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Before we continue Nora’s story in this bundle, I think it’s important that I set some new expectations.

This series is not Nora in the Sun all over again. It takes place immediately afterward, and will not have the same stakes.

How can it? Nora in the Sun was pretty crazy. Brett and his mother, Nora, crossed a lot of lines with each other, broke boundaries that nobody should cross, all against their better judgement, which they struggled against like crazy. But with all those taboos broken for the first time, where do you possibly go from there? 

Really; where?

What made Nora in the Sun so fucking exciting was that it was a novel of increasingly spicy boundaries, crossed one after the other with all the guilt a confused, horny college kid could have. Brett wasn’t supposed to get aroused at the thought of his mother using her toys. He wasn’t supposed to accidentally walk in on her in the shower. He wasn’t supposed to be turned on by her body, and he especially had no business applying sunscreen to her afterward. He wasn’t supposed to kiss her. She wasn’t supposed to kiss back.

And all the pleasure and taste and moaning and ecstasy between them, that wasn’t supposed to happen either. But it did. They did a lot. They went fucking crazy. Nora blew him while they raced down highways. He came inside of her, twice—no protection, no nothing, just a mother accepting her son’s seed, deep inside of her, desperate for it like she’s been desperate for nothing else. I’m pretty sure there’s a risk of pregnancy there. How the fuck can you top that?

Seriously. What do you do afterward? Obviously, you can’t ‘break the taboos for the first time,’ a second time. Nora in the Sun was a magical thing to write because of all those things were so temptingly new and extreme.

But now, mom and son have flown home. They love each other, and play with each other more than they should. They don’t really need to hide their feelings anymore, at least between them. How do you create a whole new series of struggles, a whole new story people want to read after the biggest hurdles are jumped? I was at a loss for this even before I finished Nora in the Sun.

But the answer is simple.

From here, they’re going to try to spend time with the people they love, and to live fun lives, but at the same time, they’re going to deal with life’s unexpected and unmerciful challenges, one after the other. Throughout it all, they’ll continue to do what’s forbidden in society, though not necessarily what’s forbidden to each other.

At the same time, Nora and Brett, in the course of their new life and their new relationship dynamic, will find themselves struggling. Freedom, money, sex, love, with each other, for each other; it doesn’t matter. Nora, as independent as she’d like to be, is back in the United States, reliant on her husband financially. Her son, Brett, hasn’t even graduated college. At bare minimum they need to navigate the husband’s house, which they still live in, and are dependent on. And there’s the matter of the husband’s own motivations. If you believe Ross doesn’t remember the night that he and Nora spoke on the phone while Brett fucked her in a Cancun hotel; if you think he didn’t notice the high, overly controlled, trembling and gasping tone of her voice, the wet sound of slapping and sex in the background, you’re wrong. It doesn’t matter that Ross doesn’t know his own son supplanted his place and claimed his wife. What matters is that a suspicion lives somewhere in Ross’s head, just waiting to unleash itself.

And when he lets it get to him, that’s going to make things very, very difficult for Brett and Nora. At least, in this novel.

No, there’s no hints as to what storylines will come after, how long it will take for this specifically to shake out. No answers, no secrets. You’ll just have to read the current plot. And then the next one. And the next. More Nora, more incest, more of what my audience has overwhelmingly requested since I finished Nora in the Sun. And then when those are done, there will be some short stories, some anecdotes, hell—if you’re interested, I can have an AI bot whip up some Nora themed photos and I can put together some spicy captions. And yes, you’re going to get a Very Merry Nora Christmas. That one might be the end of the whole thing. Who knows? I’ll try to remember to put a bow on her.

FF

Ready? 

It’s time.

Enjoy.
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CHAPTER 1
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This story is part 1 in a sequel series to Nora in the Sun. It isn’t really readable if this is where you’re starting in the Nora saga, so please purchase Nora in the Sun and give it a read if you haven’t.

The last week had to have been a dream. At least, that’s what it felt like. A blur, intermittently sharp with memories that were bright and vivid, drowning out everything else that had happened in my life. What had we done? What were we doing? 

Really, what the hell were we doing?

Outside, the Gulf of Mexico in all its blues and greens made way for the summer gold of the soil and farms that spread out across home. We were officially over the United States again; land of the free, home of the thirty year mortgage, if you were lucky. Mom was asleep in my lap, her hand on the inside of my thigh, her face nuzzled into my hip. I stroked her dark hair, seeing the streaks of sun-kissed color that turned some strands a rich brown, some a gorgeous, coppery red, when before, her hair was a pure raven black. Belize and Mexico had changed her.

Her breathing was slow. I watched her and let each of her breaths decide when my heart would beat.

Maybe all the feelings were too far. Maybe I loved her too much. Maybe all of my idolization of her, all my poetic comparisons were just obsessions. Just the delusion of a crazy kid who thought his mom was the most beautiful woman in the world. What were they compared to what she felt?

What did she feel?

I felt sick thinking that she was about to live in the same house as dad again.

A bump of turbulence woke mom up. She blinked and yawned and her hand smoothed up the inside of my leg and stroked me through my shorts. She looked up and smiled at me. Sleepy. Angelic.

The night before we left, before all the bustle of packing and preparing the vacation home for our departure, I told her I loved her. It occurred to me that she didn’t express herself in the same way, but judging by how she gave her body to me that night, it might as well have been the same thing. Maybe. I didn’t want to be jealous. How could I not be jealous? I didn’t want to think that maybe mom didn’t love me in the same way, that she was just coddling me with sex and affection until she went back to living with dad. That wouldn’t make sense.

Or would it? I felt weird, nervous, and I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to be angry, being both her son, the son of my father, and at the same time, the accessory to my mother’s affair. 

I hoped to god she wouldn’t sleep with me one night and my dad the other. 

“Hey Nora. Mom,” I asked, trying to keep it nonchalant. “Do you love me?” 

I watched Nora raise her head. She blinked as if I asked her something ridiculous. “Of course, honey. I’ve loved you ever since we found out I was pregnant with you.” She yawned and settled back down, closing her eyes.

“Alright. Cool,” I said, looking up and trying to keep stoic. It wasn’t quite the answer I was looking for, but I figured I’d take it. For now.

“What’s wrong?” She asked. Mom sat up and rubbed my leg. Like a mother would. With her off of my lap, my erection was free to poke up and tent my shorts. She looked down at it and stifled a giggle. “Ooh. What’s this?” She asked, gently making fun. “Haven’t I given you enough attention?”

I picked up a magazine from the seat pocket, positioning it to cover it while it settled down. “Yeah... I was just...” I couldn’t finish what I wanted to say. I didn’t know what I’d say.

Mom looked at me funny and her smile fell. She looked away too.

An unsettling realization came to me that maybe we had just lost our minds out there and that maybe now that we were back, we’d need to face reality. All the noble speeches and sentiment—what did that mean now that we were going to be living back with Dad? She was a married woman, after all. Maybe all the shit about transferring colleges was just another moment of madness. Just something we’d avoid doing until I was graduated, and then we’d avoid the topic every holiday, and then we’d avoid each other. 

Then I felt a softness on my shoulder. It was mom’s face, leaning on me. Her dark hair went down and over my leg. Her hands went up and around my arm. Her soft body was pressed against mine and I could feel her warmth. “You’re worried too,” she said. “Aren’t you?” 

I nodded in response and tried not to look at her. I didn’t want her to see me thinking so negatively. 

“You’re not...” Nora’s words were carefully spoken. “You’re not... ashamed of what we did... are you?”

My response was immediate. “Hell no.” I looked at her and into her aqua colored eyes. They glittered like a memory of the ocean.

“Well then,” she said, relaxing and smiling again, clearly relieved, “I guess we don’t have to worry about it.”

She was right. I guess I was just scared. Insecure. I mean, I had every right to be. Mom leaned her head on my shoulder again. 

“Listen,” she said, rubbing my bicep with her soft, pale hand. “There’s nothing to worry about. Is there? You’ll be with us for a couple days until you go back to college to finish out the term. Then you’ll get your transfer to the campus in our town, and then we’ll see each other. A lot. Nothing to worry about, see?”

“I guess so,” I said. “Sorry.” I wasn’t sure how to bring up dad. I wanted to tell her that I didn’t want her to be with him anymore. I didn’t want her to sleep in the same room, the same house, the same bed.

“Don’t be,” sighed mom, snuggling in closer. “It’s flattering to see you so, I don’t know... insecure isn’t the right word. Needy? No, that’s not it either. What is it?”

“I just love you mom,” I said, the words spilling out. I don’t know if she understood how much I meant it.

“Oh, honey. I love you too, Brett.” She leaned on my shoulder again and squeezed my arm.

I guessed that this was probably going to be all I could get. I took a deep breath and leaned back.

Then I felt a soft hand sliding up my leg. Pale fingers went under my shorts and slipped up, under my boxers. “What—do you want me to prove it to you?” Mom’s hand kept going and I could feel her fingertips stroking the head of my cock, before moving upward, farther, while my cock suddenly surged again with an erection. She whispered in my ear, kissing my cheek first, saying, “I can prove it right now.”

Her hand wrapped around me and I looked around, frantic and hoping nobody would notice. In the aisle across from us, there was an old couple, asleep with eye masks over their faces, but people went up and down the aisle every few minutes. My heart pounded as I considered the fear that somebody would notice, call us out, something. 

But I couldn’t help but thrust a little upward. Mom’s hand gave my cock a gentle squeeze. Her voice was in my ear, sensual and low. “I could suck on it right now and nobody would know, Brett. What do you think? Just a taste...”

I could feel her hand moving faster, jerking me off under my shorts while I gripped the upholstery of my chair. I looked up and around, and after making sure that there was absolutely nobody in the aisle, I took her up on her offer. My heart pounded like crazy as I pulled my shorts down, letting my cock spring up and free, and then I moved my arm around and placed it on mom’s neck, pushing her face down. Suddenly, I felt a hot bloom of wetness around my shaft. Mom’s head went up and down, slowly, a gentle and silent suck sending tremors through me. I tried to keep from moaning and sat up a little straighter, trying to keep a lookout. Nobody moved out of their seats. I bit my tongue in an effort to keep completely still and silent. 

Mom sucked on me, slowly, luxuriously for a little while. Her tongue moved slowly, around and around, moving at a luxurious clip that made sure I could feel every iota of her tongue’s movement. Her mouth occasionally came up and off of my cock, before she would kiss the head, and then bring herself back down, slipping me into her mouth all over again with that same gorgeous hot bloom of feeling that her mouth gave me.

I could see one of the flight attendants coming up the aisle. “Mom!” I hissed, “get up!” 

She turned her head to look at me, still on my cock, and then narrowed her eyes mischievously. I felt a sudden suction on my shaft; mom sucked on me, hard, before pulling her head back and up, sending a loud, loud ‘pop’ through the cabin as she sat up. 

I made a quick hop in my chair to pull my shorts all the way back up, and scanned the plane to make sure nobody was looking. A couple heads made lazy turns in our direction but nobody stared afterward, and the flight attendant walked right past without even checking our way. Mom looked satisfied, wiping her mouth, stifling her laughter. Once she calmed down, she patted my leg. “There. Feel better?” She asked, looking a little smug.

My cock was throbbing. I felt like laughing too. My heart had this soft, cozy feeling after that. And not only that, but my cock was rigid in my shorts, aching to be inside her mouth again. I wanted more.

“Yeah. Well, not all the way,” I said, looking toward the bathroom. The occupied sign wasn’t on. I looked at mom and asked, “have you ever joined the mile high club?”

Mom blinked at me and scoffed. “Brett. It’s a little crude, and a little gross to do it on a plane. Public bathrooms are... Besides,” she said, leaning into my ear and whispering, “you’re loud when you cum.”

“I am?”

Mom cooly scolded me. “Yes, Brett. The reason you don’t know is because we’ve been alone. Mostly.”

“I can be quiet. I swear. Please?” If she was willing to do this, I would promise myself that I wouldn’t worry anymore.

Mom looked at me for a few seconds, weighing whether I could actually keep quiet. She bit her lip. Her face was coloring a little more and I could see that her breathing was going a little faster. 

“Okay,” she finally said, “but you need to do exactly what I say. And I get the window seat when we’re done.”

“Deal.”

“You go first, and into the bathroom. The one right there,” she said, pointing at the one behind us. “Lock the door. I’ll give a knock like this,” she explained, tapping her finger on my knee in a pattern I could recognize. “Then you open the door and let me in. But here’s what I need you to do; before I even get in there,” she said, whispering, “I need you to, you know,” she said, making a jerk off motion with her hand. “I want to spend as little time in that space as possible. You get ready, and I’ll finish you off.”

That was something I could get behind. “How?” I asked. “Please, please let it be in your mouth.”

Mom considered my request for a few seconds. “My. You’re really excited for this, aren’t you?” As I nodded, she gave her answer. “It’s going to depend on how much space is in there, which, I can already tell you, there isn’t any. I can tell you’ve never done it in an airplane bathroom before.”

“So you have?” I asked, incredulous.

Mom looked a little embarrassed. “Let’s not talk about it. Now go. It’s open now.”

I got up and walked through the aisle as normally as I could. My cock was rock hard—I had it tucked up so that hopefully, people wouldn’t notice, but as I made it to the bathroom, one of the flight attendants passed me, gave me a quick up and down look, and covered her mouth, laughing quietly. Once I was inside the bathroom and locked the door, I pulled my shorts down again and jerked myself while waiting for mom.

The space was small, sure. But there was space to stand on the toilet, and there were support bars lining the walls that could be used as well. I waited, jerking as hard and as fast as I could so that when mom showed up, I would be ready.

There was a soft tap, with a fingernail, at the door. It was the pattern mom gave me—I opened the door and Nora came inside, fast, and then we were almost chest to chest, pressed together. “We have to hurry,” mom said, pulling down her pants, and turning away from me. Her ass pressed toward me, her hands went up to the doorframe.

From my angle, right against her, I couldn’t really see too much of her. But I could feel. My hands went down her sides and I squeezed her plush, curvy ass as I bent my knees and carefully pushed myself forward. My cock rubbed at her entrance. It was hot and wet too–mom gave a little gasp as my cock slid in an inch, and as I let her lower herself onto me. I listened for her halted breath, a repressed, ‘mmm’ coming from her. I moved a hand up and around her throat—the other circled around her body, and I squeezed her breasts as I felt myself sinking into her, farther, tighter; with her legs together, the pressure around my cock was intense—I could feel myself throbbing even before we got started. But mom was in a hurry. She moved herself back in a rhythm and I found myself moving inside of her, fast, trying to keep from slapping my hips against hers but moving the length of my cock in and out. Mom’s mouth alternately opened in a silent moan, and snapped closed, lips pressed tight together as she tried to keep quiet. 

It was already close, and I was getting closer. “Do you like it, baby?” Nora whispered, while I gritted my teeth and tried to keep from making any noise. Her pussy was tight, tight, and with her legs pressing together the sensation was like being squeezed—I was approaching the brink faster than I expected.

“Come on, honey... come on... do you want to cum on me?” Mom’s words were barely audible.

“Let me cum in your mouth,” I begged, my own whisper harsh and groaning.

“How?” Mom asked, agitated. Her whisper was a little louder, her voice a little higher. “Theres—ah—no room—”

I knew if I could just step back and put even one foot on the toilet lid that I could accomplish it. The orgasm was screaming up in me. I could feel it coming.  “I’m about... I’m about to—fuck, turn around!” I hissed as I pulled out and leaned back, putting one hand on one of the supports and putting a foot up onto the toilet. Mom spun around as fast as she could in the tiny space and made eye contact, clearly enjoying the gymnastics, and when she saw that she had just enough space—she leaned forward, gripping my dick and plunging it into her mouth. Her hand jerked on the length and her lips kissed at the tip as the orgasm suddenly shot up; I couldn’t help it—I moaned as the cum squirted up and between mom’s lips. Her mouth sank over the rest of my cock as she closed her eyes, giving her own moan as she tasted it. My cock throbbed and pulsed and as it shot my semen into her mouth, I was able to let go of the wall with a single hand to move it through her long, dark hair, pulling her mouth farther onto me so that my entire length was inside of her mouth. I clenched, feeling the last of it squirting, and watched as mom’s eyes stared lovingly up at me as she swallowed, and as her hand circled around my cock and squeezed the last of it onto her tongue. A single remaining bead of my semen remained in her pink, wet mouth as she stuck out her tongue to show me, the sight alone causing my cock to throb and pulse with semen one last time. It squirted up and onto her tongue, leaving a little line next to the remaining dot of semen in her mouth. 

I was breathing hard, mom was breathing fast, and as she swallowed for a final time she smiled, open mouthed, and caught her breath.

“Now you’re in the club,” mom said to me, her eyes sparkling. “Welcome.”
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But even that wasn’t enough to kill the unsettled feelings I had.

“What are we going to do about dad?” I asked.

Mom didn’t respond. She stared out the window of the taxi through her sunglasses, her eyes not tracking the houses that went by, the familiar turns and streets as we cruised back into our suburb. 

What indeed? I still didn’t know how she was going to approach living with him. 

Mom closed her eyes and rubbed at her temples. “I’m not sure yet. God, he was a fucking pain. Sometimes I can’t believe I actually married him. No offense,” she said, touching my hand. “Some great things came out of it.”

“Once I’m graduated, I’ll be able to get a decent enough gig to where you could live with me, if you want.” 

Mom looked at me and gave a weak smile. I don’t know why that smile affected me so badly, but it did. It almost felt like she was giving me a sad look, one that said that she didn’t actually think that I could do it, that she decided that she was stuck with Ross. “Oh, honey,” her hand squeezed mine. “I don’t think that’s what you actually want.”

Like hell it wasn’t. 

My jealousy welled up. It punched out like venom before I could control it. “It is. I wish you’d just leave him. And I wish you’d just leave him now.”

Mom turned to look at me and took off her sunglasses. Her eyes were serious, her face blank and neutral. She was clearly thinking. The air went out of her nose and she chewed the inside of her lip. “And what do you propose I do once I leave him?”

I wasn’t sure. “I don’t know. You could... get an apartment with me by the campus? That would save on dorm fees.”

Mom turned away and looked back out the window. “Your father would stop paying your tuition out of spite if he felt like you were supporting me. He’s pulled moves like that before.”

“I’ll work hard. It’s fine, mom, seriously. You and I could live together—”

“Dropping out of college is out of the question, Brett.”

“I’ve got a friend that sells solar. He makes six figures, easy.”

“I said, college is mandatory. The job market is, well, it’s not good. Degrees always count when you’re getting a job. And sales? Sales money comes and goes, and that’s if you’re skilled. One recession, or if your confidence goes the wrong direction, and you’re done. But that’s beside the point, Brett. You can’t just ask me to leave my home—”

I interrupted her, angry as hell. Her home? What kind of a home was it if she lived with a guy like that, and worse, if he wanted to touch her? “Fuck home, mom! If you stay, he’s going to want to sleep with you—"

“Brett! Stop it!” Her head snapped in my direction, her eyes pierced me, flashing with an intense anger I hadn’t seen directed in me in years.

If ever.

Those words smashed me in the face like a brick. Her gaze at me was hard and severe; not a look of disappointment, nor even of offense, but it was so steely and cold and serious that I couldn’t say anything else even if I wanted to. My heart was pounding in my ears. I clamped my mouth shut and looked away, trying to keep from smashing the window out. 

The taxi pulled up in front of our house and we got out. “I’ll get the luggage,” I said through my teeth while mom went ahead. The rage was like a torrent going through me. All I could hear was the sound of my breathing and all I could see was red.

Why the fuck wouldn’t she leave him? Why the fuck would she stay, after everything he ever said and did and how little he gave a fuck about her? What the fuck did college mean if Nora was just going to end up in Ross’s bed any time, ever? My heartbeat was like a sledgehammer and my teeth were so tightly clenched that my jaw started to hurt like a bitch, but I didn’t let go.

Mom went ahead of me and unlocked the door and went inside ahead of me. I made it into the entry, right as mom finished taking off her shoes and wandered into the kitchen.

Then I heard a gasp. A sharp one.

It was automatic for me to turn the corner, shoes still on, in case something was happening. 

And something did happen.

Mom had her hands in front of her mouth. Her eyes were wide and she was frozen, looking at a massive bouquet of... flowers.

Our dining room table held enough flowers in a ridiculous bundle and inside a bucket-sized vase, exploding in white and pink and red and lavender and jewel toned purples and blues, the flowers spreading in every direction with a variety I hadn’t ever seen before. 

And in front of the flowers, there was a folded-up card. Mom picked it up with a quick movement, and she opened it and read it wordlessly. Above her, garlanding just over the flowers was a banner of letters that clearly came from some party supply warehouse. “Welcome Home!” it said, with glitter and ornate flower designs and everything else that screamed frivolous decoration. A cluster of balloons were tied to a chair behind the flowers.

My stomach sank as I realized all of this came from dad. I got a little closer and could almost read a couple of the words of the card, but my dad’s long and sharp signature was obvious at the bottom. 

The print on the card said:

I’m So, So Sorry.
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My mind spun as I watched mom read the card. Her hand went to her chest. Her lips pressed together, her eyebrows furrowing as she read the card, re-read it, as she put it down and stared at the flowers as if they were all made of gold.

“Oh my god,” mom finally whispered. 

We were silent in the dining room for a few moments. I felt sick to my stomach—there was no way mom was buying this bullshit even for a moment.

“This is very, very unlike your father,” mom murmured.

“No kidding.”

“He’s never done anything like this before.”

“Do you think he means it?” I asked sarcastically.

Mom flashed a look at me. Then she took her luggage from me, and left without looking at me, straight to her room. I heard the door close and I collapsed at the table, looking into what seemed to be a veritable cloud of colors. I wondered how many hundreds of dollars it cost dad to get this. He’d definitely had it delivered. There was no way it could have been arranged by him. 

I picked up the card and read it. Judging by how mom seemed so amazed by it, I almost expected something well thought out, or at the least, genuine. But what I read inside was confusing, to say the least. I read it some more and I couldn’t help but laugh. He had the gall to apologize ‘if she felt like he was being rude.’ There was no mention of all the nights he was gone. There was no apology for ogling other women, for taunting her with the idea that she was too timid to divorce him, for calling her names. Nothing real. Just an ‘if’ that made all his behavior seem like an innocent fluke, a merely abrasive personality. 

I was sure mom saw this as some kind of noble form of humbling himself. But I knew dad well enough. It wasn’t the card, or the apology that he was offering. He just thought money fixed everything.  

To him, the most efficient way to ensure his wife didn’t hate him was as simple as a phone call and a quick drive. One call to a flower delivery service. Then with one trip to Party city and less than $50 of balloons, a card, and a banner, and he was done. Total out of pocket, less than $300, and that’s if the flowers were expensive. Total time spent: less than one hour.

I heard Nora’s voice from the doorway. “Your father has never written me an apology. Ever.” Mom was back, her arms crossed, her gaze low. I put the card down, embarrassed for snooping. I tried to make eye contact with her but she kept her gaze fixed on the flowers, her facial expression difficult to read. I could tell she was still angry, at least with me. But for the flowers? There was something else in the way that she looked at them. Something... “This is the farthest he’s ever, ever gone. A card? A bouquet? You’re not going to believe this, but he’s actually done more than that. It looks like he had the whole house cleaned before we got back.” Her hand went in front of her lips and she thoughtfully pressed her finger to them.

I realized what I was looking at. Mom had a little bit of hope. Hope that maybe her husband was actually sorry.

“Are you really buying this?” I asked, quietly.

“I don’t know. It’s touching,” Nora said, steady. Then she looked at me, her head tilted. She spoke to me like I was a kid. Like I didn’t get it.

I didn’t. 

“He’s just spending a little more money this time,” I said, trying to reason with her. “He’s a fucking asshole, mom. You’re not actually taking this seriously, are you?”

Mom’s eyes narrowed, but her tone was careful. I had the sense she was trying to patiently explain something. “I don’t think you understand, Brett.” She took a deep breath, and tried to lay it out for me. “I don’t think you see what it means to me that he actually put things together like this. I haven’t had flowers in so, so long. Having the flowers here, this many, means I can fill our house with them. I’ve always told him that I wanted so many flowers, enough to keep a vase full in every room, and right now, I’ve got them. Cleaning the house? It’s like he wanted to make sure that when I came home that I didn’t have anything to do, nothing to work on. You can’t say that he didn’t put some thought into this. It means he listened to the things I wanted, and made things easy for me. For the first time in forever. For me,” mom said, her voice tight and quiet, “that means something.”

I looked at her in disbelief. 

Then I felt the rage again. My mind flashed with images of their reconciliation. I could see him apologizing, a fake look of guilt plastered on his fucking face. I could see her forgiving him, just like she put up with all his bullshit for the last twenty years. I could see him try to kiss her, her kissing back—a dark wave of insanity covered me then. I could see what came after. 

I felt a deep pit in my stomach that seemed to swallow me up and flood my mind with panic. I couldn’t fucking believe it. I was losing mom to dad, already, just because of a fucking gesture that didn’t take him any more thought, effort, or money than buffing out his fucking car. The image of them entering their bedroom, together, broke the last bit of self-control I had.

“That’s all it takes, huh? That’s all it takes for you to forgive that fucking asshole?” I asked, my voice rising. It was like I couldn’t see. I wasn’t in control. I was too fucking angry, too fucking scared. “Some flowers and a card and you’re just going to spread your legs for him again?”

Mom pulled her hand back like lightning, and slapped me across the face.

Hard.

Her finger was in front of my face. Her eyes were wide and furious. I could hear her yelling at me. I knew she was yelling, almost screaming, but the sound was dim, like her voice came through a tiny window, but every word was clear and sharp. 

“How. Fucking. Dare you! You do not get to speak to me that way, Brett! Not now, not ever! I think you’ve been misunderstanding quite a bit about us, and maybe that’s my fault, but it’s time I make some things very, very clear.”

Her tone was severe, each word shaking with emotion, frustration, a sudden flood of words and feelings. “You don’t own me; you don’t own my body. What we have been doing together does not give you any rights over me, at all. You don’t get to dictate my feelings, you don’t decide what I think when I get something nice from my husband, for once in my life! You don’t get to dictate where I live, and you certainly don’t decide what choices I make for my future.” Her eyes were rimming with tears, her voice choking with rage and hurt and fury. “I’ve made some choices recently, Brett,” her voice dropped to a whisper, a hiss, “choices to sleep with my own son. God, fucking—do you understand how much I should regret doing that? Or that parts of me do regret it, especially right now? Would you like to know why?”

I couldn’t answer. I couldn’t think. It was all just searing into me and I couldn’t make it stop.

“Brett, you promised me that you would make the most of what we were doing, and then you would move on. You’re trying to—it’s like you’re so invested in being with your... your mother, that you just, you can’t even handle that I live in my husband’s house, where we’ve been living ever since you were a child. And in the taxi? Where you tried to, I don’t know, pressure me into leaving this place, where you told me you were ready to just throw away everything, your degree, your—your future, just so you can live with me? Just because you’re jealous? That’s the word I was looking for. You are jealous, and you’re trying to tear down your life so that you don’t have to feel that way. That is breaking your promise, Brett. I had you make that promise so that you could enjoy me, enjoy my—my body, for god’s sake, and then so you would let go, and live your own life; so nobody could say that I held you back from your potential, from being able to take advantage of everything that WE worked to give you, and do you know what, Brett? That includes your father.”

Nora was breathing heavily, her face red, tears streaming down her face. She was crying. Uncontrolled. “Why the hell would you make me a promise, if all you were going to do was throw it away in two days?” She covered her mouth and turned away from me. I heard her sniffling, trying to keep her nose from running, trying to keep herself able to talk. She was choking. Then she turned to me. The tears were still coming.

“Even if the choices that I made were all for nothing, and if I had just given myself to... to my son, and done things with him, things I shouldn’t have done, things I hadn’t done with my husband in years, and if you’re going to be so fucking crazy that you’re going to throw away all the hopes and dreams that I have for you, then I am not going to support that. I AM YOUR MOTHER, Brett, before ANYTHING else. I am RESPONSIBLE for you, but I am not OWNED by you, even if I’ve let you... god—even if I’ve let you—I’ve let you cum in—inside of me. It does not give you the right to override my feelings, and most definitely not to yell at me with those words.”

She stared at me, perfectly still, her arms at her sides now, and her shoulders up as if she were a small girl, guilty, ashamed. Her voice dropped as she looked to the floor. “I own my choices. Just like I own all the choices I make for the future, and that includes where I live, whose room I sleep in, and what I feel. Which you have certainly not understood or respected, for this insane, fragile, stupid thing we’ve been doing, despite my hope that you were mature enough.”

The words stopped. Mom’s lips were quivering. I knew that she was well past the emotional limit and couldn’t say another word even if she tried. She blinked tears away and moved her arm up to her face and covered her eyes and hid them from me while she tried to wipe them from her face. Her other arm was wrapped around herself, as if she was trying to hold herself up.

I stood there, stuck.

But I understood.

I definitely, definitely understood.

“You’re right,” I said, sober. “I’m sorry, mom.” 

I went upstairs to my room without any more fighting or resistance. As I reached the top of the stairs, I glanced down toward the dining room and saw Nora, head in her hands, sitting at the dining table in front of the flowers. The card was face up in front of her. As I was about to round the corner and out of sight completely, I saw her pick up the card, and then toss it. It fell to the floor and she left it there.
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I felt listless and ashamed. She was right. It wasn’t just fear, it wasn’t righteous anger. It was jealousy. It was possessiveness. A hell of a lot of it. And it made me forget that my mom was... my mom. 

It made me realize I wasn’t listening to her, not understanding how she felt, not bothering to try. I was only thinking of myself.

And then there was the matter of that promise. I felt small and ridiculous. Of course mom’s motivation was for me to live my own life and to be successful. Of course she’d panic if I was going to throw that away, and for her, no less. No real mother would let her children suffer needlessly for her sake, but that was the position I was forcing her into. She wouldn’t want that guilt. But in a way, I made her have it already.

I felt like I blew it. I didn’t know how I was going to deal with it when mom, of course, inevitably returned to my dad. I could only hope that somehow I could win her back, before anything could happen between them. But how? She was vulnerable to him now. Since I proved that I was an immature, jealous little shit, and since he had proved that he ‘listened’, even if it was once and if it was just a shallow gesture, there was a chance that he actually was going to take her away from me.

I wondered what I was thinking. I wondered if I really thought that I could somehow keep my mom forever. I wondered what I was going to do.

I heard the front door opening from my room. I heard mom’s voice, and then dad’s. I got up and snuck to the top of the stairwell to overlook the entry.

The good news is that mom had her arms folded and she was standing several feet away from dad. No warm greeting. No kiss hello. No acknowledgement of the takeout bag he had in his hand. That alone sent a wave of relief through me. I could see their mouths moving, mom’s gorgeous, feminine frame as her hips shifted from one side to the other as she talked. 

I could hear dad’s apology again. 

That fucking asshole.

He stepped toward her, a hand lightly touching her arm, and his head went forward to kiss her. I balled my hands in a fist and tried to control myself, and—

Mom’s head turned to the side. Dad’s kiss glanced off of her cheek and she held a hand out, pushing him back slowly, establishing distance between them once again. 

I let go of a breath I didn’t realize I was holding.

I could start to make out what mom was saying, finally. Her tone, while nowhere near as harsh as what I heard spoken to me earlier, was still firm and cold and definitely not loving. Some phrases were obvious. “...acting like the biggest ass, ruining this vacation I had been waiting for...” “...could you treat me like this, not just during the vacation...” “...son was honestly the only thing about the place that made it bearable...” 

That perked me up immediately. The relief at realizing that dad was in the doghouse just as much as I was, at least that set an equal playing field. I knew I could bear with that for now.

Mom’s voice kept floating up through the stairwell. “...just need you to actually prove it to me. That you meant what you said in the card and that you really do love me.”

I watched dad’s body language change throughout all of mom’s words. I could see his own fist balling, like mine was. I could see the muscle in his jaw twitching and I realized in that instant that mine was too when they started talking. Like father, like son. I wondered how much of my jealousy was his. 

How much of my possessiveness was his.

Dad finally responded. His voice was like grit between teeth.

“You didn’t like the flowers, did you?”

“Of course I liked them, Ross. I loved them. They’re beautiful and I’m so happy to have them—”

“Then let me kiss you. Just once.”

My heart stopped at that.

But mom shook her head. Her arms were folded. “Ross, you can’t just give me flowers and a card once, and expect it to make up for over a decade of neglect. And then on top of that, I’m still not sure where you were on several of those nights. I don’t want to sugarcoat it—you were unbearable, Ross. I don’t know if you really understand how you made me feel when you were looking at other women, when you disappeared every night—”

“I’m sorry, alright? Okay? I know I’ve been an ass, but damnit, I’m trying to tell you that I’m sorry.” Dad’s voice was a little louder this time.

Mom clamped her mouth shut and stared at him for a second. I could see a fresh wave of disappointment on her face. “Alright,” she said, finally. “I understand that you’re sorry. Can you understand that I don’t think you’re sorry enough to make it up to me?”

I watched dad as he took a few deep breaths. “Got it,” he said. “You want me to prove it. More than flowers or a clean house.”

“Yes, actually,” mom said, standing her ground. “I think if I treated you like you did me for as long as you did, you’d ask for a little more too.”

Dad stared at her, glaring. “Alright. Noted. Fuck.” He went past her, huffing, while mom’s arms went tighter around herself and her head went down.

We ate dinner as a family in total silence. I watched mom and dad, noting that while mom kept her focus on her plate, dad watched her, himself observing. I wondered what was going through his head. There was a vein on the edge of his hairline, pulsing. Occasionally he glanced at me, his facial expression unchanging. I don’t know how, but it made my adrenaline spike.

It made me think of a documentary I had seen on tv once. There was a lion that had been pushed out of its pride by a newer, younger rival. While the rival took its time to mate with the female lionesses, the older one circled them, its gaze fixed on the one that had supplanted it, its mouth open and its teeth bare, but what made it terrifying were its eyes. The eyes were wide open, frenzied, but completely fixed on the rival. It was a look of murder, of madness, simultaneously expectant of something it couldn’t vocalize. That lion knew it was going to fight to the death soon. It didn’t care if it would die. All that mattered was that it would soon pounce, and that it would rip as much flesh from the other as its own body would allow. It was simply waiting for an opening, and that opening would come. 

That documentary ended bloodily. By the end, both lions were dying of their wounds and the buzzards were circling overhead, while the last lines of the narrator illustrated that in nature, life is a circle of killing and taking, killing and taking, killing and taking...
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That night, I lay in the guest bed, staring up at the ceiling. It used to be my room. It still had most of my furniture in it; and while it was missing all the posters and the mess ubiquitous in young men’s rooms, it still felt like it was mine.

My mind whirled as I tried, desperately, to come up with a way to show mom that I did care, that I was sorry, that I did listen. It was funny. What mom said to dad applied to me as well, that if I wanted to prove that I actually was sorry, that I needed to show it, not just say it. But I could live with that. I had a small, small hope that she’d forgive me.

I heard a knock on my door. The handle turned from the outside and I saw a small, white hand rest on the trim, before mom went around it and closed the door behind her quietly.

She looked at me with concern. She looked tired. And god, she looked beautiful. “Hey,” she whispered.

“Hey,” I said, sitting up. I couldn’t help but admire her as she came close. She was in one of her silk robes, her hair wet and making dark lines over her shoulders. She had to have just gotten out of the shower and hadn’t really dressed yet. The silvery gray sheen of the fabric smoothed over her body, the gray drawing contrast to the lightness of her body, the color in her skin. short enough to show off the curves of her legs. I wondered what she was wearing underneath. Whether it’d be nothing. I noticed that at her chest, there wasn’t the hint of a bra crossing the space where the robe split. There was only pale, smooth chest, and the plush swell of her breasts. The subtle shape of her nipples were visible through the robe. 

I felt my jaw ache as I forced myself to look up, at her face, taunted by the fact that under that robe there was next to nothing. 

“I’d like to apologize again,” I said, with difficulty.

Mom sat down next to me on the bed, and looked at me expectantly. She said nothing and instead watched my face with a solemn expression, listening to what I had today.

I took in a breath and tried to steady myself. “You were right. I was jealous. I was going a little crazy with the thought of giving you up to somebody, anybody else. Especially dad.” I tightened my fists and doubled down, trying to show her that I did understand. “And I wasn’t thinking about what you wanted. I was only thinking about my own feelings and I wasn’t thinking about the difficult situation I was putting you in. I was being selfish, and I’m sorry. I’m really sorry that I tried to break my promise. I had a lot of feelings and I shouldn’t have let them be an excuse for how I talked to you. I’m really, really sorry for how rude I was. I just felt so angry. And I thought I was losing you. That’s why I was going crazy.” I felt embarrassed. It did seem like a long list of sins. 

Nora nodded at me, pressing her lips together. Her blue eyes were clear in the night, vivid even in the half light of my room.

“Are—” I couldn’t finish the question but tried again. “Are we... done? I know I fucked up. I’m really sorry for being so immature—I’ll learn, and I’ll figure my shit out... really.”

Mom’s eyes were fixed on me as she thought. Her head tipped to the side and I could see her eyes narrow.

“You’re still going to get your degree?” Mom’s question was quiet.

“Yes,” I stated seriously.

“You’re not going to go crazy and drop out of school or, I don’t know, try to fight your father?”

“No,” I said, half lying. I knew I wouldn’t go crazy or drop out, but I left violence on the table, at least if Ross tried anything crazy first. I made a little promise to myself that I wouldn’t instigate anything.

Mom looked at me with pensive thought, her eyes searching my soul. It felt like minutes were passing in silence as she tried to figure me out. Then she smiled and relaxed. I heard her give a small laugh, the kind where you came across something interesting and funny at the same time. “You know, I didn’t think I’d make you so jealous so quickly.” 

Her hand went to my leg over my blanket. I reached for it and she let me take her hand. Her soft, cool fingers weaved through mine. I could feel my heart pounding with relief and with happiness, however brief, and infinitely precious. Mom continued, “I don’t want you to be jealous right now. I know you’re young and... hormonal. And that’s definitely a recipe for getting jealous. Especially with us getting back. We didn’t really figure any of this out, did we?”

I shook my head no.

“Well,” mom said, smiling. “Maybe we should have. And maybe we should talk about it later, too. But in the meantime, you don’t need to be jealous. Your father has a long list of things to make up for and he’s not showing any signs of improvement yet. In case you were wondering, and I know you were; I’m not going to be sleeping with your father. Not for the foreseeable future. I mean, unless there is a dramatic personality change, or he cures cancer, and I’m not even sure he can swing either.”

I breathed a huge sigh of relief. Mom noticed. She started to laugh at me and leaned in, hugging me and holding me tight. She smelled like shampoo, soap, lotion, the faintest hint of a flowery citrus. I closed my eyes and breathed in the scent as if it were the last beautiful thing I’d ever get to experience. I could feel my body relaxing, just holding her, my heart swelling with an aching bliss and with the kind of love that overpowered everything else.

“I’m sorry,” I said again, pressing her to me. “I just love you so much.”

“Aww. I love you too, honey,” said mom, not getting it. She squeezed me tight, kissed my cheek, just like a mother would.

“I mean it,” I said, pulling back, holding her hands and squeezing them, trying to communicate it in a way that she could understand. “I really, really love you,” I insisted. “I got so jealous because I want you. I wish that—that we could be together. I wish I could take you places. Like boyfriend and girlfriend—more than that. I wish I could just take you away from here, that we’d sleep in the same bed, that we’d live our own life, away from all this, and that we didn’t have to worry about money or dad or anything else. I promise I’m not going to do anything crazy,” I said, as seriously as I could say it. “But I wish it was different.” I tried to sit up straight, to be determined as I laid it out. “When I’ve graduated, and when I get a damn good job, I’m... I’m going to want to ask you again. But I won’t if you don’t want me to.”

Mom patiently listened and her cheeks blushed a little as I confessed again how much I loved her, wanted her. I wondered how she’d take it. 

Her face moved toward mine. I turned to her, hoping I could kiss her, hoping that she’d understood and accepted it, anything. But she moved to the side and brought her mouth close to my ear. I felt a soft kiss on the side of my face. As she leaned over to kiss me, I could look down the front of her robe—perfectly down. The lovely pale of her breasts were exposed. Her right nipple was visible, a bright pink, even in the darkness of my room. I felt my cock pushing up, felt the pull toward her. I kissed her on her cheek, trying to move closer, hoping to god she’d move closer to me and kiss me and open her robe and let me fill her.

She pulled back, looking at me with a flattered smile. “You’re so sweet, Brett.”

I gritted my teeth. That was not the answer I hoped for.

My hand went to her leg. I felt my mouth go dry. “We’re done, aren’t we?” I asked. My heart pounded like crazy as mom straightened up and off of me. She stood up, turning away, and walking toward the door.

Then her hand flicked the lock closed.

Mom came back, her eyes bright and her smile suppressed. Then she sat on the bed again, just a little further down. Her head gently tilted as she teased me, “it’s going to take a lot for you not to be jealous, isn’t it?” 

Then her hand moved toward the edge of my sheets.

And she pulled them off of me. My cock pressed up through my underwear and I held my breath. I moved my hand toward her leg again, but mom stopped it, giving me a look that told me I shouldn’t be making any moves.

Instead, her hand went toward my cock. It played with the button on the front of my boxers and undid them. Her hand went into the slot and I could suddenly feel her hand, wrapping around my length. I looked up at her as her hand started to move, up and down, gently massaging my cock. Her cheeks were bright and colored, and as she continued to jerk me off, I could see that the flush was spreading, down to her chest, her breathing getting faster as she watched me thrust into her hand.

After a minute, she giggled. “I have to go,” she said. “Your father thinks I’m just talking with you.”

And then she leaned over and opened her mouth, and in an instant, I could feel the ecstasy of her mouth, sucking on my cock. 

I gripped the sheets as her mouth worked it, as her eyes closed and as she moved up and down with her whole body to pleasure me. I choked and thrust up with each of her movements down, but she took a hand and pushed me down on my stomach, eyeing me. I let her continue the way she wanted, felt myself shaking from the sensation of her tongue, it seemed to feel better than it did before. Maybe it was the satisfaction of knowing she still wanted this, or maybe it was because this was a victory over dad. My cock throbbed at the thought that his wife liked me better, thought I was better, was willing to suck on my cock when he couldn’t even get a kiss. And only a couple rooms away. Served him right.

Mom pulled her mouth off of my dick and made a shushing noise. I nodded and then stifled a groan as her mouth went right back down, sucking on me while her mouth flooded with hot drool and spit. I bit down on my tongue, trying to keep it suppressed, but mom was moving her tongue in a swirl. Her hand went to the base of my shaft and she was giving it a slow squeeze while her lips and tongue worked faster—I could feel throbbing at the base of my taint. I could feel a tightness, growing, as mom’s blue eyes glanced my way, shining with smug satisfaction. My grip on the sheets tightened further, mom’s warm, wet mouth bringing me all the way to the edge—

Then mom’s mouth opened, all the way, and she moved up, spit clinging between my cock and her chin. She wiped at her mouth and stood up, while I gaped, stunned, my cock throbbing and my orgasm so, so fucking close.

“What—”

“I’m going to let you finish this one after I go. You’ve been very, very bad, Brett. Worrying me like that,” she smiled, petting my leg and watching as my cock twitched. “But...” her eyes glittered and she grinned, almost gleeful at the face I must have been making. “I promise we can finish this tomorrow night.”

“Really?” I choked.

“Really. I hope this answers your question, by the way,” she said, playing with the bottom of her robe. Her fingers pulled up the hem just an inch, revealing just a little more of the shape of her firm, sexy thighs.

“What—” I scrambled to remember what I asked. “What, so, we’re not done?”

Mom dropped the hem of her robe. She leaned over me, kissing me on the forehead. “No. We’re not done.” As she leaned to kiss me, I could see her breasts again, see the warm flush of her arousal on her skin, smell the scent of her. My cock throbbed, hard, and my balls suddenly started to ache. Nora whispered, “I have to go. Sleep well.” She turned around to unlock the door and to step out into the hall.

“Goodnight, mom,” I said, in awe.

As Nora made it to the doorway, she looked out into the hall to make sure that nobody was there. Then she looked back, still facing away from me, and her hands slipped behind her. Her fingers traced along the base of the silk of her robe, and then I saw her fingers draw up, pulling the silk along with them. 

It traveled up, sliding along the side of her leg, and then I could see the curve of her bottom, but it kept moving upward, until I could see all of her heart-shaped ass, firm and plump. 

Holy shit.

She wasn’t wearing anything under there.

My cock throbbed all over again. I knew my jaw was down. I knew I must have looked like a little kid locked outside of a candy store.

Mom was really smiling wide now. She was having fun. She let the silk drop, covering her gorgeous bottom, and then disappeared. The last thing I heard was a slow, breathy, “Goodnight, honey.”

My door closed and I was left confused, a little stunned and with a case of blue balls.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

CHAPTER 6


[image: image]


It took so much self-control not to masturbate after that. 

After mom left, I struggled to fall asleep. My heart was beating like crazy; I felt like a king—albeit one whose queen said, ‘let’s fuck tomorrow’. I’m sure you can imagine the frustration and the eagerness. Anyway, I chose not to jerk off that night. Call it a gamble; tomorrow was the last day I was going to be spending in my parent’s house before heading back to college, so there was really only one more chance to enjoy mom’s body before I had to finish out the term. If something went wrong, then I’d have to wait for longer, maybe until the year was done at university. But I felt pretty serious about holding off. In a way I thought it would have been disrespectful to jerk off on my own, considering how she promised to ‘finish me’ tomorrow.

After struggling for a while, and finding a bit of relief by punching my pillow like a madman, I managed to fall asleep. 

Then I woke up. 

I could feel myself straining and my pelvis thrusting upward.

There was the feeling of a soft hand, wrapped around my cock. I wasn’t fully awake—all I was aware of was the sensation, the slow movement of that hand, warm and gentle as my penis throbbed, perfectly stiff, with the energy of last night and then some. When I opened my eyes, I saw Nora, wearing a set of pajamas, the top button undone, the soft pale bounty of her breasts teasingly just out of sight, her hair a little messy and her smile excited as she toyed with me. The sun was coming through my blinds and the gorgeous gold of the morning was scattered across her in stripes. “Good morning, handsome,” she whispered, smiling, her nose wrinkling in joy as she masturbated me awake. “You look like you’re in an... energetic mood this morning.” Her hand squeezed my dick and she giggled as it throbbed in her grasp.

I gasped as her grip tightened and as her hand moved in a full up and down motion that made the most use of my cock. 

“Well,” she said, leaning over, her lips dangerously close to the tip, “I hope you’ll save all that energy for tonight. If you’re good, then I’ll have a surprise for you. The kind your father’s been missing.” I watched in awe as she slowly turned to my dick, closed her eyes, and gave the head a slow, gentle kiss. I could feel her tongue gently push out, rubbing along between her lips, before she pulled back, looking at me with a mischievous grin. She leaned in close to my ear and whispered, “I plan on making the most of your cock while I still have the chance.” She stood up, straightened out her pajamas, buttoned her top button with a wink, and then spun around to go downstairs.

I closed my mouth after realizing that it was open nearly the whole time. My cheeks were burning and I was suddenly crazy excited for the day. Sure, I was leaving for the last couple months of university tomorrow, but I was going to get the best possible sendoff. I felt crazy lucky. And relieved. It seemed like mom knew that I was serious with my apology, and that forgiveness was obvious. This time around, I resolved that I was going to be the kind of man she expected me to be. If tonight was going to be it, then I had to make sure I didn’t fuck it up.

At all.

Talk about pressure.

I showered and made my way downstairs. Mom was finishing up some bacon and eggs in a pan, a stack of pancakes on the counter. She was a whirlwind of movement, and the light blue sundress she was wearing seemed to flow around her thighs with each turn and spin. Her sunglasses were perched at the top of her head, and with how fast she was going, I wondered if they’d fall off. She looked so gorgeous. 

Mom even hummed to herself as she worked, while dad, looking a little overly tense, sat at the table with his phone. As I got in, his tension seemed to increase. “Morning, son,” he said icily.

“Morning, dad.” I sat down as mom dropped off the pancakes and scooped the bacon and eggs onto our plates. “Damn this looks good.”

“I hope you boys will behave while I’m gone,” mom said, moving quick and washing the pans while we ate. “I’m going to see Jenny pretty soon. She and the girls want brunch now that we’re back from Belize. She wants to hear all about it.” Her voice was bright. It was definitely a departure from the mother I was more or less used to growing up. She had always been a little more bored, or perhaps subdued was the right word. Or maybe she was chronically disappointed. Thinking back, I wasn’t sure exactly how much joy was in mom’s life except for her sons, and the more I reasoned it out, the more it made sense. I decided that if I had to live with just my dad as company for any significant length of time that I’d feel pretty messed up too. 

A little jolt of pride went through me as I realized that mom felt like I was a better person by miles. Maybe that’s why she was so comfortable, pleasuring me instead of him. I felt my chest swell as I looked at dad thinking about what I was going to get out of his wife tonight.

“Alright, I’m headed out! Bye Ross, bye Brett!” She waved at us as she sped out of the house, our goodbye’s following her. 

The front door closed.

It was just dad and me.

The house seemed to change. The atmosphere grew more oppressive as the sound of our eating was the only thing that remained. Dad didn’t look up from his food, but I could see that he was just as intense as yesterday.

Dad finished his food and put down his knife. Then he spoke, his voice eerily calm. “Let’s go for a drive. Last chance at father-son bonding.”

I looked up and saw him staring at me. That same look as yesterday. I felt a hot chill go through me and I felt my fists clenching and my heartbeat rising. 

And I felt this unmistakable anger, so intense and cruel, meant for him. I knew that anger was a part of him as well. It was where I got it from, that spiteful, vindictive streak that made us what we were. I didn’t know what he had planned but I knew I wanted to face it and to face him. I wanted to know what had made him change from merely passive aggressive to this quiet, dangerous looking man. I wondered if it had to do with Cancun.

I remembered it, very vividly. He thought we were in the town where our villa was. We were at a hotel instead, hours away. 

Mom and I must have been fucking crazy. He called, we actually answered, and we had the speakerphone on, talking with him while mom blew me at first, making every sucking sound so obvious in her revenge for how shittily he had treated her the whole time. He could hear it—it sent him into a panic and we just kept going and toying with him, gaslighting him into thinking his wife wasn’t sucking on another man’s cock. Maybe the openness of it was because we were so drunk – it was like we were taunting him with it, dangling it right in front of his face, while his wife tasted a cock that wasn’t his, while his son took his father’s place.

Dad could hear it all, and while we lied and lied to him and told him it was just the noise of the restaurant, and that we were just drunk, which was the reason we sounded strange, and that the cell service was bad, he eventually accepted it and by the end of the call, was just confused. But all that while, while he asked, naïve, trying to figure out what we were saying and doing, I had been fucking my mother into the most insane, back bending, screaming orgasm of her life, the sound of which she had to release into the sheets and pillows, while I pumped my jizz deep, deep, deep inside her womb, when she hadn’t let dad fuck her without a condom in years. Dad had no fucking idea.

But dad definitely heard it all. 

And the more I thought about it, the more I realized that on some level, somewhere in his demented head... 

He knew now, in some way.

On some level I should have felt bad. But I didn’t. 

I had fucked his wife, sure. Call it twice as fucked up in that it was his son, who hadn’t even graduated college, who had cuckolded him. We made him listen to it. He fucking deserved it. I was ready to fuck her again tonight too, to make him listen again—why not? And to take even more for what he had done over the years to her. 

And if he wanted to start something with me, I was happy to finish it.

“Sure. Let’s go.” I changed and met him out by the car.

Dad brought a little suitcase with him, setting it behind us in the passenger seats, and then we drove out together, out of the suburbs, down the highway, and toward the low hills. We drove in total silence. I kept my breathing steady to keep calm, watching him, wondering what he was going to try, wondering what exactly he knew, wondering how far we was willing to go now that he was a cuckold.

The trees rose up around us. The wilderness eventually surrounded us, and we left civilization an hour behind us. The roads kept climbing and winding. He turned off at an exit that said Green Lake Overlook. We were far, far from home.

The asphalt turned into the remnants of gravel. The climb was steep for a car, and the trees started to thin out, and soon we were getting near the top of a cliff edge, with only a tiny railing separating us from a drop, hundreds of feet. Dad backed the car up to the railing, put it in park, and got out with his suitcase without a word.

I got out too. 

He went over to the trunk and sat back on it, overlooking the cliff and out and over the broad expanse of the land out there. Trees and slopes sunk off and away into a palette of brown and gold. I could see him thinking, his jaw twitching, his eyes thin and the sharp line of his teeth visible.

He set the suitcase next to him. Opened it.

There was a little bottle of whiskey inside. Two cigars. A lighter. Two glasses.

A standard initiation into manhood.

“Come on, son. It’s time to talk.” He poured just a splash of whiskey into each glass, and handed one to me. The sun was high overhead, filtering through the trees. I leaned back against the trunk and neither of us looked at each other. “To you. Almost a man.”

I took the whiskey and downed it, handing it back. I didn’t bother to answer him. He downed his and then poured a little more for each of us. 

When I looked toward him, I noticed him staring at me, staring like I was a rat.

“What do you know about marriage, Brett?” He asked. His voice was a thin razor wire. He picked up one cigar, cut the end, and handed it to me with the lighter.

I took a couple moments to light it, and then puffed at it. He took the lighter back and lit his. The tobacco tasted sweet. The smoke, like ash.

“It’s a pretty big commitment, I guess,” I said. “What, you got wisdom for me?”

“Plenty.” He chewed on the cigar and studied me. “More than you know now. But I’ll teach you. You willing to listen?”

“Sure,” I said, holding his stare. 

Dad eventually looked away. The cigar smoke drifted around us and he sipped at his whiskey. I could see him calculating, thinking, scheming. Soon he straightened up and took a puff of his cigar, before blowing it in my direction. “Listen, son. I don’t want to shatter any romantic illusions you have. But marriage is... it’s not all it’s cracked up to be. I’m sure you noticed.” 

I nodded. His marriage, at least, felt like a sham. I think he could sense the derision I had for him. But he smiled, showing off rows of white teeth. 

“I want to give you a little wisdom, son. Something nobody wants to tell you, least of all women. 

Marriage isn’t about love. It never was. I hope you can see that today, and I hope to god you’re able to keep that in mind until you find somebody you think is sexy enough to keep forever. You see, a lot of men will go out and fall in love. This is a mistake. Because love, well, that changes all the time. Hearts change, with the snap of your fingers. Love is fickle. It’s not necessary, not if you don’t want to find yourself fucked up beyond repair.

No. 

Marriage is like... It’s like a savvy investment. But like all investments, there’s a chance it’ll go wrong. You need to maintain the marriage and make sure things run smoothly; you understand? Because let’s face it, Brett, if you go through a divorce, you’ll go through one of the worst possible experiences of your life. You know the stats, right? You know how many people divorce, and here’s the rub, Uncle Sam and all the lawyers each get a slice of the deal. You’re not going to keep shit if you go through a divorce. It puts you in a difficult position. It undoes everything you worked for. You understand?”

I asked him, “do you think that’s what’s going to happen?”

He shrugged, his smile still there. “It could. You probably noticed,” his tone getting venomous, “your mother and I aren’t exactly on the greatest terms right now.”

I couldn’t help but say why. “You were a fucking asshole during the vacation, dad. I could see it, so could everyone else.”

“And that never, ever used to be a problem,” dad said, shrugging. “At least, until recently. But that’s my fault, I’ll admit.”

I blinked. I didn’t expect him to own anything. “What do you mean?”

Dad poured himself another glass. His eyes were like a dead man’s. “It’s a man’s job to manage expectations. If he doesn’t, and he thinks that everything is just going to coast on by because he’s got nice feelings about his wife, you end up a miserable sack of shit, ruled by your woman, and emasculated, and ultimately, divorced. Women are unreasonable, Brett. You don’t see it yet because you haven’t lived with one. But I have. And I’m carrying the same wisdom my father gave me, and it’s made sure that for the last twenty-some years I’ve been married, there have been no hiccups, no issues. It’s saved me from divorce and it's made sure that I get to keep everything I work for.”

He downed his drink in one go and then stood up. He turned to look at me, his eyes red, and then spun, flinging the glass against the railing, where it shattered. His words moved quickly, his tone acidic and mad. His advice was no longer advice. It was a rant, and it was angrily directed at me. “Listen, ‘son’, if you want to stay married, to keep your assets long after your wife stopped looking and weighing the amount she used to, and long after she’s been fun and long after you simply stop giving a shit about her, then you need to... manage expectations. To put it more crudely,” he said, laughing to himself, “you need to make sure your woman stops expecting anything good out of you. Now, why the hell would you do that? Why would you sabotage things intentionally?

It's so that they stop fucking asking for more. Because they always, always will. It’s so you have mental space, son. It’s so you don’t find yourself stuck, not just physically, but mentally, bending over until you break, all so your wife can suck up all the resources you’ve put together, all the time and sweat and blood you put into your life, you don’t see it, but women, it’s just what they do. They take and take and they laugh and they don’t like it when you get old and they think they’re entitled to feeling better and better, and nothing’s good enough. Nothing makes them happy, not for more than five fucking seconds at a time. And sure, if you love a girl you’ll want to change that, you’ll think you’re the fucking fool who can somehow make her happy and fill that vacuous fucking hole they call a soul, but you’ll give and give and they’ll take and take and you’ll find out when you’re fucking old and unable to fight anymore that they’ve just molded you, into a woman, into something you’re not. They’ll have taken your life and they’ll just break it into pieces and they won’t care—why would they? They’re women. They don’t know anything, they don’t love anything, they don’t think anything, they have no sense of what’s noble. They’ll take all of your strength and flush it away, and then flaunt it in your face when they decide they want a younger bull to fuck them. They’ll take your soul. Your money. And not just that—but your freedom. Your time. Your mind. I see you looking at me. You don’t agree. You think I’m crazy to think this way. That’s fine. You think it’s all just dad being mean, don’t you? You think it’s because I’m drunk? Because I’m bitter about my fucking wife, not giving me the time of day anymore? Here’s the truth, boy. You don’t understand that in the best-case scenario, the best possible outcome, where you come out the furthest and you get to keep the most of yourself, you’re STILL the one doing all the giving. 

Let’s do an inventory. And in fact, let’s take my marriage as an example. What I do provide your mother, is a lifestyle. A big fucking house. A fucking pool, and a fucking patio, and fucking vacations, and all the fucking clothes a woman can wear. No need for a job so that she’s free to do whatever fucking hobby she likes. Enough in the budget for her to decorate and to show off to her ugly fucking friends and to make her feel like she’s better than her neighbors, but let’s be frank; the only way she’ll keep all that is because she’s with me. Or specifically, because she lives in one whole house, that I own, with one whole bank account, that I fill, and two whole cars, each less than five years old, with my fucking name on both titles and MY fucking name on both auto loans. Here’s a quiz for you. Take away half, and do you think she’ll be able to live in the same way? Do you think she’ll get to stay in the same house, same neighborhood, same friends with the same pool parties and feeling like no matter if a recession comes that she’s going to be just fucking fine, and living the same way, no matter what?

No, son. Because the only thing that matters is that she’s staying with me, in my house, and that it’s my fucking money in her hands. She doesn’t actually care if I don’t talk to her. She doesn’t actually care if I look elsewhere, and the proof of it is, she didn’t fucking care for twenty years. Hell, I’m half certain she wouldn’t have done anything if I started fucking other women out in the open. She certainly hasn’t found out about anything I’ve done, not that I’m admitting—but what counts, is what she thinks I’ve done, and she thinks I’ve done plenty. And until now, she hasn’t done shit, like countless wives don’t do shit when their man is the real provider. Because, like it or not, son, women are cowards. They don’t give a fuck what they have to put up with, as long as they’re not the ones responsible for the bank accounts.

And you think I’m still crazy. Let me ask you a question, son. How long do you think your mother would have put up with me if we lived in a two-bedroom apartment, with one car, raising all you kids, and with all of my time and energy and love poured into her, day in and day out while I busted my fucking ass? How long do you think she’d have stayed with me if despite all my lovey-dovey good intentions, she had to get a fucking job? Because that’s all she cares about, son. Don’t you get it?”

I was seeing red. The way he was misrepresenting mom was throwing me into a rage. All I could do was breathe. And even, against my better judgement, try to tell him the truth. “Mom... loves you, dad. She just wants to spend more time with you, just a little bit of basic respect and not to make her jealous. She knows you provide. She’s grateful, for most of it, but you’ve just been treating her like she’s nothing. You don’t love her, dad. And she knows that.”

Dad laughed at me. It was sharp. It was exaggerated. It was hostile. “Maybe you think that love makes the world go round, you fucking fool, which is why you think I’m wrong for what I think and why your naïve, childish little mindset, your fucking Disney worldview is somehow proof that all you need is to love and to love hard. You think class doesn’t matter, that a pauper can seduce a princess, or that a pretty, perky, upper middle-class girl like Nora could fall for anything that doesn’t work at a fucking firm, making enough money for her to do whatever the hell she wants, any time she wants. Here’s the truth, son. She married me. She chose me. She knew what she wanted back then, and the only reason she feels differently right now, is because she’s confused, and she’s scared that she’s old and past her prime, and now she’s forgotten the contract we made. But always, always, she’ll always stay, she’ll never cross me badly enough to where I can end it with her, because she knows the jerkoff that funds her meaningless little lifestyle, is me. And she’ll never, ever let that go. Listen, Brett. Your mother, by definition, is a whore, who sold herself to me so she could live a pretty little life. She didn’t want love, she didn’t want attention, she didn’t want her husband to take an interest. She just wanted to make a simple deal for her life. Money. For. Pussy. And she’s forgotten that those were the terms.”

I couldn’t speak for a second. The raw wave of his derision and his contempt for mom was overwhelming. I felt cold, angry and hot, like ice was burning its way through my throat. I wanted to knock him over and punch his face bloody. I wanted to grind his face into the dust where the shards of his broken glass were. I was getting ready to. I stood up and tightened my fists and prepared myself to fucking hurt him. My voice was locked up. I could only manage a single question. “Why are you telling me this?”

Ross leaned back and picked up the bottle. He held it up, then brought it to his mouth and took a sip, savoring it. He continued, dangerously calm. “Because I’ve done a bad job, son. I haven’t managed your mother’s expectations very well. And now she thinks she gets to dictate whether or not she’s mad at me. But that’s the contract we signed. The fine print. I provide her with whatever stupid fucking life she wants. She raises the kids, cooks dinner, keeps the place clean, and puts out when dad’s had a hard day. Those are the fucking terms. And I’ll tell you something else, Brett.”

“I think she’s crossed a big fucking line. Do you remember a certain night while you two were south of the border?” Dad’s eyes narrowed into slits, his corneas red, his mouth thin but his teeth bare and his gaze like that of a murderous psychopath. “You know what night I’m talking about. There was a little phone call, a little talk your mother and I had.”

He fucking knew. He fucking knew. And we were on a cliffside, and I knew that if this was what he thought, then there was another goal he had that wasn’t just a nice father son talk. My mind raced. I knew I could probably take him, probably, but at the same time, I knew—he’d do everything in his power to kill me. 

“What—what the fuck are you talking about?” I asked, panic rising up and overwhelming me.

He stepped closer. His teeth were bared. He flicked what was left of his cigar at me, and the embers scattered against my shirt, the coal at the end burning a black mark against the cotton as he stepped closer. His eyes were wild as he got closer. “You’re hiding it, Brett. You’re hiding it from me. I remember hearing something on that call, Brett. Something strange. Something really, really fucking weird was happening, and I think you helped cover it up. It’s time to talk, son. Just tell me what she was doing, and then, we’ll go home.”

Helped cover it up?

Tell him what she was doing?

Something in my mind clicked.

He wasn’t accusing me directly. He was accusing me of being an accomplice. Of being somehow accessory to infidelity, and not the instrument itself.

I realized that he didn’t actually know everything. But everything in his demeanor, everything in his speech, everything was designed to rattle and unnerve me. 

Classic dad. 

He brought me up here so he could rip the truth out of me and so I would give him anything that would give him anything that would put him morally over mom. 

“I don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about.”

“You helped her cross that line. And then you covered for her. What the fuck was your mother doing, boy? Where was she?” His fists shot forward and he grabbed me by the collar, his face going up close to mine, his breath hot with whiskey and his eyes bloody red and his face like the devil.

“You’re fucking crazy, man! Get the fuck off me!”

Dad was hissing into my face, spittle flying out, his voice guttural and harsh. I could feel his fists smashing into my upper chest as he shook me as hard as he could. I could see that he was about to go further. “You’re a fucking liar, Brett! You’re a liar and a pussy—fucking tell me, you piece of shit! FUCKING TELL ME!”

I twisted around, just out of his grasp, and threw a haymaker at his face, as hard as I could. The force was extreme—I could feel my shoulder screaming out to the brink, on the edge of a tear, every muscle moving with all the power and adrenaline I could summon—

And it missed—

Just barely. I could feel the warmth of my father’s face as my fist moved in slow motion, less than an inch from his skin, the twisting wind current and drag from it causing my sleeve and his shirt to ripple. If it were just a couple inches to the right, it would have knocked him out, broken a bone in his face, twisted his head to the side at high speed and force. Maybe killed him.

I staggered back and put my fists up in a boxing stance. We were both breathing hard, ready to keep going. 

But dad straightened up, looked me up and down. Something was different in how he looked at me and it seemed like he decided that he wouldn’t manhandle me again. Instead, he went for the lowest blow he could think of.

“You’re a real fucking disappointment, son.”

He brushed himself off and threw the bottle out and over the cliff. It sang out, the whiskey spilling as it flew in midair, the droplets glinting in the sun. 
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He stepped back toward the car and opened the driver’s seat door. “Get in,” I heard him call. “We’re going home.”

I knew that after that punch, he wasn’t going to try anything. He wasn’t dumb enough to. I got in and he drove us back. The entire hour of the drive as we pulled back into civilization was in total silence. But the tension was gone. It was like there was a new barrier between us. One that he couldn’t break through, and one that I wouldn’t cross.

The quiet was oppressive.

When we finally made it back and pulled into the driveway, dad set the parking brake without turning off the car, and I tried to open the door.

It wouldn’t open.

I turned to dad and I saw that his finger was holding down the lock button. His entire demeanor was different from what it was before in that he didn’t try to intimidate me anymore, but his words were no less hostile. “You know, I still hold the assets in this family. All of them. When you decide to tell me the truth, I’ll put you back in the will. Consider your degree the last fucking thing you’ll get from me. You’re welcome, you ungrateful, dishonest, self-righteous, whining little cunt. Now get the fuck out.” His finger left the lock and I got out. I went toward the front door while he waited in his car, keeping his eyes locked onto me. Once I made it to the front door, he shifted into reverse and peeled out and into the street. In a second he had shifted back into drive and the wheels squealed in the street as he sped out. A neighbor looked up from their front yard bushes and then back down.

I went inside. It was like all my energy was gone and my head was emptied out and plastered with lead. I collapsed on the couch. My shoulder ached from the force of that punch. My head hummed and my thoughts went in a listless circle. I collapsed back and replayed those moments on the cliff, over and over, over and over, until somehow, I fell asleep.

When I woke up, Mom was coming through the front door, sunglasses hooked in the front of her blouse, a little bag of treats from the brunch spot. “Oh—you’re here? I noticed dad’s car was out, and thought maybe you two were still doing some bonding time. What did you two do? And where’d your father go off—” She noticed the burn mark on my shirt and saw my expression as I sat up. “...Brett?”

I tried to explain. I really did. But the events were a harsh jumble and I was just waking up. I tried to relay what had happened, what dad said; I tried to explain his rant and his tirade and how he saw his marriage with her and the more I spoke the more mom’s mouth grew tight and her lips drew thin. She looked more and more intense and angry as I finally relayed how dad broke, how he screamed in my face and how I threw a fist at him.

“Brett...” she interrupted me before I could continue. “...did this really happen? There’s no way your father knows. He’s... he hasn’t shown any indication of it, he’s been perfectly pleasant and calm, as much as he’s ever been. Brett... I really, really hope you’re not lying.”

That’s when I realized that her tense look and her anger was directed at... me. Mom’s expression was dark and mistrusting and I could see in her eyes that she was not about to accept something that she thought was a lie. Her eyes were hardening as I insisted on what happened.

“When we pulled in,” I finished, “he said that until I told him what actually happened, that he was going to have me written out of the will.”

Mom’s eyes widened after that but quickly narrowed. “And... your degree? Is he taking that away too?”

“No,” I admitted. “He said it was the last thing I was ever going to get from him.”

Nora’s expression didn’t change. I felt a sick pit in my stomach as I watched her calculate, watched her consider all the angles and my motivations, considered what she herself saw in Ross, especially since we got back. 

“Mom, please,” I begged her. “It’s true. I promise I wouldn’t lie about something like this.”

Mom pressed her lips together. “You promise?”

“I promise.”

For some reason that seemed to be the wrong answer. I wondered if the promise I made earlier, messed up after mere days, factored into it. It had to.

Nora took a few deep breaths. I noticed that the grip on her bag of dainties was crushed up in her hand from clenching it, whatever inside likely damaged beyond recognition. Her eyes were focused on me, searching, thinking. Then her words proceeded, slow, and careful, and measured. 

“Brett...” that single name, that single, sad tone had sent me into an internal panic. It wasn’t one that believed me. It was an evolution of her tone from yesterday—the one that was disappointed in me, the one that considered me too immature, too volatile, too emotional to handle our forbidden encounters with any amount of safety. “I think I know your father pretty well, Brett.” Her voice was quieter than I had ever heard it. “I know him like you don’t. Your father is an all or nothing kind of man. He’s the kind of man I can read, and while he’s not forgiving, or generous, it’s not at all like him to take you anywhere to attack you like that. If he thought, really thought I had cheated, there would be more... he’d be so much more disruptive, he wouldn’t be able to hold back his suspicions. And... he’s never hit you before, or grabbed you like that, or threatened you to that extreme. He’s never... it doesn’t make sense. And it doesn’t make sense that he would write you out of the will and at the same time keep funding your education. He’s too vengeful, too... severe in how he withholds or takes things away. He wouldn’t take one and leave the other, and he especially wouldn’t say it to you like that. He’d just take it and let you figure out what happened later.”

Mom carefully watched me as I tried to stammer out that she was mistaken, that this had all happened. “Son, I hope to god you’re not lying to me. I hope, very much, that you’re not trying to stir things up with your father.” Her tone was passionless, nearly silent, but it was like she was screaming in my face now. “If you’re trying to sabotage him, if you’re trying to make things worse for him then... then we’ll need to reconsider what we’re doing. Because I can’t have you doing this to him.”

It was like she slapped me all over again. Reconsider? I gritted my teeth and hissed, trying to get it across to her, trying desperately to convince her. “I’m not lying. He said those things, mom. He’s acting, he’s trying to manipulate you into thinking he doesn’t know and he tried to get me to tell him everything. Please, mom, I’m telling the truth!” 

Mom closed her eyes and held up her hand, as if asking me to stop. I felt her shame and helplessness and her judgement pressing down on me. She thought I was a liar, too. 

“I need to lay down,” she said, her grip finally relaxing on her paper bag, crushed beyond recovery. She looked down at it sadly and walked past me, dropping it into the trash can. “And I need to think, Brett. I’m sorry. Don’t...” She cringed, her eyes closed, “don’t ask me to... do anything with you tonight. Alright?” She disappeared up the stairs and left me standing there, alone.
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A couple hours went by. The daylight was changing into a deep red; the clouds in the sky bending the light into a darker twilight that seemed to make the living room more forbidding.

I heard dad pull into the driveway. He came through the door with another bouquet of flowers and a teddy bear, held by its head. He saw me sitting at the base of the stairs, listless. As I stood, the twitch of a sneer went across his face, but his voice sounded normal, if not a little overly polite. “Where’s your mother?”

I didn’t respond. He made a quick ‘hmph’ that almost sounded like a laugh. He pushed past me and went upstairs, and as he made it to the top, I could hear the door of my parent’s room opening. 

I could hear mom and dad talking now. The crinkle of the flowers. More apologies. “I wrote you something,” I heard dad say. “It’s a poem.” Mom must have read it silently, before I could hear her whisper, “Oh... Ross... it’s sweet, Ross. Thank you.”

“I don’t want to, you know, make this moment any less nice,” I heard him say, artificially sincere. “But I want to talk to you about Brett.”

“Me too,” I heard mom say. “But you go first.”

My heart sank.

“Well, we went on that father son thing I told you about. Went out to the woods. Shared a drink and some cigars. I guess maybe college liberalism got to him, because he just had this attitude. I don’t know. It’s like he didn’t want any advice and he didn’t want to hear anything I had to say. Maybe he was angry about something, but he didn’t want to tell me about it. But I guess that’s the way of things.”

“He was like that, huh?” Mom asked. “That’s a shame. I... I wish he... well, I guess we’ve had a difficult time... raising sons.” I heard her choke back a small sob.

I was grinding my teeth. Helpless, as I heard dad comforting her. Mom was crying and dad was shushing her. “It’s alright. It’s alright. If it’s any consolation, I think he was also angry with me for everything in Belize. I think I understand him. I’d be angry too. But we’ll be alright.” 

Mom was crying.

“There, there,” I heard dad say. “It’s okay, honey. It’s okay.”

I ground my teeth.

He was manipulating mom, now. He was lying to her and she was buying it. I clenched my fist so hard I heard the flesh of my palm rubbing and grinding around my fingers. 

Then I heard the sound of a kiss. 

A long one.

Soft breathing.

Then a whisper.

There was only despair, now, blackening everything. I could feel my hands letting go and my mind shutting down.

Then I heard mom. 

“Ross... not... not now...”

“Come on, Nora. Please. Just let me kiss you. Let me hold you.”

“Ross, please...”

Dad’s voice immediately went tense. It was like all that gentleness he faked couldn’t be bothered with anymore. “Why not?”

“Ross, I’m feeling so, so overwhelmed, I—”

“You what? It doesn’t take anything to kiss me. Come here.”

“No, Ross.” Mom’s voice was firm now. Her vulnerability was covered up and I no longer felt the horrible black fear, but it was giving rise to something else. “Ross, let go. No. Ross, I said let go!”

I felt my face twitching and my vision suddenly burning red as I climbed the stairs, no longer thinking, no longer feeling, only breathing and clenching my fists and preparing my shoulder. He was going to let go of her, or I was going to fucking make him.

“Nora, god damn, you’re—Come here. You’re not going to do this to me anymore.”

“I’m not—stop touching me—"

I crested the stairs and my breathing was burning into my lungs and out, churning my heartbeat like a locomotive. I could feel my strength returning, the rage blooming, and I could almost feel my father’s throat in my hands.

When I crested the stairs I saw dad with his arms around mom, trying to pull her against him, her arms between them and trying in vain to push him away, but dad was stronger than her, and his face was trying to nuzzle into her neck but her eyes were clear and her expression was one of clear distaste, but to him, that didn’t matter. He heard me coming up and then turned to see me, his eyes flashing and his teeth now bare.

His voice was eerily hollow in the hall. “Hello, son.”

“Stop bothering her,” I said through my teeth.

“Brett, it’s okay,” mom stammered, “Ross was just about to let go.”

Dad did let go, and I saw his own fists balling and his eyes narrow and focused on me. “You little shit,” he whispered, “always fucking meddling. Always playing mommy’s little helper.”

“Leave him alone, Ross. Calm down.”

Dad suddenly turned on mom and moved toward her, towering over her, his voice now loud and harsh, “Calm down? Calm down??”

Mom was shrinking and stepping back and I was going forward. Nora held up her hand to me and said, shaking, “It’s okay, Brett, just hold on a second—”

Dad snarled, “it’s not okay, Nora—it’s definitely not okay. He’s been stepping into things he shouldn’t have ever since he joined us on our fucking vacation, and now he’s playing white knight to save you from mean old dad. But the truth is, Nora, you’ve been fucking with me for a little while, haven’t you?”

The extreme shift in tone made mom’s eyes widen. I could see her mouth open in shock and fear.

“And now,” dad continued, rounding toward me, “you’re not content covering anything up, are you? You want to step in and you want to beat down your dad, don’t you?” 

“Ross!” Mom’s voice was loud and afraid and panicking.

I anchored one foot behind me and lifted my hands and prepared myself to beat the fucking shit out of him if he took another step toward me.

He noticed and started laughing, almost deranged. He turned toward mom. “Let’s stop fucking around, all of us. Why don’t we all just talk; huh? We can just talk, and you can tell me who the fuck you slept with that night,” dad’s voice was caustic, terrible in its rage and its maliciousness. 

Mom, realizing everything, suddenly turned severe with her tone. “Ross, what the fuck are you talking about?”

“You know exactly what I’m talking about. That phone call. You remember it. I can fucking tell by your face. That night I kept asking what was going on, that night I kept telling you I was confused, asking where you were. At a restaurant? At a bar? You lying goddamn bitch. Let me tell you something, Nora, Chetumal is a tiny, tiny fucking town. I went to every fucking bar and every fucking restaurant open in Chetumal open at two in the fucking morning, and do you know what? You weren’t there, you weren’t at any of them! So, where the fuck were you, huh? Who the fuck were you with?”

Mom flinched back and looked at me for a split second, just long enough for dad to register it and scoff. 

“Brett was with me the whole time, nothing was happening,” she said, her voice shaking. “Stop it, Ross—”

“Your son is a fucking liar!” Dad was screaming now. “He’s a fucking liar, and you’re a fucking whore who slept with someone else that night, and your fucking pussy son is covering up for you, fucking admit it!”

Mom was yelling now too. “You did threaten to take Brett off the will, didn’t you?”

“It’s my fucking money, Nora—you two have been taking advantage of my fucking money, my fucking work—”

“You are fucking unhinged, threatening our son with this—you lied to me, didn’t you—”

“You fucking ungrateful bitch, after everything I’ve done for you—”

It devolved further, into screaming. 

“Do you honestly think some fucking flowers makes up for ALL the years you’ve treated me like shit—”

“You don’t like it, huh? You don’t think it’s enough, huh? What gives you the right to be a fucking slut the instant I turn my back—”

“ENOUGH, ROSS.” Mom straightened up and pointed straight down. “I do NOT need to put up with this. If this is how you want it to be between us, then I am going to fucking leave!”

Dad laughed, acidic. “Yeah? And you’ll go where?”

“I’ll live with my goddamn sister if I have to.”

“You hate your fucking sister. And you know she’s not going to help you.”

“It doesn’t matter, I’ll—I’ll ask our other sons to help out. I’ll get an apartment somewhere; I don’t fucking care—”

“With what money? They’re jerking off, playing hippie in Thailand, a couple of failures that you fucking raised, and now what the fuck are you going to do?”

“Well I’m not fucking staying here tonight! I’m getting a hotel. Don’t fucking touch my hand—”

“Ha! Yeah? With what money?”

Mom lost it. “My money, that I saved, from ME cleaning houses, in MY FUCKING ACCOUNT, you fucking ASSHOLE.”

She pushed past him and into their room. I could hear her tearing her suitcase out of the closet to pack it again. 

Dad and I were left standing, opposed to each other, our breathing hard and our staring on each other, both of us coiled and ready to tear each other to pieces.

“Well,” he said, his voice hoarse and his teeth sharp in his mouth. “I hope you’re happy. I hope you’re really fucking happy. Now fucking move. I’m going downstairs.” 

I stepped to the side and let him pass, resisting the temptation to trip him. As he went by, he sneered at me and I could hear his teeth grinding as he went down the stairs and into the kitchen. He grabbed a bottle from one of the cupboards and exited the back door to the backyard. 

When mom came out of her room, I was downstairs, waiting for her. She was holding her suitcase, and had a sweater on and over her dress. I half expected her to be crying, but instead, she seemed calm, as if some dilemma had been solved. At the same time, she seemed just a little uncomfortable.

She stopped in front of me and looked at me with a slightly guilty expression.

“Hey,” I said, trying to keep cool. “You alright?”

“Yeah.” She took a deep breath and massaged the space between her eyes, head down. 

When she looked up, she reached for my hand and then hesitated, pulling back. “Brett... I think I need to apologize.” She bit her lip. “I accused you of trying to sabotage your father, and of lying. I’m sorry. I’m so, so sorry.”

I forgave her immediately. “Don’t worry about it. It’s a tough situation.” I took her hand and tried to smile at her. We heard dad cursing from the backyard. “You’d better go before he’s drunk. I think he got the rum out.”

“I could say the same for you,” said mom, her voice a little shaky. She took a sharp breath and looked at me with steely blue eyes. They flicked toward the backyard nervously where we could hear him ranting. Mom opened the front door and pulled me outside with her toward her car. I took her luggage for her and put it in the trunk. When she opened the door of her car, she pulled me close and hugged me, tight. Her body was soft, her breasts squeezed against my chest, her firm, plush legs gently rubbing against mine. “Listen... if you’re really not mad at me...” she said, pulling back just enough to look me in the eye. “I reserved a room at the Night’s Inn. On Weatherby. Do you know which one I’m talking about?”

“Yeah,” I said, my heart suddenly pounding. “I think so.”

“Meet me there, tonight, room 511,” she said, quietly. “If you can. I know if you leave now, your father will probably lose it.” Her hand went to my face and she gently caressed my cheek. Her eyes were clear and her lips went up to my face, kissing my cheek before brushing to my ear. She whispered, “I have so, so much I’d like to make up for.”

I felt her hand, gently slipping along my pants and then moving up to my cock. Her fingers gently squeezed my package through my pants, feeling my cock as it suddenly hardened, her body close enough to where the neighbors wouldn’t be able to tell that’s what she was doing. She pulled back, giving a small smile, a smile that only increased when she saw me breathing hard and my cock pressing through my pants. “I’ll see you soon,” she addressed either it or me. 

As she pulled out and drove off, I waved and watched her wave back. She looked enchanting. The sun was setting now and the dark red colors of the evening were giving way to purples and blues. The night air was cool and clean. 
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Dad went through most of his bottle, his hoarse, enraged rants finally fading and then disappearing into snores. He was passed out on the couch. I considered that my signal.

I ordered a rideshare and in twenty minutes was dropped off in front of the hotel. I stood on the sidewalk, looking up at the building, feeling the breeze and the near silence of the road. It felt like a moment on the cusp of time and that I was about to cross into something different. 

There were so many boundaries crossed before. My mother was in that hotel. That was crazy enough. All the things we did before were crazier still. I could still remember what it was like the first time I kissed her, the first time she touched me, the first time she held my cock in her hand. I remembered when the madness of our incest had consumed us, how the guilt was too much, time and time again, and how despite that, despite how I was her baby she crossed that line with me and accepted me back into her womb, where no son was allowed to return; but I did, and wanted to, again and again.

It was weird to know that I loved my mom as a woman. But it felt right. It was the only life I had and if my mother was the perfect girl then so be it. I’d take her and love her. No questions or hesitations anymore.

There was only this night before I had to go back to college. I’d have to be on the road by noon, and so, I reflected with a slightly bitter sentiment, that this was it for a time.

But the relief that I was actually here, that mom had really realized what was going on, that dad wasn’t a fucking problem now, that I was about to be in the same room, maybe the same bed; that was near-mystical. I had this feeling on my tongue. Like something magical was going to happen. I wanted to see my mom. I wanted to get close to her, and honestly, after everything, I had this sad sick feeling that made me long to curl up, to be held, to be soothed and loved by her. 

It was a sad loss, in a lot of ways, growing up. You stopped getting held so much and the tough things in the world kept coming but there was no catharsis, no moment where it all shut down and where you were safe and in a dark, warm place, where you were only surrounded by comfort and quiet and muffled words of care and unconditional love.

I admitted to myself that I really, really wanted my mother.

Then I started to laugh to myself about that; went inside, took the elevator to the fifth floor. 

It wasn’t a bad place. There was an overlook of the swimming pool and the cabana. Since it was the summer months, the pool was open all night, but since most people had gone to bed it was completely empty. The halls were carpeted with tropical greens and blues and my steps were silent; a palm beach vibe seemed to permeate the place, some old décor from a long time ago that they never gave up but somehow persisted even through renovations and the passing of trends, decade by decade.

Room 511. I knocked, hoping this really was the right spot.

The door opened.

“Hey,” mom smiled, her sundress still a flow around her pale thighs. Her hair was down. She looked tired.

“Hey,” I said back. I came inside and we were quiet while I took off my shoes and mom went to the counter where there was an open wine bottle. 

“I was going to drink a little, but... I wanted to wait,” mom explained, pouring. “You want a glass? I hope that Ross wasn’t too much after I left.”

“I’ll take one. Don’t worry about dad—it was fine. He’s out cold on the couch.”

“Typical,” mom muttered. She set her hands on either side of the bottle and bit her lip, looking down.

Something in my heart told me that I needed to hold her—that I needed to be close.

I went up to her. Before I could make it to her, she looked up and I could see a couple tears welling up. 

“I’m... sorry, Brett. About—”

I moved forward and wrapped my arms around her and pulled her tight to my chest. I took her face and buried it against my chest and held her close, feeling the softness of her body against mine, feeling her hands go behind my back and locking around me. Mom’s face pressed against my chest and I could hear her breathing, tense, on the edge of crying. Her breathing slowed. She started slowly relaxing.

It was like there was a bloom of quiet, silent bliss. For two beautiful moments.

“Oh... Honey...” Mom murmured in my chest. “Thank god I’ve got you. Thank god... thank god I’ve got you...” She moved in tighter. As if I’d fade out somehow. 

I kissed her head and smelled her hair, her breathing turning to a sigh. She loosened her grip and looked up at me. 

Mom’s eyes were only a little red, her expression exhausted. But she looked like she was okay.

I kissed her forehead. I felt her sigh and her hands rubbing my back. She shifted in my arms and got closer. I heard her breathing, slow and smooth.

Then I could feel a kiss at the top of my chest. 

I could feel my jaw ache as I realized what was about to happen.

Her hands curled upward; her hips pressed toward mine. My hands went behind her head, and she moved up, another kiss, soft and warm wetted my neck. I kissed her cheek, she kissed mine.

Nora, my Nora, my mother; her face was in front of mine and her mouth was open, her eyes closed and relieved and haunted. Her lips met mine and I kissed her. For slow, slow seconds we kissed.

It was like the world was melting away and everything was finally right. I lost myself in my mother’s mouth, tasting her tongue, drinking her, feeling her light breath and her wanting expression and her hands, moving along my neck and through my hair and we kept at the slow, slow kissing that mothers never do with their sons.

Soon, she pulled back. She was smiling, a tired smile of relief and comfort.

“I’ve got a little surprise for you.”
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“I have a surprise for you.” She was starting to smile, and she turned away and practically skipped to the other side of the bed where her suitcase was.

I remembered what she told me early this morning. “You mean the one that dad’s not getting?”

Mom laughed, finally relaxed. “Well, it’s not the one I was referring to. It’s a different one. I guess you’re getting a couple of them tonight.” She dug in the suitcase until a tiny brown bag appeared in her hands. She held it up and turned it until I recognized it.

“Is that...”

“From Cancun. You made me buy it, remember?” Mom pulled it out of the bag dramatically; a tangle of black string, the tiniest bit of fabric; it was supposed to be a swimsuit, but it looked more like lingerie, barely covering anything. The weave of strings were supposed to crisscross her body and I found myself gawking at it, not believing my luck. “I feel like swimming,” she said with a shyly mischievous smile. 

She changed in the bathroom while I sat on the bed, cock achingly hard, longing to see what she looked like in it. After a few minutes the door opened—I jumped up to see, and—

“Brett, you’re not supposed to be so eager to see your mother in a swimsuit,” mom said, teasing me with her reprimand. She was wearing a white bathrobe over it. “Pity I didn’t make you bring a swimsuit too. Come on. I want you to buy me a cold coffee downstairs.”

She brushed past me, watching my eyes track as the robe split at the top and I could see just a bit of that black string, crossing over her breasts. I’m sure she was getting a kick out of how intensely I was watching, hoping, waiting, excited for when she was going to take it off and to show me what it looked like as it didn’t cover her at all. 

We walked down together, a couple towels tucked under my arm, sipping at the coffees from the vending machine, brought them down to the poolside where mom picked a place to put our things and then paced the edge of the pool while I stood aloof. The lights underwater made the entire courtyard ripple and shimmer with aqua blues. 

Nora walked slowly, across the pool from me, each step slow and deliberate. She made eye contact with me. One side of her mouth curled in a playful smile. Her hands went to the belt of her robe. She played with it while she walked, slower still, her fingers deliberately not undoing them, until she reached the steps that descended into the pool. 

I was frozen in anticipation as she looked at me and made a soft, gentle admonishment. “Brett... don’t look at your mother that way...”

Her fingers slipped into the belt of the robe and pulled the ends through and then they were undone. She held the edges of the robe and pulled them back, as if she were baring her breasts, and as the robe disappeared from her and fell to the floor I saw the entwined black of the swimsuit, crossing across her body, round and round, the tiniest triangles of fabric over the ends of her breasts, the smallest rectangle between her legs and keeping her pussy covered, only barely. 

And contrasting it all was her pale, pale skin. 

The swimsuit itself seemed just the tiniest fraction tight on her, revealing how soft she felt to the touch and emphasizing the size and swell of her breasts. Mom watched me carefully, her eyes self-conscious, watching me to see what my reaction was. I think she was satisfied by it. She smiled and put one foot in front of the other, stepping down into the pool, the sway of her hips like how I imagined Venus would step out of her shell. 

Her foot touched the water and I heard her; a sharp, catching breath. My cock throbbed involuntarily at that and I tried hard to keep my head. She looked up, saw my reaction and laughed at me, and then turned, slightly, lifting a leg back out and showing me the curve of her ass. She turned even further, showing me the real scarcity of the fabric on that swimsuit.

It was only a string for her behind, threading down and into her gorgeous, pale, heart-shaped ass. I knew for a fact this was illegal as hell to wear in public in some states and was all the more thankful for it. She spun around, the lines of the bikini encircling her over and over and over, before she stepped deeper into the pool.

I could feel strength surging below my belt and watched her, greedily and desperately, taking in the sight of her gorgeous body merely decorated by the bikini, if you could even call it that. 

Mom moved forward and into the water, leaning forward and letting herself push into the center. The pool got deeper, she swam in, her head disappeared for a second under the water as she moved through. The rippling light shone against her legs, her tummy, her body gleaming with aqua.

She surfaced and beckoned me closer. Her hair was now sleek and pressed behind her, her eyelashes glittering with droplets.

“I’m not... I don’t have...” I croaked.

“Just sit on the edge,” mom said, treading water. “Just sit on the edge and we’ll talk. Do you like it? You’re looking at me very differently right now,” she giggled. 

I took off my shoes and socks and put my legs in the water, thanking god that I was wearing shorts. The water was cool. 

It made me think of that little well out in Belize, the one hidden in the rocks and in the jungle, where the waterfall had worn away the stone beneath and made a deep, cold well.

That was where mom had made me cum for the very first time. I shivered thinking of the way my semen had spilled into her hand and how she looked at it, awestruck at the seed of her son, pooled in her palm, horrified that she had crossed that line, and willingly.

“You’re thinking of it too,” she said, swirling in the water. “Aren’t you?”

I nodded. Mom swam closer. Her hands went to my knees as she tread water and then settled on the floor of the pool. She looked at my crotch where my cock strained against the zipper. 

She looked around, making sure the plaza was empty. Then she looked up, and carefully inspected the windows and lights surrounding the plaza, checking to see if anyone was out, if the windows were open, if anyone was awake.

“You know,” she murmured, “for some reason, there aren’t a lot of cars in the parking lot here.” She looked at me and her eyes flashed with a certain meaning.

She swam just a little closer. 

“I don’t think anyone can see us right now,” she murmured, her fingers slipping along my thighs. She looked up and at me. “Come closer,” she whispered.

I obeyed and scooted forward, bringing myself to the edge of the pool.

Her wet fingers went to my waistband, dripping along my pants. She undid the button of my shorts. She stopped and looked around again. I did too, hoping that nobody would decide to open their window or to go outside for a walk. I hoped that the hotel staff were lazy enough to stay behind the desk. As I hoped and thought of the consequences of even a single person seeing us, I heard my zipper and then felt my cock slip free of them, of a hand gently pulling my cock through my boxers.

My mother leaned forward and took it into her mouth, and I shuddered with pleasure as I felt that familiar wet place and felt so, so fucking lucky to have my cock there again.

Her head was moving up and down over my waist, her wet hair soaking my shorts, but I didn’t give a damn about that. What mattered was that Nora was sucking on my cock again, that her gorgeous form was here in front of me and that I could look down her back and admire the crossing lines of her bikini, the beautiful way her ass cheeks rose up, smooth as apples, the way the string slipped through her bottom and made her good as nude, the way her body undulated as she worked to pleasure me. 

I heard her muffled moaning as she tasted me and as her tongue slipped around. My gasping was echoing, quietly, through the pool cabana. I kept looking up to make sure nobody was watching, but couldn’t keep focused. Her hand was on my cock now and sliding up and down, while her mouth kissed at the tip and her tongue slipped over and played with the hole. Mom’s mouth opened wider now, and she went down, her hands circling behind me and her throat opening up—

I couldn’t help but close my eyes and lose myself in the feeling of her mouth. My hands were on her head, the sensation of her wet hair, cool and shining, and her mouth, hot, sucking, her throat closing over my cock as she took it in as deep as she could before pulling back and going back to licking, to kissing it, to the slick heat and gentle, drooling suction that made me groan uncontrollably.

She pulled back, slightly, and my cock slipped from her mouth. A few lines of saliva slipped down her chin as she caught her breath, smiling excitedly, wordlessly at me. 

“Let’s go upstairs,” she whispered.

She didn’t have to tell me twice. I zipped up and grabbed a towel, then her bathrobe. We went up the elevator and got off on the fifth floor. 

When we stepped out, I went ahead toward her room, but stopped when I heard mom clear her throat. When I looked behind me and saw mom standing just outside the elevator, the bathrobe unfurling again, the strings and the lack of fabric and her beautiful, beautiful body encircled with it, I choked.

“Mom—” I stammered, “What are you—”

Her bathrobe was on the floor behind her.

“What, you don’t like it?” Mom asked innocently. “Or are you afraid somebody’s going to see your mother in her swimsuit?” 

“No,” I tried to put words in my mouth but nothing came out, “but what if—” 

“What if... what?” She asked, her hands reaching behind her, her fingers lifting the strings. “What if they see me? What if I take off some more? Or,” she said, watching my reaction and clearly enjoying herself, “what if you like it?”

And then she pulled the separated strings down in a heartbeat I saw the weight of her breasts suddenly pull the fabric down. Second by second, the natural movement of gravity acting on the strings was causing it to undo itself and my heartbeat wildly as I realized that in a few moments it was all going to fall off in the middle of the hallway.

And then there would be nothing on her at all. 

“Go on,” she said, her voice breathy and low. “Go to the room.”

I walked backwards, unable to turn around to look where I was going as she advanced. How could I?

The strings encircling her body were loosening, and we passed, room by room, as they fell further down her chest and collected and kept loosening with each of her gorgeous movements, her breasts now an uninterrupted white, until even those little triangles of black fabric dropped to where they no longer covered her chest at all, and there was the sweet coral pink of her nipples like buds.

In the middle of the hall. 

Soon there was only the string around her waist, the little, tiny rectangle that covered her cunt, and that was only held by a single hand while mine shook with the room key and opened the door. 

She went first, her smooth, nearly nude body moving past me and out of sight of the hall, her eyes bright with a knowing look, her hand tracing along my cock again as she crossed me.

The door closed behind me. Mom’s hand was on my chest and she pushed me back until my back hit the door. “Pull it out,” she whispered, the last of her swimsuit finally falling to the floor. There was just a tiny triangle of trimmed hair between her legs, so little of it that even the rectangle covered it. I stared at it as she watched me take off my pants and let my cock stand free and throbbing in front of her.

She leaned forward and touched my cock with one hand and then sank to her knees on the entry tile, directly in front of me. And her mouth opened again, delicious and pink and wet and—

She took me in, this time, her mouth moving fast, her tongue pressing in a rhythm under my cock, this time, as I leaked precum and as I fought to hold onto the door behind me while she blew me excitedly, her hands went up to my waist and one hand gently held my balls. As I throbbed and as I’m sure I let drops of precum out she moaned and I could feel her tongue lapping at the head. 

Mom was moving so fast, so quickly, I could feel the tension splitting upward and I knew I was going to cum, and soon. She was watching me struggle to breathe and knew that was the case. After a moment, she pulled off of my cock and looked up at me. She addressed me with a question, the tone similar to if she was asking me what time I needed to be at school for a function. 

“How many times do you think you can cum tonight?”

I wanted to tell her a hundred but, in all honesty, the most times I had ever cum in an evening was four, and that was pushing it.

“I-I don’t know—”

“I want to find out,” she said, before her mouth sealed over me again, and her fist gripped my cock and tightened around it and as she pumped it as fast and as hard as she could while my knees buckled beneath me. I could feel my cock vibrating, the suction on my head sending me to the brink.

“M-mom—” I choked, “Mom, I’m about to—”

I felt a flash and throb shooting upward and mom’s mouth popped off my cock while her hand kept squeezing and jerking me, and she looked up at me, gazing at me with those beautiful, soft blue eyes while my cock exploded with white. My semen shot up and onto her neck and she gasped as her hand kept pumping, cum squirting out and drooling down her hand, shooting onto her breasts while I tried in vain to keep quiet.

“Come on, come on, honey,” mom whispered. “Give mommy your cum... come on... good boy...” She smiled as she watched me shudder. “Good boy...”

My cock kept pulsing and drops of it slid down her fingers and onto the floor, while the little rivulets of white dragged down her breasts. One line dripped down and hung just off of one nipple. She noticed, and laughed at me, scooping up her breast with one hand and bringing it to her lips.

She sucked her nipple and my semen into her mouth and I felt my cock throb one more time as her eyes glittered. 

I struggled to keep standing as mom got up, looking satisfied with herself.

“Hm. Well,” she said, looking at my cock as it continued to drip. “I’m going to rinse the chlorine out of my hair. And then,” she said, looking at me dangerously, her tongue dabbing along the stickiness that webbed between her fingers in small, slow licks, “I’m going to make you cum until there’s nothing left.”
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While mom was in the shower, I wiped up the cum that fell on the floor, poured a couple glasses of wine, and pumped myself up for tonight. Until there was nothing left?

Fuck me, I was a lucky fucking guy.

I did struggle a little while mom ran the hair dryer—women take so long in the bathroom and she spent more minutes drying off than she did in the shower itself. 

When she came out, I was fucking ready. Once the door opened, I swept up to her and pulled her close.

“Oh—" Mom’s look of surprise melted into the excited hot breath of kissing, her nude body pressing against mine and forming to it. My fingers went down and stroked at her pelvis, her slit, the wetness that was already forming there. I pulled her along and into the bed—if we had all night to play then I wanted to spend every second pressed as close to her as I could.

I settled against the headboard and held her in my arms, her back to me, sitting between my legs. My hands were massaging her breasts, her nipples hardening and my fingers pinching them, rolling them, her body reacting in subtle breaths. One hand of hers went behind my head and gathered my hair, another smoothed down my thigh, and she turned her face toward me and we kissed. Her tongue licked against mine and she took one of my hands, brought it lower, then lower, and then settled my fingers on her pussy; her fingers took hold of my wrist and she guided me; and I listened, slowly pressing one finger against her clit and then moving lower, penetrating her and feeling her body twitch and then open, receptive to me. I shifted lower and gently pressed a second finger against, then in, and mom’s breath was sharp in my ear as I slid inside.

I curled my fingers in my mother’s pussy and stroked inside of her. Nora moaned, a soft, breathing moan, her eyes closed, her body held still so she could feel my fingers inside of her. My other hand left her breasts, dragged up her neck, stroked along her jaw, and then, I pressed my thumb into her mouth and she took it in, sucking, humming as if she were asking for it. I pushed it in deeper, pressed down on her tongue, her mouth opened and she licked at my hand, reached up for it and adjusted it so that more of my fingers would go in her mouth, and she sucked at them, eager, as if they were my cock. 

My other hand kept stroking inside of her, my knuckle rubbing against her clit, and as her pussy got wetter and wetter and the inner walls of her cunt grew soft and swelled, her breathing grew looser and more erratic, her eyes closed, her tongue lost against my fingers and her body shifting in reflexive pleasure. 

I moved my fingers faster. Mom’s body tensed, like there were strings in her limbs that shortened and shortened, her breathing turning into one long, uncontrolled gasp. Her hand in my hair started to tighten and I could feel her hips, pushing, trying to impale herself further on my fingers. After a few minutes, she stopped moving and turned to look at me again, her eyelids low, her breathing heavy, her cheeks flushed, and her eyes low in the mindless heat of what I was doing to her.

“I want to ride your face,” she whispered, her body already rising. “I want to feel you inside me—your tongue—inside me.”

Who was I to deny her?

I laid down and pulled her thighs toward me, watching her biting her lip and flushing in anticipation. She straddled my face, putting her cunt right in front of me; my jaw ached to feel her wetness on my mouth, to taste her; and I could feel the softness of her thighs on either side of my head, and as she pushed her pussy forward I opened my mouth and sealed over her slit and heard her hiss and her thighs closing over me.

She tasted sweet, a bit like pennies, and I licked her, into her, hungrily, trying to taste every last drop of her, while her hands weaved through my hair and her hips started to grind on my mouth while she made an ‘ah... ahh...’ sound, her eyes closed, her brows furrowed, her lips pressed together as she focused on the feeling of me eating her out. Her labia were soft and my nose nuzzled along her clit. Her thighs had blocked my ears as she strained and pushed her cunt onto me, harder. My hands had wandered up to her butt and I lost myself in squeezing her and glorying in how soft and round and firm she was.

I could barely breathe from how her legs tightened over me and how much of my mouth was moved on her cunt, but in all honesty I kind of wanted it that way. The more I licked, the more I kissed at her pussy, the more she tightened around me and the more her hands tugged at my hair. Mom was really enjoying herself, starting to let go. I could barely hear her but could make out a few words here and there, things like, ‘do you like the taste? Do you like tasting me? Oh, Brett, lick harder, yes... like that... yes, lick mommy like that... yessss...”

I did everything I could to make this position heaven for her, even until my jaw started to ache from fatigue, my hands wrapped around her thighs and squeezing her ass. 

She was getting close, her hips moving with less rhythm and more desperation, her words losing shape and turning to moaning, her pussy dripping with juice and my face overwhelmingly wet with my spit and her dew. I could feel her pussy clenching, I could feel her hips shuddering. When I looked up and saw her face, I could tell she was getting near the edge, her mouth open, her eyes shut tight, her shoulders straining as she fought to keep upright, and then—

There was a sudden wash of fluid and mom arched back and her thighs shook around me, and I could taste it, clear and sweet, mom squirting on my face. She was still grinding, unwilling to stop, her moaning now a suppressed cry. I tightened my grip over her thighs and kept my face pushed against her slit and kept licking, kept mouthing her cunt, until the shaking stopped and mom suddenly backed off, her legs trembling.

I sat up and wiped my face, and watched mom deal with her residual orgasm, her legs pressed together, her hands between them, her eyes closed and her teeth biting hard into her lower lip. She was shuddering and with each shake there was a subtle groaning.

Soon she opened her eyes, her body opening up and relaxing, but her cheeks and chest still flushed from everything she was experiencing. “That was nice,” she said, her hands working between her legs. “Did you pour the wine? Let’s—”

I didn’t wait for her to finish and pulled her by her legs toward me. She gave a scream and a laugh as I flipped her over, grabbing her by her hips and pulling her ass up and gently pushing her face down so that her ass was in front of me. Once she was in position, wiggling her butt and holding her breath, I carefully spread her pussy lips just under her ass, and admired how gorgeous the color was inside of her. She was so wet after I ate her out, and I could feel her body shudder as I came up close, cock in hand, and started to press it against her slit. I hissed as I pushed in, and—

“Wait,” mom said, pulling forward. She turned around and leaned back, resting on her hands. “Brett, we need to talk about something.”

I nodded but felt my cock throbbing angrily that it wasn’t inside her. “Sure. What’s up?”

“Condoms, Brett,” she said, seriously. “I want us to use condoms if we’re going to be putting it inside there.”

I blinked. Obviously, this made sense and all, but why now?

“You don’t like it?” I asked.

“No, honey, of course I like it,” she said, flustered. “But let’s be realistic here. You’ve... done it inside me already. Which was, I mean, it was really wonderful. But we have to be careful—there’s huge, huge risk of pregnancy if we don’t take measures to keep it from happening. And I mean, maybe I should have told you this sooner, but...”

My heart dropped. 

“What?” I stammered.

“It’s not that—” she said quickly. “I might have... oh god,” mom cringed and folded her legs and then held them tightly to her chest. “You know that Plan B we bought?”

“Yeah?”

“I didn’t take it.”

My mouth was sticking closed and it took a lot of effort to speak. “What?”

“Yeah,” mom looked down and rubbed at her forehead. “I’m not... I’m really not sure why.”

I felt like I knew a tiny bit. There were a couple possibilities. One was that she just forgot, which was unlikely. Another was that she did it maliciously, but then again, why the hell would she want to baby trap her son? That didn’t make any fucking sense.

And that left a third reason.

And that reason was because she might have wanted it.

“Are you... pregnant?”

“No,” mom said, nervously. “At least, I don’t think so. It’s definitely too soon to tell.”

That made me nervous. “How soon is... how soon would we know?” 

“A month, maybe. Or a little more,” mom said closing her eyes. “Fuck me, I’m sorry for ruining this.”

“No, It’s fine,” I said. “I get it.” Inside my heart, I had this weird sense that even if she was pregnant that it’d be a good thing somehow. “We’ll see what happens I guess.” 

Mom looked up and searched me to see if I meant it. I think she could tell that I wasn’t too bothered, or offended, or scared. “Alright. I guess we will have to see. But I’m serious about the condoms from now on,” she lectured, loosening up. “There’s a real, real risk every time we do anything without a condom. Even putting it inside. And pulling out, that’s just dangerous. Your father and I... fuck, I hate to bring him up, but that’s how we ended up with your oldest brother. And then your middle brother.”

“And then me?” It was almost funny to ask.

“No, you were more—” her face turned red and then she cleared her throat. “Let’s not talk about that. The moral is, we need condoms.” 

“I can get some,” I offered. 

Mom leaned over and opened the end table, flashing her ass, and between both lovely pale legs, a gorgeously pink slit. I wanted to leap forward and bury my face there. 

“No need.” She sat back up with a box of them. “Think we’ve got enough for the night?”

“Hell yeah.”

Obviously, going from raw to condoms was an adjustment. Not a bad one either. Being inside of her without one was ecstasy—feeling the walls of her pussy gliding over my cock, intimately feeling the juices, watching as each little movement caused her to react with intimate pleasure was just fucking amazing.

But with a condom, while the pleasure wasn’t at that level of mind-blowing bliss, there was a major advantage.

I could last longer.

And fuck harder, way harder, without stopping.

And so, once mom put it on me, I didn’t waste any fucking time; I pushed her onto the bed and lifted her legs and tore through her hair and viciously pounded into her, making the most of how wet and sensitive she was. As I penetrated into her, she made a sharp loud gasp, and once I started moving and the thick, wet sound of my plunging into her and my hips slamming against her ass slapped through the room, mom’s voice went from soft and delicate expressions of feeling to a shocked and full-throated reaction, over and over. 

Her arms wrapped around me, her nails digging into my shoulders, my neck, as I plundered into her cunt and pushed in and out, using my whole body to move, to use all the energy I had in order to smash against her insides and to drive her upward toward another peak. In a moment she had gone from open-eyed, gasping and bewildered, to a crying, trembling mess. Her legs were wrapped around my waist and I worked up a sweat, using all the energy I had to fuck her as wildly and as thoroughly as I could; and it was working—mom was starting to shake and she was moaning so loud and so desperately that I half-wondered if somebody in the hotel could hear us.

Mom’s legs locked tight around me, and I felt her face press hard against my chest and I felt her teeth biting at me, her nails scraping down my back, her groaning uncontrollably as she got close, closer—until she broke and I could feel her spasming and her hands tightening around my back, trying in vain to get a hold onto me until they went up to my hair and clung to it.

I slowed down and watched as mom’s orgasm rode high and crested and as she shook below her waist, her face wet with perspiration and her lips full and her eyes rolling, her breath inconsistent and desperate.

The goal tonight, if I was going to cum as many times as possible, was to do the same fucking thing for her. It didn’t take long to bring her there again; I moved back and lifted one leg onto my shoulder, pushing her onto her side, and fucked her that way, my cock rubbing along one of the walls of her pussy and her hands trying to grab into the sheets while I brought her up and high again.

And then I heard her phone ringing on the nightstand. The same familiar ringtone from Cancun—dad was calling her.

I slowed down but mom quickly reached up and laid a hand on my neck. “Don’t stop—” she begged, “We’re not answering—We’re not learning that lesson aga—” I plunged in deep and her voice stopped in her throat as her crying out became silent and voiceless. The ringtone continued, and the more I thought about dad’s attempt to call while I was fucking his wife, the more energetic with it I got. Mom’s hands were fists that I thought would tear the sheets, and once it hit the fourth ring, mom broke again; she let go of the sheets and her face pressed down into a pillow and I heard her moaning cry as she shook and as I could feel her cunt clenching down, while her muffled sob of ecstasy went on and on, as the orgasm took her.

She collapsed before the final ring, and I pulled out, slowly, mom’s body shuddering with each inch that I pulled out of her. Mom was now trembling on the sheets and her look was listless, her mouth open, her body limp and sinking into the bed. Dad’s ringtone went one more time, and mom shuddered and hummed as the sound died out.

“I’m glad we didn’t answer that,” I said. “I don’t think dad wanted to hear it again.”

Mom gave a quiet, detached laugh, still lost in the pleasure. 
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I got up and brought the wine over. Mom struggled to sit up, her hair tousled and sticking to her sweat, her look still a little vacant. She took the glass from me and her fingers touched mine. She leaned back with it, the gem red of the wine glittering across her pale, round breasts.

She looked at me for a while, and I looked at her, admiring her body, the shivering and the perspiration. She looked down at my cock and her stare lingered on it while I was most interested in the heaviness of her tits, the way the coral pink buds of her nipples seemed so light and pale in comparison to the wine. 

We drank through the bottle and rested for a few moments. I was ready to go again but almost liked just looking at her instead. Her breathing calmed. The flush of arousal was slowly replaced by the flush of the alcohol.

“I have another surprise for you,” Nora said, smiling, hiding behind the glass, as if her nude body wasn’t on perfect display for me.

“Oh?”

“Yeah. I think you’re going to like it... In fact, I know it. Boys your age always like what I’m about to give you.”

I was getting pretty curious, now. 

“Is it a new car?”

“God, Brett, do I look like I can buy you a new car?” Mom was laughing, covering her mouth with her hand and trying to balance the wine glass in the other. “Guess again.”

“Is it... a blowjob?” I asked, lamely.

Mom narrowed her eyes at me with disappointment. “No, though if you want another, I’ll give you one.”

“I do,” I said, standing up and letting my cock spring up.

Mom looked at it for a second and beckoned me closer. She remained seated on the bed. “Stand up, here.” She patted the mattress just in front of her. “Come on.”

I got up and balanced on the mattress, my cock fully extended and stiff and aching and mom looking up at it, smiling deliciously and drunk at the sight of it. “You have such a pretty one, Brett... I mean it.”

Then she looked at me seriously. “Your father’s does not look like this at all. I don’t know what kind of genes he’s got going on but yours is so much nicer.” She looked up and carefully grasped it, jerking it slowly while I pushed my hips forward. She opened her mouth and looked up at me, her eyes sparkling. Her tongue flicked out and she licked the head, slowly, like it were ice cream. “Do you want to guess the surprise again?”

I nodded and gasped as her mouth went over my cock, sucking ravenously. 

“Is it—ah—alcohol? Since I can’t get my own yet?”

Mom shook her head no with my cock still in her mouth. Her tongue swirled around me and I grunted.

“Is it... handcuffs? Or bondage gear... ah—or something?” I asked, groaning.

Mom pulled her mouth off of my cock with a loud pop. “No, Brett, nothing like that...” Her mouth sank down on my again and I could feel her tongue massaging around the base of my dick. 

“Is it a new—fuck—position?”

Mom raised her eyebrows at that and pulled off of me slowly, sucking tightly the whole way until I buckled. “Sort of,” she said, smiling, quietly. A finger moved up and wiped her chin.

“Then what is it?”

Mom shrugged and said, “I’ll give you a hint. Though maybe it might not help you guess—I haven’t let your father do this to me. ...ever.”

Now that sounded fucking cool. Never?

“Uh...” I struggled to think of what it was. 

Mom let go of my cock and gently pushed me, signaling that I should get off the bed. Once I was back to standing on the carpet, watching her, Mom carefully set the wine glass down, her breasts hanging low as she leaned over. She didn’t break eye contact with me as she carefully adjusted herself, sitting, then kneeling, and then stretching out, like a cat, moving her ass to face me, bending her chest down and against the covers, her hands reaching up and behind her to either side of her ass...

Her hands carefully settled on each ass cheek and then...

She carefully, subtly pulled...

And I stared, unable to take my eyes away as she showed me, just above that wet, pink slit, the tiniest, little pink wrinkle, a pucker that looked so infinitely tight that if I tried to get in there...

“No way,” I said, breathless.

“Ross has begged me,” mom breathed, watching me gaze at her with a perverted satisfaction, “pleaded with me, to do anal. For such a long, long time. He’s wanted it for so, so long, Brett... and now I’m about to let you take it... I’m going to let you fuck me here, in this hole, and I’m going to let you cum inside of me this way...”

I nodded, trying to wrap my head around my fucking luck. 

I was about to be inside mom in a spot that dad never, ever, ever was. “Is... it your first time?” I asked, hesitant.

“No,” mom admitted, blushing. “But you know how it is in college.”

I did. It didn’t bother me that mom had done anal before—in a lot of ways it was so fucking hot to learn that she had explored this before, denied it to my dad without reservation, and that now, ages later, she was giving it to me when nobody else could. 

It honestly felt just about as good as the idea of taking her anal virginity. 

Dad’s loss.

I couldn’t stop staring at it. It was the color of her nipples, of her lips, microscopically small. I watched it wink at me and felt my cock throb with agonizing anticipation.

“No condom?” I croaked. 

“No condom,” she purred, her blue eyes a narrow glitter. “Just my little present for my little boy... Now open the drawer.”

She let go and her lovely, round ass, so firm and so abundant and the kind of gloriously perfectly circular ass that you saw in movies, in the best of porn, hid her little pucker away. She slid herself down flat onto the bed and moved her hips in a gentle rhythm that told me that she was excited to take me in there.

I staggered over to the drawer and pulled out a bottle of lubricant. 

“Now come here,” she whispered, “are you excited?”

“Yeah,” I breathed.

“Fuck me, Brett... right here, where your father has always wanted to be...” She was laying on her stomach, her ass gently lifted. 

My hands were shaking as I applied the lube. It felt cold at first, slippery, and once it was on my cock I moved my attention to her ass. I carefully squeezed some out between her cheeks and watched her gasp as the cold fluid ran down, and I carefully used my hands on her perfectly smooth bottom, between, feeling the warm wrinkle of her anus and realizing that I was about to get to force it open and that it was going to squeeze down on me like a dream...

“Go on,” mom said, encouraging me.

I slipped my finger down and rubbed at her entrance and carefully pressed down. Mom relaxed herself, hesitantly, and when the very tip of my finger pressed into her, she made a soft whine and closed her eyes. I pulled my fingertip back out, allowing the lube to cling to it, and then pushed in just a little more. I watched her asshole cinch down on my finger, gripping it, and when I pulled it out gently again, I watched it cling to my finger...

“Put your finger all the way in,” I heard mom say, her voice shaking a little. “I need a... a warmup... before you can put the whole thing in there...

I squeezed out a little more lube and carefully used my finger to work it into her ass, hypnotized by the way her cute little wrinkled ring wrapped around my finger and followed it, barely, in and out. She was so tight in her ass that it was difficult for my finger to move in and out, even with the lube. I had to move so slowly, but the satisfaction of listening to mom struggling with it was making my cock throb insanely hard.

Then I pushed my finger, all the way in, watching as mom’s body tensed as she accepted it, her face turning to look at me from where she was lying down, and her cheeks bright red and her face focused and straining to handle what I was doing to her asshole.

“Okay,” she said, her voice tight. “Are you ready? I’m ready... I want to feel you in there... go slow...”

I pulled out my finger and carefully added a bit more lube to my cock, and then carefully positioned myself over her. She was still laying down, her ass still pushed up, and I found myself needing to carefully settle over her bottom at an angle that would let me in. Her ass really was gorgeously huge, making the contrast for her tiny asshole that much more extreme.

I was trembling with excitement for it. When I pushed my cock up and against that tiny, tiny hole, even though I had warmed it up with my finger, it was so tiny that I had to moving achingly slow. Mom gripped the sheets and was trying to keep her breathing under control, and as I pushed forward, it met resistance and I couldn’t get it to open.

“It’s okay,” I heard her whisper, “just... ah... keep... keep pushing...”

I obeyed and realized that my cock was now pushing her butthole in—not necessarily open, but that was step one. After what felt like a moment of gently pushing, I felt the head of my cock being wrapped up by her, a fraction of an inch at a time.

“Slow—ah—slow down,” mom begged me. “It’s... it’s really big, Brett...”

“Yeah, okay,” I said, carefully holding still. When I resumed pushing in, mom started to groan. She really wasn’t used to this, and I imagined it would likely be the same effect as if I really had taken her anal virginity. So, I needed to go slow.

My cock slipped forward just a tiny fraction more. I watched mom and gauged her reactions. When her face relaxed, I pushed in just slightly more, and allowed mom to accommodate the girth.

Holy fuck she was tight.

She winced with each push, and once she relaxed, having allowed me in just a little more, I pushed, repeating this, slow inch by slow inch, low moan by low moan.

When I was halfway in it was all I could do to keep from cursing from how tightly her asshole wrapped around my cock. She looked like she was holding back some words too, her teeth bared and her eyes shut tight from how hard she was trying to take it inside of her. I felt a little throb of love at that, seeing how tough it was but how she took my cock there with no complaints. She felt so warm, so wet in there, but what made me roll my eyes uncontrollably was how fucking tight it was, massaging my cock with every little movement.

One I was just past halfway in, it was easier to push the rest of my cock all the way into her. I still went slow, and heard mom’s gasping moan as I sank all the way in, until I was flush against her butt, pushing the back of her hips with the front of mine.

“Is it—” mom was panting, “is it all the way in?”

“Yeah,” I said, trying to make words come through. “It’s in.”

We took a few seconds, just breathing, just trying to settle into the new way I was inside of her.

Mom moved her head to look at me and I saw that lovely, accepting, tired look she gave whenever I had done something dumb but she still loved me. 

Then she carefully pushed her ass up and I buckled from how her tightness squeezed me. 

It was a slow fuck, slow movements, careful to slip deep into her without going too fast. Mom’s groaning was incredible; I knew it was pain and effort but it was combined with this sweet moaning that told me that this is what she wanted, this was what she wanted to give me.

It was so fucking tight that I knew I wasn’t going to last long, even if I had cum a little earlier. Mom locked eyes with me and saw my expression, immediately reading it and snickering as she pushed herself back, fucking herself of my cock, each movement a shudder and a groan. Her anus squeezed me, practically milking me, and I couldn’t help but move along with her, gently fucking her asshole with a slow, careful rhythm that wrung my cock until it was begging to explode inside of her. 

It was coming.

Ohh fuck. It was coming.

“Are you gonna cum, baby?” Mom’s voice was breathless and came through with great strain. “You’re gonna cum inside mommy?”

“Yes,” I heard myself grunting, felt the spasming happening below my waist, gripped her ass with my hands and pushed in, and felt her anus squeezing me, flexing in a tight ring around me as I slid in and out, and I couldn’t help but let go—my cock started to squirt, to flood out her asshole with cum, and I gripped her and let the orgasm take me and to shoot everything I had in my balls deep into her guts. I felt her hand in my hair, I heard her breathing in my ear, I heard her whispering, “that’s it, Brett... your father’s never felt this before... you got to fuck me in a way he’s always wanted...”

I kept feeling my balls pulsing and as I came, it seemed to roar up harder and the orgasm just seemed to extend itself as mom clenched down on my cock, truly milking me now, squeezing all the cum out of me, pulling it from me and sending it deep inside of her. I couldn’t breathe—my vision was going white. My balls started to hurt and my taint seemed to let go, shooting my semen into her until there was nothing left, and then some—

I choked, “Oh, fuck—”

“That’s it, baby...” Mom’s mouth was on mine with her head turned behind her and her soft, lovely ass pushing up and accepting every spurt of my seed into her. “That’s it...”

I collapsed onto her even as her hand stroked through my hair, my face buried in hers and against her neck and shoulder.

We lay there for a few minutes while I came back to reality.

I felt dizzy, but managed to get up on my hands and gently pulled out, my cock slipping free and mom biting her lips hard and concentrating as my dick came out, leaving her little pucker gaped. Despite how tired I felt, I got up and used my thumbs to spread her ass wide, to see what I had done to her. 

Mom giggled, her face flushed and sweating from the effort, propped up on her elbows. Below her waist, the cute little hole was winking, and at first, it just seemed like a narrow dark hole, but after a few seconds, it closed shut, but not completely; my jizz started to trickle out from inside of her. 

“Mmm...” she hummed, looking at me with pride. “I can feel it. I think I can feel it inside me, too.”

“What’s it like?”

“Warm,” she whispered, closing her eyes. “And full...”

It took more out of me than I thought. After we showered together and put on some underwear for bed, I collapsed onto the mattress. I felt so tired. And my mind felt so clear.

“There’s still a lot in me,” mom complained jokingly, as my cum leaked out of her. “I’m really not sure how to get it to stop coming out.” I could tell she was looking at me, looking like a dead man face down. “Well. I guess you’re all tired, then? I’ll put you to bed...” I felt her hands bring up the blankets and carefully adjust the pillow under my head, and then I felt her soft, warm body settling in next to me. She took my arm and framed it as a pillow, and I used the last of my strength to turn in her direction to spoon her. Soon I was holding her, holding her close, her warmth and her beauty, mine, all of it, mine. Parts of her that dad would never get to have; mine.

As much as it could be.

I fell asleep, feeling like a king.
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At some point during the night, I felt my mother’s mouth on my cock. Somehow, even though I had shot out everything I had inside of her, there was no way I couldn’t be ready for this. My cock was stiff and twitched inside of her warm, wet mouth, and I could feel her hands massaging my balls, coaxing just a little more.

In the dark, without any light, all I had was the sound of her sucking, the soft feeling of her hair in my hands, the wetness sliding up and down and bathing me in warmth. Her hand wrapped around my shaft and pumped as fast as she could. “Come on,” I heard her whisper. “Just one more...”

My body gave it to her. My cock strained and locked up and then I felt a spasming orgasm, shooting what I thought would have been a blank upward, but mom’s mouth quickly sealed over my cock and I heard her exclaim, mouth full, as she sucked and swallowed the thick drops that came out.

When she pulled her mouth off of me, I heard another swallow. Then soft, laughing breathing. “I guess you woke up then,” I heard her say.

“Yeah,” I said, dazed.

“There was a lot more than I expected,” I heard her down below. She moved up and slid her fingers along my chest. Her head nestled on me and I smelled her hair, smelling like the hotel shampoo and conditioner.

I woke up with my head cradled in her arms and my cheek resting against her breasts. They felt so soft. It felt warm and safe. 

Then I felt her hand, gently stroking my hair. 

“You’re awake?” I heard her ask in a whisper.

“Yeah.”

“Let’s get dressed. You’ll need to pack and make the drive soon.”

For college. Fuck. At least there was only a little left before the transfer. I was about to tell her I didn’t want to go but I figured that the best way for her to still like me was for me to actually get my schooling done first, before anything else. 

We shared a few pastries in the bedroom that I brought up from the breakfast bar. Had a couple coffees. The hotel bathrobe she used was still lying by the elevators. As we passed by it, mom snickered with her hand over her mouth. 

We went outside the door and to the stairwells over the cabana so I could give a temporary goodbye before heading home. The light over the pool was coming in with pinks and the shadows were blue and long. “See you in an hour,” mom said, kissing me on the cheek. “Be careful around Ross, okay? Call if he gets crazy. I’d like to know in advance.” I nodded, and took her hand and her eyelids dropped; she moved in close, breathing slow and calm. I pulled her face to mine and held her and felt her hair as I kissed her. Her tongue moved languidly through my mouth before we separated and I went out. 

As I crossed the cabana toward the parking lot, I saw mom, leaning over the railing, in shorts and a tight tee, giving a gentle wave. She looked like a girl from the 90’s, living life in some California town as carefree as it got. It gave me a little flash of some little fantasy, not even sexual, just a desire to give her that life again, to make her feel young and like the world was just a playground to her. 

I hitched a rideshare and was back home in twenty. I knew mom was going to be back in about an hour, so I knew it was just going to be dad and I for a minute. I wondered if he’d be able to sense, somehow, what I had done. When I got to the front door, I took a few deep breaths and tried to keep calm. 

Dad was awake on the couch, and once I was inside, I saw him sling his legs over and onto the floor. His eyes were red, bloodshot from the drinking and the hangover.

His tone was still aggressive, though not completely hostile.

“Where’d you go, son?” 

“Friends.” 

“Which friends?” 

“Does it matter?” 

Dad opened his mouth to say something but grimaced. His eyes flared. “You disrespectful little shit.” 

“I’m going to pack.” 

Dad’s eyes followed me up the stairs. 

I had my stuff packed in an hour and hoped that mom would make it back soon, before dad made it too awkward to stay.

Dad was by this time sitting on the couch with his fingers on his temples. This time he looked up at me without the anger I was expecting. “You weren’t helping your mom sleep with somebody else that night,” he said, straining. “Were you?”

“I was with mom, dude,” I said, omitting the part where it was her and I in a bed, together. “I kept an eye on her.”

Dad looked at me, exhausted and in obvious pain from his hangover. He looked down and scratched his head. “Have I really been that crazy?”

“Maybe,” I said, trying not to give anything away. 

“Well,” he grunted. “Everything I said before still stands. She can’t go making me jealous. It’s not fucking okay.”

“Sure.”

He looked at me and then gave a slow nod in my direction. “You kept defending her. Even though I pushed you around.”

That was an understatement. “Sure.”

“You were really trying to hit me, out there, weren’t you?”

“Yeah.”

“I guess that means you really are a man, then.”

That surprised me. I didn’t want to answer though. I thought that if I agreed at all that my contempt for him would bleed through, that somehow he’d read into it and realize I had the kind of scorn for him like I would for any other man whose wife I had fucked into ecstasy, and who had taken my cum in every single place she could get it.

Speaking of, mom’s car pulled into the driveway. Dad straightened up and I went outside.

Nora got out of her car and then squared off with dad in the middle of our driveway. 

“Nora,” he said, trying to sound composed.

“Ross.” Mom’s voice was firm and her arms were crossed. “I’m just here to say goodbye to Brett. He told me he was leaving now and I wanted to make sure I was there to at least give him a good sendoff.”

“That’s fine,” dad muttered. “I... wanted to apologize. For accusing you. And for losing it on Brett.”

Mom raised an eyebrow. She looked at me briefly, confused. 

Dad continued. “I was really drunk that night, in Chetumal, and I didn’t really go looking in all the bars and restaurants. I just wanted to scare you into admitting something. So. I went a little far.”

“Thanks... Ross.” Mom nodded and almost seemed grateful for the apology, if not still suspicious of it.

But dad’s apology quickly ate itself. “You can’t go making me jealous. Not fucking okay. I need to know where you are, all the time, every night.”

“That’s rich, coming from you.”

“Whatever,” he said, rubbing his eyes. “I’ll stop bothering you. And Brett can keep getting his degree. I didn’t call the lawyer about the will so it’s not like anything’s different. Nora... you can stay if you want. I’ll take the guest room.”

“How generous,” mom said, sarcastically. 

“Thanks,” he said, before turning around and heading back inside. “Enjoy college, son. Don’t fuck it up like your brothers.”

When the door closed mom looked at me with a look of total confusion and surprise. “What the hell happened to him?”

“I guess... I guess he bought it.”

“Guess so,” mom said quietly. She turned to me and invited me close for a hug. “So. Back to college. I hope you don’t sleep with too many girls while you’re there.”

I felt a tiny bit offended. “I won’t be. I promise.”

Mom laughed at me and her hands went to my cheeks. “God... you’re not supposed to promise that. You’re supposed to be with girls your age. Ones you’re not... immediately related to. Really, honey.”

“I don’t want to,” I said. “I want to be with you.”

Mom smiled, flattered, and kissed me on the cheek. “You’re so sweet. Like always.”

“I’ve got parent’s night coming up in a month,” I offered. “If you wanna come. I can sleep on my couch and you can take the bed if you want.” 

Nora rolled her eyes at that and then looked at me, half seriously. “We both know that if I come to parent’s night that neither of us will sleep on the couch. Now. Go on. I love you honey.”

My heart was beating, swelling with an aching feeling. “I love you, mom.” I corrected myself. “I love you, Nora.”

Mom blinked at that. Then her eyes softened, and she pulled close to me. Her hands were stroking my back, her body pressed close to mine. “I love you too, Brett.”

In that moment I felt like she actually meant it the way I wanted her to. I closed my eyes and let the moment exist, savoring it for as long as I possibly could. I could feel my heartbeat against hers.

“Okay! Time to go.” Mom suddenly pulled away and shooed me toward the car. “Get good grades. Seriously. If you get grades like your brothers, dad might disown you for real.”

“I’m going to miss you,” I said.

“Me too,” mom’s voice choked up. “But it’ll only be a month. And then another couple weeks after that before the end of the term. That’s not bad. Is it?”

“I guess not,” I said, trying not to let it get to me either. “Goodbye, mom.”

“Goodbye, Brett. Drive safe.”

I got into my car and as I pulled out of the driveway, I watched mom waving at me. She was crying. One hand was by her eyes and the other was as high as she could get it, a soft, pale hand moving back and forth. 

My heart was aching and I just wanted to turn around and go back. I wanted to sweep her up and take her down to Mexico and take our chances doing anything else, as long it was together. Me and mom. Nora and I.

But I drove out, out of the neighborhood, out of the suburbs, into the hills and across the state border, out of the region and toward the last goddamn stage in my life that kept me from her. 

“Alright,” I breathed to myself. “Time to crush this fucking thing.”
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I wish I could lie and say that the month passed by in a flash and that in no time at all my mom was coming. Except that’s not how it happened.

The thought of going an entire month without her after everything was, at the least, torture. Bliss and ecstasy and torture. I knew that at least when there was Parent’s Night, that that was something I could look forward to, that she’d be here and I’d get to be with her again, but even then, waiting wasn’t what I wanted. It was the real thing. Waiting fucking sucked but dreaming about what it was going to be like when she finally was here—that was exciting.

The day after I made it back, school started again. I had some classes that surprised us with tests and there were some girls that I was talking to from before that tried to speak with me. But after being with my mom, I guess there really wasn’t a point to talking with them anymore. I felt a little embarrassed each time, and I felt a little weird since it was like I had snubbed them in favor of my mother. Which no girl would like to experience from a guy she was interested in.

When the day ended and my head buzzed with facts and concepts, I was back in my student apartment just opening my books, when my phone rang.

It was mom.

I fumbled with the phone and tapped the call open as fast as I could.

“Mom!”

“Hey honey, how’d it go today?” 

She sounded bright now. 

“It was fine,” I said, “Just a lot of stuff to re-adjust to. Like studying. Had a few quizzes today.” 

“How do you think you did on those? I don’t really remember you studying too much on our vaca—”

“I miss you,” I interrupted.

Mom laughed on the other end of the line. “It’s only been a day.”

“I miss you,” I insisted. “I miss being in bed with you.”

Mom was quiet for a second. “You’re surrounded by girls your age, Brett,” her voice was a little quiet. “Don’t you want to talk to them? Even a little?”

“No.” I stated. 

Mom was quiet for a little longer. My stomach dropped until she finally responded. “I miss you too,” I heard her whisper. “And I miss your cock inside of me. God.” She sounded flustered. “I can’t believe I’m talking to you this way. I shouldn’t be.” 

“I keep thinking about your breasts,” I admitted. “The girls here are nice and all but you’ve got... they’re...” I gulped, trying to find a way to describe them. “I just want to bury my face in them and stay there for a few years. I want them in my mouth.” 

“I wouldn’t mind,” mom breathed. “Fuck, this is bad.” My cock surged through my pants and I had to readjust.

“Is... is everything alright between you and dad right no—”

Mom interrupted me. “I don’t want to talk about him. He’s as much of an ass as ever, so we’re going to ignore him.”

I laughed. “Alright.”

Mom continued. “I shouldn’t be doing this, Brett, but... I’m touching myself. I’m touching myself, thinking of my son... and the way you took me the other night...”

My mouth was dry and I was vibrating below the belt. Yeah. We were going to ignore dad.

“You’re... touching yourself?” I croaked. “Tell me how.”

“Well,” mom said, quiet and tense, “I’m in the living room. Your father’s still at work and I’m here all by myself.” I could hear something shuffling in the background. “Do you want to know what I’m wearing today?”

“Yeah,” I said, barely able to say it.

“Jeans. Those high waisted ones you complained about. I guess they weren’t in style or something, according to you, but I’m wearing them now.”

I remembered those jeans.

Obviously, I didn’t have a sense of women’s fashion. I was wrong. Way wrong. All I knew at the time was that those kinds of jeans were called mom jeans, and despite the fact that it made all the thick girls look good and my mom look insanely more feminine and wide-hipped compared to her waist, I had to open my mouth and try to tell her that mom jeans weren’t in style anymore.

“I’ve got them unbuttoned,” I heard her whisper. “All the way down.”

That’s right. There were buttons going all the way down instead of a zipper.

“And... I’m touching myself. Over my panties. I wish you could see—I’d send you pictures but...”

“But dad might see them,” I said.

“Yeah. So, I’m sorry, Brett, but I’ll just have to tell you about what I’m doing...”

“Don’t stop,” I begged.

“Ha,” mom’s breathing was getting ragged. “I’m touching my clitoris... I’m thinking of your hand... and how you touched me there, when we were cuddling on the bed, remember?”

I nodded as if she could hear that.

“And now I’m moving it in a circle... and I’m going... I’m going to put a finger inside of me... I’m going to think of you, I want to pretend it’s you... but you’re so much bigger than—” Suddenly mom stopped. “Your father’s home,” she whispered, fast, “I’ll call you tomorrow and we can keep talking about this, love you,” and then she hung up.

I was left holding my cock in my hand like some kind of moron.
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Last night was fucking hot. If I didn’t get to experience it again, it was going to be a miserable month plus without her.

I wanted her to call. I wanted to hear about her touching herself and I wanted to hear her breathing through the speaker, even if I couldn’t feel her breathing up close. I kept thinking about asking her to send pictures; and honestly, even the risk of dad finding out wasn’t enough for me to not plan on asking. 

It was funny. I didn’t know any dudes who actually wanted text updates from their mom, much less for them to send them pictures. Of anything.

The thinking didn’t stop. Neither did the fantasizing. I kept checking my phone. I kept hoping to see a text from her, or something, anything that even showed me a hint of her. When I felt my phone start to vibrate in the middle of class, I almost had a heart attack from excitement thinking it was her. Since it was in the middle of the driest possible accounting course, I was also desperate for anything that would have taken me out of it. The idea of mom calling and allowing us to continue our conversation was the most perfect thing that could happen to me.

Except that didn’t happen.

My phone was vibrating with a reminder that I had a quiz in two hours. I can’t express to you how disappointing it was to see the little reminder, slightly misspelled with a ‘qyiz’ accidentally input.

Then things got a little worse. The teacher, a crotchety old woman with more wrinkles than pencils heard it.

The teacher called my name, her voice creaking with disdain. “Mister Brett, I hope there’s nothing more important than balancing this income sheet. Unless there is. I’d love to know about it.”

“It’s nothing,” I said. “Sorry. Forgot to silence it for a reminder.”

“While you’re in my class, you don’t need reminders,” she said. “Now, back to the—”

My phone went off again before I could fully silence it. This time, it really was Nora.

Jesus Christ mom, great fucking timing. 

“Mister Brett,” I heard the teacher shrilly calling. “I hope you don’t think that now’s a good time for a phone call—”

“Sorry!” I said, grabbing my stuff and hurrying out, even with everyone’s eyes on me. “It’s my mom. Gotta take this.” Some laughs followed me out, but once I was out the door there was no more need to deal with numbers and figures or anything else having to do with fucking accounting. Thank god. 

I sat down in the hall, happy to hear her again. “Mom!” 

“Hey honey,” I heard mom’s voice, sounding a little urgent. “Hope I’m not catching you at a bad time.”

“No, no, what’s going on?”

“Are you sure that you’ve got time?”

I looked around and eyeballed the classroom door. “Yep. What’s up?”

“It’s just that, well,” mom sounded a little embarrassed. “I kept thinking about our little... talk yesterday. What did you think about it?”

“It was too short,” I said bluntly.

Mom laughed, her tone a little musical and girlish. “I think I agree. Listen. The reason I’m calling now... Oh, I feel so bad that I’m calling you during the school day...”

I tried explaining that it was perfectly fine. I even lied that I didn’t have class at the moment. 

“Are you sure? You’re not studying anything particularly difficult right now, right?” Mom sounded suspicious.

“Yeah—don’t worry, it’s just... I’ve got a couple hours before a quiz, and I’ve got that one in the bag, so...”

“Oh,” mom said, slyly, “I imagine you need a bit of encouragement on that, don’t you?”

“Fuck yeah,” I whispered.

“It’s just that your father’s not home, Brett,” mom’s breath was a silky whisper in my ear. “He’s not home, and he’s not going to be home for several hours.” 

My cock started rising at her words. 

“I’m feeling so lonely, Brett... It’s so quiet and empty in here...” mom said with a little giggle, as she acted like she was some sort of lonely, forgotten housewife. “I miss you.”

“I miss you too,” I said, hoarse.

“Guess what, honey?” I could hear mom’s tone curling upward. There was a bit of mischief in there, now. I could almost hear her smiling.

“What?”

“I got myself a little toy. Since I don’t have your cock here with me...”

I blinked. My cock throbbed now, as hard as it could get in my pants. 

“I miss feeling your cock in me,” mom whispered. “That’s why I bought this new one. I don’t think we’ve talked about it yet, but your mommy really likes them... did you know that?”

“No,” I said, thinking back to one of the first nights in Belize, where I overheard her using one upstairs.

“Do you want to hear what it does?”

There was a click on the other end of the line. 

And then a low, vibrating hum.

“Is that what I think it is?”

“Yes, honey...” Nora’s voice grew a little fainter. “Do you want to listen?”

Fuck—of fucking course.

I could hear the buzzing, quiet like a bee, and then a little louder. “I’m going to use it, honey...” I heard her say. “I want you to listen closely... and I want you to imagine what’s happening...”

There was another noise happening at the same time. Something slick. Something almost fluid, like something stirring in a pot. I had the sudden visual of my mom’s fingers on her pussy, spreading her lips, one finger inside, curling and making a slick, wet noise. The buzzing grew louder. I could imagine mom holding her phone closer to her cunt, so I could listen to the toy penetrate her for the first time. The buzzing, clear, suddenly wasn’t anymore. I could tell that the end was pressing against her lips, I could hear her quiet gasp, far from the microphone. I could hear the vibrator start to slide itself in, its mechanical buzz getting quieter and more muffled as mom’s breathing grew louder.

Then I heard a door opening behind me. The accounting teacher was poking her head out and into the hall. I was sure she could see me looking wide eyed, but not disturbed enough to be repentant. “Mister Brett!” She said, loud and clear, “I know you need to talk to your mother, during class since it’s obviously so, so important, but you will NOT be leaving it halfway through!”

“I’ve, uh,” I stammered, painfully aware that my cock was pressing hard against the inside of my pants and that I was red fucking faced with my mom fucking herself with a vibrator on the other end of the line. “It’s urgent—” I tried to say.

“What is so urgent? Hm?” She stared down her glasses at me.

“Uh, family stuff—”

“You’re going to come back into class, right now,” she threatened, “or I’m going to give you a zero on the next major assignment. And you know how that’s going to affect your grades.”

“Mom?” I tried saying to her, “M-mom? I’ve got to—” There wasn’t any hint of a response on the other end. Just my mother’s breathing, staggered, irregular, and the startlingly wet sound of the vibrator as it fucked in and out of her cunt.

“Bring your call inside, Mr. Brett,” the teacher said, going back in. “You can sit in the back.”

I almost hung up on mom. Almost. 

You can judge me for how crazy this was, but I had a lot of worries going on with this. One, I didn’t want to hang up. This was the first fucking time mom was using a toy on herself while talking to me. Two, I really, really didn’t want to hang up. What if I hurt her feelings? 

I mean, in all likelihood mom would have understood, but the truth of the matter was, I was too fucking hard and I was so fucking horny that I thought that if I turned off the call that I would be betraying myself.

So I got up, heart pounding, shifting my cock in my pants so that it wouldn’t be nearly as noticed, and slipped back in and into one of the farthest back seats in the classroom. The place was built like an auditorium, with the farthest back seats high up and above the exit doors. It was almost private, except that the teacher was eyeballing me and giving the angriest fucking glare I’d ever seen.

“Mom?” I tried to address her again, but there was only breathing, only the soft hum of her toy, increasing and decreasing in volume as she slid it in and out of her, the slick noise of her juices coming through as it moved in, and out, and in, and out.

My cock hurt, pushing against my shorts like this. “Mom!” I whispered. But there wasn’t any reply, just the sweet, alluring sound of her fucking herself.

I couldn’t help but keep listening. Mom’s breathing grew louder as the toy kept fucking into her. After a minute, I could hear it; she was moving it fast, mimicking the real thing. I could hear ‘oh’s’ and ‘uh’s’ coming from her, just loud enough to be picked up and played through the speaker into my ear. 

The teacher was explaining something on the board. I couldn’t focus at all on it. Instead, I focused on my mother’s voice, climbing higher in pitch, higher in volume. I carefully lowered the sound on my phone just in case any of it bled through and into the classroom, and watched my classmates in front of me to make sure nobody was turning to look behind them. Luckily, nobody was, if only for the moment. 

“Brett,” my mom’s voice was barely audible; it was a breath, it was a gasp, it was my mom losing control of herself. “Oh, honey, I wish this was you, I wish this was you,” she whined. Her voice got louder as she whined more, her voice getting harder as I could hear the tension building in her throat. “Honey... oh, honeyyy...”

The buzzing was suddenly loud, then quiet, in a quick alternation; she was pulling it all the way in and all the way out and using the full length of it; her voice was crying now and I clicked the volume even quieter since she was getting loud; really loud, as she prepared to cum on the vibrator.

Then I could hear her voice in my ear.

And there was no way I was about to explain I was in the middle of class.

“Brett—oh god—I wish you were fucking me—I wish you were fucking me right now—”

I clamped my hand over my mouth and tried to act calm as mom suddenly made a loud cry directly into the microphone, and even with the volume turned as low as I could get it her sob of pleasure and release was loud enough that a couple of the students closest in front of my turned and looked at me funny, staring oddly, unsure of what they heard.

“Oh, god, oh god,” mom’s voice was shaking. She was cumming; that was for sure. I tried mouthing a sorry to the people in front and they turned away, and mom’s voice got quieter in my ear as her moaning turned into soft breathing, still a little excited, still a little tense, but slowing, and going quiet all the way.

“Oh honey,” I heard her whisper. “I imagined that pretty, pretty cock of yours... I can’t believe it’s going to be a month before we see each other...”

“I can’t either,” I said, trying to keep my voice down.

“MISTER BRETT,” the teacher suddenly yelled, “is your discussion with your mother over, or are you gossiping together? Would you like to invite me into your conversation with her??”

“No,” I stammered, and then I heard mom’s tone change.

“Brett?” She asked, suddenly concerned and annoyed, “where are you right now?”

“Uh,” I said, my face burning up as everyone in the class looked at me, collectively pissed. “I’m just—”

“You’re in class, aren’t you!” Mom was yelling now. “Brett—goddamn it, you can’t—” 

I couldn’t help myself at that point.

I hung up.
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Needless to say, mom was fucking pissed. That evening, she was practically shouting at me while I took her call at my apartment. “If you’re going to be sacrificing your time in class to talk to me, regardless of how much you like it,” she said, angrily, “then I’ve got to put my foot down here. You have SCHOOL. You have GRADES to worry about. Damnit—I wanted to do this more, but obviously it’s going to be a major distraction.”

“I’m sorry!” I said, trying to figure out a way to somehow convince her it was alright. “I’m not going to do it again. Promise.”

“That’s wonderful,” she said, ticked off and as motherly as I’ve remembered her. “Regardless, you’re grounded. Understand?”

“Grounded? You can’t be serious.”

“I am serious,” mom’s words were very, very serious. “I’m not going to be telling you about all the... god... all the masturbating I’m going to be doing while you’re gone. You hear that? You’ll just have to imagine it when you get back from class, and jerk off to that.” She cleared her throat. “Christ. This sounds much more ridiculous now that I’m saying it out loud.”

I couldn’t get my mind off the fact that now I was going to have to wait for the real thing without even the promise of audio to tide me over. “Damn, really?” I thought about how lame it was going to be without even the sound of her. I was really fucking excited for that.

“Yes, honey! Really!” Mom was yelling again. “You know what,” her tone was suddenly a little darker. 

This was bad. 

When she said things like ‘you know what?’, it was because whatever she grounded me from wasn’t enough anymore. She was about to lay down the hammer.

“I don’t think you’re taking this seriously,” she hissed. “You’re clearly out of control here.”

I rubbed at my forehead. Here it came. 

“No jerking off,” she said, with finality. “None.”

I blinked. 

“Uh... none?”

“None.” 

I could almost see her nodding on the other end of the line. It really was best to just take the grounding as contritely as I could from this point, so I tried to go with it.

“Okay,” I said slowly, “no jerking off. I’m just going to... not do it.”

“Exactly.” Nora huffed. “You’re going to learn some self-control over there.”

“Self-control? You can’t be serious,” I blurted out. “How am I going to hold off for a whole month?”

“Simple,” mom said. Her voice turned a little sly. “If you don’t follow through, there’s going to be consequences. And I’m going to want evidence. When I come over for parent’s night, I’m going to want to find out, exactly, how long you’ve been keeping it in.”

My mind processed her punishment.

“You want me to keep from cumming and you’re going to—”

“Brett,” I heard her interrupt, her voice a sultry, sulking whisper. “I’m going to let you cum on my face. I want you to save it all up... I want you to give me as much cum as you can; but you have to hold it for the whole month. Got it?”

Now that was promising.

My cock was fucking hard and excited. My mind was not. I mean, it was. 

“How—how am I going to do that?”

“You’re going to keep in mind the consequences. Remember what consequences are?”

“Yeah, I know what consequences are,” I said, pissed now, “but what are the conse—”

“If I feel like there’s not enough,” mom said, her own voice tight with excitement, “then I’m not going to fuck you. All you’ll get is the one shot, the one thing of cumming on me, and I won’t let you do anything in me. At all. Which is a shame, because I just got a little prescription that would mean we could skip the condoms.”

I took a deep breath. The idea of missing out on cumming inside... that was a pretty serious consequence.

“Okay,” I groaned. “Alright. Fine.”

“Good,” she said, her tone hiding a stifled laugh. I guess she liked the idea. “Alright. Your father’s pulling in. I’ll talk to you later.”

“Later,” I said, my face in my hand. She hung up. 

How the fuck do you expect a college kid in his sexual prime to not masturbate for a whole fucking month?
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Now, I want to say that the month flew by, and that it felt like no time at all, and that I was just carried along by excitement for when mom was going to show up on the campus.

Except the month did not fly by.

It was an agonizing eternity.

Day by day, my balls got heavier. My cock started to go from being erect often to almost all the fucking time; and every time I was hard, the experience was like madness; I’d be chomping at the proverbial bit, unable to keep myself from staring at the girls surrounding me, hating the fact that I was alive on the weekends when all those girls were out partying, and almost hating my mom for mandating that I wait.

But what the fuck was I supposed to do?

I had a single image in mind, the only thing helping me keep it together, and that was that I was going to positively paint my mother’s face in my seed and then fuck her with every iota of repressed horniness that I’d dealt with. That promise kept me sane. Barely—and while I was tempted as hell, none of the other girls around me were worth it. Only Nora was.

At the same time, she didn’t make it easy.

Every few days I’d get a call as I came into my apartment, timed between the end of my school day and dad’s arrival home, and mom would expect a little status report. “Well?” She’d ask. “Are you holding it all in? Don’t you want to fuck somebody your age? No? Aren’t you excited to let it all out, all over my mouth? Maybe I’ll let you put it all on my tongue and I’ll swallow...”

I could always tell when the calls were about to end. Mom would be laughing to herself at how tense I sounded, and she’d ask, “are you hard right now, Brett? Don’t you miss me?” And I’d grit my teeth and tell her yes before she’d give a little sigh and say, “fourteen more days, honey,” or however many days were left. And then she’d hang up, leaving me hard as fuck and on the edge of insanity.

By the time the third week came around, I was starting to break. Mom could tell.

“I’ve been touching myself almost every day,” her voice dragged on the phone. “Have you been thinking of it?

Fuck yeah, I’d been thinking about it. Every night, when my cock was aching and it took all my willpower to keep my hands off of it, I’d be thinking about mom, cozy at home, using the daytime without dad to finger herself or to fuck herself with the vibrator. At night, I knew that since Dad was sleeping in the guest room, she’d have all that space on the bed to herself. Day by day, the image got more vivid. I was going fucking nuts, thinking about all the positions she could have been in. I wondered if she liked to just lay on her back, or whether she got creative, holding herself up on all fours, or I guess, three, while one hand was tucked between her legs, or whether she’d carefully reach behind her and fuck herself that way. I could almost hear her each night. 

My balls fucking ached, it was like dragging around a pair of anvils, and my mind was like a razor wire; dangerously thin and completely unable to balance my focus on school and the overwhelming need to find a fucking hole to drain myself into. I think girls around me noticed. There were a few who I knew thought I was cute, and since I was going around like a caveman in terms of my testosterone, they looked fucking flattered and maybe even interested when I’d catch myself accidentally staring and having the full run of a fuck fantasy where I’d bend them over where they stood and release myself inside of whatever hole I could fit into first.

And if there’s an impossible challenge out there in the world, none is more difficult than looking a gorgeous girl in the eye as she brushes her hair behind her ear, and says, ‘hey,’ entirely unprompted, batting her eyelashes, and then making the resolution that you’re NOT going to try and fuck her, and that you’re going to listen to your fucking mommy instead.

But you know what?

I made it.

A whole fucking month. 

No jerking off. 

All I could think about, and I do mean all I could envision in my mind was that the instant I saw Nora I was going to drag her into the first private place I could find and then fuck her mouth until I could unleash everything I had saved up all over her fucking face.

You fucking bet I was mad—I thought it was insanely unfair to have had to go through that but I knew that in just a little bit, it was all going to be worth it.

I was going to make it worth it.

Mom was about to realize just how fucking virile her son really was. I couldn’t think of anything better for her after a long ass drive than to go back to my place and to fuck the living daylights out of her; I had all kinds of positions I wanted to do, all of course after showing her everything I had saved up. More than anything else, I wanted to grip her tight by her hair, to jerk off against her lips, to make her open her mouth and spread out her tongue and—

I was getting a little ahead of myself.

I met mom at the base of one of the campus parking garages, and when I saw her, I almost mistook her for a student. She was looking that fine; a high waisted button up shirt that showed off her midriff, smooth and flat and pale with a cute little belly button in the center, low enough and with a healthy dose of lift, emphasizing her breasts and making them the absolute center of attention. The shirt was low cut enough that I could easily just dip my face into her chest and motorboat them; and I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t tempted to do exactly that once she got close enough. It was incredible. Each step revealed the most subtle bounce of her breasts. She was also wearing some high waisted khaki pants, right on her lovely, shapely legs, that showed off the abundant curve of her hips and her ass. 

Mom never fucking dressed this way, not for dad, not for any of the time she was a mother; it was a new outfit, showing off all of her shape and causing me to lock my jaw, thinking about how with just a few quick movements I could rip the shirt upward and expose those lovely, bouncing breasts.

Not the kind of thing you’d expect to think about your mother, but at this point, I think it was perfectly fucking natural. Mom or not, I wanted to suck on her tits, to fucking bite her nipples, anything. I didn’t fucking care.

I can’t say I was ashamed of how I was looking at her, or how I felt. The horniness that I had repressed this whole fucking time completely overrode any of my past hesitancies, about respect, about how different she dressed from her usual. What my mom liked to wear normally ran the route of whatever came from those department stores at the mall; her outfits were conservative, which was funny, considering how almost girlish and skimpily she dressed now. It was in direct contrast to what a middle-class lady her age would go for.

Fuck, I loved it.

When she saw me, she waved, and I could see her smile from far, far away; and watched with my jaw hanging open as she stepped closer to me her hips swaying almost the entire time. “Hey, handsome! I think you missed me,” she said, calling out and watching me uncomfortably shift my cock in my pants.

I’m not going to lie. I was nursing the hardon and was only focused on what I wanted to do, to her, in her, on her. I think mom noticed. Her eyes flicked down to my crotch and I could see a subtle smirk as she moved up close to me to hug me.

Her body was soft and inviting against my body, and I could hear a little gasp of surprise as my cock pressed up against the hip and as I held her close, feeling her body under her clothes, trying carefully not to look like a son that loved his mother too inappropriately. There were students around, their own parents showing up. But I didn’t think I could really help it. I just wanted to get closer. Inside her. To feel her soft body accepting mine.

“Your father almost came along,” Nora said, holding me tight, her waist subtly rubbing on my cock and her face buried in my chest. “It took a lot of convincing to get him to stay home.”

“What’d you say?”

“Well,” she shrugged. “I had to promise him that I’d stay with you the whole time. And he said he wanted selfies. He’s still a little eerie about me, you know, running off with some other man.” Her words slipped into my ear and I could feel her hand sliding down my lower back. My cock flexed and mom pushed her hip against me. She looked up and bit her lip. “You’re a very horny boy, aren’t you?”

“Let me show you around,” I said, pulling away and offering my arm, still somehow retaining that one hint of politeness alone as my eyes focused solely on the depth of her cleavage. “Ready?”

Fuck, I wanted to put my cock between those pillowy breasts. 

“Ready—hey, watch where you’re looking,” mom laughed and looped her arm into mine. She gave a playful slap against my chest before pulling out her phone and shooting a quick photo of us both to send to dad.

I felt a surge of primal satisfaction knowing that he got a nice before picture of his wife. I wondered what kind of photo we could send for the after.

The day of Parent’s Night was supposed to be fairly low key. Classes were more or less cancelled, and parents were supposed to show up, hang out with their kids, meet and greet with professors, check out some of the displays that various departments put up, go to a speech in one of the auditoriums at some point.

But there was a lot of time before that part. It was just mingling now, for a couple hours, maybe a dinner, and all I could think about was how I wanted to fill the time.

“We can go to my apartment first,” I said, half desperate.

“No, honey,” mom chided me, pulling me toward the campus grounds. “Not yet. I want to see around the place!”

“You’ve already seen it. We toured the campus before I applied.”

Mom shrugged, watching me, probably enjoying the obvious hunger that I must have been signaling. “Sure. But you’ve got friends around here, right? I want to meet some.”

I did not have any of that planned. 

Can you blame me for not wanting to meet with any of my fucking friends? Or their parents? 

Something was building up in me, breaking against the limits mom was putting on everything. My hand went to her arm. It held her firmly, and pulled her toward the south end of the campus. “Come on,” I said, urgent. 

“What’s with you?” Mom laughed and came along with. She looked a little surprised and delighted that I was pulling her along, directing where she went. 

I didn’t want to answer. She knew exactly what was with me.

“You really, really missed me, didn’t you?” Nora asked, her voice low. “I’ll bet you did.”

“Of course,” I practically snarled. “Come on. We’ll go see one of my professors and I’ll show you the literature building.”

Now, I knew for a fact that my literature professor was out today, and that there was no fucking way that anyone would be inside, despite the place being unlocked. 

As we walked along, her arm slipping into mine, the concrete paths with carefully and recently manicured lawn spaces littered with students and their moms and dads, I noticed a funny trend. Sons and fathers, and even a couple of the more liberal looking girls, eyeballed my mother. Stances changed subtly in a lot of the dads, their eyes looking carefully to the side when they had wives around, and looking a little more brazenly if there wasn’t. Mom seemed to notice. Her arm tightened a little around mine and she smiled at everyone and seemed to enjoy all the attention. 

We made it a couple of campus blocks without running into anyone I knew, until I noticed a bright red head of hair and a mess of freckles across a girl’s face, and as she recognized me and started to wave, my stomach fucking dropped.

This girl’s name was Natasha, and don’t get me wrong; she was a fucking hottie—small, tight ass, tiny tits, but short enough and girlish enough to make fucking her a goddamn dream; I could throw her around and pick her up and do all kinds of gymnastic positions with her that made her scream with helpless fun and pleasure. At one point I had her upside down, her mouth over my cock and my face buried in her tight, pink pussy, her legs wrapped around my neck. 

Natasha and I had hooked up a couple times earlier that year but never really explored further, mostly because she decided that she needed to figure out whether she was a lesbian or not. Which I didn’t mind thinking about, per se, but would have of course preferred if I wasn’t the last guy to help her decide that that was necessary. 

But now I think she had it pretty figured out. 

Natasha’s green eyes widened as she looked at my mom.

“Hey, Brett!” She sounded a little curious. “Is that your mom?”

Her dad seemed to appear from behind her, about the same height and build as dad but more red hair. His eyes widened too and he carefully averted his gaze from her cleavage.

Immediately I felt both defensive, both against him, and his daughter. 

“Oh, hey,” I said, hoping to cut the conversation short, but mom extended her hand to them both and introduced herself.

“Nora. Brett’s mom, so nice to meet you both,” she said, warmly smiling, holding Natasha’s hand for just a little longer than she held her father’s. I think Natasha seemed to notice. Her face went a little red, her eyes flicking up desperately from my mother’s chest. 

“We’re headed to uh, I’m showing her around, and we’ve got to...” I said, trying to steer us out of a conversation, but it was too late. 

For an agonizing five minutes, mom and Natasha talked about the school, what major Natasha was in, a brief aside from her dad about how he was divorced, and mom casually dropped that she was married about thirty seconds later, which drew an eyebrow raise from Natasha as she looked at how my mom dressed. “I guess he couldn’t come today, huh?” Natasha asked.

“Oh,” Mom shrugged, “Ross is a busy guy. You know. But it’s a good thing I’ve got Brett here to show me around—”

I leaped into the conversation and took my mom’s arm in a single move. “Yeah, and I’ve got to show her... I’ve got to introduce her to my Lit professor—”

“Oh, Mr. Sander?” Natasha said. “I thought he was out—”

“No, we’ve got an appointment,” I said, pulling mom away. “Talk to you guys later!”

Mom was practically laughing as we moved away from them. She looked behind her briefly and then at me. “You fucked that girl, didn’t you?”

“How did you know?” I said, sullen.

“She kept looking at you funny.”

“She kept looking at you funny,” I shot back. “Natasha’s a lesbian now.”

“Interesting,” mom’s voice curved downward.

“Fuck, mom,” I groaned. “Not you too.”

“What?” Mom laughed.

As exciting as the idea of my mom having lesbian sex was, I didn’t want it to happen on my fucking watch. I had a big fucking need that needed to be taken care of, right now.

We made it to the literature building. It had only a couple stories but I knew for a fact that there were classrooms left unlocked “You got an appointment for the both of us to talk with your professor here?” Mom asked. “I thought you didn’t like English.”

“Well,” I said, thinking fast as I pulled her up the stairs. “I don’t, but he’s a good professor, so—”

“Slow down!” Mom was giggling. “You’re pulling my arm.”

At the top of the stairwell, I waited for a second and listened to the fluorescent halls. It was perfectly silent. I tugged mom’s arm and one by one, tested the classroom doors.

Mom scoffed. “You didn’t set an appointment with your professor, did you?”

One of the doors opened before me.

“Nope.”

I yanked mom inside and she made a suppressed squeal as I practically threw her in there and shut the door behind us. 

Then I locked it.

I turned around and saw mom giving a shy smile, leaning back against the teacher’s desk, her arms behind her, her chest pushed out.

“You’re a little more aggressive than usual, Brett,” she noted innocently. “What’s wrong?”

I didn’t even fucking answer. I moved up against her and quickly seized her ass and pressed her to me, my cock pressing hard against her pelvis. Mom’s face tipped up in surprise at how fast I was moving, and I took advantage of that, covering her mouth with my lips, and devoured her.

Her mouth was so wet, her tongue so slippery in mine, and I could hear her moaning as I squeezed her bottom and as my hands jerked upward and tugged at her top.

“Woah,” mom gasped, her hands moving to stop mine. “Hold on, there.”

“Shut up,” I snarled. A piece of me was worried about how she was going to react to this. But I fucking needed it. I needed her body, her breasts, nothing was going to hold me back from enjoying the fuck out of her now that she was finally here.

To my surprise, mom made a delighted little laugh at that. “So aggressive,” she said with a little bit of wonder, hoarse as her soft, lovely breasts fell out of the top as I pulled it up to her neck, and then when I covered her gorgeously coral nipple in my mouth and sucked as hard as I could, she made a tight hiss and her hands were suddenly moving through my hair, pushing me into her tit. My hands shot up behind her and I gripped her dark locks and pulled her head back, revealing more of her neck, and I moved up, biting, kissing, unable to hold back from my mother’s pale body.

“Oh, Brett—you really did miss me a lot—” she gasped.

I pulled back, unzipping my pants and pulling my cock out, practically purple from how fucking hard it was. “Get on your knees.”

“You want to show me what you have saved up?” Mom giggled and stepped away from the desk. “You want to make mommy suck on it?”

I shot a hand forward and grabbed her hair, and mom’s eyes went wide, a bit of danger and delight in there as I finally took control. I pulled her face down, and she settled to her knees, her mouth opening already and her eyes sparkling as they looked at how hard I was.

Mom’s mouth slipped over me and she immediately moaned, as I’m sure I was doing too—all I could focus on was the feel of Nora’s mouth, the wet, hot bliss, the sound of wet sucking, my cock twitching like fucking crazy on her tongue. My mother blew me against the desk, my hand guiding her head and my fingers wrapped tight through her hair.

“You made me wait,” I said through gritted teeth. “So I’m going to make you swallow it. All of it,” I hissed.

Mom’s mouth pulled back and off. “I guess you really did what I said, didn’t you?” She giggled before opening her mouth again and sucking my shaft down. Her hands went up and held my hips and pulled my cock in, until it bumped against her throat. I felt her throat closing over it in a swallow until I triggered her gag reflex, her mouth rippling over me as she pulled off, her eyes watering and looking up at me, a long line of drool leading between her lip and the tip of my penis.

She looked up at me, her cheeks red, her chest blushing, her facial expression different than I’d seen it before.

It was lust.

My mom was in the hold of real, excited lust. “Punish me,” she whispered, her blue eyes shimmering with excitement.

I almost couldn’t believe what I had heard, but there was no time to waste on being surprised. I reached down and obliged her, grabbing one nipple and twisting it until she yelped, and then grabbing her by the hair and forcing my cock into her mouth again.

Now things were changing—with this, mom wasn’t merely letting me fuck—I was in control, I was going to fucking dominate her. Nora was moaning—her mouth slipping up and down as I fucked her face, holding her head in my hands and shoving my cock as hard and as deep down her throat as I could. Each movement in caused her to make a stifled cry around my cock, completely muffled by it, and when her hands patted on my thighs to signal me to pull out, her mouth came up and off of my shaft, drool positively falling in thick lines down her chin and onto her chest, heaving to catch her breath.

It was burning hot inside of me, and I knew it was fucking time.

I grabbed her hair and tilted her head back, and mom’s mouth opened up, her longue lolling out and her eyes looking at me with awe and fascination. I pressed the tip against her tongue and jerked my cock. Nora’s hands went to her heavy breasts and she started to squeeze them, emphasizing her nipples, red by now with all the excitement. 

“Look at me,” I demanded as I felt the buildup in my balls, as mom made an open-mouthed little moan of anticipation, her eyes locking onto mine. “You’re going to swallow everything that goes in your mouth, and you’re going to let me cum all over those beautiful tits,” I said, as strongly as I could, “And if you don’t swallow or if it misses, I’m going to slap you.” 

Mom nodded, her eyes widening, her mouth opening wider, now licking at my tip, as beads of precum emerged and disappeared against her tongue.

I could feel it shooting upward in me, held back only by the wall I was about to crest, mom’s expression one of submission and respect, the tone of her ‘ah, ah,” as she waited for me to cum all over her mouth, 

“Fuck, mom,” I said, biting down on my lip as I reached the edge. “I fucking missed you.”

Her eyes went wide at that. Her expression changed. 

And then I came.

My load shot up and out, thick and off-white and first landing squarely on her tongue. Mom’s moan went to a surprised exclamation as it kept squirting out, thickly covering her tongue, more of it than I had ever had in my fucking life, almost pouring out and completely covering her back teeth, pooling up against her throat, her tongue now moving helplessly as she could taste all of it, her eyes opening and closing wildly as she tried to deal with the flavor of my cum. My hands were tight around her hair, and I was half-conscious of the fact that I was uncontrollably groaning as my balls pumped shot after shot of semen into her mouth. 

There was so much in me—even after I came for a straight eight seconds, my balls pulsing so hard that it fucking hurt, my body so tight that I thought I’d start cramping, the pulsing paused, but only for a second to where I could readjust.

I pulled back and mom pushed up her tits, offering them to me to cover them, and so I did, jerking harder, faster, coaxing everything in me, still shooting out in lines, only a little of it marking her chin, and then down and across her lovely, huge, milky tits, her mouth finally closing and struggling to swallow the load in her mouth. She made a sound of immense effort and I could see her throat bobbing once, twice, three times, four times as my jizz finally slowed to a trickle, and even then, there was so much on her tits that it was pooling down and into her cleavage. Mom carefully kept her tits together and pushed them up higher, until it was a literal pool, settled right in the center.

The last of it came out, and then it was just the numb, quiet feeling of the afterglow, and mom’s wondering look at me as she carefully balanced the puddle of cum in her tits. 

We were breathing hard, the only sound in the building.

“I don’t...” mom stammered now, her mouth still working the taste of the cum down her tongue. “I don’t know how to get this off.”

I found a box of tissues and helped her wipe up all of my semen, kissed her on the cheek as she allowed me to work the tissues between her breasts until most of it was cleaned off. We kept looking at each other, smiling, breathing, a subtle bit of peace for the time being.

“Did I pass your standards?” I asked. “Or did this fail the test?”

“Oh, it was more than enough,” mom sighed, grinning. “Way more. I haven’t seen a cock cumming like that... I mean, ever.”

“Ever?”

“Ever.”

“Let’s snap a picture,” I suggested. “For dad.”

Mom snickered as she pulled down her shirt and bra to cover herself, and then pulled out her phone. We made sure the lights were on in the classroom, and positioned ourselves in front of one of the side doors that led to the professor’s office. Mom smiled, made a little peace sign. I put my arm around her, and mom snapped the photo. We took a little peek at it first to make sure it was safe to send. 

“Oh,” I observed, “There’s still a little—” I grabbed another tissue and wiped at a little clear smear on top of her tits. Mom giggled as she pushed her chest out to let me rub it against them. 

“Is it gone?” She asked, taking the tissue and tossing it into a wastebasket by the desk.

“I think so,” I said. “Let’s try again.”

Mom lifted her chin a little higher for this picture and flashed her pearly white teeth, tugging quickly at her low-cut top to emphasize her breasts a little more. The phone flashed, indicating the photo, and then we took a quick look. 

Nora looked so delighted. Maybe a little mischievous, but I was sure dad wasn’t about to guess that her mouth was just full of somebody else’s cum only a minute ago. Her bright blue eyes were vivid in the photo, her face leaned against my chest, my arm around her shoulder. “Good enough,” she said next to me before sending it to dad. “Fucking asshole.”

Just had a very refreshing talk with one of Brett’s professors—more selfies incoming later!

I imagined dad opening up his phone to see his wife looking very, very presentable. Most likely he’d feel only a little less jealous, but that was definitely going to be temporary. He’d want more photos.

And I was so, so happy to oblige him. The thought of him looking at the aftermath was making me hard again.

“Do you want to go again?” I asked. My cock was rising in my shorts and pressing hard against the seam. 

Mom’s eyebrows raised up and she looked at me in disbelief. “Already?”

I didn’t answer with words; I grabbed mom by the arm and pulled her up, and she immediately followed along, wondering at how in control I was, standing, walking, allowing me to guide her. I pushed her down and over the desk, checking behind me briefly to make sure the door was closed and the window shade was down.

“You’re protected?” I said, moving my hands down and yanking her shorts down. Her thighs were so thick and round that it took a few tries, and in between I could hear a stifled ‘yeah’ as I tugged and worked them down to expose the pillowy haven between her legs. Each tug brought a satisfying firm jiggle that made me want to bite down.

Mom gasped as the force of me pulling her pants down suddenly revealed a tiny pair of panties, barely a thong, and with one more move I pulled that down too. I could see mom’s cute, tiny pink asshole, winking above the coral pink slit of her cunny, shaved again just for me. I could see the shine between the lips, could smell the subtle musk of her pussy, and felt my cock throbbing as I got close and prepared myself to taste her, all of her.

I knelt to the ground and buried my face in it, pulling her cheeks wide to expose more of the wetness inside her, and plunging my tongue deep into her cunt. The taste, like coins, or metal. I couldn’t help but groan with the satisfaction of tasting her and feeling her body moving around my face, her legs shifting in reaction to each little movement of my tongue. Nora was moaning now, as the sweet, sour taste of her juices covered my chin and lapped into my mouth. I licked at her like I was dying of thirst, shoving my tongue into her and licking all the way up and down and trying like crazy to collect every drop of her. I could barely observe her moving her hands to the button of her shorts so that she could undo them and loosen them, all so she could widen her legs just a little bit more to let me in deeper. Then one hand went behind her and her fingers dug into my hair.

“Fffuck Brett... Lick me... go deeper, baby,” mom said, her voice strained as if she were biting down on something. I obliged her, pushing in as deep as I could and tasting deeper, deeper, feeling the soft walls of her pussy swelling as her excitement built and as her body responded to my mouth. I was going crazy too; the taste of my mother was intoxicating, and I couldn’t help but unbutton my own pants again and start jerking my cock while the dew simply covered my face. 

My cock was throbbing like crazy. I could see precum coming up again, could feel the intense need to go inside; Nora’s pussy was trembling too. 

I stood up. I guided my cock toward those pink, shining lips and wiped my face, really quick, before grabbing mom by both arms, pulling them back as she arched her back and tried to spread her legs. My cock pushed against her entrance and I could hear her hissing as my head slipped between those molten hot lips and as she enveloped me, her pussy taking me in, soft and hot and throbbing and her juices bathing my shaft in nectar. Fucking finally—

I pushed in, unable to hold myself back or to do anything slowly; I penetrated my mom’s pussy in a single, driving thrust and I could hear her groaning, the sensation of being filled so quickly making her unable to control her voice. It felt so wet, so slick, so warm and accepting like her pussy was sucking me in, and like it was natural I started to fuck, fast, feeling her slipperiness around my cock, the gliding and firm motion of her juicy pussy trying to push onto me with each thrust. Mom was moaning now, her arms stretched tight behind her, her head thrown back and her mouth open as her eyes, closed, pressed tighter as she focused on the sensation of my cock plunging in and out of her tight cunt. 

“Ffffuck—” I heard her yelp, and like it was a cue I reached forward and grabbed her hair and pulled it, and then she was contorting, as much as she could in the position I forced her into, her body writhing around my shaft as it fucked into her and as her pussy kept juicing around it. 

I pulled her hair and tugged at her arm. “Beg for it—” I demanded. “Beg for my cum.”

She obliged me immediately, her tone high and her body vibrating. “Please—ah—ahh—please give it to me—"

“Give what?” I said, pulling her hair harder, pulling her arm back and watching with satisfaction as her body, pliable, submitted to me.

“Your cum—ah—ahh—give me your cum—please—” Nora’s voice was bitten down and her pussy was practically trembling around my cock. “Please—Brett—cum in me—cum in—ah—cum in me please—”

The sound of my hips slapping against her ass was drowning out her voice, and so I tightened my grip in her hair even further and let go of her arm. Her hands moved to grip the edge of the desk, her body shaking. I leaned over her and then slapped at her face, and as she let out a yip in response, I shoved my fingers into her mouth and felt her tongue working over them.

“Beg,” I snarled.

Mom tried helplessly to beg with my fingers shoved in her mouth, the noise devolving into a moan as her body tightened up, her legs buckling against the desk as I shoved against her and into her, feeling my own pelvis tightening and my balls straining to summon more.

I was getting close, and Nora was practically there; it was like a long, loud sigh that kept getting louder, her pitch rising, her breathing unsteady, and then—

Mom’s body stiffened and her legs suddenly pushed against mine, her mouth closing over my fingers and sucking them desperately as her sigh turned into a closed-mouth squeal that vibrated over my cock.

My cock was bursting—with her squealing around my fingers and my cock plunged deep in her cunt, I couldn’t hold it back anymore, and started to squirt another load, deep inside of her; as my cock throbbed with each pulse mom pushed her ass back to work me in deeper, as if she were trying to get it inside of her, as deep as possible. Her mouth was biting on my fingers, sucking them desperately, while my body burned with the exertion and ecstasy of shooting another full load into the deepest parts of her. My vision flickered as I felt the last throbbing pulse of semen squeezing out and against her womb, and then I pulled back, enjoying how mom’s body shuddered as my cock slid out. 

Mom’s legs were still together, the shorts having bound her thighs, and her pussy was clamped tightly shut, but that didn’t stop the steady white trickle of my cum from dripping down and onto the floor, down the inside of her thighs, drops of it landing on her shorts. She was heaving, her body still shaking from orgasm, her head resting on the desk, sweat causing dark strands of hair to stick to her forehead and her eyes looking blearily into the classroom and not at anything in particular.

“Oh god...” I heard Nora whisper. “Oh fuck...” I felt my chest swell. Taking control, using her body like this, I guessed that it wasn’t just hot to me.

We cleaned up and used up the rest of the tissues in the classroom, carefully collecting as much as possible from mom’s legs and trying to work out the darkening cum stains that had settled onto her panties and onto her shorts. My semen was still leaking out of her, too. She carefully collected the last unused tissues and placed them inside her panties to try and stem the flow until it was mostly gone.

“Do you think anyone’s going to notice?” I asked.

Mom almost scoffed but looked down at the dark circles from my seed having soaked into her shorts, the edges already drying a little white. “Well... I don’t think anyone’s going to put two and two together, if that’s what you’re asking.” She looked up at me and brushed some of her hair off of her forehead before flashing a cheesy grin. “Can you imagine?”

“I’d just tell them you were my girlfriend,” I offered as she pulled her pants up and put the rest of her clothes in order, adjusting her bra so that things looked less attacked. Mom also shook her head at my suggestion, subtly smiling. She looked so fucking gorgeous, even as she put herself together, as she zipped up her shorts and gave them a little cute tug to bring them up and comfortably over her ass. The subtle jiggle of her thigh and the artful curve of her asscheeks made my cock throb again. Even though it had already been twice, I knew for a fact that I could do another. A whole month meant there was a lot of fucking to make up for.

Mom noticed the rise in my pants and raised an eyebrow. “Oh, honey, not right now. I think I’d like to go around the campus some more. As sexy as this was...” she lowered her voice. “I don’t think I was as ‘backed up’ as you were.”

“Later, though?”

Mom stifled a laugh, but her eyes glittered and her legs squeezed together. “Of course. Tonight.”

Fair enough. 

I carefully poked my head out of the classroom first and made sure the hall was clear before giving the go ahead to mom. She brushed past me and into the bathroom so she could wash out her mouth and make sure her makeup was okay, and after a few minutes she came out, looking as beautiful as ever.

“One more for dad?” She asked, pulling out her phone. “Or maybe we’re going to send one to him for us?”

“Sounds good,” I said. 

We pressed together and mom smiled nicely for the shot, and when mom sent it to dad she turned her head up to me and kissed me on the cheek. “What now?” She asked. “I think I want to go see one of those talks they have advertised all over the place.” She pursed her lips. “I wonder if we’ll meet any more of your friends.”

I offered my arm. “I hope not,” I said, honestly.

Mom slapped my arm playfully. “Don’t worry, Brett. I’m not going to fuck them.” She leaned toward my ear while we walked out of the building and into the last bit of sunshine for the day, whispering, “I’m all yours.”
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As we exited the Lit building, we bumped into Natasha again. Immediately. Now that I had my balls drained somewhat, I could finally look at her. It was funny, it used to be if I saw a pretty redhead in a sun dress, I’d salivate and be unable to think of anything but her all day, but with mom being the sole focus it was like all that was melting away. Ironically, now that I could see Natasha’s slim body cradled by the fabric of the dress, and the smoothness of her legs climbing up under the skirt, I could appreciate it. 

She really was a good fuck, but in all honesty, it was annoying to see her again.

“Hey Brett,” she said, arms folded. “Hey, Brett’s mom.”

“Hey,” I said. I didn’t like how she was looking at us. Her eyes were narrow and she had her lips pursed out like she was thinking. “Where’s your dad?”

“He had to go. Got called in to work on something.” Natasha looked us both up and down. “Maybe I’m just remembering wrong. I really could have sworn the professor was out today. What were you guys doing in there?” Mom shifted next to me, a little uncomfortable. Her hands covered the front of her shorts instinctively, where a couple dark spots were left from our little session upstairs. 

I scoffed. What the fuck was this girl’s problem? “Yeah, I guess he remembered our appointment. Thanks for being so concerned though.”

“Brett!” Mom looked at me with a little glare. “No reason to be rude. It’s so nice to see you again so soon, Natasha,” she said, smiling kindly. “We were about to go check out one of the lectures. What about you?”

“I might just call it a night,” Natasha said, nonchalant. She looked a little strangely at mom. “See you guys later.”

“Sure,” I said. We left and as mom and I walked off and toward one of the auditoriums, mom was looking behind us. 

“That was weird,” she muttered to herself. “Brett, be honest. Did you do anything to piss off that girl?”

“No. Nothing I can remember.”

Mom hummed to herself, wondering. “She just looked so... I’m not really able to put my finger on it. So suspicious.”

“Forget about it. You know,” I said, thinking back, “I was definitely upset when she said she was gay. I mean, I didn’t say anything mean. I think. But it was fucking lame.”

“I can imagine,” mom sighed. “The same thing happened to me a long time ago.”

I turned to her and laughed, not because it was funny, but because it was surprising. “Serious?”

“Oh, yeah,” mom thought back and looked up at the sky. “One of my first boyfriends in high school. Though, I caught him on the receiving end of something under the bleachers. A little less respectful than a conversation, I imagine. You should be grateful she had the decency to talk with you about it.”

“I guess,” I said, a little grudging.

When we got into the auditorium and got ourselves seated almost all the way in the back, I decided I’d finally relax into the chair. I looked behind me, and seeing nobody at all, decided I’d stretch out. Mom pressed herself close to me and kissed me on the cheek.

The lights across the hall went down and one of the archology professors tottered up and onto the stage. The stage lights were a little too bright for him. He was squinting, trying hard to read the notes that he had on the podium, and he began this mini lecture about the history of parenthood and the societal implications, and the evolutionary tendencies, and blah, blah, blah. 

It’s not that he was a bad speaker. He was, though. 

It was that after about ten minutes, with mom’s leg touching mine, she decided to move her left hand from her purse to my leg.

I liked that. I liked it a lot. Mom’s hand was really soft and she had this gentle way of holding my knee, but after a couple minutes of her resting it there, she suddenly started to slide it up my thigh. 

Way, way up my thigh.

I took a quick look around me, as subtly as I could. Nobody was looking. “Mom,” I whispered, as quietly as I could. “What the fuck.”

“Shh,” mom whispered back, not looking at me. Her fingers started to trace alone, drifting inward. Between my legs and against the inseam of my pants. My cock reacted, still strong and ready even after emptying myself into her, and it pressed, painfully hard, against my zipper. 

Her fingers were slipping up. Against the bulge. I felt my cock flex and tried to act normally. There was a person sitting to my left, I don’t know what they looked like. I didn’t want to turn to them to draw their attention or to make them look my way. And to mom’s right there was definitely a person there as well. “Mom—what if somebody sees,” I said under my breath. If somebody caught us, then—

“Then hold still,” she said, her voice infinitely quiet. “And put your jacket over your lap.”

Her fingers went up to my top button. I set my jaw and moved slowly, taking my hoodie and settling it on my left thigh, hiding my lap from the guy next to me, slowly, carefully.

The button on my pants flicked open. Then I felt the subtle grind of the zipper opening. Her hand was warm and soft and pressing against my waist, slipping down the inside of my boxers.

Holy fuck. What the fuck was she thinking?

Mom was getting adventurous. More so than I had ever expected out of her. She hadn’t been one for risks before. Was my earlier dominance making her this way? It was a thrill, and a fear, to think that something was changing inside of her, that she was letting go, becoming more of herself, letting loose.

And if this was the result, then I’d gladly take it.

I looked to each side, slowly, trying to make sure nobody was looking our way. The lady next to me had her attention perfectly set on the presentation, complete with slides. She was smiling, oblivious. On mom’s right, there was a small family, similarly blind to where her hand was. My cock was throbbing in her hand, a little sore from what we were doing earlier, but it was just as hard, pulsing and her grip gentle. I shuddered as she started to stroke me under my underwear, her arm mostly still except for her wrist, curving up and down as she milked me.

I moved the jacket slightly, to make sure that everything was covered, covered completely. Her hand tightened on my penis, and I could see her legs shifting as she squirmed, aroused at the thought of my cock in her hand and the dangerous risk she was taking. 

“Do you think you can cum again?” Mom whispered to me.

“Like this??” I gripped the armrest tight and tried to keep from thrusting upward.

“Yeah. Like this,” Mom said. I could see out of the corner of my eye that she was grinning, while looking up and at the screen, dry details about ancient societies and excavated sites and...

She squeezed me tight and started to move her arm from the elbow. I gasped, trying to keep it in. “Still so hard, baby,” I could hear her whisper from the side. “What if mommy sucked on it?” I blinked.

She couldn’t be serious.

But she was.

“Excuse me,” I heard her say in a slightly louder voice, just barely, to the lady to my left as she leaned down and over my lap. “Sorry. I dropped an earbud.”

“Oh, it’s okay,” the lady’s voice showed that she was blissfully ignorant of my mom’s hand still wrapped around my cock under the jacket. “Do you need help finding it, or...”

“No, no,” mom replied, acting embarrassed. “I think it’s just down here, don’t mind me.” Her face was flushed, though. It added to the impression that she really was just looking for something. 

Mom spent a little time down there, ‘searching’, while I carefully watched the lady. When her attention was completely absorbed on the presentation, I tapped mom’s back.

My heart was pounding. 

This was stupid.

This was crazy.

But mom’s hand squeezed me again and I felt a throb of pleasure explode in excitement as she slowly readjusted herself in order to ‘reach under the seat’. Her head lay on my lap, I made sure the jacket was positioned just over her face, and in a single move, mom tugged down my waistband, freeing my cock, and slid her mouth over me. I bit down hard on my cheek, trying to keep from groaning, as her mouth suckled at my head. Her tongue swirled around my cock once, twice, and then she drew back, coming off of it silently, pulling her head down by my knees and whispering, “Ah, there it is,” before sitting up as if she had actually found something.

Her hand went back to my cock, stroking it evenly again, the wet of her saliva lubricating it just a little and sending shivers through me. She pumped, just a little faster, until—

I heard somebody clear their throat.

Right behind us.

Mom froze. I did too. There was a shock of cold fear, and a prickling sensation on the back of my neck. Mom’s grip loosened on my cock and I could feel her hand, stiff, holding perfectly still as if it would help us escape notice. When I turned to look behind us, at the chairs that were definitely fucking empty when we first sat down, I finally saw a mess of freckles, bright red hair. The bright color of a sun dress and a look of confused amusement.

Natasha was sitting directly behind us. 

How the fuck did she get in there without us noticing? When the fuck did she arrive? And what the fuck was she doing with a phone in her hands—

Oh no.

Her phone was up and pointed at the backs of our chairs.

“Well, hello, Brett,” I heard her whisper, curious. Mom’s hand let go of my cock and then whipped back to her lap. Natasha leaned over and between us. “And hello, ‘Brett’s mom.’”
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At the same time, the lights came back on in the audience, and the speaker fumbled a thank you and goodbye. People surrounding us all stood up and made their way out, still ignorant to what was happening, walking past my mom and I, sitting frozen in our chairs, with Natasha sitting smugly behind us with her phone up and in between us.

Mom turned around and looked at Natasha innocently. “Oh, it’s you! So nice to see you aga—”

“I saw it all,” Natasha said, a little intense. “You’re not Brett’s mom. No way. Not with the way your hand was in his pants. Kind of weird how you bent right over his cock, too.”

“I’m sure you’re misunderstanding,” mom said, her voice a little shaky. 

Natasha showed us her phone. A recorded video was playing; the back of our heads were visible as we sat together, but mom’s arm was visible through the gap of the chair. It moved up and down rhythmically while I was shifting and struggling to keep from moving. “Look. I know a fucking hand job when I see one. I couldn’t fucking believe it when it started. No judgement though. Honestly, I think it’s kind of kinky that you pretended to be his mom. What are you, an escort? You’re hot enough to be one. Brett, can you afford escorts? Or did you guys meet online?”

Mom went red and stammered something out but it came out as gibberish.

“I thought it was a little weird that you guys were so eager to get away, and how Brett kept looking at you. I’ve never seen a guy so fucking pent up and ready for his fucking mom before,” Natasha continued. “And to go to a building where nobody was for the week? You guys were in there for an awfully long time. I mean, come on. Brett, I thought you of all people would have noticed that everyone had left on that Shakespear retreat. Mister Sanders was leading it.” She rested a cheek on her hand. “No shame for your kinks, Brett, but I mean, I didn’t think you were the type to get into that kind of stuff.”

“Yeah,” I spoke fast, trying to brush all this off. “I guess we took it a little far. Online dating and all. Sorry. Anyway,” I got up and took mom’s arm. “We’ve got to go.”

“Hold on—” Natasha stood, held up a finger and looked at her phone. “I want to see how she actually compares to your real mom. Her name’s Nora, right? She’s on social media, isn’t she?”

“No—” Mom tried to cut in, “don’t—”

Natasha’s eyes opened wide as she looked at her screen. Her jaw dropped, and her eyes flicked up, and between us.

“It’s not—” I couldn’t finish the sentence. “We’re not—”

“I can’t believe this,” Natasha said, her voice hoarse and her expression dazed. “No fucking way.” She looked directly at me. “No. Fucking. Way. Is this real? She’s your—” 

I looked around to make sure nobody was looking at us. The auditorium was mostly empty, but I felt we had to get the fuck out. I grabbed mom’s hand and started walking.

“Hold on, Brett,” she said behind us. “I’m just realizing, I got all that on video. Your face is at the end, too.” 

Mom and I stopped. Natasha was starting to laugh behind us in disbelief. “I’ve never... I’ve never had anything like this before. Jesus Christ. Is this real blackmail material? For real?”

“Natasha,” I said, turning to look at her and advancing. “You’re going to delete that.”

“I’m not,” she was smiling, confused, still thinking through the implications. “You touch me and I call the cops. And then what?”

I didn’t have an answer to that.

“Look,” she said, laughing while mom uncomfortably rubbed her arms, face bright red, “I’m not a psycho. But... I’ve never blackmailed anyone before, and when the universe gives you something like this, there’s no way I’m not doing something with it. How about...” She grinned. “How about to start, you two treat me to dinner?”

We found ourselves in a little diner.

Natasha was grinning, ecstatic, her chin resting on her open palm while she looked at one of us, and then the other. A burger and fries steamed in front of her. She was snacking on the fries and watching us keenly.

Mom had been silent the whole time. I couldn’t imagine the fear that was going through her head, though I knew what was going through mine. If Natasha decided she hated us, everything was over. I couldn’t imagine the kind of fallout that would occur once dad knew, once fucking anyone knew. I was pretty sure that incest was illegal in our state, too. 

Were we about to go to prison?

“There is a resemblance,” Natasha said, musing. “Same hair. Same eyes. You guys have the same nose bridge too. Holy shit.” She was giggling. “Did I really catch you in some kind of incest thing?”

“What do you want, Natasha?” I asked. 

“Aren’t you going to eat?” There was food in front of mom and me. Natasha had ordered food for us since we were so fucked up about getting caught. It was almost comical. “I told them no onions for yours. I mean, I don’t know if you like them or not, but I was trying to be considerate. You and Nora don’t look like onion people.”

“Tell us what you want,” I said through gritted teeth. “What do you want us to do so you’ll delete the video?”

Natasha put a hand behind her head and blinked. “I have no idea. Honestly. I could ask for money, I guess. Do you guys have money?”

“Ross handles the finances,” mom said quietly. “I have a few hundred in my account, but—”

“Never mind then,” Natasha interrupted. She leaned forward and put both of her elbows on the table and then rested her chin on the tops of her hands. “I think I’ve decided. You guys have to do anything I want, right?”

We nodded, unsure what she was going to do.

Natasha pointed at mom. “You. I want to fuck you. Let’s get a hotel! Ooh—I haven’t been to Brett’s in a while. Let’s go there. You don’t have any beer at your place, do you? Nora, you’ll have to buy us some booze, and then—oh my god, I’m so excited already.”

Nora blinked at that. “Is that... is that all?”

What the fuck did mom mean, was that all?

“Well...” Natasha thought for a second while looking at me. “I guess I’ll fuck you too. It’ll be fun. I’ll get to watch you two go at it for a bit too.”

“I thought—” I stammered. “I thought you were a lesbian.” Then I got suspicious. “You’re not going to film us and blackmail us more, are you?” 

“I’m bisexual, not a psychopath,” Natasha looked offended. “And I fucked you, didn’t I? Come on, Brett, we’re friends. Kind of. I’m not going to ruin your life.”

“You’re blackmailing us,” I said angrily.

“Barely,” she protested. Natasha sighed, exasperated. “Look, it’s not like you guys have a choice. Jesus, Brett, I thought a threesome would be like, fun or something. Aren’t you even a little curious?”

Mom looked at me and touched my thigh. She whispered in my ear, “she’s right; we don’t have a choice.”

I felt a little fucking mad about having to share mom with somebody else. But I mean, if that somebody else was a girl, then maybe it wasn’t so bad. But there had to be a catch to it.

“How do I know you’re going to delete the video? Are you going to try to make me a fucking cuckold, or—”

Natasha looked at me like I was retarded. “What the fuck, Brett, nobody’s going to make fun of you.” Natasha slapped her face in frustration. “Fine. I’ll let you fuck me too. Whatever your mom does, I’ll be down for it. Alright? You happy?”

I leaned back. I guess there wasn’t anything else to worry about. “I... think so.”

“Good,” she said, sighing. “Jesus. I’ve never had to fight so hard to convince a guy into a threesome.”

Mom nudged me, looking a little nervous. “Okay. We’ll do it.”

“Yay!” Natasha bounced once on her seat. “How exciting. Never thought I’d get to fuck a mom and her son before. How kinky.” 

I drove mom’s car and got us to a nearby grocery store, and mom got out to get some alcohol. Natasha requested vodka and seltzers. 

While I gripped the steering wheel, trying to calm down, Natasha was reclining in the back and looking at me in the rear-view mirror. 

“Brett, come on.” She stretched out, and as she stretched, the dress hiked up a little over her slim, pale thighs. “Why are you so fucked up about this still? What, are you embarrassed? You thought nobody was going to see and now somebody knows about you and your mom?”

I nodded, grudgingly. 

“That sucks.” Natasha was nonchalant. “I’d be embarrassed too.”

“Fuck off.”

“No, really,” she said. “I can relate.”

“No, you can’t,” I said, pissed.

“Yeah.” Natasha narrowed her eyes at me from the back. “I can.”

It was quiet in the car.

“I blew my dad once,” she suddenly admitted. 

I just about choked. 

She looked embarrassed in the rear-view mirror. “Jesus Christ. I probably shouldn’t have said that.”

The silence was deafening for a bit.

“It was...” she mused for a little while. “He doesn’t know that it happened. But him and my mom got divorced, and one night, I think this was right before high school ended, he got really drunk. Like, black out drunk. He ended up passed out on his bed. He didn’t even change out of anything. I felt so bad for him—and it wasn’t like he wasn’t trying to make it all work before they actually got divorced, but he was really cool about how he was going to provide for mom afterwards. I guess I was really mad at my mom and felt like dad wasn’t getting a fair deal. So... I blew him.”

Her words were a little distant as she remembered it. “It was... it was really thrilling. Dad’s cock was the first one I’d ever tasted. I had to unzip his pants myself, and, well, seeing a penis for the first time, which was pretty wild. He was so hard when I held it, despite him being totally unconscious. I guess I’m not sure what I was thinking at first, that I was going to blow him as a token of how much I appreciated him and how much I hated my mom and wanted to take over, despite the fact that he wasn’t going to remember. Fuck. I was so nervous. I thought I was crazy, but I guess I was horny too, and...

“...and when I put it in my mouth... he made this sound, like he was so relieved. But I was struggling a bit. His cock was so big; I didn’t expect it to like, fill up my mouth, but when I first sucked on it, everything that made me nervous about it just disappeared. I... I really liked it. I liked how he was moving and I liked that I was making him feel good. I liked how it tasted. And I liked that it was daddy.

“I fingered myself to it. While I was sucking. I even thought about riding him but I figured if I was moving on top of him then he’d definitely wake up, and I wasn’t quite ready to lose my virginity yet. So, I blew him, I fingered myself, and after a little bit, he put his hand on my head. Now that was unexpected. I thought for sure he was awake, but he was definitely still passed out; I guess it’s normal for men to be like that, just fucking regardless of whether their brain works. He was pushing my face down onto his cock, and it went in so far, to like, the back of my throat, and I guess he hadn’t had sex with my mom in a while, because... he came, right after he pushed me onto his cock. I can still remember how he sounded when he did it. How it tasted. What it felt like in my mouth.

“I swallowed for my first time. I don’t think I really had a choice; if I didn’t, it was going to get messy. The taste of dad’s semen was... well, I didn’t really like that. Not really. But he was seeming to really enjoy it and I just swallowed it all, sucked whatever was left off of him, and then zipped up his pants and left. It was really weird, for the rest of the night. I couldn’t sleep. I wondered if maybe he knew, and I felt a little guilty. Like I took advantage of him or something. And maybe that was the case, but like, the poor guy needed it.”

Natasha sighed. “Then next morning, he made me French toast and went to work, and it was like nothing happened. He definitely doesn’t know. But I think about it a lot. Sometimes I wonder if I should do it again. While he’s awake. He hasn’t really had a lot of luck dating, not that he’s really had the time to try. Which is why I feel like I could be the one to do it. Who knows? Anyway. Maybe that’s why I fucked you. You and he have a little resemblance. Just a little.”

She looked at me and laughed at how my jaw was hanging. “I guess I told you because I wanted you to know that I get it. Kind of. Now, you tell me what happened.”

I didn’t really have a choice but to share. No way I was going to hold back after she admitted all of that to me.

I gave her the five-minute version. How it was a vacation. How I heard mom masturbating, accidentally saw her naked in the shower. How we kept getting closer, how dad kept driving her away and how I kept being the one that wanted to get close. I left out some details and finished up, mostly because I could see mom approaching the car from the store. 

“Don’t tell your mom about my dad,” Natasha said. “Or else.”

“You got it.” No way I was going to betray that. In a way, things were cool now. Blackmail or no. I felt like Natasha really did get the situation and wasn’t going to fuck us over with it.

I unlocked the doors and mom came in to sit on the passenger seat beside me. A bag full of cans and a bottle of vodka clinked. “Sorry it took so long. The register system went down.” She looked at us and raised an eyebrow. “You two look a little different.”

“Brett’s just excited,” Natasha said, smiling. “It’s your first threesome, isn’t it?”

“Yeah,” I admitted. 

“Mother and son,” Natasha whispered to herself out loud. “Fuck, this is kinky.”
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I was thankful to my past self for cleaning up the place. There’s nothing like the promise of fucking your brains out to get you to actually turn a bachelor pad into something livable. All that horny energy went to cleaning, everything, up and down and inside and out. Sheets were changed, floors were actually scrubbed, the air fresheners were plugged in, the place was aired out. I even used disinfectant on most of the flat surfaces.

“Wow, Brett,” Natasha said, walking in like she owned the place. “You got this all cleaned up for your mom? And not for me?” I remembered back to when Natasha and I were hooking up. Cleanliness was a complaint from her end, but in all fairness, I didn’t have a month to prepare for her every time she came over.

Mom put everything on the counter and looked at us both a little nervously. “I, uh, I need to shower first,” she said, rubbing her hands on either side of her shorts. “Brett and I got a little ‘messy’.” 

“Ooh—” Natasha looked at her curiously. “Can I watch?”

Mom shrugged, laughing a little at that, and moved out to the bathroom with some of the clothes she had packed. 

“Leave it unlocked,” Natasha called after her once the door closed. “Please.”

“I’ll get the booze ready,” I said, unsure of what to do. Once I had poured a row of shots for all of us and set up some cans for easy access, Natasha cracked one of the seltzers and sipped it, studying me. 

“A momma’s boy,” she joked. “God damn. I had always wondered if guys had things for their moms. I knew a lot of girls that had weird feelings about their dads, so that kind of made sense. But boys, you’re all so disrespectful all the time. I couldn’t believe any of you actually wanted your moms in any kind of way. Do you know anyone that thought the same as you?”

“No fuckin’ way,” I said. “I don’t think dudes would talk about it even if they did think that way.”

We could hear the shower turning on in the bathroom. Natasha glanced in that direction and then smiled.

“You boys never share information, do you,” Natasha snickered. “I guess that’s why you’re all so oblivious. Shame.”

I felt a little annoyed. “Do you think you’ll want to call me daddy at some point tonight?” I jabbed.

Natasha’s eyes went wide and she looked above me as she considered it. “I never did say that while we hooked up, did I?” She looked back at me and grinned over the rim of her can. “I thought it.”

Damn.

“Maybe I will,” she continued. “Maybe.”

The thought made me rock fucking hard.

We stared at each other for a few minutes while Natasha savored her seltzer. Then she looked down at my waist. “Show it to me,” she said, a little aggressively. “I want to see it again.”

I obliged her, unzipping my pants and pulling my cock out. Natasha’s eyes flared with delight as she looked at it, and I could see her lick her lips, but I wasn’t sure if it was from the seltzer or if it was from something else. “You really do have a nice one,” she said a little wistfully. “I will say, being with girls, you don’t get the whole girth thing. Unless you get a dildo. And that’s fun sometimes, but I mean, nothing’s really like a hard cock and a guy attached to it.” She looked at me and then back down to my cock. “Play with it.” Then she rolled her eyes at me, “please.”

As I jerked my cock slowly, Natasha gazed at it, her mouth opening a little, hypnotized by the way it was moving in my hand. Her legs squeezed together. She put the can down and spread her hands on the countertop behind her and watched me, her breathing growing a little ragged. “Wow,” she said. “That’s... that’s great.”

“How does it compare to your dad’s?” I asked. “Bigger? Smaller?”

“Oh, you’re bigger,” she said, without hesitating. “It’s nice. I did like how you filled me up before.”

“How about tonight?” I asked. “How do you want it tonight? Are you going to pretend I’m your dad at all?”

Natasha looked up at me and we locked eyes for a couple moments. I could see the gears turning in her head as she contemplated what taking cock was going to feel like, whether she should fantasize about her father, whether I was just being an asshole.

Natasha stepped close to me and put her hand around my cock. There was one thing I really liked about Natasha. It was that her hands were really, really small. She was a lot shorter than I was, shorter than mom, and when her little white hand was wrapped around my girth it made my cock look way, way bigger. I throbbed in her hand and I could see her pupils dilating, her breathing shift to match the way it flexed in her fingers. Then she looked up at me.

“I missed you, daddy,” she whispered. “I missed how it tasted.”

Fuck.

That made my cock throb, hard, and a little bit of precum welled up out of the tip. 

Then Natasha gave a mischievous grin and stepped back, letting go. “I think you want me to say it more than I want to.”

“Maybe.”

“I think tonight is going to be so, so fun. Ooh—I forgot, your mom’s in the shower. Let’s go look.”

She took me by the hand before I could zip up and pulled me toward the bathroom. She moved slowly, quietly, sneaking up to the door handle and turning it as quietly as she could. The door was open a crack. She put her eye up to the gap and stared intently in. “Wow,” she said in awe. 

I moved over her and looked too. The steam was growing thick in the bathroom, but I could see through the glass and the water that mom was just as gorgeous as the last time I saw her in the shower. At this point, she was lathering her arms, stretching them out in front of her, fingers tracing up and down her shoulders and her body angled to the side so that we could see the profile of her breasts, swelled out and heavy and delightfully huge, and the slim angle of her back, the way her butt curved out, round and firm.

“How’d your mom get so hot?” Natasha asked, her hands on her knees and one eye peering through. 

“Yoga, I think,” I said.

Natasha’s hand went behind her and felt at my leg, and then her hand slipped over my shaft again. “Keep looking at her,” she murmured, still looking at Nora, and then gently jerking my cock while I stood there. I felt I had to return the favor. I felt at Natasha’s lower back, the thin fabric hiding her slim, supple body, and then traced lower, over her cute ass, grabbing one cheek, giving it a squeeze. Natasha made a soft moan as my fingers explored through the skirt of her dress, eventually pulling it up so I could move my fingers against the back of her panties. Natasha stuck her ass out a little further, grinding herself against my fingers. I could feel between her legs, it was warm, and the panties were getting moist, and I found myself getting really fucking excited to enjoy myself with her. And with Nora.

Not bad for blackmail.

I pulled her panties to the side, and pressed in, and Natasha’s legs spread a little so that I could press the tips of my fingers against the wet lips of her pussy. She hissed as my fingers slipped along them, her wetness making them slick. 

Inside, mom was moving soap over her breasts, totally ignorant that we were watching her. The suds cleared over her soft pink nipples, over and over, as she rubbed at her chest and lifted her head to let the water cascade over them.

My fingers worked deeper inside Natasha. She jerked me harder, looking eagerly inside, her legs pushing back and forcing my fingers deep. She moved herself, fucked herself on my hand while I savored the way her hand gripped me, pulled over me. 

Mom rinsed herself off inside, and Natasha bit her lip as Nora’s hands cleared the last of the soap from the beautiful pale curve of her body. “Jesus Christ,” Natasha whispered. “This was how you first saw her?”

“Yeah,” I said, voice straining. “Nude, anyway.”

“Fuck,” she whispered. “I get it.”

The water turned off inside and Nora stepped out, and Natasha suddenly pulled back from the door, and my fingers slipped out from inside of her. She let go of my cock but grabbed me by my shirt and pulled me back from the bathroom, and when she practically threw me against the counter of my studio kitchen, she sank to her knees and, looking up, took my cock into her mouth.

I couldn’t help but gasp as Natasha worked on my cock with her mouth, her own fingers going down and between her legs and under her short, skirted sun dress, and she made a moaning sound, closed mouthed, as she sucked on me and as I struggled to keep quiet. After a few seconds, she pulled her mouth off of me and then stood up. “Fuck—I cannot fucking wait—” she skipped back and took a shot glass, downing it and then grinning wildly. 

I followed her example and took a shot, right as mom poked her head out of the bathroom. Just her head. I thought it was a little funny that she was trying to be modest. “I’m going to have to dry my hair,” she said quickly. “It’ll just be another minute.”

“Go ahead,” Natasha waved at her. “We’ll stay occupied. Hey—” she called after mom once the door closed. “Come out naked. I’ll get Brett ready.” She looked at me with a wicked grin and then pulled me over to the bed. “Take it all off. Come on.”

As I stripped, so did Natasha. It was a lot faster for her than it was for me; all she had to do was pull the dress up and over her head. Underneath, all she had on was a pair of black panties and a matching bra, which she flicked off with practiced ease.

Fuck, she was hot. If mom’s nipples were the color of coral, Natasha’s were the color of pink roses, contrasting with her pale ginger skin. She had real ginger freckles across her chest, down her breasts, along the outside of her arms and shoulders, and a few on her thighs. Like I said before, Natasha was slim, her arms thin, her breasts a little small, but she had this gorgeous natural body shape and a narrow waist. Her ass might have been small, but it still had this cute way that it plumped out.

She stripped off her panties and then was completely naked, watching me eagerly as I finally pulled off my pants. I caught a brief glimpse of her pussy, completely bare, the pink inside of her shining and wet.

“Eat me,” she said, humming with excitement and jumping onto the bed. “Come on—I’ll get you too—lay there, like that—”

She lay on her side, and I dove between her legs, her thighs gently pressing on my ears as I moved in close, toward the plump lips that shifted as she thrust her hips toward my mouth. I tasted her, felt her juices already smearing over my chin, and took in the flavor of her pussy, like clean pennies, and at the same time I could feel her mouth going over my cock again, hot and sucking and unbelievably wet.

As I tasted her, licked into her harder, the juices in her cunt started coming up faster, and could hear her, muffled, tasting me as her mouth slipped up and down over my cock. I lost myself in the feeling, the taste, all of it blending together with the feeling of her hot thighs, her sweat, wrapped around my face and plunging my tongue deeper inside of her.

“Oh—” I heard mom off to the side, and I pulled my head out from between Natasha’s legs. Mom was watching us from the doorway, a hand over her mouth, covering a smile and a bit of awe. She held a towel in her hands, covering her chest with it, the lower tip of the cotton covering the space between her legs.

“Just in time,” Natasha said, gasping, after she pulled her mouth off me. She climbed up on all fours and got up, pressing her hands to the wall behind her, her little tits lifting on her chest. “Nora. I want you to suck on him now.”

I sat up on edge of the bed, cock fucking stiff as hell, and mom came over, looking at us warily until she stood in front of me. She let go of the towel; as it dropped, I could suddenly see the pale pink of her nipples, the soft mound of her cunt. To my surprise, mom didn’t go to her knees. Instead, she bent over, leaning toward me. Lower. 

And lower. 

As she leaned forward, her tits hung under her, her nipples pointing downward until her breasts hung directly underneath her. She moved extremely low, demonstrating how flexible she was, demonstrating her balance. Her mouth kissed at the head of my cock right as her nipples traced along my thighs.

Mom’s mouth opened up and she slid herself down, and I heard Natasha moaning off to the side. When I looked at her, I could see Natasha’s hand was between her legs, her fingers working at the top of her pussy. She stared, focused, on mom’s chest and her mouth as she suckled my tip and then moved even lower, squishing her breasts against my legs, taking my cock in and bathing me in her hot mouth.

Nora blew me for a minute like this, stretching, one hand gently set on the bed to help her balance, the other between her own legs as she fingered herself, her eyes glancing up at me while I struggled to keep it together while she pleasured me.

Eventually, Nora pulled herself upward, leaning up, standing upright and looking down at me. She looked at Natasha for what to do next. 

Natasha tried to pull me back into the middle of the bed. “Keep sitting.” She then pulled Nora’s arm to bring her onto the bed with me, and once we were there together, she directed mom to wrap her arms around my shoulders, her legs around my waist. My heart throbbed as mom carefully brought herself up and, holding eye contact with me, sank down, the tip of my cock pressing against her entrance, already opened from how her legs were spread and around me, her cunt kissing at the tip and then descending more, melting over me. I could hear Natasha hissing in delight as Mom closed her eyes, accepting me into her, and then our bodies were united. We were breathing hard, our faces together, wrapped around each other. I couldn’t help but move myself, and Nora couldn’t either; we shifted together, rocking in a slow movement that massaged my cock inside of her and hitting deep, extremely deep, the end of my cock pushing far up and against something far, far in the back. 

Mom’s breathing was shaky, against my mouth, her hands trembling and moving up and around my shoulders, my hair. I couldn’t help but move my own hands down to hold her by her ass, squeezing it, moving her on me while Natasha watched us in awe from the other side of the bed. I followed mom’s example and closed my eyes, focusing on the sensation of her pussy milking me.

I could feel the bed shifting as Natasha crawled toward us, and when she was close, all three of our bodies flaring with heat, I could feel her small breast on my cheek, and when I opened my eyes, I could see mom’s face turned to the side, Natasha’s nipple in her mouth, and so I did the same. Natasha’s hand was on the back of my head, her other nipple in my mouth, and as I sucked, hard, I could hear her breathing shuddering. She pressed closer to both of us, the heat making us all sweat, slipping together, the temperature in the room feeling like it was an oven. Natasha was biting her lip, moaning and looking down at us both as mom ground herself on my cock and as I guided her through it.

Then mom’s phone started to ring.
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“Oh—” Mom’s eyes snapped open and she looked off to the side where her bag was. “Oh, fuck!” She moved off me and Natasha and I fell back as we watched her scramble to answer. When she finally made it to her bag and yanked it out to answer it, she looked toward us, entirely naked, her expression one of nervous panic. “The selfies,” she hissed, and then my own eyes went wide as I realized what had happened.

We forgot to send one to dad in a timely manner. He had to have been furious. 

“Hello?” Mom tried to calm herself down and to make her voice sound normal. I could hear dad on the other end of the line, barking a long string of whines.  “Oh, no, I’m at Brett’s,” she said. “Yes. Yes! I’m at Brett’s apartment. Yeah. No, he’s here.”

“What the fuck is going on?” Natasha looked at me, confused and annoyed. 

“It’s dad,” I tried to explain. “Funny story. He thinks mom is cheating on him with another man.”

Natasha scoffed at that and covered her mouth. “Well, she is, isn’t she?” 

“Technically,” I admitted. “But even though he doesn’t have any evidence he’s gone a little crazy. I think he’s trying to catch her up in something.”

Mom turned her face toward us and I could see her mouthing, “Get dressed! Hurry!”

I moved fast, throwing on my pants without the underwear and digging around for my shirt. Natasha stared at me from the bed, still nude, and looked between us both. 

“Put on the fucking dress!” I hissed at her as I tossed it her way. “Hurry!”

“Yeah—I’ll send you one right now,” mom said. “We’ve got one of Brett’s friends over. No, she’s a girl. We’re all just catching up, sharing stories. Yes, Ross, Christ, just calm down, I’ll send you one right now.” 

I grabbed mom’s shirt and tossed it over to her, and she set the phone down on the counter, turning on the speakerphone, and tugged the shirt over her chest while dad complained on the other end. 

“I’m not kidding,” Ross said, his tone icy. “If I’m not seeing selfies on the regular, then what the hell am I supposed to think? There’s technically nothing preventing you from cheating, so I have to be sure. Nothing unreasonable about that.”

When mom’s shirt was on, she picked up the phone, turned on the camera, hit mute, and waved us close to her by the kitchen counter. I had my shirt on, and Natasha had thrown her dress over herself, and we all stood together, and smiled at the camera. Mom clicked it once, twice, and looked it over. 

“Oh fuck—” I said, “Don’t send that one. Look.” 

The studio was built pretty tightly packed. I had to have everything a guy could need inside of the place, so there was a mirror sitting against the wall, and it caught mom, bottomless, nude from the waist down. 

“Oh god. Good call,” mom said as she turned us around to face another direction. She made another quick selfie shot, sent it, and then mom brought the phone back to her ear. 

“Did you get it?” Nora’s mouth opened and her eyes rolled. “Jesus Christ,” mom muttered as dad continued to complain. “Yes. Yes, you should get it now.” 

I looked down at mom’s bare bottom and, still horny, had an idea. I moved up behind her, and carefully pulled down my pants, and as mom noticed me behind her she bit her tongue as she realized what I was about to do. 

“Yes, Ross, I understand,” she said, sounding earnest. I know that it’s important. Yes, Ross. Trust. I know. You could do the same, you know.”

Natasha watched, wide eyed, as I guided my cock against mom from behind and slipped the head between her cunt lips and gently guided myself inside. Mom’s breath caught as she was talking with dad. As I did that, mom turned the speakerphone back on and set it on the counter in front of her. “Alright,” she said, trying to mask her pleasure as I stroked inside of her. “Okay. Okay, Ross. I get it.”

“Who’s that girl with you all?” Ross asked. “Is that Brett’s girlfriend?”

“Brett doesn’t have a girlfriend,” mom said, suppressing a gasp as I squeezed her ass and thrust in, hard, deep, going in so far, I was again pushing up against the deepest part of her. “Christ—” she tried to cover her mouth. “I thought you knew that.”

“No,” dad said, sullen. “He doesn’t tell me anything. Well, tell him that I think his friend looks very, uh, nice.”

“Noted,” mom said in annoyance, looking behind herself at Natasha who watched with perverse curiosity as I fucked mom from behind. 

“Hey,” dad said, his tone changing. “Do you remember when we first got together?”

“You mean, ah—twenty years ago?” Mom pushed herself back, again and again, taking my full length in and out. She leaned forward as she moved, trying to keep her breathing and tone even, even as she struggled to control herself. 

“Yeah. Twenty. But god damn, do you remember what our sex life was like? God, you were so wild,” he said clearly relishing the thought. “You used to be such a minx. So fucking eager. Sometimes I think about it—do you?”

“Oh,” mom looked at both Natasha and I, a look of anger, of mischief, they blended together and mom narrowed her eyes and said, “maybe you should tell me about it.”

“Oh, Nora,” dad said, sounding satisfied. I could tell he was getting horny on his end of the line. Little did he know that his wife was cheating on him, fucking herself on my cock, right at this fucking moment. “Nora, I miss when you’d ride me. You bucked like a fucking horse.”

“A horse?” Mom asked, baring her teeth. 

“Well, you know,” dad said, his breathing ragged.

“Why don’t you tell me about the last time when you fucked me from behind,” mom said, her hoarse tone a little malicious. I could feel her cunt squeezing me, I could feel the heat building in me as I went faster inside of her. Natasha was leaned back against the table, her hand again under her dress, her fingers vibrating along her clit as she flicked herself, suppressing her own noises while I unleashed myself on my mother.  Mom was eager to please; while dad started to talk about a time when they had fucked in a restaurant bathroom, I was plunging my cock in and out of her pussy, her whimpers shoved into the crook of her elbow as she tried to keep herself quiet. My cock was throbbing, mom’s legs were shaking, and as I got closer and closer, mom’s voice started to break through.

“Ohh,” I could hear dad on the other end of the line. “You like that don’t you? You like hearing about what we used to do?”

“Go on, Ross,” Mom said, a look of contempt aimed at the phone, but her body moving frantically to accept my shaft as it plunged in and out of her. 

I was getting close, so fucking close, the strain and the tightness traveling up my spine, the heat and the uncontrollable need to unload forcing me to grit my own teeth and keep myself from bellowing like I wanted to, and right as I reached the edge, I leaned forward, wrapped my arm around Nora, gripped her neck with my hand, our bodies flush together, and I bit down on her neck as I felt the floodgates opening, felt my cock explode with cum inside of her, and I heard mom gasping, felt her body shuddering as she came in unison, heard dad on the other end of the line only fantasizing and completely ignorant as to how I was filling his wife with my seed, replacing him, defeating him, destroying any claim he might have had over my mother. 

“I think I’d like to do that again, sometime,” I could hear dad sounding sly on the other end. 

“Well,” mom said, as normally as she could, carefully trying to measure her breath through her nose, “I don’t know, Ross. I think maybe you should try not to be such a fucking demanding asshole first. I’ll call you when I’m on my way back tomorrow.” She hung up, and once the phone made its chime to let us know that the call was over, she exploded with breath, her legs trembling, her head falling down and onto the counter, her body trembling.

I let go of a groan as my cock finished pumping the last bits of my orgasm deep inside of her. I shuddered as her cunt throbbed over it, accepting every drop. 

Then it was quiet.

“Holy fuck,” Natasha breathed from the other end of the kitchenette. “That was insane.”

Nora looked up and at her. “Did you like the show?” She was panting for air. 

“Yeah. Oh man. Yeah.” Natasha said, letting her dress fall to cover her own mound. I could see the trickle of wet juices running down Natasha’s leg, her own legs shaking a bit.

Mom stood up straight, and carefully cupped her hand down and under her pussy, catching my semen as it oozed out of her. “’Let’s do that sometime,’” she muttered to herself, dazed. “What a crock of shit.”

You guys really have to deal with that guy?” Natasha asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s a pain in the ass, but at least he’s...” I tried to find something good about him but had a hard time with that.

“Say no more,” Natasha said, almost laughing. 

Mom went over to the bed and collapsed, face first, into the bedspread. Natasha looked toward her and pursed her lips, looking at mom’s gorgeous ass. “Do you need a minute, Nora?” She asked nicely.

“No,” mom said, muffled into the sheets, “I’m alright.” She lifted herself and moved to a sit on the bed, and I watched as my juices leaked out from between her legs and onto the bed. Maybe it was because I had been backed up for an insanely long time, but at the sight of my cum dripping out of her, I was ready again, almost instantly. 

Natasha looked at me, about to say something, but when she saw that my cock was hard and throbbing and erect again, her eyes glimmered with excitement. “Well,” she said, in a playful huff. “Watching you two do that made me so crazy wet. And honestly, I think it's my turn for some fun. I have something in mind that I want you both to do for me.

She and mom set themselves up, sixty-nining, Natasha on the bottom, and mom on top, and I watched, unable to believe my eyes, as Natasha sucked and licked at mom’s pussy while my semen oozed out. “Holy fuck,” I whispered, unable to believe a girl was so fucking eager to taste cum coming out of another woman.

Natasha glared my way and then said, while mom licked at her clit and settled her thighs over Natasha’s face, “Get over there and fuck me while your mom licks me—ah...” She closed her eyes and whined as mom gently and firmly pressed her tongue over her cunt and then kissed at her clit, causing Natasha to spasm underneath her.

I wasn’t about to argue with this.

I set myself up on the other end of the bed, mom’s face over Natasha’s pussy, my cock guiding itself against Natasha’s hips, and I pulled Natasha’s waist up and tucked a pillow under her butt so that she was angled more easily to accept my cock. I took a deep breath. I hadn’t been inside Natasha in ages, and was excited to feel just how tight she was. Like I said a while ago, Natasha was insanely tight, the tiniest little pussy you’ve ever seen that practically squeezed my cock like a vice, and as I dipped my head against her opening, mom’s hair brushing against my waist and stomach while she gently lapped at Natasha’s clit, I pushed in, and struggled to get all the way in there, while I could hear Natasha mewling from underneath mom’s thighs. 

It was unreal, penetrating Natasha again, Since I had just cum, I knew I was going to be able to last, and so for ages, while mom kissed and mouthed at her pussy, I gently stroked my cock in a slow rhythm that carefully rubbed at the top of her inside, massaging that spot just above the inside of her opening where the texture was different. As I stroked, her hips arched all by themselves, her legs shaking with each slow stroke. 

Natasha was moaning as she licked in deep and tasted my mom, tasted her juices mixed with my seed, and as mom licked at her pussy, I watched her shiver as Natasha drove her tongue in and made Nora squirm on top of her.

Natasha didn’t last too long before her first orgasm; she started shaking underneath Nora, her voice trembling in a high muffle, and then it was like something snapped, and Natasha suddenly went into a full vibration, her voice freezing and her legs suddenly grabbing around me and pulling me in deeper. 

I slowed down, and held still, allowing the position of my cock pressed against her G spot to do all the work, and then after she calmed down, I started to move again, aiming to fuck Natasha and to make her a blissful mess with as many orgasms as I could possibly manage.

Maybe it was because I was thankful that Natasha was being such a great blackmailer. I didn’t think there was any other person that would have offered such a great fucking deal, and so I decided I was going to make this night good for her too. I fucked her again, and it didn’t take long before Natasha started to shake, her voice muffled, her hands clawing at Nora’s lower back and her cunt trembling.

It took less time now, only a minute passed while I rubbed my cock more firmly against her G spot, until Natasha broke again, her voice finally escaping my mom’s pussy, and an ‘Ahhnnn—” noise escaped her like a pained groan.  Her legs were shaking, seizing, her body ripping through with an orgasm, while mom was purring, rocking her hips over her face, her tongue lapping at the bright pink clit while I stroked inside of her.

I worked her again. And again. And again.

This time, when Natasha’s body let go, I pulled out, and mom took over, sealing her whole mouth over the clit and gently sucking while Natasha cried and moaned under her, and once that orgasm had finally ended, I gently went back inside, relishing how sensitive and how shivery Natasha had become. I laughed to myself. The person who ended up enjoying parent’s night the most might have been our uninvited guest.

Mom and I were careful, tag teaming her into orgasm, after orgasm, after orgasm, and soon, after Natasha’s body was running with bliss and sweat and the juices flowing from her cunt had soaked the fucking bed, I could finally hear her cry after what must have been the eighth rolling orgasm, “Oh god—please—no more—that’s—” She screamed with her mouth closed, whimpering loudly, her body shaking uncontrollably, a flood of juices squirting over my cock from inside of her.

We pulled back, and mom carefully lifted herself off while I pulled out and stepped back to look at our handiwork. Natasha was a twitching, eyes half-closed mess, her hair plastered to her head from sweat and juice, her mouth smeared with pussy and cum, Her body shaking and her smile drunk. She looked at mom and I through lids that looked so heavy that she could barely lift them. 

Then she whispered something at us. Something I couldn’t quite hear.

“What” mom asked. 

“Please,” she whispered, smiling, her grin loose and her head lolling. “Please... make Brett cum on me—make him cum on my face...”

Mom and I looked at each other and I personally rushed to oblige. I positioned myself above Natasha’s head, cock hard and throbbing and getting close from how much I had made her orgasm, and mom held me from behind, her breasts pressing against my back, her hand wrapped around my cock, and her hand pumped up and down while my cock was positioned only a couple inches from Natasha’s face. Mom jerked me hard, and I started to gasp, her hand moving at extreme speed and her grip sending me into tight jerks of pleasure. I was getting close, closer, closer faster than I had expected, and right as I was about to let loose, Natasha looked up at me, her eyes shining, her smile open and wide as she said, clearly, in a high-pitched whine, “please, daddyyy...”

That shoved me over the edge. I came, insanely hard, the cum shooting out like a rocket and across Natasha’s face, over her lips in lines that connected, past her neck, drops of it landing in her hair and on top of all those gorgeous ginger freckles, and as her tongue licked out and collected the semen that was around her mouth, she closed her eyes, and then whispered, over and over, “thank you daddy... thank you... thank you daddy...”

I was unable to control myself, I was groaning, and mom was behind me, and I could barely hear her whispering, “oh my god—” –in shock and awe and in curiosity as I unloaded onto Natasha’s face.

It was like I was getting wrung out—when the flow finally stopped, I moaned and staggered back, and mom carefully got out of the way as I guided myself to fall onto the bed, opposite Natasha, and then we were all breathing like crazy, exhausted.

“Holy shit,” I heard mom say, her voice hesitant but amused. “That wasn’t expected.”

Well, maybe not to her. 
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Three shots later, and then another three, and then another amount that I cannot remember—and the night became an obscene blur. I was vaguely aware of wet sounds, of moaning, of begging, sighs of release and the sensation of two pairs of lips kissing down my neck, my chest, my cock, one mouth on the shaft and another tonguing my balls. I was aware of exertion, my cock somehow hard through the haze, of shaking feminine forms touching at me and whining at me to keep going, more, more, until it all devolved into voices and sheets and then darkness.

I woke up with a pounding headache, and lifted my head to see Nora and Natasha in the kitchenette, each with a little plate of pancakes and talking quietly.

“Good morning sunshine,” I heard mom call me from afar. 

All I could do was moan a response. 

A couple hours, a breakfast, and a beer later, and Mom and I said our goodbye to Natasha, who was about to take a rideshare back to her place. 

“Well, that video I blackmailed you with is deleted,” she said, looking almost sadly at her phone. “Damn. Nora, you’ll have to send me the selfies we took last night. You know. For memories.”

“Sure,” mom laughed. “Anything else you want?”

“Well, I want some privileges,” Natasha said, sullen. “Every time you’re up here, I want to do this again.”

I cringed. She didn’t know I was leaving the campus. Once I explained it to her, she looked crazy disappointed. “Well.” She frowned at both of us. “I guess I’m going to miss you, Nora.”

I wondered why the hell she didn’t say she was going to miss me.

“Look, Brett,” she said, as if reading my mind. “No offense, but I’m just not going to miss you half as much as your mom. I just think she’s hotter.”

I figured maybe she was more lesbian than bi, but held back from saying anything like that. No need to be rude.

She waved a sad goodbye to us from the rideshare vehicle, and then it was just mom and me.

“I guess you’re going to be heading out too,” I said. “It’s a long drive back.”

“No kidding.” Mom sounded sad. “Last night was fun though. Not what I was expecting. At all.”

“Me neither.” We were both standing outside of the studio, looking over the parking lot, stunned and a little numb at how crazy the night went. Mom was already packed. Her little suitcase was by her feet and we waited as if there was something that was going to tell us when it was time for her to go. 

“I got you something,” mom said suddenly. She bent over and opened up the suitcase. “I was going to give it to you last night, but everything got a little derailed, I guess.”

“No joke.” I looked at the box mom pulled out of her case. It was small and pink, and said something about... an egg.

“Woah—” I said. “Is that—”

“A wifi-controlled vibrator. You just use an app, and it’ll control it wherever it is in the world,” she said, watching my facial expression with amusement. “Though maybe it’s more of a gift for me, from you, every time you turn it on.” She brushed her hair out of her face and leaned over to kiss my forehead.

“We’ll have to talk about it later. I’ll show you how it all works and we’ll maybe make the next month a little more... bearable.”

That was a bit of a relief. I didn’t know if I could go another month without any form of release. At least it was the end of the year, just a single month before the summer and then the transfer back to where om and dad lived. “What are you going to do about dad?” I asked. “He wasn’t too difficult to deal with while I was gone, right?”

“Oh,” Mom leaned a cheek on her hand as we looked out over the parking lot. “He’s... found an equilibrium. I think. He spends a lot of time at work, so he says, and I think he’s probably fucking his secretary. But for some reason,” she said, looking at me and touching at my hand, “I don’t think I mind so much.”

“Good.”

“Oh,” she said, looking at me sternly, “you’re not going to fuck Natasha again, right?”” 

She sounded jealous.

“No,” I laughed. “I don’t think I will.”

“Good.” 

She pushed herself close to me and I smelled my mother’s hair, the light scent of her sweat and a little bit of Natasha’s perfume. “I’ll see you soon, honey,” her voice made a soft breath against my chest.

When she drove away, I waved from the sidewalk, and watched her pull out of the apartment complex I lived in. The instant her car was around the corner and out of sight, I deflated and felt the hangover and the aftermath of the night hit me like a sack of rocks. I went inside and collapsed on my bed, taking in the scent of the girls that they had left all through my sheets, the cold humidity of the bed in the morning after all the sex and wet between all of us. I took in the remnants of their presence and drifted off to sleep, thinking about how I was probably going to need to do laundry, asap. And then about how sore my fucking cock was, how drained and empty and tired my balls were. My head hurt. 

It was amazing. 

“What a crazy fucking night,” I muttered before I passed out.
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I only saw Natasha a few times across the campus during the final month. She didn’t text me, and I didn’t text her, and I think that was cool. I was a lot happier having our last interaction being a threesome instead of a confession that she was a lesbian, so I was going to take that little victory and run with it. 

It took a day for me to recover, honestly. I was so tired after all that, that I skipped a day of school.

Mom called the day after. 

“Your father’s done it again,” she said, her voice exasperated and tired. “I guess he managed to have my location visible on my phone. He didn’t like that I was staying in an apartment complex until I told him that it was where you were renting. So, in case he calls, asking where you live, you might want to tell him the exact address so that he can see it on street view and look on a map at it at the same time.” Jeeze.

That wasn’t what dad called me about. 

“I’m just a bit concerned,” he said to me over the phone. “I’m pretty sure you’re making it worse for her by filling her with all these women’s liberation things you’re getting at college. I think it just makes her unhappy to think about things through that lens.” 

“I’m a business major,” I said, terse. “I haven’t heard the word woman in anything but my HR class.”

“And that’s the thing,” he said, before launching into a tirade about how it had infected businesses and blah, blah, blah.

I let him finish up before telling him I wouldn’t talk to mom about women’s liberation, or whatever the fuck it was he was so worried about. “Don’t worry, dad. I kept an eye on her.” All night, I thought. While he thanked me for making sure she wasn’t up to anything weird, I drifted in the memory of covering her mouth and tits with my cum in the literature building. At this point, I didn’t have any reservations about cucking him like this. I liked fucking his wife—I felt like I was better than him, surpassing him. 

When I told mom about what he said that evening, I could almost hear her turning red with anger. “What does that fucking moron think he’s doing?” I heard her sputtering.  “Women’s liberation, huh” she scoffed.

I was thinking about that egg toy she got. “Let’s talk about something else,” I said, hoping to steer things toward that. “Are you good for another month?” The prospect of not seeing her for that long was, frankly, unbearable.

“Are you?” Mom teased. “You’re the one without a toy.”

“What does it do?”

She had me download the app that served as a remote control for it. “So, when I’m feeling like I should, I’m going to put the egg... inside...” she sounded a little playful, and simultaneously a little bashful over it, even considering everything we had done up to this point. I guess she wasn’t too familiar with the whole ‘couples’ toys’ kind of thing. “And you can use that little bar in the middle to control the intensity. And there’s other settings for duration, vibrating patterns...”

My mouth was dry. “Oh fuck,” I said. “Tell me more.”

“I don’t think I can, honey,” I heard her voice moving away. “Your father’s home. Talk to you tomorrow!”

––––––––
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I COULDN’T WAIT TO talk with her the next day. Right after I got home from the campus, I called her. I was not in a joking mood. My cock was hard as fuck and I wanted to toy with her. 

She answered on the second ring. “Hey!” I could hear a bit of ambience behind her. “I’m at the grocery store. What’s going on?”

“Put it inside of you,” I said.

Mom laughed. “What?”

“You heard me. Do you have the egg with you?”

“...I mean, I do, but—”

“Put it in. I want to play with you.”

Mom was quiet, and then she laughed, partially in disbelief and partially because she was getting flustered. “Now?”

“Yeah.” 

Mom sounded a little nervous. “Honey, I’m at the grocery store.”

“All the better.”

“You can’t be serious.”

“I am. I’m not joking. I don’t want to wait. Put it inside of you,” I said, my cock throbbing. “And we’ll test it out.” She was quiet for a second as I heard her contemplating what to do. I hoped to god that she’d get started with it. It had already been two whole days since I had been with her, and after that month long streak was broken, my body wanted to fuck, to interact, something, and I hoped she’d go through with this, so fucking badly.

“Alright... okay!” 

“Stay on the line with me,” I said, “Tell me what it’s like as it all goes on.”

While I waited for her, I installed the app and opened it up.  “What’s the code on the thing?” I asked. Once she gave it to me, I plugged it in and got the confirmation that her little vibrator was connected. I had full control. I could turn the thing on and off, up and down, and as long as it was inside of her... 

“You made me wait for so long, Now you’re going to wear this thing whenever I tell you to. Understand?”

Nora was quiet for a second on the other line. Mayve it wasn’t a good idea to start with demands, but I hoped that that submissive side of her that I had discovered in the Literature building was still there. After an agonizing minute, I heard her, breathy, her voice quiet and excited. “Okay.”

“Good,” I said. “Where are you now?”

“I just made it into the bathroom,” she said in a hushed tone. “Nobody’s in here.”

“Perfect. Get into a stall and put it in.”

“Okay, okay.” I heard a stall door give a soft squeak “Okay. I’ve got it. I’m going to—oh—”

I turned it on at that moment, while it was still in her hands, and listened with satisfaction as a mellow buzzing came through on the other end. I turned it off. “Go on. Get started.”

“Alright...” I heard mom take a deep breath. “I’m wearing leggings today,” she whispered. “Okay. I’m pulling my panties down. It’s a little big, and I didn’t bring any lube to—”

“Put it in your mouth,” I ordered.

I heard her breathing stop as the egg went against her lips, and into her mouth, the soft silicone sealing into her mouth. I turned it on and gave it a brief buzz for effect. I heard her startle on the other end before turning it off. “Now put it inside of you.”

I could hear the wet of her mouth as she pulled it from her lips, and then her suppressed breathing, which caught as she slipped it inside of her. “It’s... going in...” 

“Good.” I waited for her to finish.

“Alright,” her voice was a little unsteady. “It’s all the way inside. It’s so weird. It’s just... kind of staying there.”

I turned it on again, and I heard her make a little gasp of surprise. “How is it?” I asked. 

“Oh.” Her voice was curled up and tight. “Oh wow.”

“Now,” I said. “You’ve got your Bluetooth earbuds right? Keep me on the line that way. And now you can do your shopping.”

Once that was set up, I listened to her breathing and relished the way she sounded as she went about doing her errands. As she’d walk, her breathing would be a little tight and controlled, but when I could hear her no longer walking, I could hear her mouth opening and her breathing struggle to stay consistent. After a few minutes of this, she asked, “are you enjoying this?”

“Has anyone looked at you funny yet?” I asked, turning up the vibration.

“No, not ye—ah—” I listened to her squirm. 

“How do you like it?” I asked. 

“It’s... distracting,” she said. “I’m trying to pick fruit but I keep having to lean over, and when that happens... mmm...” I imagined her leaning over, feeling it working inside of her pussy, vibrating against the softest, deepest parts of her. I wondered just how good she was feeling, and wished I could see her face. 

“What are you getting next?”

“Some... some cleaning supplies... It’s not a lot... I’m almost done here...” While she went on to the next section of the store, her breathing was irregular and every once in a while, she’d make a musical ha, or mm, sound. 

“I like what this is doing to you,” I said.

Mom’s reply was faint. “I like it too.”

“Do you wish it was my cock?”

“Brett!” She said, chiding. “You can’t ask me to answer that right—igh—ah—”

She stopped talking as I turned up the remote. It was at a little over half power, when before it was only at its second to lowest setting. Now, it had to have been working away at her, the vibration had to be pressuring against her pleasure centers, and the proof of it was that she was clearly biting down, hard, on her lip instead of talking back. 

“Say it,” I said. “Say it, or I’ll turn it up more. Do you miss my cock?”

“Brett, please,” she said, her voice tight. “I’m in line.” 

“In line?” I asked. “Oh, so there must be a lot of people around you then.”

I could hear Nora nervously chewing at her lip while at the same time, her breath was held back in a series of tiny shudders as the vibration spread through her body.

“Say it or I’ll turn it up higher.”

“Okay—” she said, hissing, her voice frantic in its whisper. “Brett... I wish I had your cock in me,” she said, quietly. “God. There’s people around. I don’t want them to hear...”

I could imagine how it must have looked and felt, standing in line, the buzzing shooting pleasure through her while she wanted more, bigger, faster inside of her. 

“I’m about to... check out,” she muttered, “everything needs to go on the conveyor belt. But when I lean, it makes the... ohhhhhhh....” Her ‘oh’ got quiet, and that’s when I could really tell that she was fighting not to make any noise. 

So, I turned up the egg.

I don’t know how mom did it, but at first, her breath went up, way up, and then she was somehow able to put it under control while I heard the rustle of her bags and boxes. A soft checkout beep came through. Then a few more. I played with the setting, turning it down, then right back up. I could hear her making an ‘mm’ sound that she tried desperately to keep silent.

“Ye,” she said to the cashier. “Probably—ah... three bags.”

There was a bit more rustling and mom was breathing, hard, through her nose.

“Brett?” Her voice was artificially high and I could hear her, almost tell exactly the facial expression she was making by the nervous tone of her voice. “Brett, you should... probably turn down the uh—the volume on your game.” Man. She really did sound nervous. But I decided I wouldn’t. “Brett? Can you hear me?” 

“What’s wrong?” I asked. Isn’t it good?” 

“Oh, it’s good,” she said, attempting to sound normal, “It’s just fine, just fine,” she corrected herself, I assume in front of the checker. “I’m doing just great, but please, honey, I’m asking you, turn it down.” She was sounding serious. And frantic. 

I wondered if she was about to cum.

“Okay, but tell me first,” I said, feeling the power and the desperation and the satisfying idea of my mother struggling to keep her sexual composure in public. “Tell me, is it because you like it a little too much?”

“Yes,” She whispered, her voice shaking. “Hurry, Brett.” 

I obliged her, and turned it down to its minimum setting. I could hear mom’s voice shake with relief.  “Thank you,” I heard her say to the cash register. Then there was the rustle of plastic bags, and walking, her breathing still irregular as the vibrator rubbed inside of her with each step.

“That was close. I thought I was going to for sure—”

Call it mischief, call it sadism, call it fun: I turned up the vibrator.

All the way.

“Ohh!” Mom said that loudly, much louder than I expected, and I covered my mouth while my cock surged at the sound I had already heard from her, the sound she’d make when I’d rub into a certain spot inside of her.

I listened, excitedly, as she suddenly was moaning, I imagined right by the exit of the grocery store. “Ohh, fuck...”

I could hear somebody on her end asking her if she was okay, so I figured I had probably done enough. I turned off the egg, and listened as mom stuttered an excuse as to why she had just reacted the way she did, and then a few seconds later, I heard her loud and clear. “You are in big trouble.”

“Oh?” I asked. “But I’ve got the remote.”

“I practically dropped when you did that,” She said, her tone light and simultaneously frustrated. “It’s dangerous, making this kind of stuff public...”

“I just liked the idea of you getting insanely wet and horny while you’re doing anything,” I said. 

“Not in public,” she said. “Even if it was... oh god it was so exciting—”

“I’ll tell you what,” I said. “I’ll make a deal with you.”

“Oh, a deal?” Mom was probably wearing an expression of amusement judging by the tone of her voice. 

“Yeah. I won’t make you do too much public stuff, as long as you wear it from the moment dad leaves, to the moment he comes back.” I started to grin at the irony of it. “I’m going to make you deal with this for as long as I’ve had to hold it all in. And for you, I think the rule should be the same.” It was my turn to make the rules. “I think that means... no touching yourself.”

Mom’s turn to balk. “None?” I heard the car door close.

“Only when I say you can,” I said.

“I grounded you,” she said, scolding me. “What makes you think you can tell me when I can and can’t touch myself?”

“Because it’s fun,” I said, “and I’m the guy with the remote.”

Mom was quiet for a second. “Okay,” she said, hesitant. “Okay. We’ll try it.”

“How did you like it in there otherwise?”

“Well, I’m... wet,” Nora said, embarrassed.  “And probably looking ridiculous. My cheeks are so warm right now. “

“Oh?” I asked. “Tell me more.”

“Well,” mom sounded flustered. “It’s warm in the car. And... I really liked it when it was turned up so high, but being in front of everyone...”

“Made it hard to enjoy it, huh?” I asked. 

“Well, I’m alone now,” She said. “You could... you could turn it on now,” she said, hinting. 

I decided to go along with it. I turned it back on, and mom’s breath caught. I heard a sigh of want, not one of satisfaction.

“How’s that?” 

“More,” she whispered. 

“What?” 

“Please, Brett... can you turn it up?” 

“Beg me.”

Mom took a deep breath. “I don’t like it when you talk to me like that,” she said, but before she could say anything else I turned the egg all the way up to ten and once I heard her react, a sharp yelp that turned into a suppressed groan. “HMmmhh...”

“I turned it off. 

“Hey!” Mom was sounding off balance now. “Turn it—turn it back on—”

“Say please.” I waited while she struggled with it.

“...Please,” she finally let go of it, and as a reward, I turned it from one, to five. “Ohhhhh,” Mom was shifting in her seat, I could tell. 

“Come on,” I said. “If you want more, I’m going to need to hear some more asking.”

“Come on, Brett,” She gasped, “Please, honey, turn it up.”

I waited until she started to beg a little more convincingly. “Brett... Please. Please. Oh. I really want this... please...”

I turned it up to six. Mom was moaning on the other end of the line. “I’m trying not to make it obvious,” I heard her say, her breath forced. “I’m... I’m trying to hold still as people are walking past. Alright—ah... now... they’re gone... Brett, baby, please...”

I turned it up to seven. “I’m going to need to hear something different... something more... wanting.”

“God damnit—” I heard her under her breath. “Brett... turn up... turn up the fucking egg... come on...” 

“Beg,” I taunted her. “And don’t forget, no touching yourself. If you’re feeling between your legs, it’s time to stop.”

I heard a disgruntled moan, blending with frustrated pleasure.  “Brett... please, when you get back... I’ll suck your cock. I’ll suck your cock and I’ll... I’ll swallow it again... wouldn’t you like that baby? Watching mommy suck your big, pretty cock and... ahhh....”

I turned it up another notch. “That’s it.  Give me more.”

“Please...” Mom was practically begging now, her words moving faster. “Brett... I want you to turn it up... I love the way this feels, honey, I can cum if you just... ah... turn it up... it’s pressing against the spot I like so much, the spot you hit when you’re behind me... fuck, I love it when your cock is inside me... please, Brett, if you turn it up I’ll let you fuck me any way you want—I’ll do anything, Brett, just... just let me cum, baby, please, let me cum—”

I turned it up another notch. Mom was openly gasping now. Her words were getting farther apart. 

“Brett, baby... I love that you’re my son... I love it when you’re inside me, when my baby’s cock is deep inside, when you cum... Brett... honey sometimes I want... ughhh.... Sometimes I want you to cum inside me, raw, and I just love the risk of it, If you turn it up and let me cum, I’ll let you cum inside me some more—”

“I’ll cum inside you when I want to,” I said, forcefully. “Prove you want this. Prove you want it.”

“Fuck!” Mom’s voice was climbing up and her words were edged with desperate whining. “Come on—Brett.... What more do you want? Do you want to fuck me in the ass again? Ohh—ohhhhhh—” She was panting now, unable to control herself. “I’m begging you Brett, turn it up, please, I’m yours, I’m yours—Is there anything you want to do to me? Is there anything else you want? I’ll swallow your cum, Brett—Ahhhhh—I’ll swallow it, please, let me touch myself or turn it higher, Brett, please—” As I turned it up to nine, I could hear her fingers scraping on the inside of the car. “Ffff—ffuck!” 

“Apologize,” I said, relishing just how desperate she was. “Apologize for making me wait.”

“I’m sorry!” She was moaning intensely, her words almost slurred. “I’m sorry, I won’t make you wait anymore—”

“I’m going to fuck you whenever I want it, right?” I asked, grinning. “When I’m home, you’re going to let me put my cock inside you any time, any part of the day I want. You’re going to suck me off while I’m studying. You’re going to let me pull down your pants and fuck you while you cook.”

“Okay!” She whined. “Okay! You can fuck me—any—any time—ahh—” I let her words devolve into further strained attempts before I finally gave her the mercy of turning it up.

Now she was practically crying on the other end.

“Nora,” I said carefully, “Do you want to touch yourself?”

“Yes!” Mom’s breathless moaning was loud and clear. “Yes, please—”

“Say you want to be my slut.”

“Brett—” She didn’t even hesitate. “I want to be your slut, honey—I want you to fuck me anytime, all the time, I want to suck your cock down and to taste you, to taste your cum on my tongue and my lips and I want you to fuck my mouth, fuck my pussy, fuck me anywhere, just please, let me cum—let me—”

That sounded good to me. 

“Alright,” I said. “You can touch yourself now.”

I listened intently as the tone of mom’s crying went from a stuck, frustrated whining to a sudden release of inhibition. I could hear her voice vibrating as she must have fingered herself, no word, just a stream of her voice and her body and lungs crying out and climbing until something broke, and she suddenly shuddered, her breathing stopping, the shuddering snap of her orgasm paralyzing her and making her hold her breath as the pleasure shot through her like a thunderbolt. 

Her breathing returned. She was gasping for air, almost frantic for it.

“Good girl,” I said. Then I hung up. 
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From that point on, mom was mine to play with as I pleased. I set some ground rules for her; she couldn’t ever touch herself without permission, and she had to have the egg inside of her from the time that dad left in the morning to when dad came home in the evening. Last thing I wanted was for dad to see her hot and bothered and to get any ideas.

The vibrating egg ended up being the best time I’ve ever had on my phone. In the morning, around nine, I’d know that dad was off at work and that mom had put it inside her, so I’d send her a good morning text and turn the egg onto its minimum setting. Mom would often text back with another good morning, along with a selfie. We had a bit of a code when texting, typically. “It’s a good day today” meant that she was feeling good. “I was thinking of going out,” meant that she wanted to cum, and whenever I gave her permission, which was when she could do it. Sometimes she’d call during class, hoping to get me to either turn it up or down, and whatever she texted, I’d play with her, teasing her with whatever she wanted, or whatever I felt like doing to her. 

A week of this passed, and we were getting close to Finals season. I wanted to go out with a bang before cycling down and focusing on my classes so I could at least guarantee that I was going to spend another year studying.

The next Thursday, she let me know in advance that she was going to spend some time with friends. Brunch. Mimosas. You know the type.

“What kind of place is it?” I asked.

Mom was doing her makeup while she video chatted with me. It was the early morning and I had a single day, that magic space before the main focuses of the finals were released, and after I had any assignments to do. 

She looked at me while doing her eye shadow. The pen moved elegantly in her pale fingers. “What kind of place is it? Why do you want to know?”

I wanted to know how loud it was in there, so I asked. “How many people are in that restaurant typically? Is the ambience quiet or loud?”

Mom took a bit of time to answer. She paused her eyeshadow and looked at me, her eyelashes batting. I knew she could tell what I was going for. “I don't know... I haven’t been there yet. The girls went there while we were in Belize, so it’s unfamiliar territory for me. Alright.” She finished applying her makeup and did a final swipe of lipstick. I don’t know why she bothered. It was the same rich shade as her natural lips. “I’m going to head out.”

“Call me before you go in,” I said.

“I’m not doing this in front of my friends,” mom said, referring to the egg toy. Her tone was unsure. “Well, it’d take a lot to get me to consider it.”

“Okay. I’ll have to think about that.” 

“Love you.” 

She hung up.

––––––––
[image: image]


SHE CALLED ME AGAIN right as she parked. "Hey," she said, a little nervous. "I’m not sure if the egg is a good idea."

"Why's that?" I asked.

"It's my friends," she said, "and if I act weird around them, well... "

"Is there anything that could actually go wrong?" I asked, genuinely curious. 

"No, nothing exactly..." She took a second to think. "I guess nothing particularly bad would happen. I don't think I would cum, exactly, from this while I'm surrounded by them. I mean, unless you turn it up all the way. But it would be embarrassing for it to happen at all.”

"How would you feel," I began, "knowing that today I don't have any classes, and that I'm going to have full and present control over the remote?” I asked. “I’ve got one more bargaining chip too. Do you think if that was tempting enough that you’d be willing?”

Mom 's tone was high. "Well. Maybe. "

"Check out this idea," I said, "If you put it on a video call, and just set your phone in front of you face down, then I can see out your camera, but nobody will see your screen. What do you think?”

'"You mean, just face down on the table? Looking up?"

"Exactly."

Mom pouted. "You're just going to be looking at my chin."

"I think if the angle is wide enough, I'll be able to watch your chest. And your neck. And your mouth." I hoped to god she’d answer yes.

Mom was silent, unsure.

"Please?" I decided asking nicely might give the best results.

Ultimately, it actually took me promising that when I got back that I would help out with more chores. The bargaining chip I wanted to use was just dishes, but mom pounced on that like a predator, and wanted me to give up a little more. “You’re going to help with all of the chores. And you’re going to fix things around the house that your dad won’t. And then,” she said, slyly, "we'll have more time for other things."

"Deal," I said without hesitating. It was still a great deal.

Mom hung up and I waited patiently for her to start the video call. A few minutes later, it came through and I accepted it, and on my phone screen I saw briefly mom’s face inside the restaurant as she changed the camera direction to be pointing away from the front of her screen. Once she did that, she set the phone onto the table, pointing straight up, and I was looking at the ceiling of a busy spot with mellow pop music playing in the background. The cackle of several women enveloped the microphone, and as mom shifted the phone around to point it under herself, I could see the shelf of her breasts over the screen, and above them, her neck, her chin, a bit of her eyes and mouth. Her breasts were so close to the camera that I felt happy just to see this, much more for everything else. 

I waited to turn on the egg before everything was set and mom was telling everyone about something mundane she saw on TV. Something about Mesothelioma. “I guess those people breathed it in. How scary is that—to just be in your house and then the day you decide to bump up against the ceiling, you—” 

The egg clicked on, and mom’s breath caught in her throat. “Ah.” She cleared her throat, and continued. “So, I guess you need to call a company for those kinds of things. To clear the ceilings. Mm.” I turned up the egg a couple notches. Mom cleared her throat and leaned back, her breasts turning slightly upward, and somebody else taking over the conversation from there. Mom was shifting on the camera, each movement amplified due to the angle, the tips of her tits moving over the screen, from side to side. I could see with the closeness that mom wasn’t wearing a bra, or at least, not the kind that was fully padding. Her areolas pushed out gently from the ends of her breasts and made them look like full buds, swollen and soft. While her friends continued to talk, Nora slipped a hand up and over her chest, and rubbed a bit at her neck, her arm squishing into her breasts. I couldn’t help but unzip my pants and jerk myself to the image.

After a while, the conversation shifted. “My son’s working at a tech company now,” one of them said, delighted with herself. “He just got the internship, and I guess he’s going to be working, god, I don’t’ know how many hours per week. But you have to in those industries. Can’t get around it.”

“My son just started a business,” said another. “I’m worried about him.”

“Businesses are hard,” said another.

“Mmhm,” some more of the ladies agreed.

“It’s a woodworking business. Cutting boards.”

A chorus of ladies groaned at that. One expressed pity.

“What about you Nora?” One of her friends asked. Nora seemed to jump, her mind elsewhere as her arm rubbed across the front of her breasts. Her face was a little pink. 

“Oh,” Nora said. “Well, you all know about my two older sons.  Still soul searching, I suppose. They don’t really call.”

“Aw. That’s too bad, but isn’t your youngest still in college?”

“Yes!” Mom said that a little quickly. I grinned and turned up the vibration. It went from three to five. I could almost hear the hum inside of her. “Oh—” She blinked and then carefully explained, “Yes, he’s... he’s finishing college. He’s got one more year to go, but he’ll be finishing it here instead of over the state line. You know, for financial reasons. Not that we’re doing badly, he’s just... he’s so sweet wanting to help us save money overall. He’s getting a business degree, so I guess he’s thinking about these things now.”

“I thought your husband would have made him live with you from the beginning,” one of the girls said. “Cheap bastard.”

“Yes, well...” I turned the egg down, then up, then down, then up. I wanted to signal to her that whatever she answered would affect whether I turned it up or down. She thought for a second and said, “Ross has been a little distant. So, I’m glad that Brett’s coming to live with us again.”

“Ugh. He’s so handsome—you’ll have to bring him sometime.”

I decided that all together, mom deserved a little more. I turned up the egg and mom suddenly leaned over the camera, her breasts almost against the screen. 

The girls said some more nice things about me and how much I looked like her, and mom struggled with it, still clearing her throat, trying to lean back, trying to act normal while the pink in her face only increased and while she worked her tongue in her mouth to try and distract her from what the egg was doing inside of her. “Is Brett single?” One of her friends asked. “Because I’ll steal him from you if he is,” and then all of her friends laughed while Nora smiled, a fine mist of sweat forming around her forehead. 

“Ha... well... I don’t think he’s dating but... He’s really... he’s really more of a home body—” she said, before biting her tongue and leaning back and looking up at the ceiling. As she arched back to look, I saw her hands meet below her waist, pushing down between her legs, before she leaned forward again. “So,” she said, almost frantic. “Who are your husbands rooting for this year?”

A chorus of dissatisfied football team names rang through the breakfast restaurant, and then Nora’s son was forgotten. Which I didn’t mind. It seemed that the more mom talked about me, the more bothered she got. I turned the egg a little lower, and decided to bide my time. The food came out, and mom got her dish set in front of her.

From what I could tell, it was mostly fruit. I swung the vibration setting up and down again to signal to her that I was going to change it based on what she was doing, and she seemed to take note. She picked up a strawberry with her fork and, looking down briefly, brought it to her lips and seemed to kiss it first, before drawing it into her mouth and then sealing her lips over the end of it, closing her eyes.

I liked that a lot. 

I turned up the remote and mom seemed to shudder.

I turned it back down once she was done with that piece, and so she picked up another, and this time, I could see her tongue, flicking out and gently rubbing at the underside of some blueberries before they went into her mouth, savoring them and making a soft moan, only audible though my phone and not in the crowded restaurant they were at. I decided that was good too; every time she moaned over her food, I turned the egg back up, letting it fall down every time she was done with another piece, and so before long, she was desperately trying to make sure that there was always a piece of fruit in front of her that she was playing with. 

“Wow, Nora,” one of her friends observed as mom froze. “You seem to really like those strawberries.”

“Oh—” mom stammered, suddenly leaning back. “That’s—It’s just—”

“You can have mine, if you want,” her friend offered, and then there was a strawberry in front of her face, held at the end of a fork, right in front of her lips. I turned up the remote without waiting, and mom suddenly blinked and stifled a whine. She leaned forward, her lower body shaking subtly, and took the strawberry into her mouth, her eyes closing, and her lips collecting it and pulling it from the fork like it were the head of a cock that she was gently pulling on with her mouth, and so I turned it up even further. Mom’s toy was now at a seven, and she was struggling to keep from moving and reacting to the way it vibrated inside of her.

The ladies were getting close to being done, so I decided that I wasn’t going to turn the egg down. 

I wanted a show. Mom was about to give it to me. 

I could see mom’s finger tapping on the camera lens. She was trying to get my attention, even as she struggled to keep calm. “Down,” she whispered. “Turn it down...”

I decided that I wasn’t going to. Mom was obviously enjoying herself. She was clearly feeling it, hard, and the only reason she wanted it to stop was because she was afraid somebody would notice, but judging by the flurry of conversation of all these women drawn into themselves and each other, nobody was paying attention. I decided instead to turn the egg up.

Mom covered her mouth with one hand while her other hand tapped more strongly at the lens. “Come on,” she hissed, “turn it—ugh—”

She stood up, hastily excusing herself, and picked up her phone, and started to walk away quickly. 

“Hey Nora,” sone of her friends said as she got up. “You okay?” She asked.

“Yeah, I just need—” Nora was breathless. “I think I just need to go to the restroom; I’ll be right back.”

“Oh, I’ll come with you—”

Mom laughed and held the phone to her breast, giving me a view of the table. She sure was surrounded by a lot of her friends, a ton of middle-aged women who all seemed about the same sort of beautiful clique mom was in, and one of them was trying to stand up to accompany mom. 
“Oh, no, please,” mom said firmly, “I’m fine. I just need to go—I’ll be right back.” She turned around and speed walked away, while the girls behind her went back to their conversations. 
When mom made it into the restroom, she locked the door, and then switched the camera direction. I was now looking at her face, flushed, her eyes flared with anger, and her lips bright red from how she had been biting on them. “You have some nerve,” mom said, pissed.

I turned up the egg. It was at an eight now, and mom’s eyes went wide before she closed them, and then refocused on me. “Turn it... turn it down.”

“No,” I said, smug.

“Turn it down, now, Brett,” she insisted.

“No.” I turned it up to nine before putting it back down to eight. “I like seeing you this way.”

“My friends are going to notice,” she said. “And I can’t just blame it all on menopause. I’m not there yet.”

“Maybe just say you have a flu?” I asked. 

“No, that’ll scare them,” mom said, leaning over, her face pulling toward the camera and her lovely dark hair flowing over the screen. “Ohhh...”

“Does it feel good?” I asked. “Remember, you can’t touch yourself unless I say.”

“It does feel good,” Mom whispered, her eyes tight shut. “When they started talking about you, I could see that some of them really did think you—ah—that you were attractive, and it made me so, I don’t’ know...”

“Jealous?”

“No,” she said, before lifting herself up and breathing heavily against the back of a stall. “Because I’ve already had your cock, and I know you’re not going to give it to anyone else unless I give you permission,” she said, smiling through the effort of keeping quiet. “How about that?” 

“Oh,” I said. “So, I get permission from you when you decide, and you get permission from me when I decide,” I said. “That sounds fair.”

Mom leaned forward again. I could tell one of her hands was smoothing down her front and pushing below her pelvis and between her legs.

“You don’t have permission to do that yet,” I said, “I want something more from you, I said, “right now.”

Mom lifted the camera and looked at it sternly, or at least, she tried to. The arousal was making it hard for her to keep any sort of straight face. Now she had her mouth open, almost panting, her cheeks bright as she struggled to keep herself from showing just how good the egg was working on her favorite places. “Well,” she said, “if I can’t touch myself, then I won’t show you anything.” She was breathing fast, each breath shallow and suppressed.

“Okay, then if you pull down your shirt,” I said, eager, “Then maybe I’ll let you rub yourself. Over your pants. Deal?”

“Deal.” Mom immediately tugged down at the hem of her shirt. And sure enough, the bra she ware was little more than a mesh net that was more like stocking material than an actual bra. It held her breasts, just barely, while her shirt had to be pulled down, stretching down and to the top of her tummy in order to show me the fullness of her bust. 

“More,” I said. She rolled her eyes, and then shuddered from the way the egg worked at her, and then she tugged down the thin bra that wasn’t, and then I could see her breasts again, swollen, the tips no longer light coral pink but now a heated, blushing red, swollen, her nipples stiff from the excitement. She took a nipple between her fingers and rolled it, sighing, trying to keep herself calm and collected and under control.

I turned up the egg. To nine, and mom’s eyes flared open and she leaned back, and put her hand down between her legs. 

She rubbed while pointing the camera at her face, her tits, pulling her arm back so I could see the way her palm rubbed at where her clit was, the way she shook and shuddered, feverishly trying to touch herself while the egg brought her closer from the inside.

“I’m so wet,” she said, her voice tight. “I’m worried I’m going to be so wet that they’re going to see it—”

“Then pull down your pants,” I said, my cock throbbing in my hand as I jerked over the show.

“Okay,” she said, biting her lip. Her hand went down and tugged her leggings low. Her bare legs, pale and firm and her bottom round and visible even from the front, all pushed together as she leaned forward, trying desperately to push more pleasure against her clit by bringing her legs together. She then pulled down her panties, and brought the camera lower. 

Her cunt was a lovely bright pink at the slit. Her pubic hair was shaven this time, her lips were plump and between them, a rich pink that was clear and dripping with her juices. I marveled at it, even as her pussy seemed to let go of one tiny drop after the other, running in a slow trickle down one leg, clinging to her bottom where it connected behind her. 

It was beautiful.

“Okay,” I relented. “You can touch yourself now.”

I waited for her to bring the camera up and then for her hand to go down, and then she was rubbing at her bare pussy, her fingers kneading away at her clit, massaging her lips, her mouth open and a low groan coming from between her teeth as the egg shook inside of her and combined with her touching herself to make her tighten, strain, even against the stall wall. “Oh, god,” she muttered, “When they started talking about you, I thought about your cock, and the way we fucked in that hotel before you went back to the campus—ohh—and how—ugh—I let you fuck my ass—”

“Yeah,” I replied, my mouth dry, my cock humming with the strain and getting close. “Go on.”

“I just wanted you to do it again,” she groaned, “I wanted you to fuck my ass again... oh god... it’s so dirty, letting my son, my honey, put himself inside me... I wanted your cum in there, too... where I never ever let your father do it...”

“You want me to fuck you again, don’t you?” I asked. “You want me to fuck you and to cum inside, my semen to replace dad’s, don’t you?”

“Yes—” mom hissed. “Of course—I don’t want his, I want yours, I want you inside... ohhh I want you inside—”

I turned up the egg to its maximum setting. “You’re going to let me cum inside you again when I see you, right?” I asked. 

Mom was making a silent howl. “Fuck! Of course... yes, honey, of course I will—”

“I’m going to fill you up, all of you,” I said, “I’m going to fill every hole of yours—”

“And I want you to—” Mom was half crying now. “I want to taste it—I want to feel it on my tongue, Brett, and I want you to cum all over my breasts and inside my pussy, I want you to put a baby in me—”

That drove me over the edge.

“Oh—Fuck—” I started to cum, and mom did too.

“Unhh!” Mom was now squeezing her legs together, as hard as she could, while her hands were locked in between her legs, and I could see her body shaking, the shuddering loss of control as her legs buckled and as she slid down against the stall wall and to the floor, almost, and I could hear a sudden splash against the ground, as mom gasped and, shaking, tried quickly to stand back up. “Oh my god—” she said, suddenly clear and embarrassed, “I just–I think I squirted—”

The thought plunged me through another orgasm and I came for what felt like twice as long as I normally did, imagining the simultaneous filling of mom’s holes, her squirting on my cock, and then my cum, rising up inside of her and into her womb and then into the deepest parts other, to breed her.

I choked as I realized... I really wanted to breed my mother.

To see her belly swollen, pregnant. From my seed.

The surge of power that would be over dad was...

“I want to have babies with you too,” I said, unable to stop myself.

Then it was quiet in the bathroom.

Mom and I were then panting, our breath together as we looked at each other through the screen, realizing that we still had to wait for over three weeks before I could get home.

And that was far, far too long.
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As much as I wanted to continue playing with mom and the egg and getting to witness all of the ways she could cum, miles away, the simple fact was that the end of the school year meant responsibilities. And a great many of them.

The most pressing of them all was finals.

Three weeks of hell followed. I barely had time to jerk off on my own, much less to focus on mom and the egg and everything else. It was a shame, but I mean, I promised that I’d get my degree and that I’d actually apply myself, so that’s what I did.

Finals week came, and mom promised that if I could get good enough grades, that she’d have a surprise for me, something special when I got back. So I studied harder than I’d ever studied before, and blazed through my finals, acing more than I thought I would. The results came back that evening, and I sent screenshots of the page to mom. She called me almost immediately.

“You did it!!” Nora was overjoyed and practically screaming. “Brett, oh my god—you’ve never had grades like this.”

“I’ve never really had a reason to try that hard,” I said, sheepish. 

“Oh. That’s why you studied,” mom said, teasing me. “Not like you had a future. Just for your mother and the promises she gave for doing well, huh?”

“I guess so.” 

I couldn’t wait to get out. Packing didn’t require too much; a lot of the stuff was cheap and second hand anyway, so it mostly went to a thrift store. The rest of my belongings, anything actually necessary was barely able to fit into the car, and then I made the long, long drive back. Eight hours. Jeeze. 

I made it home in the early afternoon, after deciding that I wanted to get back as soon as possible. It’s not easy waking up at four so you can be on the road at five, and it definitely wasn’t easy choosing to pack everything the night before and to only leave a sleeping bag as the last piece of furniture that you’d pack into the car, so I was sore and tired to begin with. But I wanted to get back sooner. I didn’t even tell mom.

Once I pulled into the driveway, I turned off the car and leaned back, closing my eyes and wanting to sleep in the driveway. Except that I couldn’t. Like I said, it was almost wanting to sleep, not actually wanting it. What I really wanted was Nora.

I got out, knocked on the door, and waited.

I could hear footsteps from inside, just a few, and then they stopped as they came up to the door, and right as I imagined mom was looking through, I heard a gasp, and then she threw the door open. “Brett!” Mom was ecstatic, and fuck, she was sexy. She had these jeans on that were tight on her legs, high-waisted, and a long-sleeved shirt that was slow cut around her chest, her earrings were in, her makeup was done, and then she was in my arms.

“How’d you get here so fast? Are you hungry?” She nestled in my chest and I felt her body, soft and warm and loving pressing up against me. It felt insane to be home. It felt like heaven.

“I had some food on the road,” I said. What was more pressing was my cock pressing up against her tummy. She pulled back and looked down at it, pushing up and through my pants, and then she looked back to me.

“It’s only four,” mom said, awareness dawning on her face.

“And dad’s not home until six, at least,” I said, eyes locked on hers “I’m going to be honest, mom. I haven’t cum in days.”

She immediately tugged me up the stairs.

“I thought I’d have to work this surprise around your father’s work schedule tomorrow, and that we’d have to wait, but—” she was panting excitedly as she pulled me into her bedroom, “now’s the time. We won’t normally be able to use my bedroom, just in case he snoops, but this is special—come here—” Her hands were pulling up my shirt, my hands went to her waist, unbuttoning her pants, and soon we were tearing our clothes off, the subtle cold smell of their bedroom filling me with nostalgia as to when I was younger. This place used to be forbidden.

It used to be dad’s.

I tugged down my pants and Nora pulled her shirt off of herself, and I reached for her chest, almost tearing her bra off, and then she was nude, my lovely mother, voluptuous and fit, her ass the perfect round shape that made all men hunger for her and her heavy breasts that were still firm and perky despite their size, her flat tummy and her soft arms and hands that were running up and down my body. I pressed my cock, stiff and aching, against her smooth belly and pulled her close and she lifted her head, allowing me to taste her mouth and she was looking up at me with heavy lids, her breath loose and her eyes closing as I tasted her after a long, long fucking time. 

Her hand smoothed down my stomach and I felt her take my cock, and grip it, moving her hand to masturbate me while I moved my own fingers down, tracing her soft tummy and feeling at the bit of stubble that had grown since the last time I saw her pussy, and then lower, to the plump lips of her cunt, and then in—the hot wet of her opening taking my fingers as they explored into her and Nora’s mouth went to my ear and breathed into it, sharp, higher as my fingers explored her deeper, the pressure and warmth around my fingers exploring her sudden wetness that came from her excitement.

Mom couldn’t wait. She pushed me back and onto the bed, and as I settled onto it she climbed over me, the tips of her breasts tracing up my body and then she settled herself over me, her breasts in my face, and as I took one into my mouth and tasted her nipple, sucking deeply to pull her nipple out and to harden it, tasting the milky scent of her, I could feel her legs straddling my waist, and her hand gripping me again, guiding me as her hips pushed downward, until the head of my cock kissed at her slit and suddenly—she pulled herself down, impaling herself on me, and like a flash of fire she was on me, around me, holding me inside, her breathing uncontrolled and panting, my own cock throbbing inside of her. Nora rode me, hard, immediately, her hands gripping my shoulders and her body, excited and wanting and tensed from all of her waiting, ground on me, her hips rocking over me and my cock swimming inside of her hot juices as her pussy clenched on me. 

I was inside my mother again—finally united, her breath synced with mine and her body achingly, panickingly bucking over me as she fought to move my cock inside of her as fast as she could make it. I helped, reaching down and gripping her by her ass and pulling, pushing her on my cock, letting the girth massage her from the inside, the length stirring upward and deeper into her, my own hips shoving myself into her as she rode me. Nora was responding to each movement with a whine, almost as if she were crying with each inch of my cock that slipped in and out, and as our hips would get closer and grind together, she would bite her lip and moan and bring herself closer to me, pressing her breasts against my chest. “Come on baby—” she begged, “I missed you—give it to me, give me your cum, Brett—I missed you so much—”

I couldn’t help myself—things were moving too quickly, and so I used the momentum of the bounce of my parent’s bed, bringing my mother higher and letting my balls tighten freely as I fucked her, merciless in how I treated her cunt. 

In the desperate moments, I was reaching the edge, both of us sweating and tasting each other’s salts as we kissed and licked at each other, her body shaking and giving itself up to my hands as I moved her myself and fucked her on top of me. She was moaning, unable to hold herself back as her pussy sucked at my cock and as I felt her juices continue to flow around me, lubing everything up faster, her cunt now throbbing and squeezing me, until I was getting close—-too damn close—

“Fuck—Nora—” I said, trying to regain control. “It’s about to—”

“Come on,” Mom begged me, “Don’t stop—don’t stop—I’m so close—”

I felt myself start to cum, start to let go, the dam was breaking. Mom’s hips were moving now, bucking over me and causing the bed to rock and squeak as she impaled herself on me over and over, and then—it surged upward in me and my cock exploded inside of her. My eyes rolled back as I abandoned myself to the animalism of it, as mom also kept going, my cock overstimulating and her pussy milking it further, beyond that I thought I could take, as her own body suddenly rippled with orgasm. I could hear her screaming through my own groans and suddenly she was quivering, tightening, her hands on my chest and her nails digging hard into my chest as I came inside my own mother, unable to stop, my cock squirting more and more of myself inside of her and into her womb.

Then it was quiet.

My vision started to return after a moment, while mom’s sweaty, warm body smothered my face with her breasts. I took in the scent of them, the taste of her skin, the sound of her breathing, still shivering as her body dealt with the orgasm and calmed itself.

“We did it in what used to be his bed, you know,” she whispered in my ear. “Did you know I haven’t fucked him on this bed in months and months? Ever since before we went to Belize,” her words were silvery in my ear. “Now you’ve replaced him, Brett. You’ve replaced your dad and now I’m yours...” Nora was content in her whispering.

I stroked her back, feeling the softness of her hair and felt my cock trickling inside of her. Her body moved slow, smooth, as if squeezing the last bits of my semen into her. Where our hips were together, where her legs were straddling me, it felt so wet and warm, my cum mixing with her juice and smeared all over us as we lay together and let the minutes pass.

Eventually, mom got up, pulling herself off of me and walking, her hips swaying and her lovely round bottom shifting with each step toward her bathroom. She wiped herself up in there, came back, and settled into the bed. I could feel tissues wiping my hips, my cock, her mouth settling over the head and enveloping it. Her mouth was warm, and as she gently sucked the last remnants of my semen from me, I cradled her face in my hands, and ran my fingers through her hair.

Once she settled back in, I got up and went to the bathroom. It had a little window that oversaw the front of the house, the street, the driveway.

I blinked, not sure if I was seeing things correctly.

I had to double check myself. I had my phone with me, and took a look. It was definitely too early for dad to be back. Except...

He was.

He got out of his car, and strode up the walkway.

I burst back into the bedroom. Mom sat up quickly, confused as to why I was pointing outside. “Dad—he’s back—” I said, trying to make it clear, except the message drove itself home when he came through the front door. 

“Holy shit—” mom gasped, and looked around, frantic. “Where’s my clothes—”

What the fuck was I going to do? I could hear his shoes stomping up the steps; he didn’t even take the time to take off his shoes—

I grabbed my underwear, my pants, and threw mom hers; she struggled to put her panties on and I stopped at their door before deciding that I only had one chance to make it out of the bedroom before dad saw—if I tried to go out the door, and into the hall above the stairs, dad would definitely see, so that only left...

The bathroom window. Overlooking the street.

This was crazier, most definitely, but I didn’t really have a choice. I ran into the bathroom, still holding my clothes, and tugged the window open, and climbed through it, right as I heard mom’s bedroom door slam open.

“Who’s been in here?” I heard dad roaring as I made it onto the roof. The shingles were hot and rough on my feet, and there was a breeze, and what topped all of it was that I was fucking naked up there. 

I leaped off the edge of the roof and into the side of our yard—I didn’t see anyone on the street while I was up there but hoped that the full five seconds of my emergence out of the window and then disappearing escaped notice. I could hear mom yelling back at him, dad screaming more, and as I ducked through the bushes in our lawn, I hoped to god that the sliding glass door was unlocked. Holding all my clothes to me I managed to make it there without stepping on anything sharp, opened the sliding glass door, and then went inside, putting my clothes on as fast as I could. 

Dad was raging, uncontrolled upstairs. “I know somebody was fucking here—I know what I smell, I know you’re fucking somebody—”

I jumped up the stairs, and got to the entryway of their room. “Yo!” I yelled, “what the fuck is going on?”

Mom and dad froze and turned to look at me. Mom had a sheet covering her chest. Dad was standing awkwardly off the side of the bed.

“I was just taking a nap,” mom said, holding perfectly still. “I don’t know what your father’s on about.”

“I—” Dad looked between us and then fixed on me. “When the fuck did you get here?”

“Hours ago,” I said. “I’m... I’m parked in the driveway. You didn’t see?”

Dad shook his head, and then went out to the bathroom window. And he balked at it, turning to mom. “Why the fuck is this open?”

“It was warm in here,” mom said. “It’s summer, Ross.”

Dad poked his head out and saw my car. He then ran out and down to the front, and I followed him out to my car. He put his hand on the hood. “It’s not... it’s not hot,” he said to himself. He looked back up at the open window. “Huh.”

“Dad, you good?” I asked. 

He stared at me and said, “you’ve been home for a bit,” he said. “Anything weird happen before I got here?”

“No,” I said. “I mean, I got here and napped on the couch. I guess mom took a nap too. What’s going on?”

Dad put a hand to his head. “I... I had a neighbor keep an eye on when strange cars showed up here. And when I got the news that somebody parked... I don’t...”

“I parked.”

“I know.” He put his hand over his face. “And I didn’t even see your car.”

That evening, we all had a conversation about how all the men in the family somehow, for the life of them, could not see what was in front of them. From a bottle of ketchup in the fridge to their son’s car.

“I was so sure I had you, too,” dad muttered while he ate his dinner. 

“What was that?” Mom asked, not having heard.

“Nothing. Good work on your finals, son,” dad said, cutting his steak like it was a living bear that was trying to maul him.
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Coming back home, I can say that mom and dad’s dynamic was a hell of a lot different than before. It used to be that mom and dad slept in the same room, the same bed, and that most of their tasks more or less meshed. Mom would get the chores and housework done during the day, and at night, when dad would get back, we would have a family dinner, a bit of socializing time together, maybe a movie, and then everyone would filter off to get ready for bed.

Today, however, things were different. Very, very different. I didn’t really hear too much while I was gone, but since we got back from Belize and dealt with some of his craziness, mom and dad basically became housemates. Not even roommates. Since dad slept in the guest room and mom had the whole of the master bedroom to herself, it was like there were now two households. One with mom, and then one with dad on the rare occasions that it was just him. Personally, I preferred it when it was just mom.

And you can’t fault me for that. 

After yesterday’s fucking insane adventure involving jumping out a window to avoid mom’s vengeful husband, I was ready to play things a little more safe. It’s not that I necessarily thought that mom and I couldn’t sneak around successfully, but more along the lines that dad was smart. He was the kind of guy who would find out a lie or anything else he wanted to know out of somebody, and frankly, I trusted him more to put forward the effort to find something than I did to hide something.

So I had to be careful. Way, way more careful than I would for any other circumstance.

Regardless, I woke up the next morning with a vicious hard-on and a single goal in mind. I was going to fuck Nora today until she was a screaming, dripping mess. Nothing, and I mean nothing, not dad, not a hurricane, nothing, was going to stop me from claiming her while dad was out.

I watched dad pull out of the driveway and figured it was safe to head down. When I got downstairs, mom was already cooking breakfast for me. “Good morning, sunshine,” mom said, over her shoulder as she cooked.

I skipped the pleasantries and went straight for her.

Mom was wearing a silk robe, the kind that was short, the kind that shone silvery and let the morning light glint off of it in the most brilliant ways. Mixed with her creamy skin, she was like the sun in the kitchen, and I had to get a taste of her—before breakfast. 

“Woah, honey—” mom turned behind her as I moved in close, feeling her shoulders, sliding my hands down her waist. “I’m still cooking—I need a second to—”

I knelt and instead of listening, I pushed my face against her ass and felt the warmth and softness beneath the smoothness of her robe. Mom looked down with only the slightest bit of hesitation as I dove under the hem of it, pulling it up, finding only a pair of panties underneath. I went for them, pulling at the thin cotton and dragging it downward over her legs. 

“Honey,” mom said, quietly, “don’t you want to wait until after breakfast?”

“Nope.”

As I pulled them down, her pussy came into view, sweet and pink and beautiful. I couldn’t help myself, I spread her pussy lips apart and took a blissful look inside of her, carefully appreciating her color, the shine of her wetness, and then—I moved up and put my lips onto hers, and licked at her. I could hear mom take in a halted breath above me, and then I felt one of her hands on my head, going through my hair, stroking me while I explored her insides, tasting her, finally getting a time of relaxed and unhurried exploration. Mom’s legs pushed closer together, sealing my face up close to her labia, so I licked upward, until I found the soft nub above her pussy lips. I drank in her taste, took in her sighs, tongued at her clit, felt her cunt grow wetter, felt the slow drip of her juices flowing as I licked, and licked, and explored her body as fully as I could. My hands were smoothing up behind her legs, grabbing onto her lovely, plush ass and its firmness, my fingers spreading her cheeks, pushing in deeper, feeling around her body while she adjusted, trying with one side of her mind to cook and the other to feel me and my own enjoyment of her. 

Soon, both of her hands were on my head, her legs spread a bit, her body settled against the counter as she allowed me to really orally explore inside of her. Mom whined as my tonguing grew more frantic. My cock was throbbing, and I pulled it out, touching myself just a little while bathing my face in her scent, until I heard mom gasp, and then draw to the side, pulling my face from between her thighs. “What’s—”

“The potatoes—shit—” I pulled back and saw that mom had somehow managed to scoop some of the food out of the pan and onto the stovetop. Mom’s flushed face was covered by one hand while she tried to move the skillet, to disentangle the food from the burner element, dealing with the rising smoke, distracted and her mind scrambled from the pleasure of the last few minutes. She was breathing heavily, a little disoriented. The hem of her robe was still hiked up, her pussy lips glistening even as her legs pressed together.

I got up and smoothed behind her. 

“Sorry,” I said. “Maybe I can cook instead?”

Mom sighed, looking at the food, and said, “well, considering I knew this would happen, I’m going to say this was more my fault. How about you go... sit at the table. And I’ll salvage these. You want some eggs too?”

Hell, yeah I did.

While we sat and ate, mom told me a little more about how dad had been. 

“He wasn’t mean, per-se,” she said, as if it were a topic she’d rather avoid. “He’s more concerned with the idea of control, I guess. He’s not done anything to scare me yet. But in a way, I think he’s still of the opinion that he can still make me do what he wants, and that a little time to myself is going to somehow prove that I need him.”

“And do you?” I asked.

“Technically,” mom said, looking at me with a bit of tiredness. “In all fairness, he does pay for everything.”

That jogged my memory. I thought back and told mom about his little speech, about what made marriage, marriage, the whole concept of pussy for money. Mom looked darkly at me while I explained dad’s philosophy and told her a little more about how he flipped the fuck out at me after his little speech. 

“Be honest with me, Brett,” mom said, seriously. “I can see your father in you, and I think it’s pretty obvious you two at least have a similar mental frame, though obviously, you guys value some very, very different things. If you felt that your wife might be sleeping with somebody else, which, she definitely is, how do you think you’d react?”

“Well...” I thought about it for a second. “I’d probably have to kill whoever it was that was with my wife.”

“Hm.” Mom stared at her plate, pondering, while I ate my own food. 

“What are you thinking?” I asked.

“I’m thinking that maybe, we need to be more careful of your father than I thought,” she said, her eyes narrow and focused in front of her. “I guess I was trying to say earlier, that he doesn’t seem mean, exactly. But there’s something in him that’s... I don’t know. It’s building something.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, think about it this way,” mom said, her voice careful. “If he was ready to fight his own son before you left, and now he’s got neighbors spying on the house for him, do you think that perhaps he’d do... more?”

I hadn’t thought of it that way yet. 

“I mean,” mom continued, “I’m just saying that we’re not seeing him do too much. We’re seeing a little, only after he acts on something. Like when he came home so fast yesterday. You don’t think he has more planned, do you?”

“Maybe.”

The conversation stalled. Now both of us were worried. “I’m going to get everything cleaned up,” mom said, standing. 

“Let me help you,” I offered.

While we cleaned the kitchen from top to bottom, I took my fill of watching Nora, enjoying the way her robe hiked up around her ass whenever she’d reach upward, and marveling at the delicate crux of her legs, the soft pink of her pussy hidden behind her panties, and whenever she faced me, I stared at her breasts. It was like seeing them after a long, long time. They looked so soft, so abundant. So... heavy. She would lean over the counter, scrubbing at a spot, and her breasts would heave upward, rocking just below her, as she put the effort into scrubbing with her whole body. My cock went rock solid watching her, seeing her perspire the smallest bit with the stubborn burn on the stove from where the potatoes spilled over while I was eating her out. 

I can’t say I wasn’t tempted to go make more messes if it meant I could watch her clean them up. I mean, that would have been disrespectful. 

When we were finished, I went for her again, hoping to tear open her robe and to feat my eyes on her bare chest, but as I got close, mom lifted a finger and put her hand against my chest. “Not so fast, honey. You have yard work to do.”

Sure enough, she got dressed and then had me ‘fix’ the entire backyard. For whatever reason, dad decided that he wasn’t going to hire landscapers. I think it had to do with his paranoia that one of the workers would be a little too attractive for his wife, so they were done, as well as the sixty-year old sole proprietor pool maintenance guy that cleaned our pool every summer and made sure it was working.

So it was all me now. I went out, and got to work, weeding, tearing out brush, digging at stumps, washing down walkways, dealing with the leftover piles of wood chips that had been left here from when the landscapers did their final half-job before dad made them stop with revitalizing all the mulch. 

Several hours later, as I was finishing up, mom was standing in the sliding glass door area, sunglasses on, and a thin sun robe on her body. She was wearing a gorgeous swimsuit underneath, one of the ones from Belize, aqua, blended with floral themes, emphasizing her curves and pushing up her breasts to make them draw every possible eye to them. I marveled at how deep the crevice of her breasts seemed to go down, and watched, hesitantly, to see if she really was going to come out here and to linger while I was working.

“No need to stare,” mom said, waving me off as if I were just a worker on her property. “Don’t you have a little more to do?”

I leaned on the shovel I was using to dig out a root ball. “It’s going to be hard to work with you hanging out,” I said honestly. 

“That sounds so terrible.”

Mom set herself up by our pool, and while the pool itself wasn’t ready for people to swim in, that didn’t mean mom couldn’t recline by the water’s edge. She carefully set herself up on a beach chair and stretched out in the sun, her legs pointing straight out, the delicate points of her feet pointing far and straight while her hands rose up above her head, stretching, arching, like a ballerina, before she relaxed on the recliner and allowed the sun to make her skin gleam.

It was funny, how pale mom was. Even after Belize, when it was all swimsuits and sun, she only got the slightest bit pink after all of it. Even in the summer here back in the states, she managed to go back to that perfect, ivory pale that was so intensely alluring about her when we were out of the country.

I tried, desperately, to work at the same pace that I was before, but unfortunately, it’s extremely hard to when you glance over to the smoking hot milf watching you. I couldn’t tell if she was really watching me, exactly. She had her sunglasses on, and only occasionally would she move, sitting up, reclining, sipping at a little glass of juice that she had brought out while I worked. 

The last straw was while I was trying to get the root ball out. It was locked into the ground, with more root than I could reach from how the hole was dug, and after fighting with it for a solid half hour, I happened to glance over to mom and...

Her body was stretched across the recliner again, her hands up and haloed around her head, her dark hair swept behind her and serving as a dark background to her pale skin, even down to her shoulders. What was incredible, was that she had peeled the straps of her shoulders down, not just down her arms so that she could get her shoulders but... instead, she had pulled the entire top part of the swimsuit, exposing not just the tops of her breasts, not just the tips of her areolas, but instead, the whole of them. Her breasts were shining in the full sun, the delicate coral pink of her nipples bright, the swell of her pale breasts unmissable. 

I straightened up. I couldn’t help but marvel. Mom watched me smugly from under her sunglasses.

“Surprised?” She asked. 

“A little.”

“I used to do this when you were out at school,” she said, off handedly. “Of course, when you were much younger, you were home all summer, so that meant I couldn’t really do this. It was too scandalous.”

“They’re beautiful,” I croaked.

“Oh?” Mom let one hand drift down across her chest. She traced her fingers along the center, and then caressed one areola. I started toward her, but she lifted her hand and told me to stop. “No... you just get to watch and work, while I rest here.” She leaned back. “That’s what I pay you for, isn’t it, pool boy?” 

My cock ached in my shorts. I can’t say I wasn’t excited about this little game she wanted to play. “Of course, Mrs. Robinson.”

Mom smiled, excited. “Ooh, you remembered!” She sighed and leaned back, lifting her glass. Her fingernail tapped on it. “My drink, pool boy.”

“Yes, ma’am.” I brought her a new juice, and as I dropped it in her hand, she pushed her chest up, and looked at me haughtily from behind her sunglasses. “What, did you expect a tip?” She grinned.  She subtly turned her body back and forth, making her breasts gently roll from one side to the next. I was transfixed, watching the momentum of her firm tits, swinging as her thank you to me. I licked my lips. More than anything, I wanted to see them, moving up and down as I fucked her, maybe flat on her back and with enough force to make them ripple. I wanted to lean down and bite the nipples with my teeth, to taste them, to squeeze them together and to shove my cock between them, oiled up—

“You’re staring,” she said, waving me off. “Why don’t you do the pool next?”

The heat of the day was growing. Maybe it had to do with the fact that it was the high summer, so I went to the hose spigot and sprayed myself off, getting the bark and dust off me.  I could see mom adjusting her sunglasses as I washed off, and when I took off my shirt, she lifted her sunglasses and rested them on her head. 

Getting the pool cleaned was a matter of slow netting, and once I popped a new tablet of chorine into the machine, I went to the slow task of netting everything, letting the time and the water drift by while mom watched me, focused on how I moved everything. I’m not going to lie. I was watching her the whole time, admiring her breasts, my cock stiff and aching underneath my shorts. I knew she saw them, because every once in a while, I’d see her head tip down, and then her body would move, a ripple of reaction that started with her head and writhed through her until I could see her curling her toes down, her body turning with anticipation. 

“How much am I being paid for this?” I asked. “It looks like this pool hasn’t been worked on in a long, long time.”

“I can think of a few ways to pay you,” mom said, playful. “Cash or credit?”

“Yes ma’am,” I said, going back to work. 

“Will the pool be ready today?” Mom asked, trying to sound as snooty as possible. “You’re taking an awfully long time.”

“It should be done today,” I said, scooping out more leaves. “Do you plan on using it?” 

“I plan on making the fullest use of it,” she said, quietly. “If you’re able to do a good job, I might even let you get into the pool while I’m in it.”

“Yes ma’am,” I replied.  I refocused, and mom left to go get something and then returned with a popsicle. The bright red of it stood out against her skin, and she lifted it to her mouth, first kissing the tip, and gently stroking it with her tongue. 

If my cock was hard before, it was fucking hard as a rock now. Mom slowly sucked at the popsicle and watched me, her legs shifting underneath her. She occasionally ran a hand upward, smoothing over one breast, delicately touching at one of her nipples before the she slid the popsicle deep into her mouth, until she would let it bump against the back of her throat, before pulling it back, all the way, and then sliding it in all the way. Occasionally she’d suck and pull back, causing it to make a juicy popping noise, and sometimes, she’d let her saliva pool up, and make a soft, wet slurp as she simulated it covered in... fluid. All the while she watched me, all the while I watched her, all the while the subtle machine noise of the pool pump ran an undercurrent of noise.

The popsicle was getting small. I thought for sure she was going to simply eat the rest and then find something else to tease me with, but instead, my jaw dropped as she let the tip of the popsicle drift down, and then trace all along her breasts, in a smooth, red, sticky line.

“Oh no,” she said, her eyes locked on mine. “I need this cleaned up.”

I didn’t want to run to it too fast. But she was fixed on me, and I felt this magnetic pull, bringing me closer to her, until I was standing next to her, the popsicle again in her mouth, and a beautiful swirl of sugar across her breasts. 

“Would you like me to get that, Mrs. Robinson?”

She cocked her head and brought a finger to her chest. “I don’t know... can you clean it off of me with a single lick?”

I knelt down, my knees on the hard concrete, and my face fell into her breasts, the sweet taste of the popsicle melting with the milky clean of her tits. My tongue drifted over her, and I didn’t lift it, instead choosing to listen to her breath, the slow movement of it growing faster as my tongue stroked over the smooth skin, the sweet flavor disappearing, her breathing growing more languid and loose and full...

“How about...” mom said, her voice tight... “How about I take you inside so I can get your money...”

I stood up. “Yes ma’am.” 

She got up as well, tying her top behind her back, hiding away those beautiful breasts that I had just clicked clean. “Oh—by the way, you did say the pool was ready, right?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Good enough to swim in—”

She pushed me, hard with her foot, and I fell back and into the water. When I resurfaced, I could see her laughing, her hand over her mouth and the empty glass elegantly held below her waist. “Don’t spend too long in there,” she said, giggling. “I do have a... check for you, in the kitchen.”

I got out of the pool and followed mom in. She stopped me at the door. “You’re soaked,” she said, chiding me. “You’re going to have to take all that off before I can let you inside”

“I feel like you’re taking advantage of me,” I said, playing along. “I’m just trying to make some money here.”

“And I,” Nora said, walking away, her hips swaying and her ass making a delicious ripple with each step, “am so, so hungry for a little something....” She turned to me, a finger pulling along her lower lip. “Maybe if you feed me a little something, I’ll be able to concentrate enough to write you a check...”

I ripped off my clothes and came inside. She watched my cock bobbing up and down with each of my steps, and she set her sunglasses down on the counter, studying my cock with interest. “Oh. There’s a strange, naked man in my kitchen. Maybe I should call the police.”

“Maybe,” I said, stepping over to her, pressing my cock against the side of her thigh, “I’m angry that you’re not going to pay me.”

“Ohh—” Nora shivered and turned toward me, pushing her hip against me, hard. “What are you going to do? Are you just going to take it from me?”

“Of course.”

My hand went to the back of her neck, and as she sighed with the way I held it, I gently guided her face down, pulling her to kneel on the kitchen floor. Once she was on her knees, my cock bobbing in front of her, she looked up at me, brushed her hair behind her ears, and then opened her mouth. She moaned as she took the length of my cock into her mouth, and the instant I could feel her tongue rubbing along the bottom of my cock, I was lost too. Mom carefully pushed herself closer, taking more of my shaft over her tongue. She sucked at it, looking up, her beautiful blue eyes watching me while her mouth slurped around my cock. I could feel her lightly sucking at the head, her tongue slipping up from underneath to tonguing at the tip, before going back to sloppily sucking my cock down and letting it push against her throat. 

Since I could reach the string of her swimsuit, I untied it, let it fall from her chest, watched as the fabric pulled down from the voluptuous gravity of her breasts, and still peeled lower, and lower, and lower down her body as she blew me. My cock was throbbing by this point in her mouth, and I couldn’t help but grip her by the hair, to rock her face back and forth so I could fuck her mouth, and when things were getting stronger, more tense, more heavy, I found myself thrusting, listening to her throat swallowing, trying to accept it as I fucked into her mouth. 

Her hands were playing with me, holding my ass, fondling my balls, her fingers delicately massaging them and pulling on them while her mouth worked to draw me closer. 

Her eyes were closed, her face in a state of relaxed concentration as she swallowed my cock, until suddenly her eyes went wide. She froze. And then pulled back, a bit of saliva clinging to her lips and falling away as she looked behind her.

“Your father’s home—” she said.

“What?” I couldn’t believe it. “How are you so—”

I could hear the doorknob turning. 

In the frenzy and panic of those two seconds it took for dad to open the door, I had somehow managed to shoot up the stairs and into my room.

Mom, last I saw, was tying up the top of her swimsuit, and I hoped, my heart racing, that it was fast enough to avoid any suspicion from dad.

Luckily, I could soon hear him downstairs, talking to mom as if nothing were going on.  I put on some new clothes and made my way downstairs.

“It’s just security,” dad said, unapologetically as he carried a bundle of boxes in his hands. 

“What security?” I asked.

“Just some cameras,” he said, holding up a little wireless camera and looking excited than I had seen him in years. “This place is about to become more secure than Fort Knox.”
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“You came home early,” mom said, stunned, “so you could install cameras, all by yourself?”

“Well, I wasn’t going to pay these technicians to do it,” dad said, affronted. “Besides. It’s not difficult. Just a bit of wiring. Just a bit of... screwing.”

Mom looked at me briefly, the last bit of blush from our little bit of play vanishing from her face. 

“Where are all of these going?” I asked, trying to figure out just how far dad would go.

“Oh, god damn, everywhere,” dad said, dropping off the boxes along various points around our doors. “Windows, the entry, really you can’t be too safe, can you?”

“Ross,” mom was looking a little angry. “You’re not seriously installing all of these inside the house, are you?”

“No, not all of them. Just some. The rest are going on the perimeter so that I can keep an eye on what’s going on outside. You know, in case any weird cars show up.”

“You know that was Brett’s car, and you know that this is entirely unnecessary,” mom said, protesting, but dad shrugged and went on, not at all caring about how mom gawked with disbelief. 

“I can’t help it,” dad said with mock concern. “Is it really so wrong of me to want to make sure that my family is safe?”

The way he said all of this made me suspicious that he knew something that he didn’t before. Call it paranoia, but judging by the way he said screw, and by the way he referred to family, I wasn’t sure. Dad could have also just been fucking with us to see if we knew anything, so I tried to keep looking normal. 

I went past him, found my wet clothes, and took them to the washing machine before he could notice, his face stuck to a manual while he held up a series of electronics and clips and wires and tried to figure out how it all was supposed to connect with each other. “Fuckin cheap ass shit—” I heard him say as he struggled to connect a couple of plugs together. 

Now, I wasn’t about to help him. But I did have a very vested interest in finding exactly where he was putting all this up, so I made a careful count of the cameras that he had in his initial box, and decided I’d wait until he was done installing to make notes on what he had set up. Hopefully, I could figure out the blind spots and do something to make sure that mom and I could still use the house for our fun, but the possibilities were slipping away.

How the fuck was I going to enjoy the summer if I couldn’t even go skinny dipping with Nora? 

It seemed like everything was getting fucked up now, and I wasn’t sure how to overcome it. At some point during dad’s work, mom came over to me, dressed in her normal daytime clothes. “This is a problem,” she whispered.

“I know.”

“What are you going to do?”

I mused for a little while. “We might just have to go out a lot.”

“And where,” mom said, her hand reaching down and grabbing my package, “are we going to use this?”

“There might be blind spots,” I explained, “we might be able to find a spot where—”

“Do you know how wide the lenses are?” She asked.

I admitted that I didn’t. 

“You know what would be terrible,” she said, thinking, “Is if we thought we had a blind spot figured out, but the camera was so wide that it could see us anyway.”

“Damn,” I said. “Yeah. That wouldn’t work.”

“So,” Mom said, trying to get me to think harder. “We need something better.”

I spent the whole afternoon and evening trying to brainstorm some kind of way around the cameras. With everything blocked off, there was no chance I was going to be able to enjoy Nora. Hope was fading as fast as dad fumbled together his camera setup.

Over dinner, I asked dad if I could have access to the cameras as well. Dad looked at me suspiciously. 

“No, I don’t think that’s.... necessary.” 

“Why not?” 

“You’re not going to live here too long,” he said, looking at his food. “So I don’t really need you to waste your time on it.”

“I’m supposed to protect the house too,” I said, trying to pressure him to give me just the smallest inch. 

“Yeah. And you’re also supposed to graduate, unlike your goddamn brothers.” He glared at mom as if it was her fault that they decided to be full on summer-of-love hippies. 

“I’ll graduate,” I said, getting pissed. Mom was eating silently and making eyes at me to get me to calm down. “And I’ll have all this time to study. You really don’t want me to know what’s going on around the house?”

Dad looked at me and narrowed his eyes. I hoped that I didn’t betray that I was a little too eager to at least look inside the setup that he had. He didn’t say anything more about it and instead finished his dinner without saying anything else, only occasionally looking up at me and glaring as his mind churned, no doubt about how I was somehow involved in his wife’s alleged unfaithfulness.

That evening, while dad was in his study, I went around the house and counted all the cameras I could see. There were twelve in the box, that was the amount of them that were included judging by the packaging. But when I went around the house, inside and out, there were only... eight.

When dad came downstairs for some dessert, I asked him, “You’re all done setting up, huh?” 

“Oh, not yet” he said, staring me down. “I’ve got a few secret spots I’d like to put them in. You know. Suspicious areas.” 

“Inside?” I asked. “Dad, this is overboard.”

“You put yourself in my shoes and I’ll tell you what’s overboard.”

“What the fuck are you hoping to catch? Hasn’t mom been complying with all your requests up to this point?”

Dad shrugged, still looking at me. His suspicion of me seemed to grow. “I’m not sure. Maybe it’s not my wife that I’m not trusting.”

My pulse skyrocketed with that. 

“What the fuck does that mean,” I asked.

“It means,” dad said, smiling, “I’m putting up some cameras in my house, where my son lives, so I can make sure my property remains... mine. Capiche?”

“Sure,” I said, walking off. 

Things were tense around the house for the next few days. At first, it wasn’t the strain of having to hold back all of everything I wanted to do to my mother, but more about the fact that I had no clue where the remaining cameras were. Now, that was a fucking problem. I didn’t know if he had managed to hide them somewhere in the house, or if he had set them up in an inconspicuous spot outside, or whether he had just put them away so we’d think they were somewhere mysterious. All I knew was that the house wasn’t a safe place to do everything for now, and mom and I were both struggling with dad’s new role as Big Brother.

A couple days went by, all my efforts to search remaining fruitless. The only thing I could find out about the camera system was that at least, there were no microphones included. If it was only images, then at least mom and I could still talk with each other without worrying about dad learning what the content was. 

“I’m going insane,” mom said, looking at me balefully over her lunch. “I’m not going to live in a house full of cameras. We need to do something.” 

“I could tear the cameras down,” I said, voicing a feeling I had been carrying for days. “And then I could go get a high-powered magnet or something, sweep it over the house and maybe that would disable any more?”

“That would drive Ross insane,” mom moaned, her head in her hands. “And then we’d all just be a house full of insane people.”

An idea popped into my head. 

“We could just... go out.” I said.

Mom scoffed.  “Out? Like where? You aren’t making enough to spend on me. We can’t get a hotel.” 

I thought about the gorgeous nature of Belize, and all the beauty and freedom that came with the place being so empty of people. The forests, the hidden places...

“I know exactly where we can go.,” I said, standing up. “Get some hiking shoes on. And a coat.”
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The road to Spruce Lake, once we got off the highway, was windy and quickly narrowed even as it clung to the hill. “What kind of park are we going to?” Mom asked, nervously. “It’s awfully mountainous out here.” 

“The internet said it was the kind of place that people didn’t really visit,” I said. “And that means...”

“It’s private,” mom finished, taking a deep breath. “God. I can’t believe we have to go out to the wilderness for this.” I couldn’t help but admire her regardless of the complaint. She had on a stylish coat over the rest of her clothes—jeans for the hike and a new shirt she had changed into. She brought a small pair of boots with her, and even though it wasn’t anything fancy, she was fucking hot with the way everything fit on her.

I thought some more about the situation at home. “I think dad will end up taking the cameras down at some point. He’ll get frustrated with it, right?”

Mom looked at me sadly as I turned into the parking lot. “I don’t think Ross will, honey. Something’s changed, something’s gone beyond any sort of repair. I’m not trying to say that it’s a sad thing that our marriage is in absolute ruins, but I am saying... things might change soon. I didn’t really explain this about your father, but while you were gone, he changed his schedule. Things were just... done differently. As if he were fully single. I think he’s done, and in a lot of ways, I think he’s gearing up for the paperwork.”

“A divorce?”

“Something like that. I’m sure the only reason he hasn’t gone through with it yet is that he’s trying to build up a case for why he needs to pay the absolute minimum for alimony.”

“Typical,” I said back.

Once we were parked, we got out, and took in the fresh air. The hills where the park sat were scattered with pines and spruces, the high altitude feeling crisp and dry. Surprisingly, since we were up higher, the temperature was cooler up here. It felt nice and brisk, the air tasting clean. After a last glance behind me to make sure that the parking lot was empty, I led mom on one of the trails that went out to the lake itself. It was a steep trail, at least for people like mom and I. The rocks were all loose in the soil and the angle of the rise made our shoes slip on occasion, but for the most part, we were heading downward. “Are you—sure this is the—right way?” Mom was getting tired, and no wonder. The trail was long and with all the ups and downs I was getting winded too.

“Yeah. It’s right over this spot here.” I knew based on the photos that were posted online about the place. “You’ll see.”

We crested the last ridge and mom’s jaw dropped. “Oh. Oh, wow.”

The lake stretched out, glittering and a deep blue. The hills surrounded it comfortably, as if cradling it, and there was a dry trail that ringed the water, with reeds and clusters of oaks in opportune spots around the water. “Do you want to check it out?” I asked. 

“Of course. Wow. Brett, this is gorgeous.” Mom followed me, taking my hand when I offered it to help her descend the ridge. 

The trail around the lake was flat, but the area I was looking for was straight ahead; on the other end of the lake, there was a grove so thick with leaves that you couldn’t see in, but from inside, you have a perfect view of the lake without much effort. In the entire park trail system, this was by far, the most private spot, with the greatest degree of privacy, and the greatest, longest time period where one could see somebody walking in their direction without being seen back. 

“I guess some lovebirds used this spot,” I said, explaining what I had learned to mom. “And college kids use this spot to privately fuck in the woods.”

“Christ,” mom said, laughing. “Is that what you have in mind here too?”

“Don’t you?” I asked.

Mom looked at me carefully, looking around at the inside of the grove. Now, the exterior of the grove showed a thick wall of dark oak leaves, meshed over each other in a thick pattern that made countless shadows inside. The wind pushed the grove around, making it sway, almost as one, while retaining a core of dark inside of it, where nobody could see anything from the outside, no movement, nothing.

But from inside, the grove was a glowing bright green, the undersides of the leaves shining with the sun filtering through them and letting the faintest bit of light to pass through the leaves. And from inside, I could see out onto the lake, from where the water started at the edge of the grove and out into the gentle lapping wave that tapped at the shore, if it could even be called waves. Inside, the rustle of the leaves smoothed everything over and gave a continuous wash of soothing sound. Mom stretched out her arms, looking up and into the leaves, and closed her eyes. 

“God... it’s perfect.”

“You like it?” I asked. 

I watched her, hungrily. Reverently. 

Mom took off her jacket and set it down on one of the trunks of the oaks, which leaned far to the side and let its branches and leaves mop onto the ground. She carefully hopped onto the trunk and sat herself onto it, looking at me shyly and crossing her legs. “So. We’re up here.”

“Yeah,” I said, going over to another tree and leaning back against it. 

“And from what I remember,” mom said, eyes glittering, “we were in the middle of something the other day.”

“Oh?” 

“I think you know what It was,” mom said, extending her arm toward me. Hypnotized, I went toward her, took her hand, and as I looked into my mother’s bright blue eyes, I leaned forward and kissed her hand. 

“Hey pool boy,” mom said, gently.

I pulled her down, and she leaped off the trunk to stand in front of me. She looked up, her dark hair waving around her face with the breeze that filtered through the oaks. She watched me curiously, as I watched her, as my hand went to her neck, and as I pulled her face to mine so I could kiss her, privately, luxuriantly. 

Nora’s tongue was hot and it hid itself behind her teeth. I kissed gently at her lips and then pulled her deeper into me, her arms going around my waist, her lips kissing along my face, and then suddenly our bodies were connected, electric through our clothes. Mom’s softness was warm and pliant against me, her breasts pressing against my chest. She made a little sigh as her hands squeezed at my arms, as my own hands gripped into her hair, as my fingers explored her tummy under the hem of her shirt. I pulled up the hem completely, uncovering her bra, a sports bra that sealed away her breasts tightly, squishing them high and firm together. Once her shirt was off, and her fingers were tugging at mine, I was pulling on her sports bra, pulling it upward until both of the last bits of our tops were on the ground. Her body, the bare part of it, was cool through the breeze and through the light bit of sweat from our hike, and as we kissed, harder, pushing against each other more and our breath getting faster.

Her body was growing hot, feverish.

I went to her pants, the jeans she wore for the hike, unbuttoning and taking her zipper down as she did mine, and in seconds, we were just in our underwear, kissing, tonguing, our bodies warring and tight together and the sweat glittering from us, slipping. I wanted to taste her; I wanted to drink her in, and she seemed to want the same, her mouth going over my neck, my chest, her hands reaching down and tracing my cock. I was biting her neck, tasting her skin, the light mist of sweat, the feeling of her heat. 

Our shoes were off; we were standing on our coats, her breasts were rubbing against my core as her body wrapped itself around me, and soon I couldn’t help but pick her up, lifting her up from below her buttocks until her legs were wrapped around me. My cock had slipped out of my underwear, and it pushed against the cotton, the only little barrier that kept me from being inside of her. Even against my cock, her panties were hot, damp from her wetness and the hike, and as I ground her against me with her holding closely onto me, I was able to readjust myself, to tug her panties to the side and then—

It was like I impaled her; she suddenly gasped and I felt all of me go in; she was so wet and primed that my cock glided into her with no resistance at all, only the hot, the wet of her pussy, clamping down and squeezing my cock and the urgent breath in my ear as she received her son inside of her.

“Fuck—” she whined, and as I pressed her against the oak and felt her body wrap tighter, her hands clawing at my back, her legs kicking around me to keep me in, I fucked her against the tree, the rough of the bark holding her in place as I rested her against it. She could keep one foot on the ground when she wanted to balance, but there was always at least one leg up, and as I fucked her, driving inside of her with her doing everything she could to keep herself open for me, she whimpered, desperate, trying to get me to fuck her more, harder, more roughly.

I decided I’d give her what she wanted. I crouched down to adjust my grip, and then lifted her again, my hands more firmly under her ass, and I held her in mid-air, bouncing her on my cock, her breasts bouncing in front of my face, her whole body slippery with sweat and her breath sweet in my mouth and her voice in my ear, begging me, ‘keep going—keep going—” 

Her legs were trembling around me, her ankles crossing one way and then another behind my lower back. She was biting my lip, her face flushed and her breasts pink, and after fucking like this for minutes, with her begging for more, I changed positions. Once I set her down, I turned her around, pulled her ass toward me, tugged down her panties all the way. She shifted, impatiently waiting for me. “Come on honey—” she begged, “put it in me again... put your cock inside—please Brett—”

I slipped inside of her again, the hot juice of her cunt sealing me inside, and I gloried in the way my cock throbbed inside of her. My hand went up and gripped her by her hair. “It’s time you paid me—” I whispered in her ear. “Mrs. Robinson...”

She moaned yes as I started to pound her, her body rocking with pleasure as my cock massaged inside of her, pressed up deep within her, plunged in and out until her legs started to shake.

“Fuck—honey—” Nora was moaning against the tree, her face up against the bark. “Harder—come on—harder—”

I went all the way. After a quick glance behind me to make sure that nobody was on the path and nobody was heading toward this spot, I let go; and started to pound her with all my strength. With us being outside, with there being nobody around, mom was able to let herself get loud, and soon with the speed and the intensity that I slapped against her ass with my hips, she was gasping, unable to catch her breath, and as I slapped her ass, hard, leaving red marks across her beautiful white cheeks, she was sobbing with pleasure, unable to hold herself quiet at all, her voice echoing from the lake. “Yes—yes—yes yes yes yes—” Mom’s back suddenly arched and her mouth opened, wide, her eyes rolling up as her body suddenly snapped, triggering a hot gush inside of her, bathing my cock with her juices, and her legs shook uncontrollably to the point that she sank down, almost by a foot, causing my cock to pull out from inside of her. She shuddered, moaning, as her legs vibrated and as she squirted, again, her pussy juice running clear and free down her legs. I stepped back and let her recover for a moment, and simply watched her as she let the orgasm roll through her. She was shivering, she was breathing, light and high, disoriented and so, so blissfully happy. 

She eventually turned around, and leaned against the tree, barely able to stand.

“Fuck—honey...” mom said, almost scolding me. “Are you sure it’s private out here? I got so...”

“Loud?”

“Yeah.” Mom exhaustedly rolled her eyes. And then she looked at my cock, still throbbing and erect. “Oh. I don’t think I’ve finished paying you yet.”

“Not yet.”

“Well... let me, then.” She settled on her knees on the jackets, and opened her mouth for me. Her tongue glistened pink, even in the shade, the mellow greens and the clear white light filtering down and dappling across her breasts. 

I stepped closer. Bringing her to orgasm, and witnessing her squirting uncontrollably had already brought me close, and thanks to the dry last few days where dad had played surveillance, I was fucking ready to cum. And as I thought about how dad had kept me from being inside of his wife for the last few days, I decided I wanted to do something that would mark her for me.

I touched at her hair, felt how silky soft and smooth it was. Mom lifted her chin, her mouth still open, my cock throbbing just inches from it. 

“I’m going to fuck your mouth again,” I warned her. “And then when I’m done, I’m going to cum, all over your lips, all over your face. I want to mark you as mine. I know dad’s not going to know, but I want you to let me put myself in the place that I think would mark you as mine, the most.”

“Not inside of me?” Mom asked, mischievous.

“If you swallow,” I said, “That’s still inside you, isn’t it?

Mom giggled and leaned forward, taking the head of my cock into my mouth.

Since I was so close, it didn’t take much. I gripped her hair, and because she had just finished with her orgasm, it was like she was more than happy to let me abuse her throat. I pushed my cock in, felt her swallow me down, carefully watched her eyes as she looked up at me from my waist and fucked deep into her throat, making sure I wasn’t making her choke or gag. I went at that slowly, before pulling back, and gripping my cock, jerking myself while settling her mouth just over the tip so she could lick around and around the head. She was moaning, pleasurably tasting me as I leaked out drops, excitedly waiting for me to cum all over her face.

I was getting close. She was pressing her breasts together under my cock, lifting them up for me, watching me adoringly as the head slipped in and out, her tongue the only constant on the tip of my cock. My balls tightened, hard, her voice was getting louder as she expected it; I started to grit my teeth as the pressure and the tightness rose up, and then as mom realized it was going to happen, she pushed past my hand and took the entire length down, deepthroating me as well as she could, even as she gagged, and I exploded in her mouth, my cock squirting a full load past her mouth and straight down her throat. Her eyes closed, concentrating as she worked to swallow it all, before she pulled back, my cock still squirting, and a line of white went across her lips and teeth and down her chin. She opened her eyes and leaned back, jerking me off herself, until I squirted another round of semen across her breasts. The stickiness clung to her tits, to the tips of them, in thick lines, and she licked the cum off her lips as my cock throbbed for the last drop, and she carefully milked it to the very top of her chest, just below her neck. 

I felt my breathing slow as I stepped back. Mom smiled sweetly, her hands on her lap as she sat on our jackets, my cum decorating her mouth, her chest, her lips. She coughed, lifting a hand to her mouth, and embarrassedly brushed her hair back.

“Well,” she said, clearing her throat. “After all that, maybe we should get dinner.”
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I texted dad that we were going to go and get some dinner and that we’d be a few hours. While I did that, mom carefully wiped her face with some makeup wipes from her bag. “You know, your... stuff... it sticks to my face,” mom complained. “Do you know how hard it is to wash off?” 

“Sorry,” I said, hitting send. “You want me to stop?” Dad’s response text came in almost immediately, simply telling us okay. 

“No,” mom said, humming to herself as she put her bra back on. “I think I like that it stays.” The sports bra squeezed her breasts out as it went on. She had to carefully adjust her breasts to put them inside, which I watched happily.

Once we were dressed, then it was a matter of hiking out. I’m not going to lie. After the initial hike down, and after we had spent ourselves under the oaks, climbing up and out of Spruce Lake Park was a challenge. About half an hour later, we finally made it back to the parking lot, utterly exhausted.

“How about...” mom recommended once we were in the car, “we just get some burgers and go home?”

“You got it,” I answered, gunning it out.

We made it back in pretty short time. 

“What the—” mom said, leaning forward as our house came into view. 

There was another car in our driveway, right next to dad’s. “Maybe it’s just one of dad’s friends,” I suggested. “He has those, right?” 

“Oh, he does,” mom said cautiously. She had me park on the street, not quite in the driveway. “He definitely does. But nobody with a CoExist bumper sticker.” 

Uh oh.

Once we were parked, we carefully made our way to the front door, trying to generally avoid the cameras. Once we were at the door, mom took out her key and carefully, holding the door handle, turned the lock. It clicked, and we slipped inside. Mom went ahead of me, her head cocked to the side, listening.

There was nothing.

“That’s a little weird,” I whispered. “I don’t know if anyone’s inside.”

Mom nodded and went upstairs ahead of me. I checked dad’s room, she checked hers, and after finding them empty, we were a little more confused than before. “Maybe they’re... walking.” I spoke. Mom snorted.

“God. Your dad, on a walk. Very funny.”

We went back downstairs, and I was about to open the fridge for some juice when mom suddenly tapped me on the arm. She looked at me with a serious nod.

“Is he here?” I asked.

Mom stepped past me and over to the sliding glass door. She leaned forward, slowly poking her head out to look toward the pool. I kept behind her and took a look over her shoulder. 

I could see dad’s head, sort of by the edge of the pool. Considering the brush from our landscaping, it wasn’t easy to tell, exactly. I opened the sliding glass door, as slowly and as quietly as I could, and slipped out, mom moving quietly behind me. Once we were nearly in view of the pool, I stood up straight and went towards dad.

But then it was obvious.

Dad was definitely there, his legs in the pool, leaning back and shirtless. The funny thing was there was somebody else there.

The lady I recognized as his secretary was between his legs, clinging to the edge of the pool, her head in his lap. Or rather, she was sucking his cock. Heather was a blonde lady in her mid-thirties, and I had seen her in some office photos that dad had thrown away come Christmas. Now, I knew she was attractive, but seeing Heather, who was a gorgeous blonde in person, that was a bit of a different experience. Especially because her mouth was full of my dad’s dick. Personally, I wasn’t into that.

Mom stood up straight behind me and gasped. Dad looked up and froze. Heather, unaware, kept moving, until dad’s hand started tapping at her head. She spat out his cock, and looked up at him, whining, “what? What are you doing?” Once she saw his expression, she turned around, swimming in the pool, and saw mom and I watching them.

Mom dropped a simple, “Oh my.”

Dad pulled up his swim shorts and otherwise, didn’t move. Heather went bright red, and hurried over to the edge of the pool where she climbed out, and then rushed to put a towel over herself. 

“So,” dad said finally. “I guess it’s all over, then.”

Mom nodded, not even a little distraught. “I suppose it is.”
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I think the embarrassment for dad was stronger than his wish to drag us through court. It didn’t take much for him to agree to a sit-down with mom’s lawyer, especially because her lawyer was her dad’s lawyer, and her dad owned the firm he worked at. So needless to say, this whole thing had gone so awkward for him that I figured mom could probably ask for the moon and stars and he’d have to sign a document saying he’d be held liable for it.

But mom had something else in mind. 

I stood off to the side in the conference room that was at dad’s place of work. His lawyer sat across from mom’s, and mom and dad were across from each other, and the mahogany table was comically wide even for its length. 

They were already separated, so to speak. It was like it was a given. 

“All I’m asking for,” mom said, “is half. Not even half of your earnings. Just half now. Let’s split everything down the middle, once, and we’ll say that we’re done.” She brushed her hair behind her ear, and kept her breathing even while she passed forward some papers. She was wearing a little business blouse, the kind with buttons, some tight slacks that made her ass look impossibly more motherly. It was high waisted, tightening above her hips. The contrast that I could see, especially with her sitting down and her gorgeous ass pillowing on the chair, was making my cock rise, so I had to keep my eyes somewhere else. Her makeup was done and she was as calm, and unaggressive as the lawyer had recommended she be. It made her look so much hotter, being so put together.

I could see dad chewing at the proposal. He looked at it from a few different angles. “Swedish style, huh?” In his head, he started slashing at his investment portfolio, the recent valuation on the house, the cash in the bank. Then he weighed that against all the money he was going to make in the future. The choice was obvious, but he kept glancing up at mom as if there was a catch. 

“The sooner we agree to this, the sooner I can move out, and the sooner you can fuck your secretary, guilt free,” mom said. Her hands were folded in front of her. She kept her eyes off dad so that she wouldn’t have to meet his intense, critical stare.

“And... all I’ll have to do is sign the papers? And you’re not going to pursue anything further?” Dad was speaking this as if it were some sort of Christmas gift handed to him in the middle of March. “You’re not asking for anything else?”

“Just the cash value of half the house, half the portfolio, and half of the savings account. That’s it. It’s more than enough to let me live off without having to bother you for anything else.”

Dad scratched his face and nodded, still unsure. But he agreed anyway at the eager urging on his counsel. He signed some of the papers in front of him and pushed them back to be collected by mom’s lawyer. “Alright. So, we’ll send this to the courts when... when it’s time.”

Mom nodded. “Exactly.”

“Well alright.” Dad stood up, relieved. “I thought there would be more crying involved, honestly.”

“No need,” Mom sighed. “Thanks, Ross.” She got up and I followed her out. As we left the firm, dad’s secretary, Heather, looked up sheepishly from her desk and then looked right back down as we went past. 

Once we were outside and in the parking lot, mom took a huge breath. “God damn,” she said, her whole body relaxing. “I did not know if that was going to work.”

“It’s just got to get finalized, right?” I asked. “And you’re good?”

“Yeah. Thanks to the lawyer. Let me call dad—I’ll need to thank him for sending Harry our way.”

Mom spoke to grandpa for a few minutes while we sat in my car. Every once in a while she’d laugh at one of his jokes and crack one back. “No, you don’t need to fire Heather. It’s done, dad. It’s not like Ross isn’t good for you, right? Just let him make you money. I know. Okay. I love you daddy. Bye.” She pulled the phone away, looking excited. “He’s just sent me some money. Enough to tide things over while we wait for the courts to finalize everything and for Ross to wire it over.”

“Nice.”

“That’s not all,” mom said, excitedly. “The firm, you know, grandpa owns it. He started it. So as far as retirement, I’ll be set when he passes.”

“Really?” I wondered at that. “You’re going to retire pretty well, sounds like.”

“I guess so,” mom said in disbelief. “If Ross doesn’t tank it. Which, he won’t. His pride hinges on it.”

“Damn,” I said. “So, you’re free? You just get... to live?”

“Yeah,” mom said, leaning back. “It’s moving faster than I thought. I thought for sure we were going to be stuck at court for months, having to figure all of this out, but with your dad’s signature on there, we’ll be able to do a single court appearance and... then it’s done.”

I whistled and let the quiet in the car calm us down. 

Mom eventually sat up. “We’ll need to pack. Or I guess, I will. Dad paid for a hotel for me for the next couple weeks while I find an apartment.”

“I’m coming with you, right?” I asked.

Nora laughed. “You’re an adult, Brett. What do you think?”

I grinned and started the car. 

When we arrived at the house, we went immediately to business. I grabbed all our suitcases from the garage, dropped a couple off in mom’s room before going to mine. We became a packing whirlwind, filling them with everything we needed, practically raiding the place. Every once in a while, I went up to mom’s room, collected a full suitcase, and made my way down to load it in the car. 

Then, there were boxes. Mom needed them for valuables, I needed them for my computer gear. After the recycling bin was empty of boxes, I went into the garage, looking for more, and found a little surprise. 

“Guess what was down there?” I asked mom as I came up with an armful of empty ones. 

“Mice,” mom joked. “I don’t know. What?”

“Four. Uninstalled. Cameras.” I held up the box that used to hold them. “I guess that solves the mystery of where all the cameras went, and we get to use all the areas of the house that haven’t been covered! While we’re here, anyway.”

“Christ,” mom breathed to herself, rubbing her forehead. “I’m glad we’re leaving. I was not happy with those things turned on all over the place.” She sat down on the bed. 

“Tired?” I asked, coming up behind her. I sat on the bed next to her and felt at her shoulders. Mom made a little hum as my fingers pressed into her skin, as they brushed against the strap of her bra.

“Are you worried at all?” Mom asked, her eyes closing.

“No? Why would I be?”

“Because,” mom opened her eyes back up and looked at me warily. “You’re about to live with me.” 

“Yeah?” I didn’t see what was so worrisome about that.

“You’re going to get tired of me,” mom said, and the mood in the room flipped. She looked at me searchingly and waited for me to answer her little predicament.

Of course she’d be worried about that. Ross got tired of her, even despite all of her amazing qualities. And I was younger, had a whole life ahead of me. No wonder she’d be insecure.

But the little advantage I held in this exact case was the answer to all of it. “Yeah, well, I think the only thing that would make me tired of you is if you decided we couldn’t kiss anymore.” I pressed closer, felt her body folding into my arms, her hair against my face. Nora’s hands searched at my shirt and pulled me close. “So as long as you’re willing to...” 

Mom’s breathing hitched, but only for a second, while her body smoothed in closer to me. “To what?”

I touched at her arms, felt her smooth skin, felt her hands and let our fingers intertwine. “This.” I pulled her closer, felt her mouth searching at my neck. I slipped my hand down her back, feeling her body underneath the cotton. “Dad’s going to be staying at work. This is our last chance to use this house, you know.”

“God, so many memories,” mom murmured. Her hands pulled at my shirt, as if bringing me closer, even though our bodies were connected at the edge of the bed. I kissed her head, though her hair, smelled the scent of it, as my fingers explored her back further, lower... her ass wiggled as she felt my fingers hook through her belt loop and pull it upward. She shifted even closer to me, her own hands roaming over my chest, then my leg, touching at the hardness that was growing in my pants. I felt a little surge of power as I realized that this was it; dad had lost. It was over. He was going to get the house, but mom got to be free, and now... “I’m going to ravish you on this bed,” I muttered in her ear. “And then I’m going to take you over to dad’s...” 

Mom’s breathing quickened. She looked at me with this look of knowing, the little seed of revenge for all the years that she had spent with him collecting a little idea of spite. “You’re going to cum inside of me,” she insisted, “on his bed. I want you to fill me up and to make a mess of me...”

I grabbed her by the hair. The heat was growing in the room. I don’t know if it was because of the heat of summer, or because of the way she was flushing, but the atmosphere went thick, pheromones were flooding everywhere, her hands felt at my collar, pulling at it. 

I started to unbutton her shirt, feeling the strain of the buttons letting go as her abundant chest freed from the enclosure. I couldn’t wait to see all of her chest; I tugged her shirt open, sealed my mouth over the top of one tit, licked and tasted her skin, a breath of salt on it. My fingers played with the clip of her bra until it disconnected, the bra fell away, and the heavy tips of her breasts, pointed upward, were in my mouth and hardening under my tongue before I pulled off of them, and kissed at her neck.

Her hands pulled at my buttons and tugged my shirt off, her mouth kissing at my chin, my neck, her tongue licking at me. I rubbed myself against her, pulling her hair back, until her head was tipped back and I could drink from the soft, pale of her throat. She was laying back, pulling me onto the sheets, her hands pushing at her pants and trying to force them off. I helped her, loosening them further, until her gorgeous pale legs were unveiled, kicking free of her pants, only a beautiful, silky pair of aqua-colored panties left on her now.

She scooted up, pushing her breast to my lips, and I took her nipple in again, tonguing it, suckling it, her hands embracing my head and cradling me to her. Her breathing was slow, and deep, but her cheeks were on fire, and her breasts were reddening in her flush and her heat. “Harder,” she whispered to me, so I suckled harder, pulling her nipple with my tongue, until she was gasping in a mix of pleasure and pain.

Her hand pressed down my stomach and went searching at my crotch, while I pulled my pants off and thrust myself into her hand. Her fingers enclosed around my cock, wrapping around it, the heaven of her soft fingers making a slow pull on me to luxuriantly masturbate me. 

“God, I missed your cock” Mom whispered over me as I toyed with her nipple in my mouth. “I missed you so much, baby...”

My hand slipped down her back until I reached her panties. She shifted as I slipped my hand under them, felt as her ass and around her, she leaned to one side so my hands could explore underneath her, where her ass was, at the warm space between her legs. She pulled my face in closer as my fingers explored her sex, touching at the warmth, the wet, the plush lips of her cunt. She wiggled herself closer to me, shifting herself so that my fingers would position closer to her inside, and when my fingers split the tightness of her lips, she opened her mouth and closed her eyes, feeling me piercing her, feeling at her, glorying in how wet she was inside.

Her breathing was unsteady, her body trembling as my fingers moved deeper, feeling at the moistness, the hot inside of her. Soon, mom had taken my dingers as deep as they would go, my middle and ring fingers, rubbing inside of her and making her gasp until I decided that it was time for more.

Mom pulled me further onto the bed, laying me down across it, and she spread herself over me, her hair nestling against my crotch and her lips brushing over the head of my cock. She looked up at me, her eyes heavy and her cheeks flushed, her lips full and rushing, she pulled herself down and took my cock between those beautiful lips. Her eyes glittered in a brilliant blue as she sucked on me, the spit flooding up in her mouth and coating my cock as she took her time with it. I relaxed, and allowed her to service me for a bit. Every once in a while, her head would come up, and she’d whisper to me, telling me how much she liked it. “Your cock just keeps getting bigger,” she whispered. “I’ve been watching it, you know. And now your cock is so, so pretty now... It feels so good, did you know that? That when you’re inside me I feel so, so yummy and full?” She closed her eyes as she tasted me, her hands only tracing along my shaft. All the movement was done by her mouth, her neck craning gracefully as she lifted her head and then descended, using her mouth as the most elegantly slow instrument of pleasure. She looked up at me, smiling as I struggled to breath from how slippery her lips and tongue were. She carefully held my cock, and flicked her tongue over my urethra, watching me with satisfaction as I flexed in response to it. 

“You know, your cum...” she said, quietly, “it tastes better than your father’s. Maybe that’s why I like it so much...” She started to pump her fist with my cock in her hand. She occasionally leaned down to lick the dew of my precum, but otherwise kept it to her hand, drawing my pleasure upward, her own body reacting with excitement as the little bead of white kept coming up and up and up, only to be licked up, again, and again, and again. “I want it inside me,” she whispered, looking at me with a hunger that I had only seen in her a few times. “I want your cock to pound me, Brett. I want you to mount me from behind and to make me scream—"

I wasn’t about to argue. I got up, and without hesitating, grabbed her by the hair, and pulled her over and off the bed. Mom giggled as I manhandled her, picking her up by the waist and then throwing her over her dressing table. She gripped it, her breathing fast as I pulled her panties down, and once I had them all the way down, I pushed my face between her thighs from behind, taking in her musk, the wet between her lips. I watched the beautiful pink parting as I pushed my face against it, kissing inside of her while she trembled and reached behind her, whispering, begging me to go in deeper. I flicked my tongue inside of her, and her legs spread, trying to open herself to take my tongue in deeper. I stood up instead. “You want this?” I asked, taking my cock and rubbing it against her entrance. 

Her hips bucked back. “Yes—come on—” she whispered; her excitement palpable.

“Tell me how much you like it first,” I demanded, taking her hair and pushing her face down onto the dressing table. She pushed her ass out at me, whining. 

“Please—Brett—” she said, pleading with me. “I need it. I love to feel your cock inside me, it’s the only thing I’ve thought of for months—come on—” I rubbed the head of my cock against her slit and she pushed herself backward. 

“No, no,” I said, holding her firmly by the hair and forcing her to deal with only the first inch of my cock. “I want to hear you beg.” I moved it slowly, allowing the head of my cock to push it, for it to pull out. I watched her pussy lips opening and closing in response to it, and watched Nora feel every little difference in how wide I was opening her.

“Oh god—Brett—please. I need it, honey... I need you to fuck mommy—please—”

“More,” I ordered her.

“Please,” mom’s voice was rising. “Please, put it inside of me. I need you to fuck me—I’m begging you to, I need it inside me—”

“What for?” I asked, taunting her. Her cunt was dripping, the juice of her pussy soaking over the head of my cock as I drew it forth from her and turned her on, more and more feverishly. Mom was shaking by this point, desperate for it to go in. “I just... I need you to –I need to feel it—I need to feel it—I need to feel it rubbing inside of me, I need to feel the head of your cock against—” 

I pushed in a couple inches and rubbed the head of my cock against her G spot. 

“Fuck! There—there—” mom was almost sobbing in relief as I stroked inside of her, feeling the slight difference in texture inside of her where that most sensitive spot was. Mom was biting her lip, pushing herself against it, trying desperately to make it go faster. 

“This is what you wanted?” I asked.

“Yes—come on—” Nora was throwing her hips back, reckless, while I held back. 

“Tell me how much you like my cum,” I told her. “That’s what you want, isn’t it?” My cock stroked the top of her insides and as it pushed against it, she shivered.

“Fuck yes—I love your cum—I love tasting it, I love it when you cum inside and I’m just dripping with you—” Nora was panting beneath me. I rewarded her by picking up speed. Mom closed her eyes and moved in rhythm with me, her cunt tightening over me. I pushed harder, fucked her with even strokes, keeping my cock directly on the spot that made her feel so good. 

“I’ll go faster,” I offered, “But only if you worship me. Tell me how much you like it versus dad, huh?”

Mom let go of a moan that didn’t sound like pain. It sounded like excitement. “Fuck—Oh, Brett... Your father never fucked me like this... he never... oh god... he never... made me—” she was breaking up in her words so I decided to encourage her. I slapped at her ass and drew back my cock a little. She whined at the slap and tried desperately to get me to fuck her faster. 

“More,” I said, keeping my cock in a teasing distance inside of her. She groaned and looked in her mirror at me. Her face was flushed and her eyes were flashing with desperation and pleasure. She made eye contact with me and said, without any hesitation, “your cock is like nothing I’ve ever had before—much less my husband—oh god. I just—want—I just want you to fuck me so that I can scream again—honey—”

I pushed in again, stroked my cock on her spot quickly, and all the while, even as mom’s pleasure overrode her ability to speak, she tried. “Fuck it’s so... ah, it’s so good. I love your cock, Brett. Your cock is so much better than your fathers...”

I fucked faster, driving the words out of her, and kept my pacing set on her spot. I wanted to break her, to shatter her, to make her body surrender itself fully. She started to tremble under each thrust, her body forcing a whine out of her that grew, and grew, until it started to turn into sobbing, her breath of pleasure unable to contain itself, unable to replenish itself. I fucked harder, her sobbing turning into high pitched ‘ah’s as something unlocked in her body. I fucked faster, harder, deeper, her cunt spasming, until she contorted, pulling the dressing table into herself, her fingers curled and tight and digging into the wood while her body shook and her cunt, gushing, seemed to swallow my cock and twitched. She was cumming now, even while my cock stroked out her insides. She was quivering under my grasp and I was feeling like a fucking king, conquering, not just her but my father, making her quiver with the kind of pleasure he had never given her. 

“Fuck—fuck—” mom’s voice was coming back as I slowed down. Her body was twitching in its hypersensitivity post-orgasm, so I slowed to a halt and let her pussy shake around my cock. She leaned up, her hands desperately trying to hold onto me for steadiness as she tried to catch her breath. Everything about her was unsteady, her gaze seemed to not be able to cling to anything. I wrapped my arms around her from behind, held at her throat, felt at her breasts, traced the sweat that was falling from us both. She was breathing, her nipples hard and red under my fingers, her hands touching at my face and reaching behind her to feel the shaft of my cock even as it still remained, hard and stiff, inside of her.

Mom carefully pulled herself forward, allowing my cock to slip out of her. She turned around, looking up at me, her breasts touching against my chest.

“Clean me off,” I ordered, weaving my hand through her hair again. Mom was delighted to; she knelt on the ground and placed her face under my cock, letting her juices first rest on her face as she licked slowly at my balls and nuzzled into my sack. She licked upward from there, tracing her tongue along the length, until she came to the head, and then, changing the angle, she licked me again from the base, slowly cleaning off all of her pussy juice that had my cock sopping.

“Do you like how you taste?” I asked, caressing her face while she sucked at the tip. 

“Mhm...” she closed her eyes and took my length in before going back to licking me slowly. 

“I’d love for you to clean my cock off when we’re done,” I said, “I want to make a fucking mess inside of you...”

“I want you to do that too,” mom whimpered, her mouth settling over me again, her whole mouth taking in the full length and swallowing me until I pushed up against her throat. She held herself down, resisting the urge to gag, and then pulled off, saliva stringing along and dripping from her lips as I pulled out. “I’d clean off your cum. No matter where you wanted to cum inside me,” mom said, looking up and taking my cock in her hand. She looked at me adoringly. “Anything for my son.”

My cock throbbed against her fingers. There it was. The whole damn reason why this was so fucking special.

Mom pumped her fist, kneeling in front of me, urging my cock to squirt onto her. “I want to taste my baby boy’s semen...” she looked at me with desire and earnestness. “I want to taste it again... I want... I want you to put babies in me, Brett... I want you to fuck mommy and to make me pregnant again.”

My heart was pounding in my ears. Something about the way she asked it made my cock swell, the tightness and the fury of something inside of me only surging up as I envisioned busting inside of her.

“Don’t you want babies with me?” Mom asked, her mouth kissing at my cock and her eyes glittering as they looked up at me. 

“Fuck,” I said, “Yeah, of course...”

“I want to feel you shoot it all deep inside me,” she said, closing her eyes and kissing at my shaft from the side. “I want to feel you squirting in there and to feel it dripping into me... don’t you?”

“Hell yeah,” I breathed, as her mouth sealed over my cock and she began to suck me off in earnest. Her hand still massaged at the base of my cock, but her tongue was swirling, her whole mouth driving forward and back and sending me into a fucking tailspin as she washed my cock with all of her mouth.

“You aren’t worried?” I asked, trying to catch my breath, “you’re not worried about... if we have kids...”

Mom looked up at me, and this time she was nervous. She slowed her hand down and leaned back a bit. “I just... maybe I was... just getting too into it. We don’t have to talk about it.”

Something in my heart leaped. “No. No! I mean, I was just...” mom pushed her lips together as she started to regret bringing this up. “No, listen,” I said, trying to complete my thought. “I want it too.”

Nora’s eyes went wide. “You do?”

“Nora, do you want to make—” I couldn’t believe I was saying this, but it felt so fucking right. “I’d love to impregnate you. I want to fill your womb with my cum and make you pregnant. I want to see what you’d look like pregnant with my baby. I want you to be happy—I just wanted to make sure you were saying that. Because—” I swallowed. “I’ve been wanting it too.” 

The thought of my Nora in a maternity dress, full and vibrant and glowing, sent a shock through my heart and made my cock surge.

“Really?” Mom looked at me for a second to make sure I meant it. “Are you... are you serious?” 

I looked into her eyes and said, as seriously as I could, that I meant it with everything.

Then mom took a deep breath and her whole body seemed to melt with relief.

And then she looked at me with a new focus the likes of which I hadn’t seen. 

I had a feeling it was the kind of look women gave when they were baby crazy. 

Her face, if it was flushed before, was sparkling with desire and perspiration. She eagerly got back to her knees, took my cock into my mouth, and sucked at it feverishly, her eyes closing, her whole body working as hard as it could to pleasure me. I was taken off guard, I found myself buckling at the knees and trying to keep standing as her tongue wicked all along my head, as her mouth swirled with heat and spit. She eventually stood, and then pulled me toward the bed. “Fuck me—” she gasped, “please, now—”

I pinned her down on the bed to her delight, pushed her face into the covers, and spread her legs. From behind, I knelt into her, pushing my cock against her slit and then—bliss as her cunt swallowed me up and took the fullest length of my cock. Mom scrambled to grip the sheets as she felt my length poking against the deepest parts of her, and she whimpered as I started to stroke inside of her. Her whining was so desperate that I had to do something to ease her from how badly she wanted my cum, so I fucked her, hard, the bed bouncing, the mattress squeaking, and mom was helplessly trying to vocalize something, anything that told me how much she was enjoying herself. But all I needed to understand her, was the tone.

Mom’s voice was rising, falling and rising, and her body was contorting as she squealed with bliss and unbearable pleasure as my cock plundered inside of her, massaging all her sensitive tissue and causing her to roll her eyes in the agony of it. I carefully positioned myself so that I could brace against the bed, and then fuck her with the full length of my cock, the whole shaft plunging in until she was full and choking with my cock pushing against her cervix, and then her shuddering relief and crying as my cock pulled all the way out. Each time, I split her pussy lips open and made sure she felt the entire length, the entire movement. Soon her cunt started to clench, her words had faded into a groan that held her sheets between her teeth, and she shivered and wailed as my cock unlocked something inside of her and she came, shuddering and squirting all over my cock and making the bed wet with her juices. 

“Good girl,” I whispered into her ear, before plunging my cock into her faster and more mercilessly than before. Now she was screaming, biting at the sheets, Nora was bucking her ass up against my hips and fighting me, the pleasure and sensitivity too much to handle, but I beared down on her and held my mother by the neck, biting into it, using my weight to keep her pinned and to keep her body helpless to the way my cock stroked her already sensitive body. She was unable to keep from twitching, as the orgasms boiled up in a wave, and then crashed over her again, her crying bliss a pitched scream that muffled itself in the sheets and resulted in her cunt spasming over my cock.

“Dad never fucked you like this,” I whispered in her ear as she shuddered and felt at me. “Dad never made you feel like this before, huh?”

“No—” she gasped, “never—”

I pulled out, and let her shivering body recuperate for a second, and only a second. I was getting impatient, and my cock was so hard and throbbing that I was going to go fucking insane if I didn’t cum inside of her soon.

I flipped her over, half rolling her, and as she settled, face up, her breasts swaying with the momentum, she looked up at me, her hair a tangled, sweaty mess, her makeup ruined, her body desperately sucking in oxygen and the wet between her legs a beautiful testament to how she was feeling. Nora, my Nora, was smiling, breathless, looking up at me with the kind of joy and admiration that I don’t think any son had ever enjoyed even after some big accomplishment. This was different. No son had made their mom cum like this before, and I figured if there was going to be somebody out there to claim that it was going to be me.

“I’m not done yet,” I warned her. “I have to make you scream, remember?”

Mom’s eyes widened, and she stirred, her grin closing and her lip curling and her body preparing itself. She spread her legs, and reached up to pull me down, and as I fell into her arms, she kissed me, her breath sweet and clinging to me, her tongue was in my mouth and her hands were stroking down my back. Her legs lifted, wrapping around me, and I slowly slipped myself into her, feeling inch by inch, the slow insertion, feeling her body tense, tighter, tighter, as my cock dipped into honey, as her pussy swallowed me up and took me in, as deep as it could go. When I reached the back, she whimpered, her arms tightening around me and her legs locking me in.

“Now,” she whispered, opening her eyes, “take me.”

I didn’t hesitate. I drove into her, fucking fast, fucking wildly, my hands clawing at her back and hers at mine and my mouth biting all over her wherever I could find her. Mom was squealing under me, my cock having already pushed her into orgasm after orgasm, her body wired tight with sensitivity and responding to every inch, shoving in, pulling out, rubbing deep inside of her and preparing her womb to receive everything I had pent up. It didn’t take long for mom to start rolling her eyes back, and it was by this point that I wanted to seal my victory. 

“Are you ever gonna fuck dad again?” I demanded, wrapping my hand through her hair and pulling her head off gently to the side. She bit her lip in delight, eyes closed, and whined a no. I fucked harder, throwing her out of her bliss and into the sudden rise of another orgasm screaming up in her. “Tell me how much you like my cock better—”

“Fuck—it’s so good—” mom was wailing in my arms, my cock pumping inside of her, her body thrashing in the bliss of what it was meant for, “your cock is so perfect—fuck—I love it—I love you—”

“Does dad mean anything to you now?”

“No—just—ahh—you—ahhhh”

Mom was losing her ability to speak, so I drove it home, shoving in, and staying, and letting her body snap with the beautiful pressure of my cock pushing against her womb. 

“You’re mine now—” I said in her ear, “Ross never, ever gets to touch you again—”

“No—never—just—please—fuck meeee—” Mom was crying for me, “Fuck me, please, please keep fucking me—just let me have it—please, cum inside, I want your babies, I don’t want Ross—fuck me and fill me with your cum please, baby, please—”

Now, everything was going the way I wanted. My cock was throbbing with the tension, and I knew I was going to release, the process had already begun. The tightness had already built, the strain of my cock getting harder and swelling inside of her and my mind even told me that it was coming soon—but as I started to cum inside of Nora, my mother, I didn’t realize that the bedroom door was opening.

I looked up after hearing something, and realized that dad was standing at the doorway.

His expression was one of pure shock. Nothing else. No emotion. No feeling. Just extreme surprise.

But I couldn’t stop. I groaned, and as mom, totally oblivious, screamed in delight as her cunt flooded with my semen, I tried to pull out.

It shot everything from my balls all over her stomach, her chest, some of it shooting so high up that it landed on her face, and in reaction to feeling my semen shooting over her she moved to feel it with her hands and rubbed it on herself, smearing across her gorgeous pale breasts, over her lips as she licked at it, all the while dad watched, horrified, as I had marked his wife beyond any sort of redemption.

Mom was giggling, but only for a few seconds. She started to come to out of the unbearable bliss that I had fucked into her. She saw me looking up and horrified, and rolled over to see, and then, as she made eye contact with dad and pulled up some sheets, the fabric sticking to the semen that I had just shot all over her...

She screamed.
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CHAPTER 31
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Dad made a quick move and ran out. Mom and I were thunderstruck, caught, in the nude on her bed and covered with each other’s fluids and sweat. “Holy—” mom said, her voice small. “Holy shit.”

“I have to—we have to—” I stammered, unable to even consider what the fuck we should do.

“Do you think—” Mom choked “–that he’s going to bring this up in court?”

“I don’t know,” I said after a minute. We were in a perfect, horrible silence for about a minute until we both got up, at the same time, rushed our clothes back on and then stepped out. Dad’s car was already gone. He was long out of the way and we drove over to the hotel mom was staying at, in total silence.

“What the fuck are we going to do?” Mom asked. She stared straight ahead once we had parked and I just gripped the steering wheel, unable to fathom what kind of advantage dad was going to press here.

But speak of the fucking devil.

He called.

I held the phone in my hand and stared at it for a moment. The caller ID simply said, “Dad”, and it wasn’t until the last ring that I opened up the call. Mom looked at me with concern, but I got up and out of the car, and motioned for her to stay while I spoke with dad. I stepped onto the parking lot and waited.

I didn’t say anything at first. I waited for dad to speak. I held the phone to my ear so mom wouldn’t have to hear anything from him through the window. She watched me, worried as hell.

“I knew it,” he said. His voice was thick with malevolence. “I knew it from the beginning.”

“How?” I croaked. 

“I knew from the first fucking day. You were looking at your mother all funny. And now look at you. Motherfucker. Did you enjoy her?”

I turned away so mom couldn’t guess what I was saying. “Stole her right from under your nose,” I said, enraged. “You piece of shit.” This was it. I had egged him on, and now he would counter. Dad was going to make a threat. And then I’d have to find a way to deal with it.

“I’m going to tell. Everyone.” He hissed. “And then your little bit of fun, what will it all be for? You’re a sick fuck, you know that? Your own mom.”

“You won’t tell,” I said, my confidence growing. “Because if you do, everyone’s going to know.”

Dad scoffed. “Know what?” 

“That your son replaced you. That you weren’t enough of a man to satisfy your wife. And your own dumb kid kicked you out of your bed.” I listened for a second. He didn’t have a reply. It was working. “Your reputation isn’t going to survive that. Your place at the firm won’t. How do you think grandpa’s going to react to your accusation? He’ll fucking fire you. And what kind of proof do you have?” 

Dad was still quiet.

“You have nothing,” I said, the blood rushing through me. “And so you’re going to stay quiet. Otherwise, everything you have left is going to fucking collapse.”

I waited for a response, and didn’t get one. Dad’s breathing was heavy on the other end. “You little shit. Don’t ever expect anything from me for the rest of your life.” He hung up, and that was that.

Mom got out of the car, watching me carefully. She took a deep breath. “What did he say?”

“That I’m going to have to fund my own tuition, basically,” I said, almost relieved. “He’s not going to try anything.”

“How do you know?”

“Because,” I said, shrugging, “he cares too much about his own reputation. Nothing’s going to serve him by telling.”

“I suppose,” mom said, nervously. “I guess we’ll have to wait until court.”

––––––––
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THE WAIT FOR MOM AND dad’s time at court was agonizing. Truth be told, we didn’t really know whether Ross would say anything, but judging by how we didn’t get any surprised and outraged calls from any of our relatives, at least he was quiet on the home front.

The actual day at court surprisingly went just as smoothly.

We walked out of there, winded. “He didn’t say... anything,” mom wondered out loud. It was true. The whole thing was little more than a bureaucratic paperwork check. Mom got her old last name back, dad was given an order to wire a specific amount to mom, and through the whole thing, dad didn’t even bother to look at us. I guessed that he wasn’t that disturbed by the time it was all over. Heather was with him and even though she was looking at mom and I with these eyes that said that she thought we were total freaks, he was detached.

So mom and I were on the steps of the courthouse, looking out over the lawns and the people in a million variations of basic suit, trying to deal with the new reality that mom was free, free as a bird. “What now?” Mom said to me, looking up. 

That’s when I realized that I was her man now. It was up to me to make some of the decisions.

I looked into the day and tried to think of what the hell to do. Mom and I still had all summer and I had time to get a job and to figure out how I was going to do tuition. Mom had enough money to basically live off for twenty years plus. If we played it right, we could practically move to another country and basically live a life of luxury for a fraction of what it was here. 

I looked behind me at the courthouse. 

“I mean,” I began, “we could just... go in and get a marriage certificate. Now that you’re free.”

Nora gave me a sideways glance and smiled at my joke. “How about we get lunch instead?”

“Sure.”

The End. 
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HEY. 

What did you think?

If you liked it enough to see more, please visit my author page and leave a quick review on everything you’ve read and enjoyed! You can also get a free copy of, “Happy Birthday, Love Mom,” which is an exclusive story that I don’t offer anywhere on the internet except for people who sign up for publishing alerts from my personal email. And if you would like to help support the Fake Flower platform and help it grow, then please visit my Unifans and subscribe to the Coffee Club! For $5/month, you’ll get access to some behind the scenes stuff, AI gens, etc. All your support helps in my journey to publish the best possible porn out there. 

If you’re interested in something different or would like to commission a story, just send me an email with the details at fakeflowerstories@gmail.com . I am happy to work with most fetishes but of course charge a premium for certain subject matters. 

Thank you for reading,

Fake Flower
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