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Disclaimer:

This is only one part of a series that is
actually published in its entirety on Smashwords under the title,
“Nora in the Sun” – if you already have read it, then you’ll only
be reading the same words.

This is more for the people who prefer to get
into a novel-length story by means of a series. If you have
mistakenly purchased this and already own Nora in the Sun, please
let me know with a screenshot and I can send you a coupon to cover
the cost.

Fakeflowerstories@gmail.com


Author’s Note:

It's really, really important that I
emphasize what kind of story this is before you even start
reading.

"Nora in the Sun" is what's called a 'slow
burn' - it's got a definite progression that it needs to follow in
order for the protagonist and his mother to 'enjoy each other's
company', if you take my meaning. It's not the kind of story where
a boy looks at his mom sideways one second and finds himself balls
deep the next.

It's the kind where they talk first.

It's the kind where the mom has feelings, has
reasons for drawing close to him, has very real physical and mental
temptations she undergoes on the long, sexy road to actually
seducing/being seduced by her son.

It’s a bit of a romance, if you really want
to break it down, which means waiting for the good parts. It's the
kind of story that makes the taboo all the more hot and forbidden
when it actually does happen. Though that's not to say that there
isn't a huge amount of nude teasing, anatomically explicit
misunderstandings, and sexually aroused skin contact along the way
to it.

What I hope to make clear is that if you're
the kind of person looking for a fast story to get you off in 15
minutes, you may want to check something else out.

But if you want a novel – a story that will
allow you to really get in the head of the main character, to allow
you to feel a relationship building with his mother, to enjoy a
realistically drawn out, semi-realistic progression from awkward
son thinking his mother is beautiful to their meaningful seduction,
eventually reaching a peak where he’s cumming, deep inside her womb
as she begs, orgasming, for him to impregnate her…

Well, if you're the kind of reader into that
kind of stuff then this story is for you. It's got a lot of parts
to it, and I hope it provides a lot of value for you.

Fake Flower
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Chapter 1

 Mom’s lips had a way
of seeming especially soft when she was embarrassed.

They pressed together in a plush frown as she
watched Ross, my dad, making a fool of himself again. She kept her
head low while he yelled at the girl who panicked at her terminal,
trying to get our plane tickets printed. It wasn’t that girl’s
fault - printer malfunctions happened all the time. Our own printer
was equally as much of a piece of shit, which is why we were trying
to get the vacation tickets printed last minute at the gate, but it
didn’t look like dad had any patience for the airline either.

“What kind of fucking service is this? Don’t
you know we’ve got a flight leaving in,” he looked at his phone,
“two hours? I can’t miss this! Do you know how much I’m paying for
this vacation?” I felt anxiety crawling up me as I noticed the
airline employee’s hand moving closer and closer to the phone on
her desk, undoubtedly to call her manager and to have us thrown
out.

“Ross, please,” mom begged dad, “just be
patient, people are watching-”

“I’m being patient, damnit. Oh, Nora, will
you give it a fucking rest?” He took a deep breath with mom’s
encouragement and then shut his mouth, glaring. The airline
employee looked at him warily, her hand now slowly moving away from
the phone next to her.

It looked like we weren’t going to be thrown
out of the airport. At least, not yet.

Like mom pointed out, people really were
looking at us. Most watched my dad, waiting for him to explode
again. Concerned families, TSA officers, a couple of employees that
stood off to the side all tensely stared. The girl behind the
counter looked most often at me, her pinched face clearly searching
out my opinion, as if she were asking if she should be worried. I
shrugged and tried to look relaxed. She took it as a sign that the
worst was over.

Through all the stares surrounding us I
picked up that some guys behind us were looking at my mom. Not that
I blamed them. She was a stunning specimen - the kind of woman
you’d expect to see on television - practically a Nigella Lawson
look-alike, with wide eyes, long, full lashes, impossibly dark
brown hair, pale skin from being indoors and working to keep the
house clean in a full-time effort. She also picked up cleaning gigs
whenever we had major expenses coming up – which made me wonder if
during my absence she worked in order to help pay for the vacation,
if dad’s guilt trip on the employee was even valid. Mom was the
kind of woman who really did everything she could for the family,
even if it was above and beyond – even if it was exhausting. But it
had a great effect on her legs. She had soft, wide hips. Breasts to
match, even though that’s weird for me to say.

You would never have guessed that my mom was
nearing fifty.

I heard a comment behind me. One of the guys
used the word ‘fine’, over and over. Mom and dad may not have
noticed their ogling, but I did, catching earfuls of it. Another
voice behind me said the word, ‘milf’. Then I heard laughing.

It made me angry, but I knew they had plenty
of reasons to describe her that way. Her body was added to by
regular yoga, a bit of chocolate and wine, and a LOT of squatting
from doing laundry. She looked good.

She was wearing dark leggings, a tank top,
comfort-wear for the long flight ahead. A hoodie tied around her
waist covered her ample behind, but despite that, there were a lot
of curves along her legs that the spandex seemed to show off,
feminine muscles that could move with tired resilience through
multi-story homes by the dozen, or lightning reflexes to keep
things from falling off the mantle. I looked mom up and down really
quick, and noticed her shoulders were really pale under her tank
top. She had incredibly white skin.

I carefully stepped to the side so the guys
behind us had less of a view, and also made a point of not looking
at her. It was weird. I had only come back for a few months after
some time at college and it felt like I was only noticing what my
mom looked like for the first time.

She was a bit of a hottie. I guess.

I shook my head. I wasn’t a pervert.

“Here you go - your tickets,” the girl at the
counter said, holding them out with a fake, strained smile. “Enjoy
your trip to Belize!” Dad grabbed them from her and grumbled his
thanks. Mom walked on, turning her eyes to me.

“I’m sorry,” she mouthed. She looked so
embarrassed. She sighed as we walked on, still looking at me, and
smiled sadly. “Well, here we go. I hope at least he calms down by
the end of the week. It’s not like it’s our only family vacation in
years. It’s not like I made him promise that we’d all have a good
time, especially since you’re going back to school after this.” She
watched dad moving quickly ahead of us, out of sight.

“He’s not going to calm down,” I commented,
knowing exactly the kind of person my dad was.

“He’ll have to calm down, or else,” she
muttered, frowning. “I warned him about this. There’s consequences
for behavior like that.” Her eyes went dark. I knew what she was
talking about. I remembered that before I left for college, she
would go on little ‘strikes’ at home whenever dad got too out of
hand. While she cleaned, and cooked, and made sure all the kids
were doing well, there was one arena she sometimes held back in.
I’d see the effects after a day or two. Dad would get pent up,
tense, more frustrated.

He would sometimes pull my mom aside, and try
to reason with her to end her ‘strike’. He’d make awkward jokes,
trying to get her to laugh and to ignore the ways he deserved it.
Of course, by the end of a few weeks, I’d see my dad stepping up,
doing dishes, measuring his words, and then we’d all notice after a
night where mom would finally go ‘off’ strike, he would come down
to breakfast with a look of bliss and relief. These strikes worked
in helping him to step up as a parent, for a week at a time at
least. Mom almost laughed. “How many times am I going to have to
put up with this?”

I didn’t want to answer that.

“Now, where the hell is your father?” She
asked. He was too fast for us, already closing in on the security
checkpoint, likely too embarrassed to face her. In a way, I didn’t
blame him. When she was disappointed and frustrated it could make
your heart fall to pieces, though I guess that didn’t really work
on him, hence the ‘strikes’.

She tried turning the rolling carry-on to go
after him, but there was a loud snap, and it tipped over. One of
the cheap wheels at the back of the suitcase lay by itself on the
ground, snapped off thanks to a mix of bad plastic and the luck
that only our family vacations had.

“Shit,” mom’s face turned into a furious
glare. She looked around and at me, exasperated. She searched the
distant crowd at the security checkpoint. “Goddamnit, Ross, I told
you not to order this cheap shit. I should have bought these things
myself.” She tried lifting it up. Her little arms pinched together.
Her bra shifted upward as she hissed with the effort. I saw a
little glimpse of purple fabric emerge near the top of her
chest.

I went up to her and grabbed her suitcase. “I
got it.” I brought it over my shoulder, trying to show off and
cheer her up at the same time. She smiled at me as I hefted it, and
we walked together toward the security line.

“I’m glad I raised you this way,” she said.
“To be a gentleman. I don’t have to be nearly as patient with you,”
she laughed, putting one of her arms around my waist in a hug. I
felt my chest go warm. It was nice to be close to her again. We
walked towards the TSA in silence.

Mom bent slightly to read through the signs
as we got closer to the scanner area. I looked down and saw a
little flash of purple at the top of her chest, and looked back up.
It took a few seconds before I realized she was only pretending to
read the signs. She was thinking instead. She looked concerned.
Down. Worried. She pushed her soft, sad lips together.

“I hope your expectations aren’t too high on
this trip,” she said, as we walked toward the area where we had to
empty our pockets.

“Oh?”

“Your father’s excited that all the kids are
out of the house now, especially since you’re at college.” she
said. “It’s definitely nice to have all this... husband and wife
time together again.”

She bit her lip. “But I think he’s… more
excited to have more time to work.” She stopped as if there was
some kind of logic to it. “Or play, I guess. Not really the kind of
husband-and-wife time I pictured. He’s always either staying late
at work, or out with his friends, or mowing the lawn for the
hundredth time. We have dinner, sure. We’ll see a concert or
something. But it’s not like he’s any calmer or that he’s spending
any more real time with me than before. You’d think with you kids
out of the house that he would relax, a little. Maybe try to get
some quality time, since things are… less stressful.”

She tightened her arms around me. Her chest
pushed together a little more. I tried not to look down. “But
there’s never any time. Never even a thank you after breakfast.
He’s always got to go and be angry about something, or busy with
something else. I guess that’s why I begged him for this
vacation.”

She sighed and looked up. Patted my cheek.
“God, you’re so handsome now. All grown up.” Her proud smile glowed
with motherly radiance. Her dark eyes looked into mine as I pulled
my glance from her chest as fast as I could.

“Do you miss it?” She eventually asked
me.

“What, being home?” I thought for a minute
and considered the wild parties I had experienced over the last
year. I thought about the girls, the drinking, the endless
studying. There were a few girls I almost liked at the school, I
guess. But they didn’t seem to have anything else to them but
brains and boobs. It felt ridiculous to reduce them to that.

The whole college sex experience felt more
like a checked box than the mythical college adventure. The movies
didn’t really prepare me at all for the hollow disappointment --
all of it made me miss something about home, like mom, who seemed
so stoic and gentle and reasonable that I started to resent the
fact that I had to go back right after the vacation ended. The
start of fall term waited for nobody.

I realized that I really missed her. That I’d
miss her once I was gone again.

“College must be so different,” she sighed.
“Those times, for me at least, were... something. I met your father
at college, you know.” She went quiet as the memories came
back.

They started dating after her first year at
school. He had a bit more hair and muscle then. He was cool,
likeable, she said. They had a lot of fun. But her couple years in
college came to an end when she had to drop out thanks to an
unexpected pregnancy. A very quick wedding hid the fact that my
oldest brother was conceived in a study room at the state college
library. Dad was able to quickly graduate and thankfully got a job
working at my grandpa’s firm. It provided for them as mom had two
more boys, one after the other.

Our family situation was nice, if you
compared it to a lot of broken families out there. But over the
years, dad got more and more focused on everything but the family.
I started to suspect in high school that he felt tied down, a bit
resentful, maybe even trapped. It seemed like a dream come true for
him when I finally went off to college. Maybe he just felt free,
finally.

Though I couldn’t imagine what mom felt.

I could tell that mom’s thoughts were
swirling around that time at college. She seemed to be smiling,
sadly, as she considered the time when she was young, slender, free
to have fun. All the time before being married, raising a group of
rowdy boys. About holidays, dinners, difficult nights trying to
control her crazy sons, all the times where dad didn’t pitch in,
times where he stayed late at work, came home buzzed after a night
with his friends, ignored her tired pleas for help. Nights where
she put up with the difficulties of caring for four males, when
really, it should have been a combined effort to take care of
three. But it always did seem like dad never really appreciated
what he had.

My mother looked distantly. I thought she
looked hauntingly sad.

“Mom,” I hugged her, trying to comfort her.
“You know, you’re really special, right?”

“Aww. You’re pretty special yourself.” She
kissed me on the cheek. Her lips stayed there for a long, long
moment. I savored the cool and wet feeling of her lips on my face
and let myself get carried away in the feeling. I puffed out my
chest and winked at her. She laughed and wrapped herself around my
arm, leaning her head on my shoulder as we got in line before the
security checkpoint.

“I think we’ll make this vacation pretty
wonderful, kid.” I could hear the smile in her voice. “Despite
everything.”







Chapter 2

 “Come on!” I heard
dad yell beyond the security gates. He waved at us impatiently and
tapped his foot. I shrugged at him, not knowing what he expected. I
guess he got through before most of the people arrived.

The line was long, so mom and I were stuck.
It was a busy summer day – and it seemed like everyone in the state
was going on vacation. The airport felt warm already from all the
activity. Mom untied the hoodie from around her waist. I tried to
avoid looking to be polite, but her plump rear was impossible not
to notice, even in my peripheral vision. The effort it took to not
look increased.

A year can do a lot to reset a mind, I
observed darkly. I felt a little guilty, being so curious about
what she hid under that hoodie.

She bent over to put the jacket into her
luggage, and her leggings drew themselves a little tight around her
hips, along her cheeks. I turned my head and hummed a few song
lyrics to myself to try and ignore it, unsuccessfully. We moved
down the line and I tried to see if dad was still out there. No
sight of him. I felt my pocket vibrate and heard mom’s ringtone
chime.

getting food, read the text. you’re
too slow. try and roll your way over here faster you fat
clowns.

I knew what dad said was more of a joke than
a dig about weight, but I saw mom frown as she looked at her phone.
She shook her head, her face turning a little pink.

“Hey,” I said, trying to get her mind off the
joke, “what an asshole, yeah?”

She hissed at me. “Brett! Don’t talk about
your dad that way.” She looked down as she took off her shoes and
emptied her pockets on the way to the scanner. The disappointment
in her face was palpable as she looked down at her legs. They were
elegantly curved, with a hint of soft jiggling along her upper
thighs. Her legs were heavy with the muscle only a mother could
have in her legs. I could make a guess - she might have been
thinking about her college days again, when it was easy to be rail
thin. She was probably comparing herself to back then.

Of course, anyone with eyes could see she was
gorgeous. Her shape was like an expensive, hand-blown hourglass.
Curved. Elegant. Unique. One of my friends once tried telling me
she was ‘a voluptuous milf’. He got a punch in the mouth for that,
even though I had to admit now that he was right. My mother was
gorgeously fit, with just a hint of thick below the waist.

It was no wonder my friends always asked to
come to my house.

As I watched her getting ready for the
scanner, I took off my belt, and had a flashback to the last time I
took off my belt with a woman in front of me. I imagined the last
girl I slept with in college before the break. It came with a
feeling of pressure in my groin. And guilt. I took a deep breath.
“Alright,” I said to myself quietly. “You’re making it weird,
man.”

“Step on the yellow marks, lift your hands
above your head,” droned a TSA agent by the scanner entrance.
“Hurry up.”

I stood next in line as she lifted her arms
above her head. Her chest pushed up. The machine gave a loud hum. I
took the next few seconds to try and NOT appreciate how her back
curved behind her in a serpentine bend. I took another deep breath,
and tried to say something to undo all the weird things I was
noticing about my mom. “You look great, mom!” Wow. Great job making
it less weird.

She smiled, almost laughed, but kept looking
ahead. She always looked so beautiful and clear when she was
smiling.

“Hold on a second,” another TSA agent said,
loudly. He pointed at a screen and said something to my mom, who
looked concerned. She stepped out of the scanner and then followed
him a little way and around the corner. Odd. Must be that
vacationer’s luck again.

“You’re up,” said the first guy said to me in
his same drone. “Come on.”

I put up my hands for the scan and heard the
hum. Another agent looking at the screen frowned and looked up at
me from behind the scanner walls. “Yeah, alright, this guy too,” he
said. He stepped off to the exit. “You’ll have to come with me,
sir.” Great.

I followed him, going the same direction as
Mom. “So... am I being detained?” I joked. The guy walking ahead of
me said nothing, clearly not in the mood. He gestured for me to
step into a little area behind some temporary walls and curtains,
where I saw mom standing next to a female TSA agent. I caught on
pretty quick - we were getting a pat down.

“We didn’t do anything, I swear,” mom joked
with the same sense of humor that I tried.

There was no humor in the reply. “Just put
your hands on the table, lady,” said her agent.

“Any reason why we’re here?” I asked.

“The system flagged something on you, so
we’ve got to find it. Come on. Hands on the table,” said the other
agent who took me here. I looked around for another table. “Your
hands, right there,” pointed the agent, at the same table where mom
stood, her hands in front of her, her ample behind pushed back. She
glanced at me, embarrassed.

I went across from mom and put my hands on
the table. Spread my legs.

I suddenly felt a few roving, nylon gloved
hands - the agent assigned to me was pinching and squeezing all
over my body, checking to see if I had anything on me. The hands
went over my groin and I half coughed, half laughed. I tried not to
look up, but I heard my mom squeak. Across from me, the female TSA
agent moved her hands all over, grabbing and pulling at her flesh
under her clothes. Mom’s eyes went wide as the agent’s hands went
up and down her waist, over her back, behind and between her legs,
pushing beneath her breasts. “Woah,” she said, loudly.

Mom and I looked toward each other at the
same time.

Some hands went down my waist.

A couple hands went over her soft, ample
chest and squeezed it.

I felt my heart leap into my chest as I
looked into my mom’s dark, dark eyes. Something weird was
happening. She opened her mouth to say something but then closed it
again. She looked to the side, her cheeks flushing.

“Alright,” said the guy searching me.
“Unfortunately, since we haven’t found anything, you’re going to be
temporarily detained and thoroughly searched. So we’re going to
have to go the next step.”

Mom snapped up straight. “I’m sorry?
Detained? The next step?”

“Yeah. Strip search. You’ll have to remove
all your clothes. Sorry about that, but if you refuse, we’ll have
to call the marshals and you’ll be arrested.” He gave a nod as if
he did this kind of stuff every day. “So, let’s get it over
with.”

I felt hot blood rising in my face as I
thought of… mom… removing her clothes. I shook myself. What the
hell was this guy’s problem? Wasn’t this illegal? I had never, ever
heard of the TSA being able to do this kind of thing.

I stepped back from the table and pulled my
shoulders back, wanting to bust his head open. Fight instinct rose
along with a weird, sick feeling. I had a sudden mental vision of
my mother being forced to remove her clothes, piece by piece. The
sick feeling multiplied. Her shirt, completely uncovering the
purple lace of her bra, would come off. Her neck, the top of her
milky white chest would be bare. Her leggings would have to be
removed. The fabric would peel from her legs, revealing skin along
her upper thighs I realized I had never seen.

An uncontrollable anger, and something else
very, very powerful moved into my lower belly... and lower. I had
to stop it. My vision was a weird blend of red and pink. I felt my
voice rising by itself, I felt my shoulders tensing and my stance
widening. “No, I don’t think so,” my voice nearly turned to a
violent shout, “We’ve got rights, and this kind of shit is illegal,
so if you want to—"

“Brett!” My mom’s urgent voice cut through
everything.

My vision immediately cleared. She stared at
me with the same look that she used to give when I was about to
make an idiot of myself. It was a look of an absolute and firm
barrier - I would listen, and I would correct my behavior,
immediately. There was no other option - I would comply. I tried to
swallow my pride and protective rage and the weird, sick feeling
that came with the thought of her being forced to remove her
clothes.

“Alright,” she said, her face suddenly cool,
collected, dignified. “What now?”

The agent next to her rattled off a practiced
list. “Shirt, pants, underwear.” The next sentence seemed to
explode in my skull. “It’s all got to come off.” The agent turned
to glare at me while I swallowed the dirty feelings in my stomach,
“You’re going to keep next to the table while you undress. Don’t
make any sudden moves. Hurry up.”

My brain immediately envisioned what was to
come. It made violent strides without my consent. Her tank top
would come off. Her chest in all its paleness would emerge. Her
leggings would disappear. Her legs would be pale, white, strong,
firm. She’d be wearing something underneath. Thin, little panties
in a mysterious color that covered her most private space. But the
agents wouldn’t let it stop there. They’d ask her to remove them. I
would see a place on her that I hadn’t been since I was
born.

Her voice came through my mental fog again.
“We don’t get separate changing areas? It’s a little awkward for us
to... do this right here. In front of each other.”

“We don’t have the time, lady.” The agent
working with her gave her answer tersely. “You’re related, aren’t
you? It’s fine.”

Mom and I locked eyes again. She was like a
doe, a pale creature stopped helplessly. She didn’t even have words
to respond.

“It’s fine,” I said quietly, trying to make
it less difficult and awkward. “It’s fine, mom. We’re family.” It
wasn’t fine. It wasn’t any less awkward. It felt wrong. I felt my
jaw aching as I looked at her and felt a tremendous tension from
within my chest. I felt sick. I felt like… I wanted to see my
mother take off everything. To bare herself in front of me.

“...Alright.” She looked away from me. Her
hands went down to the bottom of her shirt. She pulled up, lightly.
Her hands went up halfway and stopped, her pale midriff exposed in
the bright lights of the airport search area. Her belly button was
an innie. A cute, little hole that colored her lovely white center
like an artfully placed inkwell. “...Brett,” she looked at me,
noticing my stare. “You’ve got to do this too. Or we’ll never get
to Belize.” She looked back down, hesitating.

I quickly pulled up my shirt. “Let’s get this
over with,” I said, trying to pull my eyes away.

Eventually, mom looked off to the side and
finished pulling up her shirt. Mine was already on the table. I
reached down to undo my pants, and tried to focus... but I couldn’t
help it. My eyes went up, and I saw her. I looked. My mother’s
chest was bound by a laced purple bra, one of those trendy brands
you’d get at the mall. The lace along its edges sparkled, adding a
magic quality to her already impossibly white chest. Her breasts
looked so... heavy.

Her thumbs hooked into the waistband of her
leggings. They pulled to the sides, and slowly went down. I saw a
hint of a mellow green fabric along her pelvis. Panties. Mom’s
panties.

It felt so wrong.

I looked down hurriedly, but felt my gaze
pulled upwards. Her thumbs went down. Her legs were the color of
milk. The soft flesh gave way, just slightly, pushing outward, free
of the form constraints of her spandex. Her hands went farther
down, she leaned forward to bring her leggings past her knees. Her
full thighs were bare. Hairless. Polished ivory. Between her
thighs, the deadly thin green piece of nothing hid something else
beneath them. Like a leaf, hiding Eve in the garden. Hiding
something even softer, and more secret.

A place I had once been.

I looked up at her face.

She was watching me.

My jaw dropped and I looked down. My cheeks
were so hot, burning up. My mind raced furiously.

What the fuck, Brett?

You’re a filthy perv, Brett. How could you,
Brett? What the hell was going on, Brett?

A cacophony of accusing voices swirled in my
head. I cleared my throat and tried to focus on undoing my pants.
The zipper dropped. With a quick movement, my legs were free. The
pants fell, and I felt the humid air in the airport cooling my
groin, which was undoubtedly now a high enough temperature to be a
national security risk. My dick was free of the constraints of
pants, but all I could feel was shame… and something hotter and
more urgent.

I looked up and saw her looking at me
still.

She wasn’t looking in my eyes. She was
looking me up and down, briefly, until our eyes met again. This
time, her eyes darted off to the side. Her face was very red.

“Everything’s got to go,” said the female
agent watching my mom. “Hurry up.”

Mom straightened up. Her covered breasts
moved upward. Her bra would be the next to go. I felt something
moving below my waist. I could feel the blood rushing into my cock.
Against everything I wanted, I was hardening.

This was going to be a very difficult
vacation.

Mom lifted her hands up along her back. This
time, I couldn’t pull my gaze away.

Nothing could stop it.

Her eyes flicked up to mine. For a long, and
agonizing moment, she actually stared into me. I wanted to look
away. I wanted to pretend this was just an awkward moment. But I
felt my hardness increasing, the host of feelings between my legs
flaring upward, growing violent as her stare refused to break, an
absolute miracle that she didn’t see my shaft stiffening .

“It’s fine,” she said slowly, unblinking, her
voice shaking. “We’re family.”

Her hands went behind her. Her chest pushed
out. The purple lace sparkled in the bright airport lights. Her
hands stopped, undoubtedly taking hold of the clasps. Her shoulders
gave the slightest movement as I heart the faint tick of something
undoing. It was a move I had seen soft, feminine arms make in the
dorms as girls would unclasp their bras… before the fabric would
fall and the fullness of a girl’s perky tits would greet me, the
way their nipples – pink, brown, dark, pointed, soft and wide,
would seal themselves into my memory.

My mind screamed as I saw the plastic clips
drop behind her. I wanted to know. I wanted to see. I wanted to
hide before my erection became visible. I could already feel my
underwear moving upward. I wanted to crawl under the table.

But more than anything I wanted her bra to
fall. I wanted to know her color, her shape.

Some say you can predict the color of a
girl’s nipples by the color of her lips. Mom’s would be the color
of coral, a pale pink, almost like chalk, the same color and tone
of her full, pale lips in the morning when she would make
breakfast.

Her bra edged downward. But my mother’s hands
held it up. She was still watching me as I stared.

“Come on,” the TSA agent next to me prodded
my arm.

I had to take off my boxer briefs. I felt
them shifting. I hunched over, my thumbs hooking into them the way
my mother’s had hooked into her leggings. I started to pull them
down. Her bra fell another inch. A strap came off the side of her
left arm. Then her right. Her shoulders, perfectly pale, were
completely bare, the same perfect white of a mountainside freshly
covered in snow. She looked at me. I looked at her. Something was
different about her eyes. About her face, her gaze. Her lips were
barely open as she looked down... below my chest... down... to my
midriff...

...down.

My underwear dipped lower, baring the skin
just above my crotch. I could tell that she could see below my
hips. Her bra fell even more, and now inches and inches of her
breasts were visible... Her nipples were almost free. And the bra
dropped lower… down… down…

...a soft circle of pink. The color of
coral.

We heard some footsteps off to the side.
“Hey, big mistake,” the droning TSA agent barged into the area.
Mom’s hands snapped up to her chest, sealing her breasts away
beneath the bra and her pale white hands. She had a look of
surprise and shock, completely unprepared for anyone else to be
walking in. The agent droned a non-apology. “The scanner just had a
dust bunny on one of the optics. These guys are good. Have a good
flight.” He turned around and left without elaborating further.

Mom’s arms were over her chest as she
crouched down. Her face was flushed. Her breathing was heavy. “You
people,” she gasped, visibly furious. “I ought to sue all of you.”
Her hands darted behind her and expertly hooked her bra back on.
She moved like lightning. Her tank went over her chest, closing the
doors to the soft mystery of flesh. Her leggings went up, the pale,
creamy legs disappeared, shuttered away. She stood up straight,
huffing, and walked out, past the TSA agents who clearly did not
give a shit.

I was completely stunned. And still in my
underwear. The TSA agent assigned to me yawned and handed back my
pants.

“Hurry up man,” he said, dryly, pointing at
my crotch. “I don’t want to see that shit.”







Chapter 3

 What the hell was
wrong with me?

I took a few deep breaths and tried to clear
my head as I stumbled out of there. The hum of all the travelers
didn’t stop. The scanners rushed with noise. Agents ordered people
around in a long, droning wave. I felt dizzy. And guilty.

I was looking at her. I couldn’t stop.

I watched my own mother undress.

My incredibly beautiful mother.

I had to find her. I felt disgusting. My gut
was flipping, my mind started screaming at me, about the kind of
freaky piece of shit I was. I had to find her. I had to explain
myself. A horrible thought crept into my mind that I had alienated
mom by staring at her, right when she was at her most vulnerable.
Vulnerable was the right word. All those layers of protective
clothes were coming off. The color of her skin flashed into my
mind, wiping it like it was a slate. It was a clear and beautiful
alabaster, her soft and hairless skin was so unbearably
inviting.

I shook it off just as mom came into view.
She had both of our suitcases in front of her.

This time she looked calm. Her face wasn’t
red anymore. She seemed relaxed. Composed. Very collected and sure.
She looked at me, all business, no embarrassment, no nothing. I
breathed a sigh of relief. Maybe she didn’t realize what was going
on. Maybe she didn’t notice the erection she caused. Maybe
everything was fine, and this would be a hilarious memory to talk
about during holidays.

“Your father,” she opened sternly, “he can’t
know. Neither of us are going to mention what we just went through.
He’d go absolutely insane,” She took a deep, deep breath, her chest
swelling as she closed her eyes and clearly dispelled even more of
the strangeness of the situation. She rolled her eyes, imagining
what would happen if it got out. “I think it might even give him a
stroke. So we’re going to keep this a secret for now. Alright?”

“Absolutely,” I agreed. “You got it.”

“Good.” She handed me both of the suitcases
and smiled. “You get to hold these, mister muscles.” She winked,
and I laughed awkwardly, embracing the return to normalcy.

Dad came out of the crowd behind her, holding
a few bags of fast food. “Chow time,” he said, surprisingly cheery.
“You guys really took a while.”

Once the terminals called for seating, we
boarded our airplane and tried to relax in the infinite hospitality
of economy class. Mom had a window seat. Dad sat in the middle. I
had the aisle. Dad popped a few sleeping pills and stretched as
much as one could within those tiny seats. “Piece of shit rip-off,”
he muttered, then continued sarcastically, “it’s eight hours to
paradise. Don’t wake me unless we’re falling out of the sky.”

“Absolutely, honey,” said mom. She seemed
relieved that at least he was winding down. She tried to hold his
hand, but he kept redirecting himself to his phone, a virtual golf
game sucking the entirety of his attention. Eventually mom gave up,
rolling her eyes.

An attendant came up to us as we got
comfortable. “Good morning,” said some bright red lipstick lips.
Dad opened one eye and looked her up and down, noticing the girl’s
thin legs, which he seemed to appreciate a little too much. Mom
noticed and tried not to react while dad miraculously discovered
his ability to pleasantly smile. The flight attendant continued,
“It looks like we have an opening in economy plus, so if one of
you,” she said, looking at me, “wants to go up there, we can
consider it a free upgrade. And then,” she hinted, looking at mom
and dad, “a couple of you can get some quality time.” She gave a
plastic smile - the best that our airline could give in customer
service.

Mom tapped dad’s shoulder. “Honey, isn’t that
great? Brett can get some room, and we can have some time
togeth-”

“That sounds great! I’d love to head up
there,” dad said hurriedly as he got up, grinning at the air
hostess. He made his way out of his seat without even waiting,
punching me in the shoulder as he passed over me. Dad scooted past
the airline hostess, making sure to obviously look down at her
body. I saw him wink at her. I’m certain mom did too. He quickly
disappeared down the rows of seats toward the front of the
plane.

Mom, hurt, tried raising her voice after him,
“You don’t want to spend some time with-” Her words trailed off. He
was long, long gone.

The air hostess, stunned, still standing by,
gave a quick look of pity to my mom, who returned with a withering
scowl. The air hostess gave a final nod with her practiced smile
and wished us both a great flight, before walking after my dad who
was by now, making an ass of himself elsewhere.

Mom stared at the back of the chair in front
of her and tried drilling through it with a look of pure
frustration and hurt.

“Hey,” I offered, “I’m sure he’s just...” I
hesitated. I wanted to say something like he was just impatient, or
he was just really tired, but the way mom stared ahead told me
everything.

She took a deep breath. Her shoulders
dropped. Her stare went down. The anger disappeared in her. All
that was left was a tired, embarrassed look. Her lips looked so
soft and pale.

“Maybe it’s not him,” she said, finally. She
sat up straight and pulled out a magazine. The light from her
window came down and across her chest, across her pale skin. It
refracted and gave our seats a gorgeous, almost ethereal glow. I
tried to say something until I realized that a small tear formed in
the corner of her eyes as she tried to read.

“Oh, mom,” I lifted the arm rest and moved a
little closer, into the seat next to her. “Come on, mom.” I put my
arms around her. I assessed it as best as a freshman with one
psychology class under his belt could. “Dad just doesn’t know what
he’s missing. He can’t help it. People get stuck, mentally. That’s
how it is.”

“He doesn’t know? That’s how it is?” Mom gave
a small laugh, wiping one of her eyes. There were no more tears.
“This vacation’s going to be...” She couldn’t finish that sentence.
“Well, at least there’s you.” Mom sighed. “I just wish your dad
cared enough about all of this. Maybe if I were beautiful or
something, he’d be more excited about staying on a fucking beach
together. Damnit, I bought new swimsuits for this!”

“But you are beautiful,” I said without
thinking.

She turned and looked at me. Her dark eyes
seemed deep, like wells. The whites of her eyes were pink from her
suppressed crying. Under her eyes, there was a color like dusk. The
sun reflected off of her shoulder now, illuminating her from
behind, putting a halo around her skin and under her dark brown
hair. It was incredible.

I repeated myself, meaning it more than I did
before, “You are so, so beautiful.”

Mom stared at me more intently. Our eyes were
glued to each other. The light from the window behind her
shimmered. I felt my heart opening, thudding out of my chest as I
waited for her to reply. I even felt myself shaking. It felt like
talking to a girl one on one for the first time.

Then I felt like she’d laugh at me, tell me I
was ridiculous, maybe push me away, say I was being a little too
kind. But the honest truth was, I didn’t regret saying it. I told
her the truth. Her soft cheeks were a light pink. I could almost
feel them. She nodded at last, sitting back.

“I think I believe you.”

With that, she seemed to relax. “Alright, go
back to your seat,” mom pushed at my arm. “Let’s enjoy all this
room your father gave us.”

The plane took off. We got our peanuts and
our sodas and made small talk. I tried going through the magazines
they had in the seats but got tired of looking at the same
overpriced shit they advertised the last time I flew. I looked over
every once in a while. Mom looked at her phone, glued to her social
media. She scrolled through other people’s pictures - of their
homes, their families, their happy, smiling lives. Handsome
husbands holding their beautiful wives. She pondered over the
pictures where the husbands seemed proud, satisfied, where the
wives looked thin and tan and blonde. Her lips pushed out in a
frown as she saw them. Her brow furrowed with worry.

The roar of the airplane seemed to cover
everything, except for the strange feeling that I was watching
somebody in mourning.

A couple hours went by. By now we were
getting close to the Gulf of Mexico, vast swathes of browns and
blues below melted into the heavy drone of the airplane engines. I
felt a little tap on my arm. Mom was looking at me, her eyes a
little pink. “I’m exhausted, baby,” she whispered. I wasn’t
surprised.

“Well, yeah. You’ve been up since, what,
four?”

“Yeah. I had to pack everything. Your
father...” she started, “well, let’s just say the man doesn’t give
a shit about preparing. For anything.” My mother’s tone was
bitter.

“You had to do everything again, huh?” I
tried to laugh and to make it light, but the look on her face told
me I should stop trying. I gave up and looked around in vain for a
pillow. “I don’t have anything for you to sleep on. Maybe I could
get out a jacket, and see if I can-”

“Oh, just let me put my head on your lap,”
she yawned and pulled the window shutter closed. The armrests were
already out of the way. She unbuckled her seatbelt and leaned over,
her soft dark hair draping over the upholstered seats. Her soft
cheek pressed against my leg. Her gentle hands went over my thigh,
and soon, I could hear her soft breathing, barely audible over the
sound of the plane engines. I had my jacket rolled up next to me,
so I draped it over her, covering her shoulders. She gave a little
noise of thanks, snuggling closer to me. Her hands softly pressed
into my leg. I moved a hand over to hers and felt it. Her skin was
smooth. It was strange - you’d think with all the cleaning and work
at home she’s put up with that her hands would be a little tougher.
But instead, the skin was smooth, soft. Lotioned.

I took a deep breath through my nose and
could almost smell... a perfume. A clean scent, of shampoo,
conditioner, of perfectly laundered everything. My mother softly
snored on my lap. I drank in the scent of her and moved a hand to
her shoulder. Her face was lightly covered by her hair. I took a
finger and gently moved it to the side, revealing her face, her
white cheeks, her defined cheekbones, a pleasantly curved jawline.
Natural, full lips.

Mom was gorgeous. The kind of woman that must
have been a bombshell in the 90’s. Even now, she had a queen-like
beauty – elegant, mature. Her face was relaxed as she fell deeper
and deeper.

Long minutes went by. I pulled out my phone
and spent some time on forums, read a few comics, sent a few dumb
jokes to my friends. Mom’s quiet breathing settled into the rhythm
of deep, deep sleep.

I felt something move on my leg.

It was mom’s hand. It moved upward, then
down, sliding along my leg, up my thigh, up the inside of my leg. I
did a double take – but she was definitely asleep. Her breathing
was calm and slow. But her gentle fingers continued to move along
my thigh. I noticed that her nails were painted. They pressed into
my leg. My heart rate spiked.

I looked closer, trying to make sure she
really was asleep. That she wasn’t faking it, and maybe…
touching me on purpose. But her eyes were closed, her lips
partially open - she was relaxed, purring in the throes of some
hidden dream. I internally kicked myself for believing for a split
second that she was moving her hand around like some horny girl in
the back seat of a bus.

My own mother wouldn’t do that. There was no
way.

But the hand kept moving. My breath caught as
her left hand smoothed along, and kept moving up, tracing my quad,
touching the inside of my leg, going lower, creeping closer to my
groin.

I felt my cock spring up and press against my
pants, far, far faster than it did before. My mouth went dry. This
was insane. I tried to come up with a plan to stop hers from
reaching my rapidly hardening junk. I could pick up her hand with
mine, move it back. I could make a noise and wake her up. I
could... My eyes drifted down and I saw something that pushed all
those plans far out of reach, destroying any semblance of
sense.

Her shoulders were uncovered. The jacket must
have slipped downward. Her pale shoulders were exposed, the strap
on her tank top was loose from it having jostled during her
movements. And I could see perfectly down her chest.

Her purple bra lightly pushed away from her
skin.

There was an opening, a space where her
breast revealed itself, ever so slightly. The curve of her
cream-colored tits went on forever into her shirt and blended into
a deep shadow.

I choked.

And her hand didn’t stop moving, back and
forth. Like she was petting a dog. My erection grew hot in my
pants. It strained against the cotton and protruded the fabric
outward into a painful tent. Her lips moved. Her fingers bent. Her
thumb lightly grazed, just an inch from my cock.

I had an incredible mental picture of her
hands wrapping around my penis. Then her lips opened a little more.
I saw the wet pink of her tongue.

I tried to take a deep breath and looked
around. Panic slammed against my chest. Somebody could see this,
right? But there were only a few people around – just a couple
sleeping in the seats off to our right. The flight attendant had
long finished with the drink and snack rounds so she was at the
front. This was something only I could see.

Surely, I was going crazy. This had to stop.
I carefully pulled my hand from my side and tried to carefully aim
for hers. If I could pull it up, or just down my leg... then...

But mom’s hands kept moving upward, faster
than I could, and her palm passed over my cock. Her fingers curled,
grazing my head through my pants. Electric shocks went through my
pelvis. It was everything I could do to keep from pushing out my
hips. Her fingers kept moving. It must have been the heat from my
cock, those soft fingers moved along it, pushing against it.

My heart skipped a beat. She was going to
wake up. There was no way she couldn’t. I carefully put my hand
close to hers, hoping her eyes wouldn’t open, but then she gave a
slight turn, nuzzling her head along my lap... then her chest
angled upward, pushing the bra fabric even farther...

I could see even farther down than before.
The piercing white of my mother’s flesh rolled into her full
breast. And below... was suddenly interrupted by a hint of coral
pink in the dark. A little nub - the pointy, blissful peak of...
mom’s nipple, suddenly, barely visible as her bra pushed away from
her chest. My throat and jaw ached. But I couldn’t look away.

Her fingers didn’t stop. Her hand moved and
pushed against my cock, which twitched in pleasure. I could feel it
throbbing, and I ached to push my hips forward. And then her
fingers curled closed, wrapping themselves around the head.

I felt like I was going insane. I thought I
heard a gentle sigh. I had to look a few times to make sure she was
still asleep, but she was. She had no idea that her hand was
basically closed around the head of her son’s cock through his
pants, that her left breast was nearly entirely visible to him from
that angle, that her hand sent shivers of pleasure through her
son’s shaft.

This was insane. It had to stop, and it had
to stop, now.

There was one chance I had. If I could make a
sudden enough motion, free myself from her soft grasp and get her
to sit up, there was no way she would realize what was happening.
She’d go back to reading magazines or checking her phone, and then
we would land, and then we would have a normal vacation.
Things would be fine – they had to be fine.

The alternative... was that she would wake
up.

She’d realize where her hand was. That her
son was looking right down her shirt. She’d realize I was
enabling... no, encouraging it, enjoying it, pleasuring himself
with her hand. She could realize that her son was an irredeemable
pervert.

Her hand gave a gentle squeeze around my rod.
I felt a jolt of pleasure go through me. And then my animal
instinct pushed me past whatever sense I had left. My hips rocked
forward, pushing her hand even harder against my cock. I shuddered
with the sensation.

The plan had to be done, now. I was losing
control too quickly.

I gave a loud cough, and forced myself
backward in my seat. I covered my mouth and put my other hand on
hers and swiped it upwards, violently hacking. People turned in
their seats and glared at me as I pretended I was suffering from
something transmissible.

Mom stirred and sat up slowly, her hair
tousled, her eyes bleary. She looked the way I’d imagine her waking
up in bed. Angelic. But I watched her through my fake coughs like a
hawk, hoping she had no clue as to what had been happening mere
seconds earlier. There was no recognition in her eyes. Nothing
seemed off. My heart started to relax.

She made eye contact with me and smiled,
mumbling. “You alright? Should I get you a tissue?”

“No,” I sputtered. “Wow. Something in my
throat.” I coughed again for effect as she carefully pulled my
jacket up and around her, as she now leaned against the closed
window.

It was over.

All of my combined animalistic impulses
roared within me. And I couldn’t answer them. The lust in me didn’t
dissipate. My hard-on didn’t go away. The perverted thoughts and
desires I had just been struggling with were louder than any logic
or sense.

I watched her, longing to somehow see my own
mother exactly that way again. To see mom’s hair, messy as she
emerged from sleep. To see her rising gloriously in a bed. To see
her ample breasts, uncovered, her pink nipples cutting the air, to
smell her clean scent, to feel her hands moving along my length
again, to feel them wrapping around my cock again. I felt so wrong.
But I couldn’t deny what I was experiencing.

More than anything I wanted to feel her,
closer next time. To feel and explore her body more. To feel
skin on skin.

She blinked at me wearily and smiled. “Brett,
are you sure you’re okay? Are you sick?”

I felt something very, very wrong in my
heart.

“No,” I lied.


Chapter 4

 By the time we
landed, it was almost night, and we were exhausted. Dad slept badly
in economy plus – apparently there was a kid behind him that kept
kicking the seats just as he was nodding off, so he was in a worse
mood than ever.

“God damn,” he shouted, as we all walked out
of the airport. “Worst fucking flight of my life.” Employees and
tourists alike turned and stared.

“Ross!” Mom hissed at him. Her hair was
slightly tangled, eyes glassy from the flight, but that didn’t stop
her from looking coldly furious. “You. Are. Embarrassing. Us.” She
walked ahead of me and whisper-yelled at him all the way to the bus
depot. This time, with me handling all of her luggage, she carried
her hoodie instead of tying it around her waist. Her hips moved as
she walked, quickly, angrily. The back of her legs peeked in and
out of the shadow created by her rear as each cheek moved up and
down.

At that point, tired from all the flying, I
didn’t have the willpower to avoid looking. Sometimes she
accentuated a word, like ‘rude,’ ‘self-control,’ ‘decency,’ and
with that she gave an angry hop. Both cheeks would move, a short
bumping motion. The leggings accentuated the soft, plushy curve of
her ass below her back.

We boarded the bus in a line and took off.
The sunset started, coming through the trees as we left Belize
City. Brick buildings, short, accentuated with adobe white and the
bright, impossibly vivid pastel colors of the long-abandoned
colonies disappeared. Jungles now surrounded the highways and
roads. We moved north toward Chetumal, a Mexican city just over the
border, but our last stop was going to be just below it. Our
destination was a Belizean fishing village called Consejo, where we
had a weeklong reservation in a beachside villa.

We pulled along, until the signs for Consejo
appeared through a dense and verdantly green jungle, bathed in the
reds of the darkening sunset over the mountains. The whole place
smelled of trees, the scent of quiet lagoons spilling through the
bus windows. Eventually we pulled in, where the stringed electric
lights of the village danced along the sides of the bus. Voices
appeared, and some people -- villagers hawking wares, booze,
food.

The Mexican city of Chetumal was practically
a step to the north - a little bridge connected Consejo and
Chetumal, giving my parents the daily choice of enjoying the
excitement of Chetumal, or the placid beaches and streams and palm
forests of Consejo. We were all pretty excited.

“Ooh,” mom breathed, by now fully awake. “I
could kill for a ceviche.” Dad mumbled a comment about how she
should probably skip dinner. Mom’s jaw set, but she ignored it,
refocusing on the village. She kept alert, trying to spy out the
villa we’d be staying at. Everyone in the bus was enthusiastic,
except of course, for dad. As we got off, a few villagers waved and
approached. Dad started snapping his fingers in response, trying to
keep literally everyone away from our stuff.

“Ross,” mom groaned again. “You’re doing it
again. Come on.”

“Gotta keep our stuff safe, Nora.” Dad said,
gritting his teeth. He tried to shoo away a guy who clearly had a
sign with our last name on it. “Go on. We don’t need help. Go! No
mas, por favor!”

“He’s the guy we’re supposed to meet, Ross!”
Mom threw up her arms. “How are we supposed to get to our place if
he doesn’t give us the key? Didn’t you even read the pamphlet I
told you to read?” His silence gave her an answer as we followed
our host, my mom apologizing as we went down the path to the
two-story modern home where we were staying.

The villa itself was gorgeous - the bottom
story had a wide living room, a kitchen, a bedroom (for me), and a
patio that stretched over the sand and onto an incredibly wide
beach. The upstairs was a suite reserved for my parents with its
own balcony. The other villas on the beach were far, far off,
glinting in the distance with warm, orange lights. “Oh my god,” she
gasped. “It’s… actually on the beach. It’s lovely.”

“Your suite is upstairs, practically its own
unit,” said our guide in perfectly passable English as he gestured
around the place, his eyes flicking down to mom’s chest every few
seconds. “Lots of water and juice in the fridge here, snacks in the
cupboards. Some tequila in the pantry,” he winked at my dad, who
nodded awkwardly, but approvingly. “And if I may recommend, you
should head north to Chetumal for drinks if you don’t feel like
going to the bar in Consejo. Prices are best here, but the fun is
in Chetumal. You can even walk the beach to get there. Takes maybe
a half hour. Just keep your passport with you. Can I give you
dinner recommendations for tonight?”

“No,” dad said strongly. Mom glanced
at him, hurt. I wasn’t sure why he said it either. Mom’s figure was
the best any woman her age could manage. The host certainly thought
so. I caught him ogling her ass every time she turned around.

“And... it’s safe here?” Mom asked,
cautiously. She wrapped her arms around her slim waist,
self-conscious. I guess dad’s comment were finally getting to
her

“Oh, extremely.” Our host leaned on the
counter. “I don’t recommend wandering around by yourself in the
dark, but that goes for everywhere. We haven’t had anything happen
here in a couple years. Very safe.”

Mom almost relaxed, warily eyeing dad, who
was admiring the tequila bottle without even seeming to notice her.
“Wonderful.”

That night, right after I exhaustedly
showered and got into bed, mom and dad got into a fight. I couldn’t
quite tell what it was about, but since my bedroom was just below
theirs, I could tell that there wasn’t much positive feeling going
either way. There were some phrases thrown back and forth. Things
like, unbelievable. Why were you so rude. How can you say that. Not
like you used to look. Then, I heard a shout. Then stomping, going
all the way down the stairs, and huffing as my dad wrapped himself
up on a blanket on the couch.

I thought about mom being by herself in her
room. There wasn’t much I could do except think about all the ways
even the façade of their relationship crumbled.

I thought being in college meant mom and dad
had the house to themselves. But everything about this trip seemed
to be an endless trail of clues to the fact that it really only
meant that they were more by themselves.

I couldn’t imagine what it would be like to
be mom. To be alone even when with the person she married.

She probably feels so lonely. Feels like she
needs something.

Maybe something… in her.

The thought surprised me. I tried to push it
out, but it festered.

She probably spent a lot of nights in their
room, trying to get dad to do something. Trying to be beautiful.
She probably tried a lot of ways to get his attention – flirting,
coaxing. Trying every way a woman could think up. Probably tried to
keep fit, which she definitely accomplished, despite his denial.
She probably tried to seduce him time and time again. What kind of
stuff had she tried? What ways did she try to allure my father? Did
she even try anymore?

Does she touch herself instead?

My mind flashed with the sudden image of her
skin. Of her breast, revealing itself to me on the plane. Of her
gorgeous, white, milky flesh.

What does she look like when she touches
herself?

My brain played that thought, that question,
over and over. I thought about her legs, pale, smooth, maybe
writhing, maybe her face contorted in pleasure, picturing her with
a toy, or using her fingers in something invisible… something…
pink. Or maybe, she was writhing on something. Squirming,
breathless on a cock. On a man. On me. On mine. Squirming.

My dick sprang up and I felt an unbearable
heat rise in me.

I slapped myself, hard. “Get it together,” I
hissed. I did some pushups. Checked my texts. Did more pushups.
Went to bed. I tried opening the internet to pass the time, but I
forgot to get the Wi-Fi password from the living room, and I
definitely didn’t want to go out there with dad after mom put him
out. I settled into my sheets and listened to the sound of the
waves through the windows instead. Maybe if I just fell asleep, I
could...

There was a sudden sound. Then another. A
series of sounds.

It came from above me. Like a quiet
shifting.

I froze. The sound of the waves was too loud
through the open windows. I couldn’t make it out.

It could be her.

“It can’t be,” I said to myself. “Damn,
Brett, get your head out of the gutter, man.” But the movement
continued, barely audible. At first, I thought dad had gone back up
there, and they were making love, that maybe mom had forgiven him
and seduced him in the hope of making the vacation better.

I sprinted to my door, and confirmed that dad
was sitting on the couch, enjoying some tequila and Mexican
television with the volume low. So he wasn’t up there. She was by
herself. Making noise.

The noise kept going. I held my breath,
trying to figure out what exactly it could be... until I heard a
low hum. It was unmistakable. It gave a low note, rattling against
my eardrums with the clear noise of a vibrator. I knew that sound
from porn, from girls I knew. There was no mistaking it.

“It’s probably just... a fan,” I whispered to
myself, mouth dry. But there was no mistaking it. I knew exactly
what was going on up there.

Then there was a soft, feminine grunt that
came through the ceiling. Then another. And another. Heat in my
core surged powerfully downward.

And then there was quiet gasping.

My cock grew, arching through my underwear,
pointing directly upward. My mother’s gasps and moans passed
through the un-insulated walls of the villa. My cock grew harder,
and harder.

I couldn’t bear it. My I yanked down my pants
and grabbed some tissues and jerked it, gripping myself, furiously
moving. Her whimpers kept going. I felt my seed rising, each of her
sounds evoking a picture of her pleasure, what I could only imagine
as her sexual agony, her soft, white body thrashing in response to
something she so, so badly wanted.

My mind flashed back to us standing across
from each other at the TSA checkpoint. Her soft, white flesh
revealing itself for me. The way she looked at me. How far her bra
fell to reveal a hint of her areola, how far her eyes went down as
I pulled my pants down…

Then I heard a gasp that didn’t quite end, a
soft cry that rose as I felt cum surging. The last thing I saw in
my mind’s eye was the image of her mouth open, her whining in
pleasure, impaled on me, her breasts heaving up and down as the
coral pink of her nipples flashed in sweaty ecstasy, and with that
image, everything went white.

I came, my balls exploding into the tissue.
My cock pumped semen into it with a force I didn’t expect, and I
grunted, at the same time hearing a last gasp from her
upstairs.

Her soft panting came filtering down drifting
softly like feathers, and so did reality.

It set in starkly that I just came to the
sound of my own mother.

I went to bed and hoped I wouldn’t feel
guilty in the morning, but the guilt was already there. The
afterglow pulled me to sleep as I heard her soft breaths from
upstairs, quieting down as my eyes pulled themselves shut. Thoughts
of her gasps swirled with pictures of milky white skin, haunting me
with a distorted, guilty, perverted grief.







Chapter 5

I changed the next morning, and made every
effort to keep from looking at myself in the mirror. Then I went
down to breakfast, every waking moment making me feel dirtier than
I ever had in my entire life. I especially couldn’t bear to look at
my right hand. Or the tissue box. You fucking pervert, I
punished myself.

Dad seemed chipper, despite everything. “Did
you know they’ve got four hundred real channels here? Real
channels!” He seemed so surprised. “Whatever you want. Cowboy
movies, sports shows, crime shows, even American news.” Off to the
side, a Mexican cooking channel played, and a pleasant rhythm of
words poured out of a couple hosts mouths as they dished up tortas.
The sound blended with a gentle rhythm of the waves outside.

“I’m halfway certain American news broadcasts
everywhere,” replied mom, dishing up some eggs. She seemed calmer,
too. A new day. Another shot at a family vacation.

She was in a bathrobe, a silky white one that
accentuated her hips with a thin tie around her waist. She leaned
to the side as she put a couple eggs on my plate, and it took every
ounce of remorse and self-control I had to keep from looking down
her chest again. Her breasts looked so round and perfect under the
silk.

I couldn’t believe I had seen in her in this
as a teen and didn’t realize what I had in front of me.

Though I could have guessed. Sleepovers with
friends always included jeers from them that my mom was a total
MILF, jokes that I always returned with a heavy and defensive
punch. I bit the inside of my cheek, trying to hold on to the
normalcy.

But mom looked especially gorgeous today. The
sun was rising over the ocean, filling our villa with a host of
soft reds and yellows. Her skin was positively glowing with an
otherworldly beauty. I realized as I admired the curve of her back
as it jutted out around her ass that I was salivating. I shook
myself out of it and tried to focus on my plate as she passed by
with a couple slices of toast and a bowl of fresh salsa. The aroma
of the bread and eggs rose with the fresh breath of cilantro.

My stomach roared… as did my mind, desperate
for another full glimpse of her.

She’s not wearing much under the robe.

She probably has a scent to her. Not like
clean shampoo. Not like laundry. A musk. A scent. She probably has
a scent like a woman.

I squinted my eyes to keep my vision to my
plate.

The guilt, thankfully, overwhelmed me. I made
a new resolution. All this ridiculous thinking about my mom was
over. Done. Now.

I was going to relax, have a nice vacation,
and get the Wi-Fi going so I could find something normal to jack
off to instead. Girls my own age. There was unbelievable amounts of
porn out there, right? Or I could go into Chetumal, find an expat
or a local for a fling, right? Something normal.

“I’m dying for the beach,” mom interrupted my
train of thought excitedly. Her tone told me that she had forgotten
about the argument she had with dad last night. “I haven’t gotten a
tan in… forever.”

“A tan sounds great,” I jumped in. “Maybe
I’ll check out the city.” Anything to keep it as family friendly as
possible. Though my mind of course, entirely against my will, took
off with the thought of mom tanning. Lying in the sun. She wouldn’t
be wearing much. Her flesh would shine, slick with oil. She’d lay
there on the beach, her soft skin beautifully exposed, where anyone
passing could see her. My gorgeous, gorgeous mother.

Mom continued, “I read some of the notes our
host left for us. The tanning oil here is complimentary. I could
tan on the beach, but there’s also our patio. I think we could do
dinner on it, later, but until then, it’s also got those sunning
chairs that I could use…”

Dad snickered at mom. “Oh baby, maybe keep it
inside? Nobody wants to see baby beluga.” The instant his words
went out, I could see his eyes widen with the realization that what
he said was a huge mistake. “Oh, Nora, I didn’t - I mean, not like
a whale, you’re just so pale…”

Mom’s spatula smashed against the counter
with a crack. The plastic was broken. Pieces of egg fell to the
floor.

Silence thundered in the kitchen. The only
sound left was the sound of Mexican cooking show hosts cackling
about how delicious their food was. Mom’s hands shook. Her lower
lip trembled. Her chin was up, defiant, furious, angry. Dad looked
around in shame.

“Not like a whale, huh?” Mom challenged. I
felt like sneaking out the front door, but I was practically
between them.

“Oh, come on, Nora.”

“Wow, look at those colors outside,” I looked
out there, trying desperately to change the subject and salvage the
moment. It wasn’t working.

Mom continued, her voice shaking in rage, her
soft words breaking in frustration, “I have worked, so, so hard to
organize literally everything about this vacation, and you can’t
lay off about how I look for one day,” she started to tear up.

Dad stood up. “Look, hun, I’m not saying
you’re fat. You’re just…”

What was left of the spatula flew past his
head.

“GET OUT.” Mom grabbed the frying pan next.
Dad jumped up, cursing.

“Goddamn, woman,” he seethed. “For one
fucking day, you can’t stop from being so fucking sensitive, huh?”
The pan flew into the living room next, smashing against the wooden
television stand. The Mexican food hosts rocked back and forth. Dad
rushed out. “ALRIGHT!” He moved like a blur toward the front door.
“Enjoy your fucking tan, Nora! Sorry you can’t take a fucking
joke!”

The door slammed. He was gone.

Mom’s chest heaved. Her face was red, her
eyes darkening with tears. I got up to see if I could comfort her,
but her hand went up and she lightly pushed against my chest.
“Just…” her voice broke.

“Just go out for a while,” she whispered,
“alright Brett?” Mom looked up at me. I could see she was trying
desperately not to cry.

“…Alright.” I got up, collecting my
sunglasses and wallet as I reached the front door.

“Go see some sights,” mom called out from the
living room. I could tell she was crying. “Maybe we’ll go to the
beach a little later, alright? It’ll be a good time. We’ll make
this a good time.” Her voice trailed off.

I felt a horrible sinking feeling, crushing
my chest. “…Yeah, mom.” I turned back to say goodbye and saw her on
all fours, picking up the mess in the living room.

She looked so beautiful, so tragic, her hair
loosely brushing against the floor, her soft hands picking up
pieces of the food and décor that lay scattered around the room.
The silk robe she wore glimmered in the light of the sunrise, as
did her skin, the soft, pale arch of her neck turning in the aura,
her teats falling forward, rocking back and forth under her robe as
she cleaned. She was ethereal in her beauty. Her legs revealed
themselves a little more as her robe hiked up, revealing a firm,
creamy curve.

I turned before I could see more.

I could go to town. I could spend some time
there. I could get some culture, see sights, walk the beach.

But what I wanted more than anything in that
moment was to hold her, and to tell her she was like a goddess.

That she was the most beautiful woman in the
world.


Chapter 6

I came back an hour later, equipped with a
powerful discovery thanks to a helpful tip I picked up from some
traveling boards. All you need to do is go up to the locals and see
if they’ve got any special places they’d be willing to show you.
Flash some money, double- or triple-digit denominations. They’ll
show you something world class, every single time.

Thanks to that tip, I stood on a beach just a
few minutes to the south, accessible through a carefully hidden
footpath through the palm forest. Mom was going to love it.

It really was perfectly hidden – for some
reason, there were no signs that led there, and the footpath was
the only clue that hinted that there was anything at all to see.
But the winding trail along the palm-covered hillside opened up
into a sheltered little beach, barely a few hundred feet wide.
There were no footprints. There was no sign that anyone had been
there. It was a secluded little patch of paradise, a true secret of
the locals, a gorgeous gem, waiting for me and my family. At least,
if dad could shape up.

The thought of sharing this private beach
with mom was a relief. At least I had something I could show her
that was really, really beautiful, something she wouldn’t have seen
if she just let dad take the reins.

The sand was impossibly fine, softer than
fleece, whiter than snow, with a dainty palm forest on a hill
surrounded it. The local said some other words to me. Secret. Agua.
Falling. I grinned to myself, wondering if there really was some
kind of waterfall in there. This place was going to be the saving
grace of this trip, I decided.

I practically ran back.

I opened the front door and yelled for my
parents. I heard the patio door opening. Mom emerged from the
patio. Pale. Mystical. A thin cotton shawl, wrapped partially
around her waist, only halfway covered her red bikini bottom. Her
legs peeked out; the entire length of her right thigh completely
bare. I bit my lip and coughed, trying to smile and keep my eyes
above her waist. But the red bikini she wore made my stomach do
flips. The fabric was so… thin. I could almost see the shape of her
areolas lightly pushing through.

“Hey,” I said, trying to keep cool. Like she
was a girl I met at a party.

“Hey yourself,” smiled mom softly, wrapping a
beach robe around her, sealing away all the glorious white of her
skin. “You caught me right as I was about to get started on my tan.
You want to join?”

“I found a great place for that, actually.” I
said, trying to keep from imagining her laid out on the hidden
beach, her pale skin soaking up the sun… and tanning oil. “Where’s
dad?”

“He’s drunk by now,” sighed mom, playing with
her sun hat between her fingers. “He sent me a few pictures of the
bars they have up north. They look like a lot of fun.”

“I think you’d rather come with me,” I
encouraged her. “Come on. I found something pretty amazing. Wait
here.” I changed as fast as I possibly could in my room and then
ran out. She waited for me just outside, a little smile on her
face. She looked a little less sad.

But that was who Nora was. Always making the
most of every situation. Strong. Ready to enjoy a new moment when
it came. She picked up her hat with both hands, bravely, the one
with a wide, wide brim. I took her hand, and we walked out of the
villa, arm in arm.

“Something pretty amazing, huh?” She smiled
and teased me, her bag dangling by her side, the sun hat bringing a
smooth shade over her neck and face.

We went around the corner and toward the
stretch of palm forest that hid the foot path. I moved along,
pushing aside leaves, letting the cool dark of the forest cover us,
until the bright white of the beach ahead peeked into view. As we
approached, I heard mom gasp. When the light adjusted, and when we
finally emerged from the palms, mom started laughing excitedly.

“Oh my god, Brett!” Her smile was pearly,
white teeth, her pink tongue moved gently as she gushed.

“I hear there’s a little waterfall around
here too—” I added, hoping to see more of her joy. And I saw it.
She looked at me, eyes sparkling. Her smile was so wide, so
infectious. For a brief moment, I completely forgot about all the
issues our family had. This moment was enough.

I was entranced. She looked around, back and
forth. The soft sand moved between her feet. The waves were
gorgeously blue, a deep aqua, the mild green of the palms dotting
along. Mom lightly ran on ahead, toward the water, the shawl around
her waist waving in the wind. The white of her legs flared in my
vision, the immaculate smoothness shining in the light. She
shouted, her arms raised.

“This place is so incredible! Oh my god…” She
turned and tried to take everything in. “The beach alone – this is
– there’s a waterfall?” She ran ahead through the sand, her pale,
little feet kicking rushes of it behind her.

She was happy.

That made me happy.

“I love you, mom,” I said out loud. But not
loud enough for her to hear it.

She turned back, the sun hat also seeming to
flow in the breeze, and came up, took my arm. “Come on, muscles,”
she teased me, “let’s get a tan!” She took the shawl off her waist.
It waved in the wind… and I saw the fullness of her ass beneath her
bikini. I took a deep breath and started to realize the
possibilities of what I could see.

We laid out in the sand, stretching just a
few yards from each other. The wind blew, cool and calm. The surf
roared. Mom sat back on her shawl and pulled out the lotion. She
poured some into her hands, the liquid dripping down her white
wrists, her hands moving quickly as she brought it to her chest and
neck. The texture of her skin rippled in the light. I realized with
all the sun that all that creamy whiteness would change in her tan.
I didn’t want it to. I wanted to see her pale, fragile skin,
forever.

“I hope you don’t burn,” I finally said,
struggling to get the words out. “You haven’t gotten sun in a
while.”

“Aw. Sweet. But this is some really expensive
stuff.” Mom smiled at me, her thick sunglasses reflecting the sun
at me. “I’ll be thorough.”

I laid back and tried to enjoy the moment. To
feel the wind. To listen to the surf. To breathe. I kept seeing her
move in my peripherals. She really was being thorough. The lotion
came out, a clear bronze oil that melted along her fingers. She
kept moving her hands, around her chest, up the delicate features
of her face, along her neck. Reaching down to her legs. Between
them. Up her thighs. Up and around her pelvis. The bikini elastic
quietly snapped as she slid her fingers under it. I slowly turned
my head.

Everything was changing in my mind. All the
remorse and regret and shame I felt earlier, I didn’t feel like
really embracing it. She was so beautiful.

Her fingers moved gently, running beneath the
elastic bands, spreading the tanning oil. To get everything. To
make sure every inch of skin that the sun could kiss was oiled,
shining.

I felt my cock spring up. I jumped up faster,
and took off toward the water, hoping to drown it in the coolness
of the ocean, hoping she didn’t notice. It worked, but just barely,
and the saltiness and the rush of the sea wiped my mind clean. The
water brought some sense back - maybe it was time to get back to
that whole regret thing.

Mom was laughing along the beach, watching
me. I splashed a few times for effect and lay back to float. The
surf brought me up and down. “Don’t you burn either, dear!” She
called from the shore. Her voice at me pulled me. I felt aimless
without it. I wanted to be close to her. I came back, walking
slowly toward her as if drawn by a rope.

She lifted her head, serious. Her arms, her
shoulders, her legs and calves glistened in the heat. “My back,
baby,” she asked, “can you get it?” I felt something rising in my
chest. It was anticipation.

You can touch her.

I tried to keep myself… calm. Or normal. Or
something.

The secret desire moved through me as I knelt
and picked up the tanning oil. She turned onto her back, her
forearms in front of her, her round behind jiggled slightly as she
nestled into position over her towel.

I took a deep breath. The oil felt cold.
Surprisingly cold. Like a fresh spring.

I let it pool in my hands. It ran over as I
maneuvered closer. The oil fell in crystalline droplets along her
lower back, some landing on her ass, some gathering, pooling at the
base of her curved behind. A string of the oil moved up her lower
back, in series, dotting all in a row.

Like cum.

I had vivid flash backs to college. To
fucking. To the girls at my dorm, their suppressed sex noises. My
cock rose as I started blending the image of my mother, the drops
along her back, and the memories of pulling out, spraying jizz over
gasping girls and their lower backs, of hoping with everything I
had that all of the pleasure didn’t turn into pregnancy. My
erection throbbed uncontrollably under my trunks.

The droplets on mom’s back slowly dripped,
down, along the indent of her spine. Along her waist. Flowing over
her sides.

Like… cum.

I must have been staring at the droplets of
tanning oil on mom’s back for way too long. Mom cleared her throat,
suddenly. I started upright.

She turned slightly, not quite looking at me,
but I could see her frowning. “Brett? You alright, baby?” It’s
lucky she didn’t turn any farther, to see what was going on with my
pants.

“Fine,” I said. “Sorry,” I felt a deep surge
of confidence. “You’re just very…” The confidence stopped before I
could say it. I wanted to say sexy. I wanted to say fuckable. I
wanted to compare her to girls I had been with. I wanted her to
know she looked incredible. I wanted to tell her something,
anything that hinted at what my mind and cock were uncontrollably
fiending for.

“You’re just very sure about this oil,” I
tried moving in that direction instead. Like a coward. Or a sane
person. It was hard to tell. “I get that it’s expensive, but you’re
sure you won’t burn?”

Mom snorted. Her ass gave a slight jiggle
with her laugh. “Hurry up,” her voice barely reached my ears. “I
can’t reach back there.” My vision narrowed as I looked up her
smooth, white back, to the red string that kept her breasts
contained. The oil would go there. I’d make it happen. I’d press my
fingers all along her.

“Can’t reach where?” I croaked.

“Bra line. Come on. Chop chop.” She laughed
again. At least she was enjoying herself. Not that I wasn’t, in a
‘desperate internal struggle’ sort of way.

I took a last deep breath and moved my hands
down. I poured the handful of oil along the center of her back.
Brought it up, letting it drip across her upper back, the soft
muscles underneath creating little paths for the oil to drip. I
opened my hands… and moved them to her.

Her skin was as I expected. Impossibly soft.
Impossibly smooth. I pressed, deeply, sinking in with the firm
resistance of feminine love. Mom gave a little breath. “No time for
a massage, dear, I’m burning up,” her voice came a matter of
factly. But there was something in it. Something concerned.
Something wary. But the barrier my mind would have put up before
was gone. I needed more.

“Yeah. Okay.” I moved a little closer. I
wanted her to say something for me. I wanted her to ask me to move
my hands under the string of her bra. She needed to ask. I
needed her to need me to ask. My mouth went dry as I tried it. My
palms went up, along her shoulders, down to the center of her back,
above her bra string. My hands lifted, and skipped the bra. I went
down to the center of her back, and pressed down. Hard. Her flesh
pressed down. This is the sensation my hands would have… if
something more happened.

If you gripped her from behind.

“Under the bra string, baby” said mom, a mild
tension in her voice. My heart pounded. It worked. She asked. But
her back tensed. I had to move faster.

“Alright,” I barely whispered. My thumbs went
upward, pressing along the firm muscles that lined her spine. My
fingers splayed out, carefully, toward the red line of her bra. It
was like I could see microscopic details - I touched the fabric,
the oil on my hand absorbed lightly into it.

I committed – both of my hands went up at the
same time, moving under the thin string that kept everything on her
chest sealed away. I felt the string dragging along the back of my
hands. I held them there for a second. Mom’s breathing grew even
more tense. Her head went down, the soft white of her neck suddenly
revealing itself to the sun.

I could touch her there. She wouldn’t
mind.

I left one hand under her bra string and
brought the other out, and pressed it along her neck. It was so…
firm. Slender. I gave it a gentle squeeze. It was already oiled,
but…

“I already got there too,” mom’s voice
interrupted me, as if to stop me. But she didn’t move. She seemed
frozen. Her breathing was shallow.

“I’ve got to make sure,” I said hoarsely. “So
you don’t burn.” I watched her, waiting for her to give me a sign
of permission. We were there for what felt like aching, slow
minutes. One of my hands was under her bra string on her back. The
other was firmly around the back of her neck.

Still holding it.

Like you’ve held other girls. As you used
them. The way you’d plow them, doggy style, gripping them, using
them like fucktoys. The way they would scream while you gripped the
back of their neck, tight, in total control.

Mom’s neck felt so good in my hand.

She’d make the same noises you heard last
night, you know.

You know what she sounds like.

Maybe you can hear it again.

My heart beat uncontrollably. She was about
to tell me to stop. She was about to get up. She was about to laugh
at me, to think I was being strange. All of this was about to end.
I was going to finish out the day, thinking about this entire
incident. It was about to be a shameful vacation memory that would
haunt me for the rest of my life.

Unless she gave me a sign. Her silence may
have been one. But I wasn’t sure.

“So you don’t burn,” I repeated, hoping,
begging silently for some kind of answer.

Mom’s lips pursed. The light reflected off
the rims of her sunglasses as she paused, not a single word of
affirmation or cancellation escaping her.

The limbo was unbearable.

Finally, she spoke, her soft lips moving. The
words and their meaning slowly coming through. “Alright.” She
cleared her throat. The surf rolled behind us. “So I don’t
burn.”

I didn’t feel relief. All I felt was a hunger
that exploded from my crotch and into my core. I wanted to explode,
to move onto her. But I summoned some semblance of a mirage of an
image of an illusion of personal strength, and instead… carefully
squeezed my hand along her neck. She gave a little gasp. I felt my
cock twitch as the gasp lined up exactly with what I heard coming
from her room last night.

My other hand slipped back and forth, slowly,
under the back string of her bikini. The bikini knot was right
there, flicking up, then down, as my hands pressed and massaged
along her back.

It wouldn’t take much to undo it.

My heart thudded hard against my ribcage.
You’d just have to lift a finger while you oiled her. Just one
finger. To pull it apart.

Her body rocked gently, back and forth while
I worked the tanning oil into her skin. Her flesh moved… slightly,
gently. I glanced toward her front, the way she propped herself up
with her arms crossed beneath her. Her breasts swayed under her,
the red of her bikini bra peeking toward me. I looked farther down,
past the small of her back and watched her ass, each cheek lightly
shifting beneath her bikini bottom as I moved her neck from side to
side.

I felt myself screaming internally as I
stared, frustrated, aroused, trying to savor the maelstrom of the
physical sensations of my mother’s skin, with the movement of her
ass, the uncontrollable thoughts of the way mom will melt when
you squeeze her-

Mom suddenly shifted, snapping her head to
look directly at my shorts. I jumped back as if shocked. She
flipped over, sat up. Gasped. “Brett!” she yelled.

My cock strained at the fabric of my trunks.
It propped itself up, impossible to hide. I was frozen, too,
completely unable to react or respond or to even hide the erection
that practically throbbed through my shorts. I tried mouthing
something, to say anything, but I couldn’t even do that.

Mom was frozen too. Her sunglasses were askew
from how fast she moved. I could see her eyes, darting between my
cock and my face. Her mouth kept trying to form words, but nothing
came out either.

“I’m sorry,” I managed to sputter, but mom
jumped up, spun around, and started walking down the beach. My
erection deflated. All that I had left was a sickening sense of
shame and fear.

“Oh my god!” I heard her yelling. “What the
fuck was - Oh my god! How could – what!?”

I jumped up and sprinted after her. “Mom, I
can explain!” I tried catching up, but she was walking, fast. Her
face wouldn’t turn to mine. I tried to persuade her, to claim there
was some kind of misunderstanding. “Mom, I was just – it’s normal!
Come on, mom, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean-“

She spun around and faced me, pointing at me,
her eyes wide with wariness, anxiety, her cheeks red with what I
could only understand as confusion and fear. “What the hell was
that, Brett?”

“I just…” I swallowed as she looked deep into
my eyes. Her eyes searched mine. I tried composing a lie. “This
kind of thing happens, mom!” I gestured wildly, shouting, “look,
I’m in college! College guys get random boners! Alright? You didn’t
think I stopped having hormones, did you? This kind of stuff just
happens, mom! It’s random! Alright? Chill!”

Mom’s eyes narrowed, her brow furrowed. She
moved herself to one side, then another, keeping her gaze firmly on
me. It was her look that she used to see if I was lying.
Unmistakable from years of trying to pretend I had already done my
homework. Mom opened her mouth, her eyes locked with mine, and
slowly, carefully asked, using my own words, “It’s random? It just
happens?”

This was it. Her unbreakable lie detection
technique. The one that always resulted in a fair, just grounding.
I was a goner.

My head spun, trying to think of something
that worked. All I could do was nod. Keep it short. Relax my
shoulders. The way an expert liar would.

“It just happens,” I repeated, hoping I
looked serious, calm, and convincing. “Completely random.” I kept
my eyes fixed on hers as well. She stared at me, her dark eyes
searching through my soul, her lashes low as her narrowed and
suspicious glare tore through me.

I did everything I could to keep from looking
at her body, to drift down at her gorgeously decorated breasts, at
the way her soft legs drifted up to her apex… the red of her
swimsuit that would have drawn literally any man who could breathe
to stare at her.

But I kept my gaze firm. I looked only into
her eyes.

If mom was anything like I knew her, she
could completely tell I was lying. Bold faced. She never missed it
before. How could she miss it again? She could absolutely tell I
was trying to hide that I knew exactly what I was doing… and
exactly what I wanted. That I touched her – and wanted to touch her
more.

The moment seemed to deafen me with the kind
of silence only extreme regret could bring. Not even the waves
seemed to make noise. It was over. I was doomed to a lifetime of
shame and a hellishly embarrassed week before eternal exile from my
family back at home. I was certain. Mom now had every reason to
hate me.

But she relaxed her shoulders. “Alright,” she
said, straightening, her glare easing, but not completely
departing. “I believe you.” She carefully adjusted her hat. She
breathed, carefully, calmly, her full chest moving with shallow,
measured breaths, her dark, long lashed eyes looking directly into
mine. Her cheeks were pink.


Chapter 7

We split for a while, keeping a solemn
distance from each other. As we crossed each other along the beach,
swimming or walking, I’d look her way sometimes, and she’d look my
way. Or so I guessed. Her sunglasses seemed to hide where her eyes
went, but I could swear as I swam through the ocean that her face
seemed to follow each direction I went.

Of course, I watched her. She lay on the
beach, sitting up occasionally, drinking water, oiling herself a
little more, brushing sand from her long, full thighs.

I couldn’t believe the way the day was going.
I almost lost everything.

This is it, I thought. I’m chilling out. I’m
done with the way I felt. I’m going to drop it. Now. For real this
time. I’m not a freak, I reassured myself. It was just a fluke.
College guys go through this kind of stuff sometimes. Getting
horny. It just happens. Randomly.

The beach kept us busy for hours. At some
point, mom moved herself up closer to the tree line, allowing the
lengthening shadows of the day to cover her. I assumed she took a
mellow nap, letting the surrounding heat of the sun and the cool
noise of the palm forest lull her into a deep, and peaceful
sleep.

If there was a woman out there who deserved a
vacation like this, it was her. I promised myself that now, I
wouldn’t ruin it for her. My anxiety dissipated. The mood changed.
She didn’t seem tense anymore. Things were normal again.

I occasionally dropped by and grabbed a
handful of the oil, quickly slathering it on myself. Mom laughed at
me as I tried to reach the limits of my flexibility behind me.
“You’ll get a bright red diamond back there,” she giggled. “Guess
how I know it’ll be a diamond?”

She laughed again, throwing her head back,
her neck pulling taut as she reminisced. “Your dad had a summer job
in college. Lifeguard. Never listened to me about sunscreen, always
insisted he’d do it himself. Sometimes he would show up at my dorm
while I did my summer semester and he’d take off his shirt and,”
she snorted with laughter, “there would be this horrible, bright
red burn on his back where he couldn’t reach! A perfect
diamond!”

It was nice to see her laugh, but the thought
of dad shirtless around her in a college dorm didn’t exactly give
me butterflies.

The sun was starting to approach the hills to
the west. Mom called me from the beach, right as I was practicing a
mindful, meditative float in the near-still ocean, trying to make
sense of the Oedipus complex that had probably just wandered its
way out of my subconscious. I cursed Freud and wondered when I was
going to try and kill my father.

“Your dad’s on his way back!” Mom’s voice
carried over the water. “Come on, let’s go!” I pretended not to
hear, but only for a moment. It was time to go back. Back to
reality.

I had to get my shit together, for sure.

We walked back, steps apart. Mom didn’t take
my arm when I offered it. I wasn’t sure if she even saw me offer
it, but the way she walked slightly ahead of me stung. I did my
best to avoid looking at her. The temptation was there. For sure. I
could have looked, but I didn’t. It was better that way.

We made it back to find dad passed out on the
couch, bags of produce surrounding him. He was red from the sun,
and snored softly while a Mexican soap opera played on the TV,
actors accusing each other in an endless stream of yelling.

“Wow, Ross, groceries?” My mom shook him,
smiling brightly. “How thoughtful!”

Dad blearily raised his head and half
slurred. “I thought you’d… cook something for us. A family…
dinner.” He took a deep breath.

Mom sorted through the groceries and laughed
quietly while I set the table. “Don’t bother,” she whispered to me,
almost delighted at my dad’s ridiculous shape sprawled out on the
couch. “He didn’t bring anything except peppers.” She covered her
mouth and tried to keep from laughing.

“I’ll get something from the village,” I
volunteered. She smiled at me and patted my cheek. Like things were
normal. “That’d be great dear. Nothing too spicy. Get some cervesas
for your dad too. He’ll like that.”

I came back a little while later to see mom
and dad sitting on the couch together, watching the TV. It was
weird to see them sitting, side by side again. I felt a little pang
in my heart but didn’t really think much of it. Maybe I was glad
that they were finally having a half-decent time.

“Dinner,” I called, trying to be cheery for
the sake of continuing the family peace.

“Thank fuck,” said dad loudly, jumping up.
Mom’s eyes followed him. She was actually smiling. I felt a little
relief that she was feeling better around him this time. Maybe he
actually apologized. “Sorry about the peppers, everyone,” he
shrugged, sitting down as I brought food wrapped in foil out of a
bag. “Those vendors really know how to pitch a product. Even if
they don’t speak English.”

We ate in relative peace, mom brightly
smiling as we enjoyed the fresh food from the village – doused in
lime, in herbs, the cool beers I bought from a man with a cooler
freshening all of us with a little dose of alcoholic happiness. We
finished up and mom got up to clean, talking about the lovely beach
I found, while dad rubbed at his head, undoubtedly trying to stave
off the hangover that was already at his door.

Mom brought him to the couch and sat him
down, stroking his forehead and saying quiet things to him.

It was weird to realize all over again the
facts I knew since birth. Mommy and daddy were married. Mommy loved
dad. Dad loved mom. Those were the immutable, undeniable facts of
life. Dad mumbled something to her, and mom giggled, nuzzling his
neck. They were together again.

I stepped out to the patio as the sun set
over the hills behind the villa. The ocean darkened. The scenery
didn’t really do it for me now.

It was lonely.

I walked for maybe fifteen minutes before
realizing I forgot my phone on the counter. I could at least pass
the time with it, I thought to myself.

How fucking miserable. Buck up.

I embraced the facts – I was an adult,
enjoying an entirely different country. Two different countries, if
I went north to Chetumal in Mexico. There, I could find a night
life, temporary friends, dancing, pretty girls, more than enough
booze to make me realize that I was actually fine. The thought
excited me. I wasn’t going to let these little feelings take me
down – I was going to seize life, to enjoy myself, to get
rip-roaring drunk and to go find some lovely Latina girl to lose
myself in.

But I had to get my phone first.

I jogged lightly, looking into the lit-up
living rooms of the villas that lined the beach. One of them was
probably my family’s. I saw a familiar light ahead, an open sliding
glass door, the balcony on the second floor. It was probably the
one we stayed at, but as I approached, the sound of my mom and dad
yelling at each other confirmed it.

“No, for fuck’s sake, Nora! You really want
to complain now? You really want to make a big fucking deal
over this now?”

“It’s our vacation, Ross! The only one
we’ve had in years! Can’t you just give your job a rest for one
night and spend some time with me? What the hell did I get all of
those extra cleaning jobs for?” Mom’s voice carried angrily over
the sand. I looked around, hoping nobody was close enough to our
house to be able to hear what was going on. Thankfully, there was
nobody except me along the beach.

“You don’t get to fucking tell me when I can
and can’t work,” shouted dad. “I’m my own man, Nora, and I’ll spend
my time whatever way I want!”

“You’re my husband, Ross! We’re supposed to
be, MARRIED.” The words gave me a sinking feeling. Whatever peace
our family had for a whopping two hours was gone already.

Dad snorted, a derisive laugh smacked over
the noise of the ocean. He went quiet for a second. Then he added,
“Maybe I don’t want to be married to an ungrateful fat bitch.”

Something fell to the ground – I heard a
glass shatter on the tile inside. Mom didn’t have a reply. Just the
tinkling sound of glass.

“God damn, Nora. Clean that shit up,” dad
hissed. “I’m going out.”

Mom’s reply seemed so small. So sad. “What,
back to drinking?”

“Out. Anywhere. Just out.” Dad’s footsteps
faded. Then the front door made a noise as it opened, and made a
loud bang as it slammed shut.

Rage, hot and red like coals ground against
my insides. I wanted to run around the sides of the villa and up to
dad – to sock him in the fucking jaw. To beat him down. Force him
to apologize.

I was old enough. Big enough. Bigger than
him.

I felt my fists clench, tight, my fingernails
cutting into my palms as I moved toward the side where dad would
come out. But there was a sob.

Mom was crying.

All the rage left me. I jumped forward and up
the patio steps, ducked through the sliding glass door. Mom was
standing listlessly in the kitchen. A shattered glass and a puddle
of water lay at her feet. She looked up and sniffed, raising a
couple hands to rub at her eyes.

“Well,” she said, softly, “it was nice while
it lasted.” She looked back down at the shards, glimmering in the
orange light of the kitchen. “At this rate, we’ll have to replace
the whole kitchen.”


Chapter 8

I got a text from dad. checking out a
concert in Mexico. mom had a headache so not coming. feel free to
drop by too. she can be a downer so it’s up to you.

The ridiculous lie seemed to glow brighter on
my screen than everything else. Obviously, his goal wasn’t to work,
otherwise he wouldn’t be going to a concert. What kind of fucking
asshole had the gall to treat her the way he did? And to accuse her
of being the downer? It didn’t make a lot of sense, but then again,
not much on this vacation did.

After helping mom clean up the broken glass,
I went to my room and let the new tangle of emotions sweep me away.
Mom was unhappy, on several levels. Dad was a moron, who clearly
didn’t give a shit about anyone but him, even on a supposed
‘family’ trip. I obviously had my own weird kink that nearly fucked
up my entire life today. One of the three, at least, could be
changed.

I was a new man. On a miserable trip.

I put on some headphones, turned on some
music and tried to let the lyrics give me advice, but there wasn’t
much coming from an idiot with face tattoos. I played some games on
my phone, insulted my friends on chat, tried to pose as smart on a
few forums. Every word, every text, every little light coming from
my smartphone didn’t do anything but tap at what felt like an
incredibly meaningless time.

There was a whole week ahead, too.

I realized how dirty and gross I felt.
Physically, I mean. Being in the sun all day, dousing myself with
salt water again and again, the tanning oil, the sand, the heat and
sweat, I hadn’t cleaned it all off in the excitement of actually
having a family dinner that didn’t break completely down. It was
time for a shower.

Finally. A civilized activity that couldn’t
be ruined. Privacy. Cleanliness. A chance to wash away everything.
Physically, I mean.

I gathered a couple clothes from my suitcase
and put my headphones back on. Maybe my tattooed friend through my
earbuds had some kind of encouraging morals on a different song. I
cranked it up. Let it blast. Let it go way, way too loud. Let it
block everything out.

I opened the bathroom door slowly and
wandered in, mouthing the words, feeling the coolness of the
bathroom tile under my feet, enjoying the slight humidity and
floral scents that came in a place like this. I kicked aside some
cotton pile I probably left there from last night’s shower, letting
the deafening wall of noise shut out every other sense, and every
hint of every thought. All that was left was music.

Fresh clothes on the counter. I tore off my
shirt. Pants off. Underwear, gone.

The music stopped being helpful. A deep, dark
depression washed over me. Covered my head. Darkened my sight.

The loneliness was back, for all of us. Mom
was practically without dad. Dad was alone with his arrogant, idiot
mouth. I was alone with both of them. I stared at myself in the
mirror. Took a deep breath and tried to appreciate the way I looked
after starving myself for a month hoping to get beach ready. Hoped
mom at least appreciated that somebody was putting forward a little
effort for the vacation.

Mom.

The sadness, loneliness, the depression, it
all swirled around remembering her sad look in the kitchen. Her
reaction at my idiocy on the beach. The way she slept, her head on
my lap, the peaceful look I couldn’t see when she was awake.

The picture of her glorious, pale bright skin
in the sun.

The picture of her red bikini, the sun sash,
her eyes peeking over dark glasses, the open smile, the way her
teeth sparkled.

The way she felt, under my hands. The way her
ass lifted, firm, pillowy under the red bikini. The way I held her
neck, gripped it… the way she gasped… The way she gasped last
night. The way we undressed at the TSA checkpoint. The way she let
you touch her. I pressed my eyes closed, trying not to let my
rapidly rising erection get too far.

I shook my head and looked down. My cock
betrayed me, of course. It was hard as a rock, and I already felt
an ache in my core. The drive to move my hips forward at the
thought of her white, lovely flesh. Whatever morals I thought I was
holding on to were gone. Vaporized by the simple, single desire of
my cock.

“Fuck.” I grabbed myself unconsciously.
Jerked. My cock felt like it was humming with pleasure – rapidly
rising. A weird thump made it through my earbud and pulled my eyes
open. I looked up, and noticed something very, very strange.

The mirror was lightly fogging. I realized
that the humidity in the bathroom was higher. As was the
temperature.

That pile of clothes that I assumed was mine
from this morning… everything was much too thin. The clothes were
unfamiliar. They were…

Feminine.

I felt a sense of horror pulling upward from
my gut. My hands went up slowly. Tapped pause. The deafening music
in my headphones stopped.

The sound of running water. The shower. Soft,
wet footsteps.

I turned my head slowly and… saw.

This was the kind of place that had an open
shower. The floor drain was in the center of the room – the shower
head came out of the wall and whoever used it could walk around
freely, enjoying the space and the room that came with the open
shower concept.

And under a stream of water, under the light
steam that gently coated the mirror…

Was mom. All of her.

I couldn’t even breathe.

Breasts. Heavy. Huge, the sides dripping with
water from the shower. The sharp curve of her back. Two cheeks, a
slim line marking her bottom, the cute little horizontal curves
that betrayed a truly heart-shaped ass… She had her back partially
to me, but I could tell her eyes were closed as she savored the
water.

I couldn’t see all of her – especially not
her front. But I didn’t need to, to see what most men could only
dream of. Her pale skin was barely tinged by the sun from earlier –
the tanning oil had done its job.

It was like the sweet, delicate, barely pink,
creamy flesh of a white peach. Her skin was dotted with droplets,
streaked with streams. The steam blended the edges of her. Her
hair, long, dark, stuck along her back and moved according to the
angle of her spine.

I had to leave. I wanted to. I needed to. But
I couldn’t let this sight go. And how the fuck could I possibly
leave without her hearing me?

Her arms went up. Shampooing her hair. Her
pale fingers curling through them, her breasts lifting as her
shoulders went up. A pale dot of pink appeared, faded in the steam,
the sweet point of her right nipple peeking in and out of the mist.
The image seared itself, burning into my mind.

She gave a deep sigh. Her breasts fell with
the soft noise she made.

I had to get out. I leaned forward to pick up
my clothes. If I turned the doorknob slowly, I could get out
without her noticing. If I just kept myself quiet, I could get out,
wait my turn, and pretend this never happened.

The plan could have worked. It should have.
Anyone could step outside, as silently as they accidentally went
in, right? My hand was on the door handle. I had everything. I was
so close. The knob turned.

It would have worked. If she hadn’t turned
around.

Mom angled to the side and let the shower
pour over her face. She gave a little moan of relaxation, and then
turned toward me, eyes still closed, both of her breasts angling
upward, the coral pink of each nipple like a soft ruby in
ivory.

But she opened her eyes.

Looked right at me.

Looked down.

She saw my throbbing penis below the clothes
clutched in my hand. She looked back up at me, stunned, shocked,
frozen. Opened her mouth.

I expected her to scream. To yell. To say
something. Anything.

But she didn’t. We locked eyes. Her form was
still. The brushing sound of the shower rained down on her. The
water cascaded from her breasts, down her soft, white tummy, along
her belly button. Rivulets of water curved around her hips, inside
her waist, between the soft plush of her legs.

And between her legs…

Was the most immaculate triangle of hair.
Trimmed. Exact. Short. Barely hiding…

Something delicately pink.

I didn’t mean to, but I dropped everything I
was carrying. I couldn’t help it. Now there was nothing to cover
me. I was completely naked. So was she.

Mom’s mouth was still open. Her eyes went up
and down the length of my body, lingering at my waist. She looked
back up at my eyes. Down to my hard length. Back to my face. Down
to my cock.

I tried to move. I really did. My hand turned
the handle, but I couldn’t look away. Mom’s unbelievably sexy body
shone in the falling water. Mom’s mouth closed. She looked at me,
asking with her eyes why I was still there. Why I was in the
bathroom she was showering in. Why I was still looking at
her. Why I wouldn’t leave. Her eyes went back down to my cock.
And stayed there.

“I’m…” all other words completely escaped
me.

But that one word was enough. It broke the
spell. Mom wordlessly covered her chest with one arm. Her coral
areolas disappeared. Her other hand went down, covering the
pinkness, the dark triangle between her legs. She turned herself to
the side, trying to keep me from seeing any more of her body, and
went toward the bathroom door, intending to go past me.

I was stuck in place. She got closer, her eye
on the door. I quickly opened it as some last, desperate attempt at
courtesy.

She tried going past without looking at me at
all. But she was on a crash course.

She got closer. And closer. Her side was
about to move against mine. I reflexively pushed back to the
counter, trying desperately to give her more room, but it was no
use.

Mom got too close. Her wet body, her
shoulder, her side, her hand, the edge of her breast, my cock
against the plush curve of her hip, they all made contact, her
soft form pressing against mine, our skin crackling with electric
sensation. Her momentum meant she pressed against me. And I felt
the softness of her breast against my core, the way her bottom gave
as my cock slid against it. It gave like I knew it would.
And then she was past me, and out the door. My eyes followed her.
Each cheek of her round, pale ass moved up, and down in sequence.
Nothing could hide that from me.

Her footsteps made soft, wet taps through the
house, and faded as she ascended up the stairs. I couldn’t move,
but I wanted nothing more than to stand below the stairs, to watch
each of her butt cheeks rise, one after the other. To see a hint of
the pink between her legs. To see more.

All that was left was the sound of the
shower. Still running. And the sound of my heartbeat, crashing
against my eardrums.

I stood alone in the bathroom, naked as the
day I was born. Images of her skin, her nipples… the subtle hint of
her apex held themselves above everything else in my mind. I now
realized, with every, possible fiber of my being, that I wanted to
return to my mother. To go back.

To be deep within her womb again.


Chapter 9

I woke up the next day, my mind hazy, the sun
glowing through my bedroom window. My mind spun with the thought of
the gorgeous nude treasure my mother had hidden from me for all
this time. The thought of her made my cock ache again.

Last night, I managed to get into my room
without suffering a heart attack. And the pent up, unbelievable
lust drove me to jerk myself off, and I came, seizing, jerking off
to the thought of how she felt, how she looked, masturbating so
hard that I came again, and again, and again, until I collapsed in
bed in a mess of sweat and semen. Wild pictures danced before me -
of her wet hair across the pale curve of her back, her open mouth,
her dark eyes looking into mine… the soft feel of her bare skin,
the plush push of her breast as she pressed past me, slick.

And then there was what I saw between her
legs. The picture of that little, carefully trimmed triangle
between her legs made my jaw ache. That hint of pink. I knew
what it felt like, just inches from that space. I remembered the
way my cock dragged on her soft, soft skin as she rushed past.

I stared up from my bed at the ceiling, as if
I could somehow see through it. Up to her room. I wanted more.

I wanted to feel, much, much more.

The front door made a creaking noise. Dad was
back. I heard him groaning.

“Partied all night?” Mom’s voice came from
the kitchen. I guess she somehow made it down without me hearing
her. Dad returned with a half-drunk grunt. Mom didn’t respond. I
guess she gave up on communicating with him.

I dressed for another sunny day and went out,
hoping things wouldn’t be too awkward. Maybe with dad in the house,
mom could brush this off. Not that I wanted her to. But my stomach
sank when I saw her.

She wore a lot more than yesterday, her look
more subdued. She didn’t wear the slight robe that revealed her
delicate legs. Instead, it was shorts that went down, and stopped
mid-thigh. On top, she had on another tank. A shawl draped over her
shoulders. It was a tourist outfit. Conservative. It showed nothing
that I wanted to see.

She made eye contact with me and held it. I
nodded, trying to keep cool.

“Something interesting happened, last night,”
said mom out loud to dad, maintaining her eye contact with me. My
face went cold as the blood drained from it. Dad groaned from the
couch, and I stood stuck, like prey. “Do you want to hear it,
Ross?” Her voice was freezing. Tense. Chilled like ice. Her eyes
like an eagle. She looked over at dad, who didn’t even bother with
a response. “I guess not,” she muttered. She looked back to me.

A plate of sliced fruit moved in front of me.
Mom set some tortillas and eggs down, a salsa dish, never looking
away, trying to intimidate me.

Obviously, last night was a blunder. I
started to regret everything again, and tried to think of something
to say. Something to apologize with.

I tried whispering, “Last night- “

Mom raised a finger and spoke at a normal
level, knowing dad was completely incapable of listening, much less
participating in the discussion. “Listen,” her voice was
definitive. Final. Firm. She laid down a series of royal
declarations and edicts, each word like a hammer blow. “Last night
was a strange, strange experience, weirder than our little
adventure with the TSA. I don’t know what the hell has
gotten into you. You’ve been acting so, so strangely for the last
few days.” She glared at me disapprovingly before continuing. “But
it’s nothing so strange that we can’t all just,” she took a deep
breath, her chest making a subtle movement under her tank top, “we
can’t all just get over it and move on. Way past it.” She nodded,
watching me for my obedient assent. “Alright?”

I nodded, as if there was anything else I
could do. “…Alright.”

It looked like all the fantasy and fun was
over again.

“We do have several days left,” said mom,
returning to cooking and dropping the subject. She looked
disappointedly over to dad. “I wanted to show your father that
beach we looked at yesterday, but clearly, he’s done for now. He’ll
probably be out cold until dinner.” She shrugged. “So we’ll have to
plan out today without him.”

“You mentioned a waterfall yesterday,” she
continued. “You know where this waterfall is, right?”

I realized I hadn’t exactly found it. All I
had was a hint from the local I paid yesterday. “I have a pretty
good idea.”

“Alright, kid,” she said sternly. “Get your
trunks on and lead the way.”

We made it onto the beach – this time, mom
was in a black one piece that tied behind her neck. Long, broad
strings went down, carrying the generous fabric that sealed her
breasts away. The strings came down and broadened into a flat weave
that covered her midriff. There was nothing seductive about it,
nothing that hinted at her chest. Just thicker cloth, stretching
over her breasts, even seeming to hide her form from view. The
strings around her neck kept all that prisoner.

A bigger, broader shawl was wrapped
completely around her waist, mostly covering her legs. Each step
only revealed the thinnest white line of her leg, just a flash of
color – none of the curve I beheld completely last night.

Only her shoulders were exposed, for a
moment, but she pulled on a second shawl, a light cloth that draped
over her neck, covering even the strings that held the fabric
around her breasts up.

Mom was definitely wary. And cautious. These
new clothes were her protection. I felt certain – she thought her
son needed a firm reminder that she was his mother, and like it or
not, he was going to look at her in a respectable way.

We got to the beach, and mom didn’t waste any
time. She sat on an additional towel she brought, pulled out the
oil, and applied it to herself without even looking my way. There
was no special area of her body that needed attention – it was
already covered by her clothes in advance. My disappointment,
combined with sick guilt, ate at me.

I slapped some of the same oil on, anxious to
do anything that could distract me, and raced into the surf,
practicing a few different strokes through the gentle waves. The
sun shone bright overhead as it crept into midday. Gulls made cries
overhead. They circled and watched us, glinting brightly in the
noon.

It didn’t take long at all for me to get
bored. I launched out of the surf and onto the beach, and figured I
could find the waterfall. My intuition told me to look where there
were changes in elevation. Sure enough, in the palm forest, the
beginnings of the hills emerged. Water had to be there. Springs
were fed by mountains, the slow release of water from the stone. If
there was running water, enough for a waterfall, it would be
there.

“I’ll be back,” I shouted toward mom, who sat
up, watching me carefully, silently from her towel. She gave a low,
slight wave in response.

The hill rose, the palm forest grew denser.
Vines seemed to emerge from the soil and worked their way upward.
Rocky walls rose, jutting from the sandy soil, the ground grew
firm, changed its angles. The green grew more vibrant. These were
my clues.

I almost passed it, but luck was with me, and
I noticed a slight gap. Behind a cliff face, where a tree and its
vines mostly obscured the rock, was the narrow entrance to what the
local told me about. Anyone else would have passed it. It was
probably a miracle that the local found it in the first place. The
vegetation on the jungle floor leading through the wall seemed
undisturbed… like nobody had ever been there.

I passed through, and the temperature
shifted. It was cool, darker, misty. A fine spray drifted through
the air, a soft light filtered through a thick canopy of vines, of
tropical trees, of dark, natural stone walls painted with moss. And
through it all, the sound of falling water made itself audible. A
small, crisp, white waterfall poured downward, sending ripples and
bubbles into a clear, pure pool. I looked down into the impossibly
translucent water. It had to be eight feet deep, a dozen feet wide,
easily. It was a plunge basin, where a long, long history of
erosion and gravity drove the pool floor deeper, and deeper, and
deeper, the process taking hundreds of thousands of years.

And now, it was deep enough, broad enough to
swim. A little stream drifted off the top of the pool, wandering
out through the thick mass of trees and rocks.

This was the kind of discovery that I’m sure
the Spaniards would have killed for. Forget gold. This was… a
hidden paradise. A fountain of youth, if there ever was one.

It was very possible that a place like this
could cheer mom up. It could excite her and help her forget how
strange and awkward the last few days had been. At the least, maybe
it would help her forget things, just for a moment. I decided that
was worth it.

I jogged back to get mom, growing more
excited to show her as I sped back.

When I made it back onto the beach, mom was
laying on her stomach, her face hidden by the sun hat. Her long,
long legs were uncovered in the sun. A lump rose in my throat as I
saw the gorgeous, pale creamy flesh that rose up along her thighs,
arching into her buttocks. The slight dip between her cheeks evoked
the thought of her in the shower, the water rushing down her back,
around the sides of her ass and between those lovely cheeks,
streaming down the inside of those beautiful legs.

I didn’t want to announce myself, but did,
reluctantly. She turned to her side, reaching for her shawl,
quickly using it to cover herself. She looked at me from behind the
sunglasses. It was hard to read her. But there wasn’t much time for
hesitation, and I didn’t want her mood to ruin how special and
beautiful that spot was.

“Wanna see something incredible?” I gave a
brave smile. Hopefully she’d like it. “I found the waterfall.”

She hesitantly stood up. “Alright.” She
gathered her things, carefully and modestly moving downward with
her legs together, careful not to squat. The way a lady would move
down, doing everything she could to keep from scandalizing her
form.

Once she had everything, she started walking
toward my end of the beach, slowly. But I couldn’t take it. My
heart thudded with excitement – if there was something here that
was going to bring the same joy she had earlier when I showed her
the beach, it was going to be the little hidden cove of paradise in
the jungle. I had no reason to hesitate. She had to see it now.

“Come on!” I grabbed her hand and started
running.

“Brett!” Mom yelped as I dragged her along,
clutching her stuff under one arm. “Brett, slow down!”

“Hurry up!” I pulled her along and we made
our way quickly down the beach, into the forest, into the dark of
the canopy. The hills rose, the ground grew firmer, rippled and
changed as we got closer and closer to the hill. I heard mom
gasping behind me as she tried to keep up with me pulling her
along. Her voice heaved.

“Is it… really that good?” She gasped as she
half ran, carefully trying not to trip on the increasing vines and
rocks.

“It’s incredible,” I reassured her. The
familiar rock face was ahead – the tree that obscured the entry
served as a door. I stopped in front of it. Mom put her hands on
her knees next to me, breathing fast. Her sunglasses were askew
over her eyes. She took them off, clutching them with a small
hand.

“You ready?” I must have been grinning from
ear to ear – she responded with a slight smile, a nervous look, but
she seemed hopeful, even a little trusting.

“Sure, baby.” She said, breathing deep. “Lead
the way.”

I pulled into the entry and quickly moved to
the side so I could see her face as she entered. She ducked, the
curve of her breasts becoming only a little more pronounced, and
then she straightened up inside. Looked around. Her jaw
dropped.

“Oh my god.” She laughed. “Brett, this is…”
She spun around, taking everything in. “How did you find this
place?” She seemed happily lost, gasping in awe of the waterfall,
of the hidden quality of the pool, of the impossibly clear water
below.

I gave a running start and crashed into the
water. It was cold – much colder than the sun-warmed ocean. I
surfaced, letting the cold shock my system. I gave a quick shake of
my head and smiled upward at her, gesturing toward me. “Come
on!”

Mom hesitantly stepped toward the pool. Her
soft, white feet touched the edge. Little ripples proceeded from
her toes as she tested the temperature. She gave a little unsure
tone.

“It’s easier if you just jump in,” I reminded
her. “Come on.”

The excitement in my voice must have
convinced her. She smiled like a young girl, took off her hat, both
shawls, revealing the white of her skin which hinted at me once
again. She stepped back, then gave a little running hop with a
yelp, gracefully falling into the pool. Her arms pulled at the
water, and she emerged from below, her long, dark hair sticking to
her face, her neck. Like in the shower.

She swam gently back, looking up at the
canopy. I watched her as she showed her delight with this place. It
was special. Intimate. Perfect. “Most people don’t get to see
places like this in their lives… ever.” She marveled, grinning as
she peered up the waterfall. She settled against the rock edge of
the plunge pool, rested her arms out of the water, feeling the
smooth, mossy surface with those delicate fingers.

“Did you think you’d ever see anything like
it?” I asked.

She seemed more comfortable, finally. “Not
unless it was on Facebook. Though one time,” she fell into thought,
“there was this bar I snuck into a few times, back when people
didn’t really check ID’s. A real college town,” she explained.
“They had a little room with velvet furniture back there that
seemed so special, so closed off to me. It was such a mysterious
and cozy spot. There were books, mirrors, antique lamps, classy
stuff, nothing like you’d expect to see in a college town bar,
especially for a college like mine. I get the same feeling about
this spot. So hidden. So perfect.”

I blinked, trying to imagine mom as a younger
woman, somebody my age, in a ‘college like that’.

Mom continued, “It wasn’t until some friends
told me about the bar that I learned that it was just a secret
make-out room. You had to bribe the owners to use it. More of a den
of vice than a classy reading room, I guess,” she laughed.

“You never used it?” I asked, curious.

She snorted. Her skin along her neck and
shoulders speckled with goose bumps. “I might have.” She looked
away from me, towards the white mist rising from the waterfall. We
listened to the rushing sound of the clear, cool water.

It was so nice, being able to talk with her,
to see her enjoying herself. To see her smile as she let memories
drift by. “I had a secret spot too,” I said, wanting to open up to
her as well. Mom looked at me again, curious. “There was a storage
room I’d hide in when I skipped class.” Mom’s lips drew into a
disapproving frown. “Jeeze, mom. It was just history class.” I
rolled my eyes. “I passed that without any issues.” Her frown grew
less noticeable. “But I went there a lot after school. My buddies
and I would hang out, play video games…”

“You mean,” mom interrupted, “you would drink
booze and get high?” She shook her head, wryly smiling as she
finished out the part I really wanted to keep secret. “What, you
really think I didn’t know?” I was shocked. There was no way she
could have found out. I wanted to come up with a lie to cover it
up, but she continued, “your ‘buddies’ ratted you out to their
moms, by the way. Remember when they all suddenly couldn’t hang out
with you anymore and you told me you thought that maybe they were
mad at you? Or that you were just lame now? It wasn’t because you
were lame,” she started laughing. “It’s because we all found out,
and their parents grounded them worse than they’d ever experienced
in their little lives.”

I could have sunk under the water and drowned
myself from the embarrassment. She knew? The whole time? “But…” I
wondered, “why didn’t you ground me too?”

Mom shrugged. “What good would it have done?
Your friends were already out of commission. That was the end of
your extra-curricular fun.” She teased, “until college, I’m sure.”
She leaned her head back, closing her eyes. “And it’s not like your
mother was perfect in high school either.”

“Sure,” I said sarcastically, not believing
her. “You’ve been nothing but serious forever.”

Mom sighed. “Brett, do you really think your
mom didn’t cheat on homework in high school? Do you really think I
was always so stern? That I didn’t kiss boys? That I didn’t have
fun?”

It didn’t really occur to me that she used to
be so young before. Like… young. My age. Youthful. Full of
life, mischief, hormones, bad jokes, worse habits. She hung out
with boys. She kissed them. I teased her, “you actually had
fun?”

“Uh, yeah,” mom leaned her head to the side.
The white arch of her neck curved upward. Her wet, dark hair curled
around the side of her face, lifted from her shoulders. She was
relaxed, loosened up. All the tenseness and caution she had earlier
was gone. She was pleasantly absorbed in the memories. “I drank and
smoked with everyone else in high school. We all got high. We’d
throw things at people’s houses at night, things like toilet paper.
Or bricks. We were all so… crazy. We even went to the pool at night
and skinny dipped.” My stomach flipped. She continued, not noticing
that she had slipped into a dangerous topic, “We snuck into
abandoned places, pulled pranks. We had cops chase us, almost got
caught a few times. Oh god, it was the crazy 80’s! Nuclear war was
going to happen. We didn’t have anything to lose.”

She really was a young woman before. She
skinny dipped. Kissed boys. Had feelings. Not just emotions, but
feelings. She was a real person who used to be my age. It made me
feel strange. My mind was opening to the fact that while she was a
woman, what she really was on the inside… was a girl.

She’s a girl and she used to skinny
dip. Her smooth arms stretched out. She was totally relaxed,
enjoying the cool water of the pool, taking in the freshness of the
scenery, enjoying memories, sharing my company. It was like she
really was a girl again… and that I was a boy she could
kiss.

I felt brave, suddenly. “Skinny dipping,
huh?” The words escaped my mouth. I didn’t feel like taking the
topic back. I didn’t feel like being ashamed. “Would you ever do it
again?”

Her eyes snapped open. She lifted her head,
droplets falling from her hair. Her dark eyes stared into mine. The
look on her face was serious. I took a great step – I was aware of
it. But this was a beautiful moment with a beautiful girl. I wanted
to push forward.

My mother kept staring. Watching me to see if
this time I would apologize, or break down. She smirked. “No.”

My heart fell.

“But,” she said, pausing, barely tipping her
head to the side, her eyes narrowing, her light pink lips moving in
slow motion, “I dare you to.” Her words slapped me in the face,
hard. Then she held her breath. She didn’t look away. Her cheeks
started to turn pink. My mother’s dark, lovely eyes stared deep
into my soul. She was asking me to undress.

I wouldn’t ruin this moment for the world. It
wasn’t anything that hadn’t happened before. She had already seen
me. Seen my throbbing erection in the bathroom last night. Seen the
way my cock strained at my trunks during the day before. But those
times were all accidents, misunderstandings, horny mistakes.

She dared me again, very deliberately, her
pink, wet lips moving, her voice almost… dusky. “Take them off if
you think you’re so cool.”

And without hesitating, I did. I kept my eyes
on hers. My hands went down, plunging through the water. I kicked
to keep afloat, stared at her, gritting my jaw tensely closed as I
pulled my trunks down. I freed my legs, feeling water rushing
around all of me with a sudden chill. I pulled the empty trunks up
through the water. And threw them, up and behind me. They lightly
splashed on the ground, hidden in the shadows of the surrounding
forest.

Her eyes widened. Her pink cheeks… darkened.
She kept looking at me, but I realized that with the water being so
clear, I could see the pattern on her one piece. I could tell the
shape of her legs through the movement and ripples from the
waterfalls. I could see the clear details of her legs, below her
waist. And she could see through the water too. I saw her
throat bob in a swallow.

I kicked, swam to the side. Her eyes followed
me. Her lips slightly parted. She was like a graceful creature of
the forest, skittish, watching, tensed. Her eyes flicked down. And
then up. And then down again.

I felt myself getting harder. And harder.
Despite the cold, my cock swelled, the deep cool of the water
flowed around my pelvis, around my length, my head feeling the
frigid shock of the shadowed water. Mom’s eyes tracked lower, and
fixated on my cock. And stayed.

She didn’t look away. My mother’s lips
parted a little further. I could see her shoulders moving. She was
measuring her breaths. Trying to keep from moving too suddenly.
From breathing too heavily.

The cool water around my genitals and the way
she stared without stopping strengthened my resolve. She was a
girl. I was boy. We were playing together.

Skinny dipping.

“Now,” I said, my voice deepening. “Your
turn.”

Mom looked up. “I’m…” She blinked, her cheeks
flushing further. “I can’t…”

“Fair’s fair,” I said with finality, staring
intensely into her eyes. I looked down at her graceful neck, down
below the water where her pale legs gently kicked. I slowly drew my
gaze up until I came to her eyes, which carefully observed the way
I looked at her body.

She looked hesitant. Tense. Her eyes went
back down. She could see my hardness in the water. Her shoulders
moved as she took a deep breath. She looked up, her gaze sure
beneath those lovely, dewy lashes. I knew she made a decision in
that moment.

Her left hand moved from the smooth rock face
of the pool. It drifted toward her neck, where her one piece was
tied. Her fingers stretched out. Our eyes were locked together, as
mom’s fingers gently wrapped around the black string of the one
piece…

Then my mother pulled the string out of its
knot.

She let go, and the tense strings went
suddenly slack, her breasts dropping by a couple inches within the
black fabric covering her chest. The heavy shape of her teats
suddenly revealed itself under the undone one-piece, the weight of
her chest suddenly free, no longer constrained. Both strings fell
lightly down her chest, resting on top of the black cotton triangle
that covered her tits. The strings seemed to rest there forever,
but her hand continued to move.

My heart wouldn’t stop pounding. Her fingers
pinched the fabric at the top of her round, heavy breasts… and she
pulled it slowly downward.

Inches, and inches, and inches of white,
creamy skin suddenly brightened before me. In the shadowy darkness
of the pool, it was like there was a light shining from her,
brightening my vision as the fabric went down, down, drawing
farther down her left breast than her right. Until the fabric
reached the water. She was just barely too low for her nipple to be
exposed to the open air – but the fabric continued to move.

In the rippling darkness of the impossibly
clear water, a coral pink shimmered below the surface. I could see
a sharp point through the ripples. My mother’s nipple, hardened in
the cold, cold water. Her hands moved down, now pulling the fabric
from both breasts, a second dot of pink greeting me on her right.
The fullness of her tits sparkled, her flesh relaxing, now
completely free of the one piece. The swimsuit kept moving
downward. I could see the dark dot of her belly button, the smooth
flesh of her tummy shining below the water. Her grip on the
swimsuit reached her waist.

There wasn’t much left on her.

She kicked forward gently, giving herself
just enough space to lean forward, to reach downward, to grab the
bottom of her swimsuit. She gave a soft laugh, keeping eye contact
with me, and in a smooth motion that made my heart palpitate, she
pulled it down her long, long legs…

And unveiled the most hidden part of herself
to me.

Below her tummy, under her hips, between the
ample curve of the sides of her behind lay an impossibly white
triangle, marked with a detailed patch of pubic hair. Her most
fragile, her most vulnerable, her most private and soft spot. The
smallest hint of pink lips sat below it.

The one piece sank all the way down her legs.
She hooked it with a pale foot and brought it up.

Then the one piece rose out of the water. She
threw it behind her, as I threw mine. Her eyes looked at me; wide,
dark, droplets of mist clinging to her lashes. Her pink lips
reddened. Her cheeks were bright. Her breaths rapid in the fresh
cold of the water.

“What now?” She broke the silence, daring me
to speak. Her chest heaved under the water as her breathing
quickened tensely. The coral tips of her tits bobbed as she kicked,
and shivered.

I had no idea what to do. But I needed
more.

I had to have more.

“What did you guys do as you skinny dipped?”
I asked through my clenched jaw, hoping for a clue, a signal,
anything that would bring me forward and closer to the woman that
gave birth to me.

“Just swam,” said mom, smiling shyly,
mischievously. “That’s all.” She reached an arm into the water, and
pulled herself to her right, along the edge of the pool. Her dark
hair trailed gently behind her. I swam to my right as well. We
circled each other. I tried to keep calm, but my cock was still
surging with strength. The screaming lust in me felt like a frenzy.
I don’t know if it was the cold or the situation, but I felt myself
shaking.

While we swam, I stared hungrily at her form.
Her hips sometimes crested the water as she pulled with her arms.
Her breasts moved the water in waves from her, and with every
stroke she turned, carefully. My mother’s nipple cut the water like
a knife. Her arms went up. Her white hip crested the water, the
pink between her legs gliding in the mirage of the shallows.

I couldn’t take it.

I needed more from her.

I needed much, much more.

I stopped swimming and held my spot, while
mom kept up her stroke, edging closer. She angled her head,
curious, and looked at me, not quite stopping, but slowing.

I had to get closer.

My breath caught in my chest as I pushed
against the cold, smooth edges of the pool. Toward her. Toward my
mother.

Toward… Nora.

I drew close. Within five feet. She looked at
me, apprehensive, her soft cheeks bright red. Four feet. Her pale
skin illumined everything. Her breaths went faster. Three feet. The
water rippled, bounced lightly between us, moving gently, back and
forth between her breasts and me. She stared, unblinking, her eyes
widening.

Two feet. Her eyes slowly closed. Opened,
wider than before. Her pink, soft lips parted, as if she were
trying to say something.

I could see every detail of her pale skin,
goose bumps raising along her arms, the tiny pores in her flushed
face, her smooth, marble-like shoulders… down her chest, at the
hard, now scarlet nipples just inches from the surface. Her chest
shivered with nervous breaths. I could feel the breeze coming from
her mouth. I wanted to breathe her in.

One foot.

We were so close. I looked down into Nora’s
eyes. At my mother, who looked up at me. Almost close enough for us
to touch again.

All it would have taken was a slight move
from either of us. I could reach out at any time. Pull her to me,
and our bodies would touch. I could press her flesh to mine.

I could take her.

My erection pushed out too, a tiny space from
her slowly treading legs, the pale of her thighs swirling in and
out of my peripheral. The jewel of pink between her legs was so
achingly close, only inches from the head of my cock.

You could take her.

Her cheeks were now a flushed, desperate red.
And her eyes… a soft brown. Flecks of dark, deep color circled her
iris. Her pupils were so wide. Dilated. Excited. Deeper than this
pool. Clearer than the water.

It’s now, or never.

It was time to lean forward, to kiss her.

Now, or never.

It was time. To grab her, to seize
her, pull her close, feel her, tear into her, ravage her
flesh, to enter her, to take her, to make her mine. More
than anything else in the world – I wanted it, I wanted her. And
from the way she trembled, panting, looking up at me, I could tell.
She wanted the same.

Now.

I reached.

She suddenly pulled back, her hand went up
between us and pushed against me, against my chest. I floated back,
stunned. She turned her head.

“Wait,” I groaned. I could hear the pain in
my voice. But she started moving backwards, her eyes down and to
the side, looking away.

She made it to the edge of the pool and
turned, her back to me. Her arms went up, and she pushed herself
out. Water cascaded down her back, gorgeous, silvery streams that
arced over her, falling like stars. Her glorious, heart shaped
bottom emerged, the dark line between her cheeks rising out. She
pushed herself up, and sat on the edge, her breasts exposed to the
open air, the goosebumps visible even from where I tread water,
incapable of breathing.

Mom got up, water dripping from everywhere on
her. She strode slowly, carefully, a hand over her breasts, another
covering the private space between her legs. She walked carefully,
angled to the side so that even the fingers between her legs were
hidden from me.

She found her bathing suit, bent down, the
glorious curve of her ass accentuating itself, her breasts hanging
low, the tips of her nipples pointing heavily downward as she
leaned forward to pick it up. But that glorious, mythical pink
jewel between her legs remained hidden, on purpose.

Wordlessly, she put her one piece back on.
The black cloth went up her legs, smoothly stretched up, over her
belly button, pulling over her breasts, compressing their shape
behind the fabric. Her hands reached up and behind her, tying the
string. Through it all, my mother never looked at me.

I felt my heart aching.

She stood there for a moment, stuck.
Something in her face seemed confused. Hurt. Like she was searching
for answers that nobody could give. Her lips were tightly drawn.
Her eyes were dark.

“I’m headed back. Your father promised he’d
take me dancing tonight,” she said, her tone even, without a hint
of feeling, even for dad. It was as if she only said it to avoid
saying something else. She turned and left without another
word.

For several stunned minutes I tread water,
trying to understand. But of course, it was easy to see.

I had gone too far.

What the hell was I doing? How could I? How
could I get that close, be so forward, be so blatantly wanting her?
What kind of sick, demented monster would do that? Why had I ruined
everything – why couldn’t I just let the moment be perfect, let her
have just a few seconds of peace to be herself, to be with somebody
she could trust?

I let myself sink in the water and let the
air in me go. I wanted to die. I wanted to drown and never, ever
wake up.


Chapter 10

I arrived back at the villa after a slow,
lonely walk. I felt numb. Empty. Hot and cold, guilty and angry,
alternating mercilessly. The sun was getting low, the hills
stretched shadows across the roads and sand.

In my head, the same question played over and
over. Did you really think you could do that with your
mother?

Did you?

I ducked through the front door and went
straight to my room. Mom wasn’t on the first floor at least. It was
a relief. I didn’t think I could even look at her. But I wanted to,
as an honorable man would. I wanted to look her in the eyes, take
it all back, to say I was sorry, to try and make things right. But
by the way she pushed me back, the way she left without speaking,
told me that maybe I irreparably broke the very precious trust and
grace she held toward me.

At least, I figured, I could go back to the
states, go back to college. Pretend none of this had ever happened,
while nursing the agony of this unspeakable day for the rest of my
life. I could get married to a girl my age. I could have kids of my
own. I could live an entire life of my own, but I knew through all
of it, I would always relive the deep regret.

I knocked at the bathroom, making sure it was
empty. Showered. The bathroom had a faintly humid feel to it. The
mirror was just barely fogged. Mom had gotten here before me. The
thought of it made my heart ache.

Trying to keep the thoughts of her wet,
gorgeous, porcelain body, the one that would never be mine out of
my mind, I freshened up and changed into a loose button up shirt
that made allowance for the heat.

Dad was awake, finally. His red eyes looked
like concentrated misery. Sleep deprivation and cheap booze over
the last few days had completely thrown him off. He was gulping
some pills from a travel bag and washed it down with what looked
like instant coffee. “Morning, kid,” his voice croaked in the late
afternoon. He was the picture of hungover suffering, but he had a
fake smile on that creased through his unshaved face. “Ready for a
party tonight?”

“You can’t be serious,” I almost laughed at
him. It was almost like he never told his wife last night that he
didn’t want to be married to a fat bitch.

“I am serious,” dad mumbled. “Your mom made
me promise her before the trip that I’d take her dancing. So. Day
two, and we’ll get it done, and then we can relax with all of our
tasks complete. Good plan, huh?”

I nodded back, ready with an excuse to stay
home.

Then mom’s footsteps came softly down the
stairs. I didn’t want to look up.

“Wow…” dad’s surprised voice startled me.
“Nora. You look…”

I looked up. My jaw let go.

Dad couldn’t even finish his own sentence
either.

Mom stood halfway down the steps, a light
summer dress floating about her. It was patterned, reaching only
down to her soft thighs, scattering colors with yellows and reds,
blue and green flowers, Aztec rhythmed vines, all the edges frilled
and laced. Vintage Mexican styles clearly influenced whoever
designed it, but it held itself low, the tops of her shoulders
completely exposed as the straps lay around her arms. Mom’s hair
cascaded down, around her shoulders and back, drifting along the
soft white of the tops of her breasts, leading to her long, pale
arms draped over the railing.

Her makeup… in this instant I realized that
mom really was an incredible beauty. All this time, she maybe only
had a little makeup on, but tonight… she had really put forward an
effort. Her eyes were dusky, her lashes longer, darker. Her lips
jutted out, a darkened scarlet between two rosy, pink cheeks. Her
poise was calm, clear, dignified. Noble. Impossibly beautiful. Like
a mythical queen, in the body of the perfect woman.

She made eye contact with me. Her face
straight and unreadable. I had to look away. Then she looked at
dad. “Well?”

“Now we’re talking,” marveled dad. Mom
laughed in response and brushed her hair back, shyly looking his
way. It was like she forgot everything from last night.

The dress swirled as she descended, the
heights of her lovely legs peeking out with each movement. I
couldn’t believe what I was seeing. She was so, so beautiful.

“Well, I’m ready,” dad stood up, actually
showing some enthusiasm as he tried to keep from tipping over. “I
promised you a dance, and now we’re going to make it happen.” He
reached out a hand, and mom took it. Her dark eyes went back up to
mine. I felt the ache in my heart grow. She looked away from me
again.

“Come on, kid,” dad called. “You’re buying
everything tonight!”

We went out together, waved down a taxi in
the village, and took a quick journey over the norther border into
Chetumal, Mexico. The city really was along the border lines. Brick
and adobe buildings poked upward past the checkpoint. A few guards
lazily glanced at our passports at the taxi window, mostly staring
at mom, whose sunglasses kept them from getting a good look at her
face. They settled for looking down at her gorgeous body instead,
then waved us on.

Chetumal’s streets were lined with palms,
hung with lights, glowing softly in the increasing darkness.
Hundreds of flags and patterned banners hung over us in the streets
while electric lights popped up like fireflies. Little crowds
formed, young people readying themselves for the night life,
spilling out of bars, restaurants, cantina music dancing over
us.

By the time we got out of the car, dad seemed
like he had recovered, walking quickly towards a cantina that
seemed especially decorated with lights, the brickwork rising a few
stories into the air. He rattled off his opinions, glancing often
at mom, who leaned on his arm as they walked. “Here’s this great
little spot I saw last night. I didn’t go in, had a little
disagreement with the guy at the entry, but I’m sure he wouldn’t
say no to us if I brought this pretty little thing,” he chatted
happily, looking often at mom, who smiled, blushing, surprised at
the compliment.

The man at the entry waved us in without
another look, and then stopped a couple people behind us that were
too drunk for how early it was.

It was a multi-storied bar full of wide,
brightly colored verandas – everything about the place seemed half
inside, half outside. Toward the back and at the front, several
patios unfolded from the interior, where a live band with trumpets
and guitars and great black hats played excitedly. The whole place
was festive, with an explosion of color and sound. We found an
empty table on a patio overlooking the street below, with a great
view of the dancing area, where adobe pillars and flowers on vines
surrounded the multi-colored tiles.

“I’ll get the beers,” I offered, wanting to
get away. I went to the bar, put up three fingers for three beers,
forked over the cash, and gathered the cervesas, as cool to the
touch as the hidden pool. Some feminine voices spoke in English at
one end of the bar. Pretty girls, about my age, chatted with drinks
in their hands, laughing, cheering, sipping margaritas, talking
happily in mellow southern accents. I made eye contact with a
blonde girl with freckles, who waved at me, guessing I was probably
American too.

I gave a little nod, trying to smile. But I
left to bring the beers to mom and dad. She shrugged and waved
goodbye to me, looking a little disappointed.

Maybe I’d go back a little later. She seemed
friendly.

I got back and saw mom hanging on dad’s arm.
As I dropped off their drinks, mom looked up at me, and then
quickly back down. Dad reached for his beer like he was a man dying
of thirst. It went down in seconds, and then he jumped up.
“Alright, honey,” he joked, “let’s get this dance over with.”

They went off to the dance floor while I
nursed my beer. The noises seemed too loud. The sights lost all
their color. I didn’t want to stay while they enjoyed themselves.
They could have done all this without me.

Really, more than anything else in that
moment, I wanted to get on a flight home and to forget everything.
I took a quick glance to the dancing area and saw them, close to
each other, mom’s dress swishing as she moved. The dress only went
to her thigh - her movements were fluid, and the dress seemed to
flow as well, flowing up her leg, back down, revealing the tops of
her lovely, creamy thighs and hiding them, over and over.

I downed my beer and grabbed the one mom had
barely sipped, draining that one too. One of the waitstaff went by
and I flagged them down, asking for three more beers. I felt the
alcoholic glow in my cheeks. Some of the color returned. The sound
came back. I watched, only a little less sad, as mom gorgeously
twirled on the dance floor to the bright sound of horns and guitars
and tenor voices.

The song ended.

Dad turned to head back to the table, but mom
pulled his arm, and gestured at the place they stood. I couldn’t
hear what they were saying, but it was clear. Mom wanted to keep
dancing with him, but dad, satisfied that he kept at least one of
his promises, wanted to hurry up and get back to drinking. He
yanked his arm away, entirely focused on something else. Mom stood,
shocked, in the middle of the dance floor. Her head turned
slightly. She looked at me, seeming so… alone.

Dad collapsed in the chair next to me. “Ahh.
A well-deserved reward.” He took the beer and looked around
casually. His head stopped when he saw the crowd of American girls
at the bar. “Some friends of yours, champ?” He downed another beer
in one go and motioned at a waiter. “Tequila. Tres. Si.” Turning to
me, he asked, “And what will you have, son?” He threw his head
back, laughing.

“I’m good,” I answered, as mom returned to
the table, sitting next to dad. The tequila appeared as quickly as
he asked for it. “Ahh,” he sighed. “Paradise.” He threw them back,
one after the other, at a speed that would have put any college
partier to shame. His head turned back to the bar where the
American girls were.

“I’m…” he hummed, staring fixedly at the
blonde girl with the freckles, “going to see what other drinks
they’ve got here.” Without any hesitation, he stood up and walked
straight up to her group. Mom watched him go, her eyes hollow.

I couldn’t imagine what she was feeling, but
from the way she looked, I could guess, hint at the kind of
frustration she was facing.

What could Nora possibly have missed that
meant her husband would treat her like this? She looked amazing –
had done herself up as best as she could. She was beautifully
shaped, her face was carefully, tastefully painted, and the way the
dress laid along the sides of her shoulders, hinting at the sexy
plush of her chest, it made literally every man who looked at her
linger. All except for dad, who was now making an ass of himself in
front of somebody much younger than him. The blonde at the bar
chatted and laughed at his jokes, oblivious to the kind of person
he was. The girl smiled at him. Touched his arm.

Mom visibly reacted to that. “I need…” she
choked back a sob, “I need to get some air.” She got up and went
straight for the exit. I grabbed a fistful of cash, threw it down
as fast as I could, and reflexively went after her.

She must have hurt so badly. I knew she
needed something, some reassurance, just a word to let her know
that dad was in the wrong. I figured that despite everything that
happened between us, I could at least do that. But she was fast.
Faster than I expected. She was completely out of sight by the time
I stood up.

I got nervous. It wasn’t safe to be alone at
night in a town you had never been to before. It quickly turned
into a matter of her safety. I had to move fast. It was already
dark out.

At the exit, the man at the front practically
had to dodge to let me pass. I looked up and down the road, but I
couldn’t see her. Alleys and walkways split off in every possible
direction - she could be anywhere. The man at the front turned to
assess me, guessing my intention by the way I was bent in pursuit.
He smiled as he recalled me entering with mom and dad. “La senora?
You want… senora bonita? Where she go?”

“Yeah,” my voice exploded. “Where? Where did
she go?”

He pointed, laughing at my panic.
“There.”

I ran, sprinted, desperate to catch up to her
before she was too far gone. “Una belleza hermosa,” I heard him
calling after me, laughing.

I took the first left and saw the flash of
her dress disappearing around a corner. Electric lamps, dim, soft,
lined the alleys and left shadows everywhere. I dashed until I
could round the corner… and then found her, standing against one of
the tan adobe walls. “Mom!” I shouted, shaking.

But she didn’t respond. Her hands were
wrapped around her body. She was sobbing, clear diamond tears
falling from her lovely face, and onto the cobblestones below. Her
shoulders heaved; her head bent low. I could only watch as the most
beautiful, amazing woman in my life cried, deep, renting sobs that
I felt powerless to stop.

What could I do? I couldn’t approach her. Not
after what happened today.

“Mom…” I spoke. “Hey.” She looked up as she
sobbed. Her eyes, her cheeks were red with uncontrollable
tears.

“Dad’s… he’s not…” I thought I could explain
it to her in a way that held some semblance of respect for my dad.
But each mournful cry she made, every tear that fell, every memory
of every disappointed look she made, they shattered even the
pretense of respect for him. “I can’t believe he did that,” I said,
finally.

“I try so hard,” mom moaned through
gritted teeth. “He has no idea how hard I try for him.”

“I know, mom. I know.”

“It’s like he stopped caring, so long ago…”
She trailed off, no longer sobbing, but the tears continued to
fall. Her voice was hoarse, breaking. “I don’t know why. What have
I done, Brett?” She turned and looked me in the eye, pleading for
an answer. “What have I done, or what have I not done that makes
him that way?”

“It’s not you that’s the problem, mom,” I
whispered. “He has no idea.”

“Of what?” she asked, leaning back.
Hopeless.

My heart hurt, it was breaking for her.

I had to make her pain stop. I had to tell
her something, anything that would make the pain end. Anything that
could bring her back to being that happy, awestruck, contented girl
I swam with in that secret paradise. And that’s what I realized I
wanted. For her to be happy again. I would give anything for
that.

The truth rose in my heart. I couldn’t
contain it. I was going to say every word I meant, everything I had
held back, everything I knew to be true about her. “Dad has no idea
how incredible… how amazing, patient, and kind… how beautiful of a
person… how beautiful of a woman you are.”

Each word I spoke put a flicker of light in
her eyes. She looked at me, shocked, but I continued.
“Nora.” I emphasized her name to make her listen. “You are
the kind of woman that every man dreams of. You’re gorgeous and
smart and… noble. More noble and good than anyone I’ve ever met.” I
stood taller, remembering all the sacrifices she made to make sure
my brothers and I grew up in a safe, stable home. “You worked so
hard to raise us, you picked up extra work, and somehow managed to
keep everything tidy and clean. You stood by when things were hard,
you pulled through despite all the ways dad didn’t. And you managed
to look amazing the entire time.” Her eyes went wide. But I
wouldn’t stop. Not this time.

“You’re the perfect woman, Nora. The most
perfect woman in the world. I mean it. Any man would be so lucky to
be with you…” I paused. Then added, my heart aching as I said it,
“and to have you.”

She looked at me silently for a moment. I
didn’t look away. She gave a little smile. “Oh, baby…” She came to
me, slowly, her arms opened up, and she embraced me, leaning her
head on my chest. The softness of her breasts pushed lightly on me
as she held me close. I put my arms around her. Despite all the
uncontrollable sexual urges I felt earlier, I chose in that moment
to put all that aside. To just hold her close, and to let he know
she was loved.

She sniffed, and we rocked from side to side
as she breathed softly on my chest. She relaxed. “Hey,” I added.
“It’s been more fun when it’s just us, right?” A plan formed in my
head to at least help this night be something she’d enjoy. My mind
flared with what I needed to do. “Let’s go find another place,
another bar! Another spot to dance.” Her eyes lit up in response. I
continued, driving the plan home. “You and I can party and dance as
much as you like, all the way to morning if you want. You’ll have
so much fun, that dad will never, ever hear the end of it. And next
time, he’ll be the one begging you to take him dancing.”

Mom laughed, wiping the tears from her face
with her small, pale hands. Then she smiled at me, grateful, a hint
of joy returning to her lovely face, and everything was blissfully
alright again. “Alright, kid.” She sniffed, took a deep breath,
bravely straightened herself up. “Lead the way.” We walked side by
side into the dimly lit streets of Chetumal, my arm around her
shoulder, her arms around my waist, her head leaning gently on the
edge of my chest.







Chapter 11

Christmas lights seemed to be a popular theme
in one of the main drags of Chetumal – wrapping up and down the
palms and bushes like Las Vegas in the winter. The evening breeze
flowed through, and we were surrounded by partiers, young, old,
families and tourists, all commingled in a joyous sea of laughter
and music.

We walked together, excited, into bar after
bar, throwing back shots, trying flavors of margaritas, sipping
beers, and the warm flush and feeling of all the booze loosened our
limbs, made the music soar, faster, louder.

It became a blur of laughing, of mom raising
her arms as her dress swished around and around, and sometimes she
spun, the edges rising all together, revealing her upper thighs in
a blaze of fun. Heads always turned to look, but I hardly even
noticed. Neither did she.

She smiled and laughed through the night like
I had never, ever seen her. I had a feeling this was like her best
times in college – times where her and her friends just let go of
everything stressful. Those times would be exclusively for bottles
and good company. She danced like she was young – her hair flying
back and forth. We were completely lost in the dancing, glorying in
an infectiously loud crowd that moved up and down to the rhythms
that rocked through our bodies.

At some point in the night, we realized dad
hadn’t sent us a text to let us know where he was. Since mom left
him at the bar earlier, he was a complete mystery. “Where do you
think he fucked off to?” I asked, the alcohol letting the question
slip.

Mom shrugged, her face immediately flushing
with anger. “I don’t give a shit where he is. I hope he gets
fucking robbed tonight.” She took a bottle of tequila and poured
herself a shot.

“What a fucking asshole, right?” I clinked my
glass against hers.

“Ross can go fuck himself,” mom yelled,
finally letting herself say it, and then her glass went up to her
rosy lips, and she took the shot like a champ. The music got
louder. We let ourselves go.

Hours: drunk, blissful hours went by. The
sharp sour of lime and the tang of salt flashed in our glasses,
over and over. Mom’s forehead was wet with the effort and sweat of
the absolute blast we were having. Drops of her perspiration went
down her neck, her back, jumping as she danced. Sometimes she’d
look at me and smile, open mouthed, laughing as I kept up, showing
off the moves I learned in college.

Girls my age appeared and disappeared through
the night. Some tried to talk to me, some tried to lock eyes, to
dance closer. But I didn’t care. None of them mattered.

Before we knew it, it was two in the morning.
The alcohol was fading, we were all sweaty, tired, and the party
across Chetumal started to thin.

“Air,” gulped mom, waving at her red face. “I
gotta get some air.”

I followed her out. By this time, the air had
cooled even more, and the cold of the sea breeze soothed my burning
skin. Mom was along the corner. She had a cigarette, a girl passed
her a lighter and she lit it, took a drag before handing it back.
Then she was alone on the corner. People were disappearing, locals
into doorways, tourists into the surrounding hotels, partiers into
cabs. Soon it was just her and the cigarette and the cool
breeze.

She looked sexy, one pale hip stuck out, her
fingers loosely holding the glowing ember, the smoke drifting from
between her full, red lips. She was breathing deeply, her shoulders
falling.

“Hey,” I greeted her.

She turned and smiled, her eyes tired. “Hey,”
she said softly. She passed me the cigarette. I took it from her
and noticed a bit of her lipstick on the filter. I took a drag and
let it calm everything else in my system.

“There’s one more bar,” I said. “They’re
closing soon, but I figured we should hit one last place before we
head back.” She nodded. I offered my hand. She took it, folded her
arm into mine, and we walked together into one last cantina.

It was a small place, where only a duo of
musicians sat in the corner, their guitars playing slowly, their
voices blending in a slow Spanish duet. It wasn’t a place for
parties, but it was the perfect last stop for a night like this.
Mom and I moved slowly past the bar, and I signaled for wine. Two
glasses, rosy, dusky red, appeared in my hands. We sat together,
the atmosphere low and blue. We sipped the glasses, looking at each
other, looking away, our heart rates calming. The night was finally
ending.

“Did you have fun?” I asked.

“Did I? More fun than I’ve had in a long
time, kid,” she said softly. Her smile was slight. And sweet. We
sipped at the wine while the songs played slowly. A couple danced
in the center of the little room, barely enough space, just for
them, their bodies close. The song concluded, and they sat
down.

The guitar playing singer in the corner stood
up. He said some words in Spanish, and then said in English, “One
last song. One more. A romantic one to end the night.” The chords
began. Mom looked down, but I knew that her attempt to ignore the
song wasn’t how the night should end. There had to be one last
dance.

“You want to dance?” I asked through the
music. It was a love song. I recognized a few of the words. They
spoke of a rare moment that would never come back. Mom looked away
from me, embarrassed.

Nobody went up. But I knew she needed this.
It was the end of the magic. There was only a little of it
left.

I stood up, the wine and the movement of my
heart urging me to bring her to this last, beautiful moment that
would never come back. The sweet taste of the wine lingered in my
mouth. I reached my hand out to her, and she looked up at me from
her chair, her red lips barely parted, her eyes looking at me with
confusion, concern. “Come on,” I whispered. I leaned down, took her
hand from the table, and pulled her gently up. She stood
obediently, and followed me to the center of the room, our fingers
interlocked.

I pulled an arm around her waist. Not too
tightly. The way a gentleman would. Her small hand was in my other
palm. It was a song in a minor key, lilting along quietly in
Spanish. Her soft body was before me, her low cut dress bringing
the top of her pale chest close. Her bare shoulders glistened in
the darkness. She smelled like sweet wine, like cool water, like a
lily in a hidden alcove. She looked up at me, and we stared into
each other’s eyes for what felt like hours.

It told me I made the right move.

That this moment was a last chance at
magic.

I pulled her, gently, but not hard enough to
force her to come to me. Only enough to let her know I wanted her
closer. Soft enough to let her know she didn’t need to accept, that
it was fine if she didn’t. But she accepted it. She knew that the
moment was magical. She took a step toward me. The edges of her
body touched mine – the soft cotton along her breasts brushed
against my chest, and my hand slipped back, beyond her waist, and
to the soft curve of her lower back, where I gently rested my
fingers. Her head went down and laid on my chest.

The chords changed. The final verses were
ending. The last chorus was on its way, and neither of us wanted it
to end. My heart ached for the beauty of this moment. I wanted to
pull her closer, to embrace her with all my strength.

“You looked… incredible tonight,” I
whispered. And I pulled with light pressure again, inviting her
even closer. She hesitated. I could tell she was thinking. She
waited for me to insist or to give up. I did neither. I kept the
soft pull going, hoping she would want it as much as I did.

And then she accepted my invitation. She drew
even closer. Her breasts pushed against me. Her cheek pressed
gently against my neck, as if she laid with me. Her soft form was
warm. Her pale, soft legs settled against mine. We rocked together,
slowly, in the low light of that room, dancing like lovers.

The song ended, but we stood there together.
Tired. Our blood humming with the wine and the warmth of each
other’s bodies.

Mom pulled away first. “I need some air,” she
said again, her eyes dark. I let her go ahead while I paid, and
then went out, hoping she hadn’t gone far.

The streets were empty, but I saw my mother,
alone. The lights in the streets seemed so mournful now that we
were done for the night.

When I approached, she turned around. Her
dress lifted in the quickness of her movement. Her pale, creamy
legs hinted at me before the edges of the dress dropped. Her dark,
dusky eyes looked into my soul. “Is it wrong?” mom asked.

The ache in my heart came back. I didn’t know
if I could bear for her to say that it was. “Is… what wrong?”

“It is wrong to… be so happy?” She asked me,
seeming to avoid asking what she really wanted to ask. Her eyes
went down. The breeze gave only the slightest whisper. All else was
silent. I didn’t know what to say.

But then mom took a step toward me. Her head
was lowered, but she reached out with one hand and felt my arm, her
eyes flicking upward at me. Hinting. Asking. I knew, without a
shadow of a doubt in my heart what my mother was asking me.

All girls acted this way…

…when they wanted to kiss a boy.

My heart beat once, twice, three times.

I reached for her. Gently pulled her to me,
pressed her soft arms in my grip.

I lifted her chin up. She looked at me. Dared
me. Asked me with her eyes if I would take that next step.

I would.

I fell into the gorgeous red of her lips…

…and kissed her.

And my gorgeous, impossibly lovely mother
kissed back.

Her lips were so soft… I tasted the wine. I
felt the heat of her soft, flushed face on mine. I now tasted the
lips that once pecked on my cheek with motherly affection.

I kissed her, harder. She did the same back,
her tongue tasting sweet, and I lost control. I pulled against her
more strongly, crushing her body to mine, pressing the soft hips
that bore me against mine, grabbing the nape of her neck and
controlling it while she whimpered in the kiss. Her hands wandered
up and felt at me, smoothing along my chest, grabbing at my arms,
circling around my neck. Her tongue flicked against my teeth, and I
responded in kind, our tongues warring, dancing against each other,
the wet flavor of her mouth and the sound of her labored breathing
breaking against my heart, my core.

Now you have her.

Lust, powerful, unbearable broke through the
gates of my mind. My mother melted against me. I felt the blood
rushing in me, down, down, and I felt a painful ache in my pants,
my cock pushed against the inside, pressing harder and harder. My
hands went town, seized her waist. Pulled her close. Her hips
bucked against mine, against my throbbing cock – and my mom whined
softly as we devoured each other, licked and kissed, the wetness of
our mouths commingling.

My body moved, entirely out of control, but
my mind was warring within me – this was my mother in my arms –
this was the woman that gave birth to me that I was pushing
against, feeling my cock against.

I moved a hand down the small of her back.
She soft flesh of her ass was under her dress, and I pressed,
reached, all the way until one of her lovely, pillowy cheeks was in
my hand. I squeezed and she gasped, the flesh giving way under the
cotton, and I felt an unconscious growl leaving me. Her hands
raised up in response, tangling in my hair, gripping it tightly as
she pulled my mouth into hers. The ache in my pants grew –
commanded me – and I reached the other hand down to her other
cheek, and gripped it, lifted and pulled at her dress material,
pulling her harder onto me. I felt my cock straining, burning hot,
and I directed her softness onto it, while I gloried in the
otherworldly plush of her lovely behind.

My hands kept moving down until I had one
below the cleft of my mother’s cheek, and I pulled her leg up. My
hands reached the end of her dress, and then my fingers suddenly
found cool flesh, the smoothness under her thigh giving way as her
dress lifted, as my hand plunged even farther toward the heat
between her legs. Then I felt a thin, thin fabric, the thin panties
covering my mother’s cunny.

My fingers dug under them – I felt the edge
of the burning heat of her secret place, and she whined in my ear,
and the urgency in me grew - I thrust forward with my hips,
pressing my cock where I was certain mom’s soft, pink apex lay,
while my fingers grew closer to it from behind, pressing against
her hot, slick flesh – I felt her fingers tighten in my hair – and
I felt her wine-misted breath crying, breathing in my ear as she
let go of a husky moan, “oh, god.”

Then she stopped. Aware of what we were
doing.

Mom looked up without pulling away, our lips
tingling from the interrupted kiss. Her dark eyes, her flushed
cheeks, her now messy hair shone in the half-light of the street.
She looked at me soberly, panting, full of recognition as to what
was happening. The wine made her imperceptibly sway. She stared up,
shaking, vulnerable.

I could tell she was truly afraid of herself.
Of what she was doing.

Of what my mother’s lovely, sex-starved body
needed from her son.

“That’s enough,” she said hoarsely,
hesitantly. I didn’t know if she meant it.

The hot, damp feeling under her skirt, the
slick sweat of her skin between her legs, the wet heat I felt now
at the tips of my fingers called me. I was so, so close to having
my fingers inside her.

Inside mom.

But… I bit the inside my lips as hard as I
could, trying to draw blood and strength as the animal in me
snarled against the last shred of sobriety I held.

My hands left the space under her dress.

She stepped back, looking away. Her pale
chest heaved as her gasping slowed, her physical senses calming,
her excitement fading, her consciousness filling with relief.

We said nothing for a minute, but then she
straightened and cleared her throat. Her poise was businesslike,
but I could hear the subtle tremble in my mother’s voice. “We can’t
be doing that, baby.” She swallowed. “We’re…” She trailed off. Her
hand went up to her cheek. She looked at me sadly, and I felt
myself falling in the dark of her eyes, wanting to ignore those
words and to explore the tremble in her chest, but she finished,
finally. “I’m your mother.”

The moment was over.

I answered her, “I know.”

The last magic of the night was gone.

“We need to get back,” I said, numb. “I’ll
call a taxi.” I turned and left the side streets first. Mom’s quiet
footsteps echoed behind me. It was so late in the night – nobody
else walked the city streets. Our taxi pulled up. We got into the
back seat together. Didn’t look at each other.

If you insisted, she wouldn’t have stopped
you.

If you tried to take her, she wouldn’t have
resisted.

You had her.

Those thoughts cycled in me torturously, over
and over as we left behind the soft, warm lights of Chetumal.


Chapter 12

I woke up late the next morning as if I
dreamed everything. A part of me thought I had.

Mom was in the kitchen, alone. She wore a
longer dress than last night. Blues and pinks in the color of
sunrise. Thin straps over her shoulders. Her hair was tied up in a
messy bun. She looked at me and smiled, pretended as if we never
kissed, placed food in front of me as if I were sixteen again and
getting ready for school. As if she was just my mom again. As if,
hours ago, my fingers didn’t brush against the soft, wet slit
between her legs.

“Your dad hasn’t come back yet,” she said
brightly. “I hope he’s alright. He’s probably sitting in an alley
somewhere wondering where his wallet disappeared to.”

“Mom…” I addressed her hesitantly. “Last
night we…”

Her bright smile disappeared. She set the
cookware down and leaned back against the counter, her true
feelings surfacing on her lovely pale face. Regret. Concern.
Confusion. Her lips looked so soft.

“Last night…” she cleared her throat but
couldn’t finish the thought.

We stared at each other guiltily, remembering
the sights of skin, and sweat, re-living the sounds of music and
desperate breathing as we kissed in the side streets. Of the heat
that flared between our legs as we pressed our hips together.

The front door opened, and we jumped,
startled. Dad stumbled in again. I noticed that the clock in the
kitchen said it was just past noon.

“Welcome back. You look great, dear,” said
mom, her fake brightness back. Dad looked like he had just gone
through a threshing machine. His disheveled clothes and bleary,
exhausted eyes could have landed him in an arrest lineup without
surprising anyone. The stink of booze drifted into the villa with
him. He half tripped onto the couch just like he did yesterday. We
watched him, waiting to see if he would even justify himself. But
he didn’t. All he did was snore.

Mom frowned at him, disappointed.

I wondered if she felt any amount of guilt,
not for the way she and I touched each other, but for the fact that
she just kissed a man that wasn’t her husband. But the longer I
watched, the more certain I became – the guilt was there. She
looked at him sadly, her lips drawn thin. As if she had betrayed
him. But she took a deep breath, remembering why she and I left him
at the bar last night in the first place. She pulled her shoulders
back in defiance. Shifted her soft hip to the side. Looked at
me.

A different set of emotions clouded her
face.

“We’ll have to figure out another plan for
today without him,” said mom, echoing yesterday. Her eyes were
serious. Focused. Cool.

“Alright.”

“I’d love it if you took me to that hidden
pool again,” my mother said, unblinking.

After I changed, I nervously waited for her
at the front door. She asked me to take her to the secret pool. The
memory of yesterday flooded back, my stomach flipping while I
replayed the images of creamy skin decorated by the falling water,
sealed in the gorgeous intimacy of that moment.

It didn’t take her too long. I heard the door
to her room close upstairs. I heard her footsteps. I stepped out to
watch her descend the stairs.

First, her lovely legs appeared. One after
the other, proceeding from the heavens. All her skin was now tinged
with the kiss of sun, a gold and pink that made her glow in divine
radiance. Her immaculate skin revealed itself as she entered my
sight, my eyes drawing upward to the point between her legs, where
a silky blue swimsuit cupped her apex. It drew up, the one piece
covering her belly as the silk transitioned in color, moving from
aqua blue to a sea green, shimmering in the light that passed
through the windows throughout the villa. It had to be incredibly
expensive.

The ample sides of her bottom were bare, the
swimsuit shrinking back along her hips. Above them, her heavy
breasts were cupped in the metallic sheen of the swimsuit. It
pushed them upward and together, her tits overflowing, barely
contained in the low cut. The swimsuit had no straps. Her upper
chest and shoulders were revealed. Tiny white fabric flowers
blossomed along the upper edges of the one piece, decorating
mother’s tits with an impossible dignity.

She came down the stairs, descending like the
goddess of some long-forgotten sea, her hair free and loose. Some
of her hair was lighter, shining, kissed by our short time in the
sun. Like amber lines, like veins of gold. She turned and I
realized that her lower back was bare – the one piece opened up
behind her, revealing a circle of her lower back to the sun. I
realized that I was staring with my mouth open, leaning forward,
tense and hungry.

Mom watched my reaction and grinned as she
perched her sun hat on top of her long, dark locks. At the bottom
of the steps, she gathered a long, flowing shawl and wrapped it
around her waist. She put on her sunglasses and leaned her head to
the side. “Let’s go, baby.”

The way she spoke, the way she was acting,
her choice of swimsuit, all of these things confused and excited me
to no end – deep down, I knew what all of this meant. I looked at
the door. If we went through it with every intention to go back to
that secret paradise, then that meant…

I offered my arm. She stepped close to me and
took it, her hands twining around my bicep, her hip brushing
against mine, and we stepped into the sun.

Neither of us could bring ourselves to speak
on the way to the beach. It felt like hours – agonizing ones as I
felt the overwhelming desire to run there, to arrive in that hidden
place as soon as possible. Mom’s pink cheeks hinted at the mix of
emotions and feelings within her, but I couldn’t see her eyes
through the dark sunglasses.

We made it onto the beach. Walked along, side
by side, arm in arm to the palm forest and the hill. No words. Just
building, scared anticipation as we entered the shade of the
tropical canopy.

The ground rose beneath us. The vines grew
dense. Rocky walls appeared, lining our path. The tree at the
entrance appeared. “We’re here.” We stopped before it together.

There was no returning once we went inside.
This entry symbolized a taboo that could not be undone. The memory
of seeing each other at our most natural, vulnerable states floated
before us, coupled with the urgent panic of knowing we wanted that
again - a warning that we were not merely making a mistake, doing
something on accident. This would be by our own choices. If my
mother and I went through, we would cross a barrier that was
undeniably wrong.

I stopped before it and pulled the tree to
the side, as if opening a door for her. She stayed in place.
Removed her sunglasses. Took off her hat, and held it in her small
hands. Looked at me. Mom was trembling, biting her lower lip as she
nervously calculated in her mind what she was doing – what she
should do – if she should stop and run back. I felt much of the
same, but her soft, reddening cheeks, her dilated pupils, her
parted lips, her trembling told me what else she wanted.

“Do you want this?” She suddenly asked.

I couldn’t respond. I just held open the
entry, watching her, begging internally that she would make this
choice. Even if it was wrong.

Even if I was her son.

We stared into each other’s eyes, searching.
I gave a slight nod.

A minute passed. Nora took a deep breath.

And my lovely, goddess of a mother moved past
me, through the rock face, and into that secret place. An
ethereally sweet scent flowed with her. I realized she was wearing
perfume, something she deliberately put on before we left. Cloves.
Honey. Jasmine flower. As if she were a silk-adorned concubine, in
the long-lost empires of the Middle East, preparing herself for her
summons to the chambers of a powerful master.

I followed after her, drinking in the
scent.

The air cooled, the soft mist brushed through
our senses. The sound and sight of the waterfall and the
moss-painted walls meant we were in another world.

My mother and I were alone.

She turned to face me by the pool. The lovely
white flesh of the tops of her breasts were bright in the low
light. Something in her had changed. “Now what?” She asked, staring
at me with her dark, knowing eyes.

“We could…” I looked at the pool. Back to
her. Followed her lovely curves downward to the silk bathing suit
that kept her gorgeous body hidden. It was beautiful but I wanted
it to go. I wanted to see her vulnerable again. “We could skinny
dip.”

Mom took my response with a blink. I thought
she would hesitate.

But she didn’t. “Alright,” she quietly
breathed. Her hands went behind her. Hooked into the silk under her
arms, where her creamy breasts pushed out. She pulled downward,
shifting her shoulders down, one at a time as the silk peeled away
from her chest, oceans of my mother’s white lovely breasts
revealing themselves. Her lovely tits fell, one after the other,
the fragile pink of her nipples greeting the misty air, pointing at
me as her flesh relaxed, falling softly free. She rolled the
swimsuit down, farther, past her tummy, to where her waist
tightened, and then to where her pillowy hips widened out.

I was achingly hard, my cock straining
through my shorts.

She bent low, looking upward at me, her hair
veiling her heavy teats swinging gently from side to side as the
one piece pushed off of her hips. She straightened, her breasts
pushing out, her fingers letting go of the swimsuit completely. It
fell to her ankles in a shimmer of silvery blue.

Mom pressed her legs together, her feet
crossing as she stood staring up at me, her yielding thighs pushing
softly, showing only the black triangle of hair above the
connection of her legs. I wanted to bury my face in her.

Her hands came together in front of her,
covering the patch of hair, hiding her apex from me. “It’s your
turn,” she said, hoarse, struggling to keep her voice even. “Fair’s
fair.” She looked down at the protrusion in my swimwear. Back up to
me. Back down.

I pulled mine off with one move, let them
fall, let my manhood free. I felt it throbbing – watched as my
mother’s eyes focused on it, following every twitch it made. Her
mouth opened as I flexed it, forcing it to arc upward. The
anticipation was extreme. For both of us. She closed her mouth and
I saw her eyes flaring, staring fixedly at my cock.

Her feet shifted. It wasn’t much, but it was
enough to see her thighs barely part, to finally reveal the hint of
pink under her pubic hair. I felt precum rising from deep within. I
felt myself coiling like a predator. I wanted to drive into her. To
take her. To give my mother everything, to plunder everything she
had.

I took a step forward.

No going back.

We made our choice to be here, to be
together.

And to embrace all the consequences of
it.

The lust exploded upward in me like an
unstoppable tidal wave - I strode up and pushed her back – we
collided with the mossy rock walls. Mom gasped, I pressed against
her – our skin was hot, burning, and our mouths collided – our wet
kisses seared our lips, our skin. I squeezed her neck, feverishly
grabbing at her legs, her breasts, circling around behind her,
sliding down along her lower back, grabbing her ass and driving my
fingers into the softness of her cheeks, wanting to tear her apart
and to devour all of her soft, fragile flesh. She gasped heavily,
pain or pleasure, I wasn’t sure, but her hands clutched at me, one
tightly held my hair before pressing at my face, sliding downward
along my stomach, her other hand pressing behind her, feeling the
cool, slick moss all along her back.

I pressed my cock onto the indent of her hip,
and she looked down, eyes wide, breathing heavily. “Wait – son,”
she gasped, before I sealed my mouth over hers again, our tongues
pushing past each other, breathing each other in.

Her hand went down my stomach while we
kissed, her fingers lightly tracing down my pubic hair, weaving
through it as she pressed her palm along my pelvis. Her hand opened
up. Her soft fingers moved into a circle…

…as she wrapped them around my throbbing
cock. I felt her body react as she touched my erection, the
surprised shivers as I twitched in her grasp. Pleasure rocked
through me as she squeezed, as our kiss disconnected and she looked
down, open mouthed, marveling as her hand started to move up and
down.

A bead of clear precum shot upward, emerging
at my tip. “Brett,” she whispered. “My baby boy.” Her hand started
moving faster, jerking me off as I clutched at her soft, pillowy
ass, as I kissed along her neck, behind her ear, holding her
tightly to feel her excitedly tremble as the handjob increased in
speed, as her grip tightened, as her breathing became louder and
faster in her excitement.

I reached farther, pulling her ass cheeks
apart, leaning to bring my own fingers closer to her from behind.
It was impossibly hot between her legs, the heat emanating from a
pink, wet place calling my fingers home. My fingers pushed farther,
and found… a slickness. A scent that rose, a heady musk from her
arousal. I traced along it and mom shook under me, her handjob
slowing as she took in the sensation of the cool rock wall and my
fingers exploring between her legs.

I pushed at the firm, rich lips of her pussy.
It felt immediately slippery – and as I teased my finger between
each lip, I felt mom tense under me. Her mouth opened; her breath
caught. She looked up at me. Waiting. Wanting.

I pushed farther, my index and middle fingers
sinking in the feeling of her heat and wetness, of the tight
pressure inside her. Her eyes widened. I went a knuckle deep, two
knuckles, and then leaned forward, kissing her, plunging my tongue
down her throat as she closed her eyes. My fingers pushed in
farther, sinking all the way, and mom gave a moan through our
connected lips.

I curled my fingers slowly. Felt her squirm
with pleasure as I pushed against the top of her insides, where I
knew a more sensitive spot lay. “Brett!” She made a high-pitched
squeal. She gasped, pulling her lips off of mine, shocked at the
noise she made. Stared into me with a look of surprise, her soft
pink lips trying to say something, anything to explain the way she
reacted to my fingers, still curling inside her, rubbing against
that spot. I moved them in a ‘come here’ motion, and with each
movement of my fingers, her eyes heavily fell closed, then back
open as I pushed along at the slick, wet walls inside. Her moaning
rose and fell. “Ohh…” she shuddered and leaned her head back,
closing her eyes.

Then her hand moved faster on my cock,
gripping it tight, moving up and down, faster and faster. My legs
buckled from the pleasure that rocked through me as my mother’s
hand passed into a blur, her soft fingers pressing into my rod as
she jerked me off, her breathing fast in worked up effort. I tensed
up, and she leaned her head forward, looking down at the way I
throbbed and bucked, looking up at my face, watching the way I
reacted to her expert hands.

I felt it building. Pressure, at the base of
my shaft. My testicles started to constrict, to tighten. I felt it
rising. I couldn’t breathe, the rising ecstasy stopping my words as
I passed beyond the point of no return.

Something was coming up. Now.

“Mom,” I groaned. “I’m going to… I’m
gonna…”

She locked eyes with me, her cheeks red, her
breathing heavy.

Without looking away, my mother whispered, “I
know, baby.”

And I exploded.

Mom quickly moved her hand from the wall to
catch it – the semen that pumped from my cock in an endless stream,
shooting into her hand as she kept jerking me with the other one.
It kept going, and I couldn’t help but roll my eyes back in
pleasure as she loosened her grip slightly and shifted to jerking
me off in an underhanded grip, her fingers splaying over my balls
as she massaged them, the cum finally slowing, falling to the earth
between my feet in drops.

She stepped back, letting go of my cock, my
fingers pulling loose from inside of her. I staggered, the last
drops of semen still falling from me in long, thin strands to the
ground. My mother looked down at her palms, one hand empty, the
other cupping the puddle of silvery, cloudy white. She stared at it
in curious horror, still breathing heavily. The blush of her cheeks
had spread down her neck, over her chest, the pink nipples now red
from excitement.

I could see a faint glistening between her
legs where my fingers had just been.

“What have we done,” she whispered,
awestruck, still looking at my cum, which was now trickling between
her fingers and dripping into the leaves.

I wasn’t sure how to respond. We had crossed
a line, for reasons that no one, no one, could possibly
accept or understand. But I understood.

And she did too.

She looked at me, curious. And then she
remembered. “Your father,” her voice dropped, disappointed in the
reality that came flooding back, “is going to wake up soon.”

What we did was suddenly starkly out of place
in our minds, like a piece that didn’t go with this puzzle.

I remembered my dad was on the couch, passed
out when we left.

I remembered that mom was married to him.

That he was the one funding the vacation.

I remembered that I had to go back to
college.

Mom stared at her palm, as if she were unable
to process what she held.

My cum still dripped from her lovely white
fingers.

…






To be continued in Part 2 of 3.

Please leave a 5 star review for the story,
and check out my Smashwords profile to see what else I have to
offer. You can also get a free copy of, “Happy Birthday, Love
Mom,” which is an exclusive that I actually don’t offer
anywhere on the internet except for people who sign up for
publishing alerts – so if you’re interested in more content from
me, check out the link below:

https://fakeflowerstories.eo.page/86r5m

Thank you.
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