch. “If you were my age, and, you know, we weren’t
related and stuff, would you want to go out with me?”

She blinked. Whatever she had expected, it
certainly wasn’t this naked plea for validation. “What happened,
sweetheart?”

He shook his head, picking at a loose thread on
his jeans. “You know I’ve been going out with Jennifer for a
while.”

“Yes?”

“Well, last night was going to be the big night.
You know. When we…did it. Went all the way. I had it all planned
out. A hotel room and flowers and everything.” He snorted. “I even
stocked the room with condoms and lube.”

“A hotel room? Were you planning on spending the
night? You should have told me, Jerry. I would have been worried if
you hadn’t come home.”

“Oh.” Obviously, that potential snag hadn’t even
occurred to her son, and she hid a smile. Teenagers could be so
self-centered sometimes, blind to anything but their own
problems.

“So what happened?”

“Well, I told Jennifer that I was a virgin. And
then she blabbed it to all of her friends. So by the time the game
was over and we showed up for the dance, half the damn school knew
what I had planned for the night. As soon as we walked in the door,
they started laughing at me.” A fist balled on his thigh. “She made
me into a damn joke.”

“So you left and walked home in the rain.” She
smiled sadly. “Not very mature, Jerry.”

He shrugged. “The way I felt, the only
alternative was getting in a fistfight with half of the junior
class. I don’t think you’d be happy if I got suspended from
school.”

“No,” she said crisply. “I wouldn’t. I’m not
going to let you screw up your life the same way I did.”

Her son cocked his head to one side. “We’ve done
all right. Haven’t we?”

“Yeah. We have. And it took years of me busting
my ass to get us there. I want you to get into a good school and
get a college degree and get a job that doesn’t involve brooms and
mops and toxic chemicals.”

“Yeah, yeah.” He frowned at her. “You know, you
never actually answered my question.”

She took a breath, and released it, swallowing
her rejoinder. Her son was smart enough to know when she was
humoring him.

Instead, she looked at him. Really looked. For
the first time in her life, she took in Jerry, not as her only son,
but the way a woman would look at a man.

And what she saw made the warmth in her pussy,
fading following breakfast, return with redoubled force.

“I would,” she said. Her voice caught, and she
cleared her throat, hoping her blush wouldn’t show too much.
“You’re a handsome young man, Jeremiah. You could be a little
taller, sure. And you’re a bit skinny for my taste. But I bet you
fill out in a couple of years. But you’ve got the best eyes and the
cutest little dimple in your chin. And I’ve always been a sucker
for a man with a good pair of legs. And I know that you don’t have
a gut on you.”

To say nothing of your ass. Or your cock.

“Well, that’s good to hear.” Her son sank back
in the chair in mock-relief. His voice, when he spoke, was
deliberately light, the way he sounded when he tried to make a joke
out of something that he was absolutely serious about. “I thought I
might be destined for a life as a virgin.”

Somehow, she made her voice match his. “Oh,
don’t worry about it, kiddo. Virginity is a very…curable condition.
All you need to do is find the right woman.”

“I haven’t so far,” he growled.

She closed her eyes briefly. When he had that
expression, he reminded her of Trent. And in a good way. They had
been so horny for each other, before they realized that red-hot sex
was a pretty poor foundation for a relationship.

But Jerry is different. I raised him
myself.

God, what was wrong with her? When he sounded
like that, she wanted to fall to her knees, unzip his pants, and
suck on his dick until he was nice and hard, then spread her legs
for him. That would definitely make him feel better.

“Well,” she said, disguising the direction her
perverted thoughts were heading, “how many girls have you gone out
with?”

He counted on his fingers. “Four.”

Her smile widened. “That’s not much to draw
conclusions from. How about you wait a while longer until you
decide that you’re completely hideous and no self-respecting woman
will have anything to do with you?

“Now shoo!” She waved her hands at him. “Don’t
you have homework to do?”

“Oh, come on, Mom,” he protested. “It’s Saturday
morning. And it’s a long weekend, what with Veteran’s Day coming up
on Monday. Can’t you let me enjoy it?”

“Nope. If you get it done now, you won’t be
worrying about it all weekend, and you can enjoy yourself.” She
stood up. “As for me, I’m going to stick the dishes in the washer
and get the laundry done. You have anything you need me to do?”

Jerry stood up as well. “I’m sure I do. I’ll
take my hamper down to the laundry room for you.”

She hugged him hard, enjoying the feel of his
athletic young body, then looked up into his eyes, grasping his
biceps so he couldn’t escape. They flexed lightly under her touch,
and she tried not to let her hold turn into a caress. “Listen to
me, Jeremiah Malcolm Douglass. You’re an attractive young man. And
some woman is going to drag you into bed sometime soon. But more
importantly,” she plowed on, stopping whatever flippant remark he
was about to make, her voice serious, “you’re a good man.
Don’t ever let that change.”

“All right.” He bent and kissed her cheek. “I
won’t.”

“Good.”






*****

After his conversation with his mother, Jerry
felt much better.

She had been right, as she usually was. Not that
he wanted to stay a virgin, obviously. If a gorgeous woman
magically appeared in his bedroom and demanded he make love to her,
well, he wasn’t going to say no. But her assurances had at least
taken the edge off his anxiety.

Of course, he mused, opening up his chemistry
textbook and turning on his laptop, it would have been easier if
his own mother wasn’t so darn attractive as well. Joan Douglass
bore more than a passing resemblance to the 80s-era rocker she had
named her cleaning company after. Medium height, with slightly wavy
coal-black hair that she wore down to her shoulders, her body was
fit and trim, with legs that were clad in a pair of skin-tight blue
jeans that left no questions about her slim hips. Above, her belly
was flat, and her breasts pushed against an expensive white
cashmere sweater, looking warm and lovely. Her face wasn’t
traditionally beautiful. It didn’t have the sculpted elegance of a
supermodel. There was too much character in it for that. But her
eyes sparkled with intelligence and an off-kilter sense of humor he
had known his entire life.

He shifted in his chair. When she had hugged
him, the firm curves of her torso pressing into his chest, his cock
had stiffened, and he had been very careful not to let that fact be
discovered. Telling her about his disastrous date and his virginity
had been bad enough. To have her feel his boner would be
catastrophic. He didn’t want her to think he was a fucking perv,
getting it up for his own mother.

Chemistry was tough, and not one of his favorite
subjects, and soon his mind was concentrated on his schoolwork. Let
his father blather on about how he didn’t need a college degree,
and how it was a waste of four years. Jerry wasn’t going to live
his life that way. Sure, the old man made decent money working on a
road crew for the state. But he had also seen how a downturn in how
the state spent its money could also mean weeks of inactivity for
him, his savings trickling away.

He finished chemistry, saving his work
carefully, and opened up the paper he was working on for his world
history class. It was due at the end of the next week, and he
wanted to have it completed before the long weekend was over.
Luckily, the football game the night before had been the last of
the season. The team wasn’t going to qualify for the regional
playoffs, and he wouldn’t have to dedicate ten or fifteen hours a
week to practice, lifting, and film study. He grimaced as he
started to type on his laptop. Football had been good for his body.
It had encouraged him to get in better shape, and he had managed to
avoid the injuries his mother feared. But he was actually glad he
wasn’t more talented. He had seen how beat up some of the running
backs or linebackers were after a game, barely able to walk for all
the bruises.

He was about halfway done with his paper when a
yell and a thump emerged from the laundry room. His head jerked up.
“Mom, are you all right?” he called.

A long silence. Then, “No. Dammit.”

“Do you need help?” he asked, getting up.

An irritated sigh. “Yes. Can you come down
here?”

When he entered the laundry room, which is what
they called the small room where the washer and dryer were, and
where they stored their coats and winter boots, he found his mother
sitting on the tile floor, one leg stretched in front of her, and
an immensely aggravated look on her face. Wet clothes were
scattered around her, and the half-filled laundry hamper was shoved
to the side.

“What happened?”

His mother heaved a frustrated breath. “I
dropped some clothes on the floor when I was moving them from the
washer to the drier. Then, when I tried to pick them up, I slipped
and twisted my ankle.” She pointed at her leg. “It hurts like hell.
Can you take a look?”

“Sure.” He knelt down beside her. “I should take
your shoe off.”

“Go ahead.”

Carefully, he unlaced the shoe and eased it off
her ankle. His mother hissed between her teeth as the foot came
into view. He probed the joint with his fingers, but his medical
skills were practically negligible. “How does that feel?”

“It hurts.” Her face was tight. She flexed her
foot, wincing. “I should get these pants off. If my ankle swells
up, I won’t be able to take them off. You’d have to cut them off my
leg, and I’ll be damned if I’m ruining a good pair of jeans for no
reason.”

“Okay.” He moved across the tile floor. “Can you
walk?” he asked, putting his shoulder under her arm and helping her
to her feet.

“Yes.” Then, “Shit! No!” Her weight came hard
against his right side as her left ankle refused to take her
weight, sending him into a stumble that was only arrested when an
outflung arm braced him against the far wall.

“Okay,” Jerry said. “We’re going to have to be
careful.” He bent slightly, allowing her to put more of her weight
on the arm around his shoulder. His right arm curled around her
waist, supporting her. “Don’t try to walk. Just kind of…hop…on your
right leg.”

Awkwardly, like some shambling monster with way
too many limbs, they made their way down the hall and around the
corner. “Here?” Jerry asked as they entered the family room.

His mother shook her head, strands of black hair
stuck to her cheeks, which were sallow and damp. “My bedroom.”

She snickered as they lumbered down the hall.
“Reminds me of that three-legged race at the company party a few
years back.”

Despite himself, Jerry laughed. Joan’s Jets held
a family picnic every year. Joan loved it, since it gave her a
chance to get to know her employees’ families. It was usually held
in one of the local parks, and there were games for the adults and
bouncy houses for the kids. His mother usually tried to drag him
along, and he didn’t mind, since it gave him a chance to flirt with
the younger women his mother employed. Usually they just shook
their heads and told him how cute he was.

Three years ago, there had been a three-legged
race. He and his mother had grown hopelessly tangled up at the
start. Unable to coordinate themselves, they had fallen into a
thrashing heap less than ten yards from the starting line. And
every time they had gotten up, he had tried to make up for lost
time, his longer legs jerking his mother off balance time and time
again. The spectators had laughed themselves sick as the owner of
the company had emerged from the race with dirty, rumpled clothes,
a welling scratch on one arm, and eyes snapping fury at her lanky,
long-limbed son.

“Here we go.” Much less awkward now that he had
grown into his body a bit, he eased Joan onto the bed, then took
off her spare shoe. “Here.” He tossed her the bathrobe which hung
on a hook on the back of her door. “Take your jeans off and cover
up. I’ll get some ice for your ankle.”

But when he returned, with a sealed plastic bag
full of crushed ice, it was to find her still fully dressed.
“What’s the matter?”

She scowled at him. “I can’t get these damn
things off without bending my ankle. And that hurts like hell.” She
waved her uninjured leg at him. “Come on, help me out.”

“Mom. Come on. I’m not taking your pants
off.”

“What? I need your help, Jeremiah. Or are you
going to leave me in here all day?”

“If your ankle is hurt that bad, maybe I should
take you to the emergency room.”

Her lip curled. “Your great-grandfather once
held off a squad of Nazis with only a bolt-action rifle and an
entrenching tool. I’m not going to go to the ER for a sprain. Now
help me get these jeans off.”

“Fine.” With ill-grace, he stalked around to the
foot of the bed while his mother popped the button on her waistband
and braced her elbows on the mattress, helping raise her rear.
“It’s your own darn fault for wearing such tight jeans,” he
grumbled, taking the cuffs in his hands and tugging them off her
legs.

“True.” Joan sank back on the bed. “But how else
would I show off this awesome ass?” Grinning saucily at him, she
rolled over on her stomach, and slapped one of her cheeks
playfully. The sound of the sharp spank echoed through the
room.

Jerry found himself blushing, red blood turning
his skin darker. “Jesus, Mom!”

“Oh, don’t be such a prude.” Joan rolled back
over, which was even worse, since he now was confronted by her
sky-blue panties. Cut high on her hips, they emphasized her strong,
slim legs. A furtive glance showed him the faint outline of her
lips, pressing against the cotton cloth. “Here.” She wiggled her
toes. Let’s have the ice.”

With a sigh of relief, he placed the ice on her
ankle. “And get me a towel, too, if you don’t mind,” she ordered.
“These things always end up leaking. I don’t want to sleep on a wet
mattress tonight.”

“Anything else, your majesty?” He ducked into
the doorway to get a bath towel, which he folded up and placed
under her ankle.

“Don’t get smart.”

His lips twitched. “Too late.”

“Right,” she drawled. “Well,” she sighed. “Since
I’m laid up, could you clean up that mess I left in the laundry
room?”






*****

The worst performance of my life. And he
bought it.

Joan sighed as Jerry hurried out the door,
doubtless relieved to be out of the reach of his half-naked
mother.

It was far cry from when she had played Maggie
in Cat On a Hot Tin Roof in high school. Oh, the fall had
been real enough. When she dropped the wet clothes on the floor and
turned, a washcloth had been lying in wait for her like a snake,
and her feet had gone skidding out from under her like a cartoon
character. A foot or so to one side, and she would have caught her
skull a nasty crack on the washer.

But a sore bottom and wounded pride were all the
damage that had been done. If she wanted to, she could have gotten
right back up and gone back to her chores. Instead, driven by
God-knows-what impulse inside her, she had played the helpless
victim. And Jerry hadn’t disappointed. His obvious concern for her
shone through as he helped her to her bedroom.

Which only made her teasing of him hotter.
Liquid heat had pooled between her legs as he eased her jeans off,
and she wished with all her heart that she dared to go further.

A virgin! Her son! Deep inside, she knew it was
wrong. That she shouldn’t even be contemplating the thoughts that
were now swarming through her mind. But once the genie of
imagination had escaped the bottle, there was no going back. The
desires and secret fantasies she had harbored, about having a hot
young stud to serve her sexually, were now given new life in the
form of her handsome young son.

What would he be like? Shy and timid? Awkward
and clumsy? Or a gentle, passionate lover, one who only had to be
taught and guided until he reached the full measure of his
abilities?

She groaned, biting her lip, and let a hand
steal down across her stomach, drifting under the waistband of her
panties. Her lips were hot and slick, and she gasped as her probing
finger found the erect nub of her clit. Just a little
rub…

Footsteps sounded form the hall, and she jerked
her fingers away from her cleft, blushing guiltily.

Jerry entered the room. “Well, the clothes are
in the dryer,” he said. “And I put another load in. Is there
anything you need in here?”

Your cock, she was tempted to say, but
instead she wrinkled her brow, as if in deep thought.

“Something to drink, maybe?” she asked. “Like
tea, or ice water?” She waved a hand by her face. “It’s really warm
in here.”






The afternoon passed slowly.

In her room, confined by her own cleverness,
Joan whiled away the hours, reading while the television yapped
quietly to itself, tuned to a nature channel. A series of ice-bags
slowly turned into water and were replaced, until she finally put
her foot down told her son that any more and she would catch
hypothermia. Luckily, he seemed to accept her weak excuse that her
ankle might not be swelling because they had taken care of it so
fast.

Jerry kept her company, sitting in a chair and
talking to her, occasionally working on his homework on his laptop,
and even bringing her a late lunch on a tray from the kitchen. The
fact that it wasn’t much more than grilled cheese sandwiches and
cut-up fruit and vegetables didn’t take away her gratitude.

“Thanks, sweetie,” she said, putting aside her
empty milk glass. She wiped her lips with her napkin. “That hit the
spot.”

“You’re welcome.” He stacked their dirty dishes
neatly on the tray.

“But you need to learn to cook a little bit
sometime soon.” Her throat caught as she realized that in less than
a year, Jerry would be away at college, and she would be alone.
“I’ll be happy to teach you some of the basics.”

He looked at her, amusement plain in his eyes.
“I’ll be in a dorm, Mom. I’m pretty sure they serve meals
there.”

“You won’t live in the dorms for the rest of
your life, Jerry. Do you want to live on ramen noodles and grilled
cheese until you get married? Besides, all knowledge is worth
having. And girls like a man who can cook them a romantic meal
every once in a while.”

“Maybe.” Her son looked unconvinced, and avoided
looking directly at her, even though he had badgered her into
putting on a pair of loose shorts.

“Christ, this is uncomfortable.” She squirmed
irritably. The headboard of the bed seemed to be drilling a hole
into the back of her skull, even through the pair of pillows which
propped her up. And the straps of her bra were digging into her
skin. “Oh, to hell with it.” With a practiced move, she slid her
hands behind her back and popped the hooks of her bra. In seconds,
it was hanging loose, and she snaked the constrictive garment out
from under her sweater.

“Oh, that feels good,” she sighed. Unthinkingly,
she rubbed the undersides of her breasts, where the bra-cups had
worn a groove into her flesh.

“What?” she demanded as she caught Jerry’s
uncomfortable glance. “Try wearing one of those things for fifteen
or sixteen hours a day, and see how you like it.”

“It’s not that,” he muttered. Then she saw the
direction of his look, and understood. Well, crap. Her
cashmere sweater was loosely knit, designed to keep the wearer cool
on warm days or indoors. As a result, peeks of her skin could be
seen through the tiny gaps in the weave. And her nipples, erect
after an afternoon in her son’s presence, were obviously – indeed,
one might say spectacularly – visible, poking up like erasers on
the tip of a pencil.

“Do they make you uncomfortable?” she asked
quietly.

“What? No!” But he still wouldn’t look at her
for more than a second at a time.

“Jerry.” She made her voice firm. “Jerry, look
at me.”

Her son’s face was beet-red as he met her gaze.
“What’s the matter, honey? I know you’ve seen me like this before.
What’s changed?”

He sighed. “Oh, I don’t know.” His jaw clenched.
“Last night, I guess. I’d been looking forward to it for weeks. And
then the rug was pulled out from under me, you know?”

“They’re just boobs, Jerry.” Her voice was
tinged with exasperation. “All women have them.”

“Sure. For you they’re just boobs.” His dark
eyes gleamed with black humor. “But for guys, they’re the path to
the promised land.”

Sudden understanding lit her mind. “And you’ve
never seen one, have you?”

He twitched back, stung. “Of course I have!”

“Magazines and porno movies don’t count, Jerry.
Or the internet.” She fixed him with a stern gaze. “Tell me the
truth. Have you ever seen a bare tit in the flesh?” She smiled to
take the sting out of her words.

“Well…” he squirmed as she eyed him. “No.”

“Would you like to?”

He gaped at her. “What?”

One corner of her mouth curled in a smile. And
below, inside the shorts her son had insisted she put on, the pulse
pounded at the junction of her thighs. “I’m sure you could hear
me.

“Would you like to see what a breast looks
like?”

Not waiting for him to answer, she pulled up the
hem of her sweater. As her breasts sprang free, released from their
confining prison, she let loose a sigh. She had always loved this
moment, the moment when she chose to share the sight of her body
with a man.

Unfortunately, the man in question had scrambled
to his feet, his eyes wide. “Mom, what are you doing?”

“What does it look like? I’m showing you what
you want to see.” She let a hint of steel enter her voice, the same
way she did when she had to deal with an under-performing employee.
“Come over here.”

Unwillingly, he did, sitting in the chair by her
bedside, though his face was flaming red.

“There? See? That’s not so bad, is it?”

He shook his head.

“So?” She let her voice take on a teasing tone.
“Do you like them?”

He started to speak, had to stop to clear his
throat, and finally managed to get out a strangled “Yes.”

“Good.” She reached out, taking his hand, but
her movements were constrained by her sweater, which had bunched up
around her neck. “Drat this thing.” She reached up over her head,
pulling it off, sighing with relief as the cool air of the bedroom
hit her overheated skin.

“Now,” she instructed, taking his hand again.
“Feel it.” Unresisting, she led his hand to her left breast.

She closed her eyes as her son’s fingers settled
around her tit. Tingles raced up and down her body. Instinctively,
he cupped her mound, and then she shivered as his fingers slowly
stroked her skin. “Oh, Jerry. That feels so good,” she
murmured.

His hand stilled. “Does it?”

“Yes.” She covered his hand with hers,
encouraging him to resume his wonderful actions. “It feels very
good. Some girls,” she sighed, “don’t like to have their boobies
played with. But I love it. They’re so sensitive. A man who is good
with his tongue can make me cum just by sucking on my nips.”

“Oh.” She opened her eyes. Jerry looked faintly
daunted by that revelation. “Really?”

“Yes.” God, her pussy was on fire! It had been
ages since someone had touched her so gently, rather than pawing at
her like a dog. Every heartbeat sent another pulse of liquid warmth
between her legs, and she shifted languidly on the bed, her thighs
opening invitingly. “Why don’t you lay down here beside me?” she
asked, patting the blankets invitingly. “I bet you’d be more
comfortable.”

Slowly, as if he were in a dream, he got out of
the chair, walked around the bed, and lay down.

On the bed beside her, he raised his hand, then
let it fall guiltily back to his side. “You want to touch them some
more?” she asked, a smile curving her lips. “It’s okay.” She took
her hand on his, laying it on her chest, and let her voice deepen a
fraction. “I like the way you touch me, Jeremiah.” Her voice
caressed his name as his hand did the same to her breast. A thumb
tickled the edge of her areola, and it was all she could do to keep
from screaming in frustrated lust. She let her eyes travel down the
length of his body, pausing for long moments at his groin. “Jerry,
do you have an erection right now?”

He avoided her glance. “Yes.”

“That’s all right.” She kept her tone light and
easy, despite the desire that was setting her body ablaze. Just
a few more steps. “It certainly can’t be comfortable, having a
hard-on, and wearing those shorts. Why don’t you take them off?
After all,” she grinned. “I’ve shown you mine.”

Her son’s jaw set. “There’s a difference between
your boobs and my penis, Mom. No.”

She widened her eyes disbelievingly. “There is?
Who would have thought?” she said sarcastically. “But if that’s the
problem…” She reached down, pushing off her shorts and kicking them
off her feet in one fluid motion. Her panties followed, and
suddenly she was completely bare from head to toe, her wet lips and
the closely-trimmed, dark-furred rise of her pubic mound open to
her son’s disbelieving gaze.

“Oh, that’s so much better,” she moaned. Almost
of its own will, one hand fell between her thighs, rubbing the
swollen nub of her clit. “So good.”

“Mom! Stop it!”

She cracked open an eyelid, though her fingers
didn’t stop their slow, steady strum between her lips. “Why?”

“Because…” He stuttered to a halt.

“And it feels so good,” she sighed. “I could
make you feel good, too,” she suggested, laying her free hand on
his shirt. “If you took all these silly clothes off. I bet you’ve
got an absolutely gorgeous cock,” she went on. “And it’s
hard and achy right now, leaking pre-cum, all big and throbby.

“Let Mommy,” she said, her voice pitching
higher, “make it all better.”






Jerry didn’t know what to do. As he lay beside
his naked mother, his guts churned with a combination of fear and
arousal, and his cock was an aching bar inside his shorts.

Something strange was happening to his mother.
Joan had never been a prude, always ranting on about the evils of
sex, but this was something completely out of character. It was as
if a switch had been thrown, and someone who looked like his
mother, but who was obviously not, had taken over her body, and he
was on a strange path, without a guide to tell him which way to
go.

But touching her felt so good. And the responses
she gave to his tentative caresses made him swell with pride.

And swell in other areas, as well, if he had to
tell the truth. The sight of his mother’s naked body had his own
libido raging. Even though he knew it was wrong, a very large part
of him, unencumbered by useless things like ethics, morality, or a
conscience, wanted to rip his shorts off, roll on top of her, and
find release in the depths of her body.

But as her hand wandered down from his chest to
his crotch, finally resting lightly on the bulge in his shorts, he
knew there was no going back. A line had been crossed. He had been
unaware of its existence, but it now lay far behind him.

“Mom.” It was little more than a murmur.

She kissed his cheek. Her lips were cool and
soft. “Yes, baby?”

“I want…”

“Yes?”

“I want you.”

“God, yes.” Her fingers undid the snap of his
shorts. As the button was finally freed, she slid her hand inside,
and he groaned as it wrapped around his cock. “Oh, lovely,” she
sighed. She kissed him again, her lips tracing the line of his jaw,
and he turned his head. And then suddenly they were kissing,
kissing passionately, their tongues tangling frantically. He
groaned into her mouth, his arm clutching her hard around her
shoulders, pulling her close, until her bare breasts were pressed
against his chest. She wriggled, and then she was on top of him,
her knees on either side of his thighs, and she was tugging down
his shorts, such a wild look in her eyes that he knew that any
attempt to stop her would be hopeless and futile.

“There.” Her eyes gleamed as his cock sprang
free, and she threw his clothes into the corner of the room, not
even tracking their flight with her eyes. “Oh, God, you’re lovely,
Jerry.” She bent her head, her lips dotting kisses up and down the
straining length of his phallus, then licked all around his shaft,
her tongue lapping up his pre-cum like a little girl with an
ice-cream cone. His breath was hard and fast in his chest, the feel
of her tongue on his cock almost painful in its incredible
pleasure.

“Mom,” he panted. “Stop. Please.”

“Mmmm?” She looked up at him, a lazy smile on
her lips. “Do you really want me to stop?”

“Yes,” he grated out between clenched teeth.
“Because if you don’t, I’m going to cum all over your face.”

“Oh, my.” She sat up, releasing his organ,
though one hand still cupped his balls, her fingertips idly
stroking the skin of his scrotum. “That sounds…kinky.”

He blinked up at her through the haze of desire.
“Mom, what’s going on?”

“Hmmm?” She smiled down at him fondly. “What’s
going on? I’m giving you what you want. And you’re giving me what I
need. A virile young body and strong arms and a hard cock to fill
up my hungry pussy.” She pulled on the hem of his t-shirt. “Take
that off. Yes, very nice,” she continued as his chest came into
view. Her palms pressed flat against his belly, then ran up to his
pecs. “God, you make me so horny.

“Please. My breasts,” she whispered into his
ear, making him shiver as she leaned down. “Touch them. Kiss them.
Oh, yesss,” she hissed as he cupped the warm, firm mounds, his
mouth kissing the swelling curves. With a sense of disbelief, he
licked her areola, then, at her urging, took the pouting point of
her nipple into his mouth, licking and sucking it as she writhed
about him, voicing half-heard instructions.

She was half-crouching, half-laying on top of
him, warm skin against warm skin, and with a start, he realized
that the hot, wet sensation on his cock wasn’t the remnants of her
kisses, but the touch of an entirely different set of lips. “Is
that….”

“Yes.” His mother kissed him firmly, rubbing
against him. He closed his eyes, disbelieving, at the feel of her
hot wet lips on the sensitive flesh of his shaft. “That’s what a
pussy feels like, Jerry. My pussy. On my son’s cock.

“I’ve dreamed about this, you know,’ she
whispered into his ear. “Not you. But a strong young man who could
give me what I’ve been missing for years.

“And God,” she groaned. “A virgin. That’s
so…naughty.” She lowered her body, until they were touching from
head to toe. As she kissed him, he could feel the lips of her pussy
rubbing hungrily on his cock, until his entire shaft was coated
with her wetness. On every stroke she paused, her entrance poised
tantalizingly over the head of his penis, then moved again, her
hips dancing along his aching rod. “A fantasy. Taking the innocence
away. And now it’s my own son.” She closed her eyes, and he cupped
her breasts in his hands, marveling in their wonderful heft,
kissing them with long, slow licks of his tongue, then licking and
sucking on her erect nipples. She fisted her hands in his hair as
he drew on them, his tongue swirling around the wonderfully erect
buds.

I did that! The thought was intoxicating.
To know that his sexy mother was actually roused by him, to the
point where she was rubbing her pussy on his cock, only a
hairsbreadth from allowing him into her body, wasincredible. He had
always known his mother was attractive, in a vague, disinterested
fashion, the same way he knew about Jewish holidays – true, sure,
but not anything he had ever expected to have an effect on his
life.

But now that reality had come home with a
vengeance. As Joan slid up his body, her breasts brushing his
chest, her mouth devouring his, it was all he could do to keep his
cock under control and not blow his was all over her stomach.

“Mom,” he said, gripping her buttocks tightly,
forcing her to stop. “You need to slow down.”

“Oh?” She stilled, mostly, but her groin kept up
its delightful teasing, her slick lips on the head of his prick.
One push, he knew, and he would be inside her.

“Yeah.” He swallowed, his muscles bunching as he
fought for control. “I want to be inside you. So…” he stammered to
a halt. “So if this is a game, you better stop now.”

His mother slid off him, and for one splintered
instant, his heart was clutched in agonized disappointment.

“It’s not a game, Jeremiah.” Joan lay on her
back, stretching her arms above her head. The motion made her
breasts stand straight up from her chest, her perky pink nipples
cheerfully erect and glistening with his saliva. Her legs spread
invitingly, and as he watched, wide-eyed, one hand slipped down,
ring and index finger parting her pussy-lips, while her middle
finger plunged slowly inside her, then emerged to stroke the
glistening bud of her clit.

“I want you,” she whispered. “I didn’t really
know it until today. But I want you so bad.

“But I won’t force you, either.” He watched as
she swallowed. “For me to be on top, that takes your choice away.
And,” her eyes twinkled, “for a man’s first time, he should be on
top, don’t you think? My big, strong man.”

With a sense of disbelief, he moved so he was
braced on his elbows, his groin inside the angle of his mother’s
thighs. His cock was pointed straight at her cleft, bouncing in
time with his heartbeat.

“Mom,” he whispered. “Are you sure?”

“Give it to me,” she replied.” She put her hands
on his cheeks, drawing him don for a long, hot kiss. “Give me your
virginity.”

With a sense of inevitability, he sank down, one
hand guiding the head of his cock. As it touched his mother’s pussy
lips, she gave a breathy moan. He stared at the spot where their
bodies touched. His cock-head was red and slick with pre-cum,
almost visibly throbbing. And his mother’s nether-lips were
unfurled like the petals of the world’s sexiest flower, allowing
him a glimpse of her sheath.

“Now.” The word was more than a whisper, but
less than a groan. “Now, baby. I can’t stand it. Please. Stop
teasing me and fuck me!”

She really does want me. Even now, when
so much had changed, the thought was a shock. Closing his eyes, his
slowly pushed forward, and gasped in surprised pleasure as the
feeling of his mother’s pussy slowly enveloped his shaft.
Everything he had ever heard or imagined hadn’t prepared him for
the exquisite sensation as he sank deep inside her, the slick walls
of her canal enfolding his cock in her loving embrace.

When he couldn’t go any deeper, he opened his
eyes, to find his mother smiling up at him. “Wow,” he said.

Her smile deepened. “Feel good?”

He shook his head. “Mom, you can’t even
imagine.”

“Oh, I don’t know about that.” Slowly, her legs
stretched and bent, until her heels were resting on the small of
his back. Wondering, he ran a hand up the silky skin of her thigh,
while she rubbed the inside of her leg on his flanks. “You feel
really good inside me, baby. Hot and hard. And you fill me up just
right. I thought you would.’ She reached down between their bodies,
and he flinched as she cradled his balls in her hand. “Oh, relax,”
she smiled. “I’m not going to hurt you. Especially when your balls
are big and heavy with cum for Mommy.” She let them rest in her
palm, seemingly testing their weight. “You want this, don’t you
Jerry? Want to fuck your Mommy. Not just Joan, but Mommy.”

Caught under her spell, he nodded his head. At
the moment, the tiny part of him that could still think, he
probably would have agreed if she asked him if she could cut his
pecker off when they were done. “Yes. I want to fuck my Mommy.”

“What do you like about fucking Mommy?”

In response, he lowered his head and kissed her
breasts. “I love your tits.” Slowly, he pulled out of her, and
then, just as slowly, pushed back in. He was hovering on the edge
of a knife. Any faster, and he would finish. And the thought of
doing that, too quickly, was unbearable. “And your legs,” he added,
running a hand up one thigh. “They’re incredible. And the way you
kiss. No one kisses the way you do.”

“Thank you, baby,” she whispered. Jerry was
surprised to see a hint of moisture in her eyes. “It’s been…a very
long time… since someone said something like that to me.” Her hands
reached down, clasping him about the hips. “Can you…fuck me a
little faster, sweetie? I’m so wet, and I want to cum.”

“I won’t last very long,” he warned her.

“You won’t have to.” Her hips rose, her groin
grinding into his shaft as he began to speed his strokes. “Jesus,
that’s just right. Your cock is right on my clit. Fuck, Jerry, your
cock is fucking perfect for me.”

As if their bodies had been waiting for this
instant, they fell into sync. On each downstroke, his mother’s hips
rose, meeting his cock as it plunged deep into her sopping
pussy.

“Oh,” Joan breathed. Her arms clutched him
around the shoulders, pulling him down. Below, where their groins
met, she writhed, moving back and forth so urgently that his cock
nearly slipped out of her cleft. Finally, he simply held still,
watching with wonder as her eyes closed, her lips parting happily.
“Oh. Oh!” Her legs slipped down, her heels hooking behind
his knees, and as she raised and lowered herself on his rod, their
eyes locked. “Jerry, baby, I’m…I’m…cumming,” she gasped, and
he felt it, felt the incredible ripple inside her body as
her inner muscles clenched and relaxed over and over again.

He held perfectly still as it went on and on,
until Joan finally sank back down. Her hands loosed their
death-grip around him, and she fell back limply onto the bed, her
arms spread wide, her black hair like a splash of ink on the white
pillows.

“Damn,” she breathed. “That’s the best orgasm
I’ve had in…” she shook her head. “Longer than I want to think
about.” She lifted a hand, tracing the line of his jaw. “You’re
grinning.”

“Am I?” His smile grew wider. “I’ve got no idea
why. Maybe it’s because I’m balls-deep in one the most gorgeous
women in Chicago.”

She shook her head at him. “Flatterer. I’m not
that good-looking.”

He kissed her. “Yes, you are.” Slowly, her body
warmed to him, and soon they were kissing frantically, and he began
to resume his strokes. “You know why?”

“Tell me.”

“Because you’re mine.” He ran a hand
possessively up her leg, to her chest, and cupped the warm mound of
her breast, his thumb toying with the erect nipple. “All mine.”

“My lovely boy,” she breathed. Inside, he felt a
squeezing sensation on his cock, and his eyes widened. “I want it,
baby. Are you close?” At his nod, she smiled wide. “Then give it to
me. I want to feel your hot cum.” Her hands gripped his ass, and
she pulled him roughly into her. “Come on, Jerry. Finish it. Cum
for Mommy!”

Her words inflamed him. With one hand, he
squeezed her breast. Sagging down, he curled the other around her
head, kissing her deeply as his hips rose and fell, pushing his
aching cock deep inside his horny mother. His balls drew up,
tightening, and with a tearing groan of release, he came inside
Joan, torrents of semen spurting from the tip of his cock in an
orgasm so exquisitely pleasurable that stars swirled in his vision.
His groin ground down, pushing his mother deep into the mattress,
so urgent was his need, trying to bury his virginity in her
incredible, life-giving pussy.

“Yes,” Joan said, pulling him into her embrace.
He could barely tell where his body ended and hers began “Yes!”






*****

“Second thoughts?”

After her son reached his orgasm, he rolled off
her. But Joan wasn’t sure whether that was from a noble impulse to
not squash her beneath his weight, or whether that, having rid
himself of the burden of his virginity, Jerry’s conscience was
catching up with him, pummeling him with guilt.

For herself, she knew she should be horrified at
her actions. Good God. If there were any lines she hadn’t crossed,
she couldn’t think of them. It was one thing for an older woman to
fantasize about having a sexy young lover. She knew she wasn’t
alone in that regard. Hell, just last week she had joined several
of the women in her office around a computer, as they brought up
pictures of hunky young movie stars or pop-singers, debating which
one was the easiest on the eyes or would be the best in bed.

But it was a long ride from that point to taking
a younger lover. And not just any lover, but her own son!

A corner of Jerry’s mouth curled up in a smile.
She reached up, smoothing a lock of hair that threatened to fall
into his eyes. “Me? I suppose I should. But I don’t. At least, not
now. What about you?”

“Not even close.” She smiled and kissed him
softly on the lips. His simple, uncomplicated love took her breath
away. Outside, the clouds were beginning to part, and pale blue sky
was starting to appear in ragged strips. As she gazed at her son,
the sun finally made its presence felt, shooting a ray in through
her windows, and bathing her son’s body in gold. The sight made her
heart catch in her chest, and she reached out a hand, tracing the
line of hair that ran from his breastbone to his navel and then to
his groin.

“It was good for you?” he asked shyly. “Really
good?”

Her lips curled up in a grin. “Idiot. Yes,” she
assured him, and he relaxed slightly. “It was really good.
Come here.” With a wiggle, she snuggled in against him, his chest
warm against the swell of her breast. She took one of his hands and
guided it between her legs. “Feel how wet I am? You do that for me,
baby.”

“Oh.” Slightly daunted, he looked up at her.
“How does it, you know, work for women? Are you,” he swallowed,
“wet down there because of what we just did? Or are you,” he
colored cutely, “still horny for me?”

“Yes,” she replied.

“What?”

“I’m wet because we just fucked, and I’m wet
because I want to fuck some more.” She eyed his limp penis
appreciatively, weighing whether she should blow him to get him
hard again, or if she should just let nature take its course. If
she knew anything about teenage boys, the sight of her naked body
would have him at attention again in no time.

And meanwhile…she spread her legs invitingly.
“But I think you should start learning how to do other things, too.
I’m not going to ask you to eat me out, since I doubt you want your
mouth where your dick has just been.” Jerry made a face. “But
fingering me is almost as good.”

Carefully, she placed his fingers at the top of
her entrance. “Now, take a good look, Jerry,” she said. Her son
lifted his head, peering between her legs. “See that spot?” She
pressed down on the tip of his index finger. “Right where your
finger is?”

“Yes.”

“That’s my clit. And if,” she continued, her
hand guiding him into circling motions, “you touch me just right
down there, and suck on my nips while you do it, you’ll drive me
absolutely crazy.” She let her voice deepen, and was rewarded with
a twitch, glimpsed in the corner of her eye, from her son’s cock.
Even limp, it was impressively large. When it had been inside
her…she sighed in happy memory, remembering how it had rubbed on
her button, every stroke making her legs shake. Even now, Jerry’s
inexpert touch was making her sheath flood with moisture, and she
moved closer to him, her hand finding his penis, slowly jacking
him. Under her massaging fingers, he began to stiffen, and another
jolt of desire hit her.

“I love making you hard,” she whispered into his
ear. She breathed in the clean male scent of him, faintly wondering
why it had taken her so long to dare this. As he hardened under her
loving fingers, she realized she never wanted another man. Only
Jerry. Only her son.

“And I love making you wet,” he whispered back.
A finger slipped inside her, and she choked back a gasp at his
daring invasion. Slow and steady and oh, so sure, he stroked her
inner walls. “Does this feel good?”

“Almost as good as your cock,” she replied
saucily. “But not quite.” She threw a leg over his hip, lying on
top of him. Pinned by her body, his hand was trapped. “I want you
inside me,” she said, kissing him thoroughly. As their lips parted,
she nipped him with her teeth.

She pulled his hand away from her pussy, placing
it on her tit instead, arching her back as he fondled it lovingly.
At the same time, she ran her cleft up the underside of his rod,
coating him with her juice. A tease, a tantalizing wait as she
rubbed her nether-lips over the sensitive tip of his glans, and
then she was opening to him, talking his manhood within her in one
long plunge that left her full and replete, her son’s cock filling
her in a way no other man ever had.

Or ever would again, she swore.

She leaned down, her mouth finding his. “I love
you,” she said quietly, when their lips finally parted.

“I love you,” he replied, his eyes wide. Slowly,
she began to bounce on his cock, but she kept her face near her
son’s, drinking in the sight of him. His dear, beloved face, one
she had seen in every light, in every mood, for over eighteen
years, was now awash with love for her. And when he kissed her,
when his warm, strong hands settled over her breasts, when his
groin rose and fell, matching her rhythm as if he had known it
since birth, her body seemed to take wing, spiraling upward and
upward, nothing left but the feel of skin on skin. His mouth found
her nipple, sucking hard, his teeth gently scraping the sensitive
flesh of her areola, and she completely lost control, her hips
jerking and bucking as another incredible orgasm washed over her.
Strangled cries and grunts emerged from her mouth, and her pussy
clamped around her son’s cock like a vise, holding him firm as
waves of pleasure washed over her.

When she opened her eyes, tears trickled down
her cheeks. Below her, Jerry looked up in vague alarm. “Mom! I
didn’t hurt you, did I?”

“No.” Very gently, she rocked atop her son,
still savoring the afterglow of her climax. Tiny muscles jumped in
her thighs, and her canal was beginning to feel rather pleasantly
sore. A tiny smile curled the corner of her mouth. Jerry’s size
wasn’t a…problem, per se. But she would have to take it into
consideration. Jerry’s father hadn’t been small, but his son
outstripped him in more ways than one.

Better lover, better man, and with a bigger
pecker. She gazed fondly down at her son, smiling at the look
of adoration in his eyes. You play your cards right, and he
won’t ever want to stray.

“Mom…” it was a cracked whisper.

She smiled down, already feeling the changes in
his body as it readied itself to deliver another blast of cum deep
inside her. She braced her hands on his chest, riding his cock,
quicker and quicker. “Yes, Jerry. Do it.”

He took a deep breath, released it, and then his
arms came hard around her, clutching her to his chest in an
unbreakable embrace. His hips shoved up. Once, twice, three times,
and on the fourth, she felt him spend, his groin lifting them clear
off the bed as he came into her with a violent shudder of release,
his breath hot and panting in her ear as he groaned in male triumph
at his victory.






So,” he said, a few minutes later, as they lay
pleasantly entangled in the sheets. “I guess your ankle isn’t
really hurt that bad, is it?”

“Nope,” she admitted, and broke into giggles.
Her head was pillowed on his chest, and she was drawing random
patterns on his stomach. “It never was really hurt at all.”

“So all this,” he said, gesturing at the room.
“All this was just a way to get me into bed?”

“Are you complaining?” She nipped his nipple
with her teeth, drawing a surprised breath.

One large hand stroked her spine, then cupped a
buttock, and she leaned into it with an approving murmur, almost a
purr of satisfaction.

“No,” Jerry said at last. “I mean,” he said, his
hands never stopping their caresses, “I hoped I was going to lose
my virginity this weekend. I just never thought it would happen
this way.

“So what happens now?” His voice was
deliberately light, but underneath there was a current of
unease.

She turned her head, looking up at him. “Now we
go on.” She lifted one shoulder in the barest hint of a shrug. “I
like having sex with you, Jerry. A lot. You’re a good man, and
you’re going to be an amazing lover. And I don’t intend to let
anyone else in my bed for a long, long, time.”

“But what if…what if I meet someone?”

She stiffened, and she was suddenly tempted to
claw her rival’s eyes out, whoever she was.

“If you do,” she said carefully, remembering
that he was only eighteen, after all, and had a teenager’s
self-centered view of the world, “she better be willing to share.
Or maybe,” she added wickedly, “she might like to be
shared.

“Would you like that, baby? You and your mother
and your girlfriend, all tangled together in a big, sweaty heap in
bed?”

Her son snickered, then sobered as he realized
she was serious. “Damn, Mom.” His hand settled lower, giving her
butt a fond squeeze. “You’re kinky as hell, aren’t you?”

She gave him a swift kiss on the lips, then got
out of bed. A glimpse of the reflection in her mirror showed her a
woman who was practically glowing with happiness.

“Baby,” she said, turning around, “you haven’t
seen the half of it yet.”






The End
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