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Chapter One

 


 


“I know what you’re doing.”

John’s mother didn’t look up from the bowl of
bread dough she was kneading. “What?”

He took a deep breath, though his stomach was
shaking. It had taken days for him to screw up enough courage to
confront her.

“You’re cheating. On Dad.”

This time she did pause, her blue eyes sharp
and quizzical. “What on Earth are you talking about, John?”

“I saw you.” With an effort, he kept his
voice low. His father was sleeping, and Matthew Newton didn’t take
kindly to being woken up before his shift at the plant started.
“Last Friday night, when I came home from work.” He swallowed.
“You. And Dave.”

 


John had been dog-tired when he left work
that night, reeking of fry-grease and sweat after a six-hour stint
at the diner, and already dreading having to get up early to work
the Saturday breakfast shift the next day. But decent summer jobs
were few and far between in tiny Taylorville, Illinois. He would
have preferred a spot on a road crew, to be honest. Or working for
a roofing company. Or even for the parks and rec department.
Anything that got him out in the open air after nine months of
being cooped up in college classrooms.

But all those jobs were already spoken for,
by men and women who needed them to put food on the table for their
families. John had been lucky that Zelda Pritzker was an old friend
of his mother and agreed to hire him on for the summer. The pay
wasn’t as much as it could have been, but at least he would have
spending money for the summer, and maybe even a little left over
when he went back to Champaign for his sophomore year at the
University of Illinois.

So he had arrived home, at the small house on
Church Street which seemed to be getting shabbier every year, and
had been unsurprised to see all the lights were off. His dad would
be at work at the Carnation plant over in Jacksonville, trying to
get the family’s finances back in shape after nearly three years of
spotty employment. And there was no reason for his mother to be up
this late.

John had been careful to be quiet when he
entered the house, though. On this humid late-May night, sleep
would come reluctantly, if it came at all. Central air was a luxury
his parents couldn’t afford. Fans in the windows provided what
little cooling was available. So anyone who committed the sin of
waking up a person who had somehow managed to get to sleep would
deserve whatever reaming they got. Already dreading the steamy
night, he took a long, cool shower and scrubbed himself all over,
glumly certain that in another twelve hours he would smell just as
bad again.

He had just stepped out of the bathroom, a
towel wrapped around his waist and wondering if he might ask Beth
Hess out again, despite her repeated polite rejections, when he
heard the sound of lowered voices from the porch.

Thieves? As if there’s anything here worth
stealing. His hand reached into the corner between the wall and
his bedroom door. The comforting handle of his old Easton met his
searching grip. His family didn’t live in the best part of town.
Far from it. And it wasn’t unheard of for free-lance capitalists to
take advantage of the trusting nature of small-town life. Open
windows and unlocked doors were practically an invitation. But if
some scumbag thought they could slip in for a quick smash-and-grab,
they were going to meet the business end of John’s baseball bat. He
had hit over three-twenty his senior year, and a meth-head was a
way bigger target than a baseball.

He was just about to charge out onto the
front porch when he heard his mother’s voice. “Relax, Dave.”

“But what if it’s…”

“It’s not. That was John’s car. Not Matt’s.
He won’t be back from work until seven, at least.” Her voice
curdled with subtle disdain. “And by nine he’ll be halfway through
a six-pack of Budweiser.”

“Christ.” There was a creaking sound as a
heavy body settled into the old wooden porch swing. “I nearly had a
fucking heart attack when I saw the headlights pull in.” The man
chuckled uneasily. “Matt would kill me if he found us
together.”

“Don’t worry.” A second squeak of old slats.
“Matt isn’t the sort of guy who gets violent. He’s the kind of guy
who sulks and bitches and pretends everyone else in the world is
responsible for him being such a failure.”

John blinked. He had never heard his mother
speak of her husband with such open contempt before. He peeked
through the open door, but the two shapes outside were little more
than silhouettes.

“I just wish your son had gone off to smoke
some pot, or whatever it is college kids do. I was almost
there."

"Hmmm.” A throaty chuckle. “So was I, big
boy. Sure you don’t want to try again, Mr. Morton?”

John’s mouth fell open. His mother? And
Dave Morton? Dave was a custodian at Washington Elementary,
where his mother worked part-time as a recess monitor during the
school year as a way of picking up a little extra cash. Nearly
fifty, heavy-set and with a beard shot with premature gray, he had
been an object of ridicule even back when John himself was in grade
school, and the years between then and now certainly hadn’t helped
his looks. Why was his mother cheating with a loser like him?

He risked a second look through the door.
Just to be certain. His eyes had adjusted to the darkness, and he
could see better. Yes, that was his mother, her clean profile
unmistakable even in the dim light. And if that wasn’t Dave Morton
she was straddling, it was his brother. His mother was dressed in a
filmy robe John had never seen before. The sash was unknotted, and
the angle allowed John to see one of her breasts. He looked away
hastily. He hadn’t seen his mother bare-chested since he was five
or six and she had been breast-feeding his little sister Katie, who
had died when he was nine.

“Outside? In May? Are you crazy, Diana?”

“Not crazy. Just horny.”

Dave rubbed his face. “We have to find
someplace else. I can’t keep coming here. Someone is going to find
out. And then we’re both fucked.”

Diana Newton shrugged. “If you can find
someplace where everyone in town won’t know what we’re doing, I’m
listening.” She ticked points off on her fingers. “I’m not going to
the Pink Rose. Everyone in town knows who’s cheating on their wives
just by checking out the parking lot. We can’t go to your place.
Because, you know. Your wife.

“And no.” One hand rose, forestalling what
came next. “I’m not screwing you in your truck. Or my car. I’m not
seventeen anymore. I might not have high standards. Fuck.” She blew
out a disgusted breath. “Look who I married. But I do have them. So
find us somewhere comfortable to screw, or fuck off.”

John rocked back at the blunt language.
Outside, Dave did the same.

“Guess I better be getting on home then,” he
said, chuckling uncomfortably.

Yeah. Get the fuck out of here, prick.
John thought. And don’t ever come back, if you know what’s good
for you. He watched, narrow-eyed, as Dave slouched off down the
street. A few minutes later, an engine sounded. Tight-lipped, John
followed the Ford truck as it pulled past the house, took the turn
at Franklin, and disappeared.

His mother’s eyes followed it as well. She
sighed, one foot reaching out to push against the porch, and vented
a small, sad laugh. The swing rocked back, then forward, as she
lifted her eyes to the star-speckled heavens above. The moon had
set hours ago. But in Taylorville, light pollution was barely a
rumor. The front porch was open to the eastern sky. Venus hadn’t
risen yet, not this early. But Jupiter was up there, hanging high
along the plane of the ecliptic. And the lovely jigsaw of
Cassiopeia swung eternally around Polaris in the north.

“Should have found someone who didn’t take
half an hour to get off,” she said to herself. Her fingers slipped
inside her robe. Was she teasing her breasts? Or stroking the
valley between them and her belly? “Twenty years younger and he
would have been done and gone before Johnny got home.”

John’s breath hissed between his teeth at the
hated nickname. The sound was loud in the summer night, and he
ducked back around the corner, just before his mother’s gaze fell
on the door. He backtracked quickly, bare feet silent on the
polished hardwood. He remembered the rust-red carpet which had laid
there before, and how he and Katie had raced back and forth on it
before she got sick, never to get better. To his disgust, he
discovered the sight of his mother’s half-hidden body had given him
an erection.

He fell into bed, hoping he would wake up the
next day to find it had all been an awful dream.

With hindsight, far later, he was kind of
happy it wasn’t.

 


“You saw me,” his mother mused softly,
setting a cloth over the bread dough. In a little while it would
rise, and she would put it into the oven, resulting in a pair of
warm, heavy loaves. John was grateful, to be honest. Ever since he
had grown old enough to choose his own breakfast, he had flatly
refused cereal, in any form. Oatmeal if he must. But his preferred
morning meal was two thick hunks of sawed-off brown bread,
sandwiched around a healthy portion of peanut butter. Or strawberry
jelly.

“Yes.”

“You saw me.” Diana raised her eyes to him.
“You saw me, almost a week ago. With Dave.

“And you did nothing.”

 


 



Chapter Two

 


 


Diana stared at her son, poised on the
fulcrum of denial and confession.

Sleeping with Dave had been a mistake. She
had known it almost from the first time he had taken off his
clothes in the bedroom she shared with her husband, excitement and
fear making her pussy drip with arousal. The janitor wasn’t much
different from Matt, to be honest. Just one more fiftyish man,
ground down by a hard, working-class life. Even in his best
moments, Dave was mediocre at best in bed, and hamstrung by the
fear of what would happen if someone found out about their affair.
In Taylorville, where there was seemingly a church on every corner,
and no shortage of people who were more than happy to hang a
sinner’s dirty laundry in public, that was no small concern. Diana
would have been worried about it herself, if she had not grown numb
to almost everything years ago.

If she was going to be honest with herself,
which only seemed fair, since she had been lying to her husband,
her son, and the rest of the world about the state of her marriage
for nearly a decade, Diana had honestly been more turned on by
Dave’s clumsy pursuit of her than any real attraction to the man.
He, at least, was trying to get her into bed. And when she
fantasized about cheating on Matt, cheating on her husband, her
entire body went hot and flushed.

And the actual event had been even better. At
least the first time. She had climaxed almost as soon as Dave
entered her, her cunt squeezing his cock like a vise as her body
gave loose to years of frustrated sexual yearning. The older man
had been happily gratified by that, to be sure. Unfortunately, he
took her reaction as a sign of some hitherto unknown bedroom skill
on his own part, rather than Diana’s own repressed carnal hunger.
Secure in the belief that Diana couldn’t do without him, he had
grown more and more pushy as the weeks went by. She had been
tempted to cut things off for good, but knew the chances of roping
in another lover without being discovered were slim. Besides. Who
knew if anyone else would meet even Dave’s mediocre
performance?

The next man might be worse. Maybe even
worse than Matt. She shuddered at the thought.

But John was standing in front of her now.
And her secret was out. She had thought she had seen
movement in the doorway last Friday, when Dave had spent far too
much time with his mouth between her legs than was good for either
of them, and John had arrived home from work before she or Dave
could get off. But as the days passed and her son stayed silent,
she had allowed herself to relax.

Buying time, she covered the bread dough.
Diana had gotten into the habit of baking when John was a toddler
and the family finances were even worse than they were now. She’d
pinched every penny until it screamed, but somehow they had made
it. Of course, Matt constantly bitched about how store-bought would
be better. Typical.

“You saw me,” she said softly.

John nodded.

And that was when the idea hit her. Dark and
wicked, it made her nipples tighten involuntarily under her light
cotton sundress, worn for comfort on this humid Monday morning.

None of the men she knew attracted her. Her
husband was slouching towards an early grave. Ten years older than
her, Matt ate too much, drank too much, and was already showing the
signs of the heart disease which had felled his own father before
he was sixty. And she wouldn’t have given Dave a second glance if
her own marriage wasn’t so miserable. Most of the other men in town
were as bad. Or worse. If there was a Lothario in Taylorville, he
was keeping himself well-hidden.

But John was standing in front of her now.
John, into whom she had poured all her frustrated hopes and dreams.
John, who had sailed through high school with a GPA north of 4.0
and lettered in two sports without even breaking a sweat. John, who
had greeted her at the door on a bone-chilling afternoon eighteen
months ago with the news that he had received a full-ride academic
scholarship to the University of Illinois, the same school she
would have gone to if her own parents could have borne the
cost.

John, who was strikingly good-looking, with
dark hair, blue eyes, and a gratifyingly athletic body. And who,
very conveniently, was without a girlfriend at present. And who
was, quite inconveniently, trying to do the right thing
where Diana’s infidelity was concerned.

Or, at least, trying to convince Diana to do
the right thing, however slim the prospects. She snorted under her
breath. Too bad for him she had no intention of doing so.

She folded her arms under her breasts, giving
her son a flat stare. “You saw me. Over a week ago. With Dave.”

“Yes. I did.”

“And you said nothing.”

John blinked. Did he see the trap
approaching? “Who was I supposed to tell?” he snapped.

“Your father, for one. Out of basic male
loyalty, if nothing else.” She turned to the sink and washed her
hands, trying to hide their trembling. All she had to lean on was
years of ingrained parental authority. If John figured out how
feeble her bluff really was, this would be over before it started.
“Why are you telling me that you know about it? Why not him?” She
allowed her face to fall. “Are you blackmailing me?”

“What? No! I’m…I’m…” John raked his hand
through his hair. Dark brown, it needed a cutting, Diana noticed.
“I’m giving you a chance to stop it. Before I tell Dad.”

“Ah. So you are blackmailing me. All I
have to do is go back to pretending I’m a perfect little housewife
and your father will stay happily ignorant of the entire…affair?
And if I don’t?”

Her son looked at his feet. “I guess I’ll
have to tell him.”

Gotcha.

Diana shrugged dismissively, though her heart
was pounding. “Go ahead. I was going to break it off with Dave
anyway. The man is decent enough, but he sucks in bed. No better
than your father.” Her lip curled in disdain. “But if I were you, I
would think it over before you told him, John. I would
really think it over. Do you think Matt is the sort of
person to take that sort of news well? Have you ever heard the
phrase, ‘shooting the messenger?’”

That took her son aback. His hand lifted to
his cheekbone, and Diana’s eyes narrowed in suspicion. Matt had
never dared raise a hand to her, no matter how tough things got.
But had he taken out some of his bitter, frustrated anger on his
son?

She hated herself a little bit for
continuing. But if her plan had any hope of succeeding, it had to
be said. “Let me make this clear, John. If you tell your father
about seeing me and Dave together, he’s also going to find out you
knew for over a week and didn’t do a damn thing about it.” Her lips
quirked. “I think the United States and Russia used to call that
‘Mutually Assured Destruction.’”

Diana could practically see his mind
churning. Somewhat to her surprise, he found an escape hatch. “You
said you were going to break it off with Dave?”

She nodded. “You mean it?” His eyes bored
into hers. “You promise? It’s over?”

“Yeah. It’s over. I promise.”

John shook his head. “Prove it.”

For just an instant, fury filled her. Who was
John to dictate her life? But then she calmed, taking a deep
breath. Diana was tired of weaklings. And if John showed a spine,
that was all to the good.

She picked her cell up and brought up Dave’s
number. She typed a short message. ~We’re through. For good.
John knows. And if he does, Matt will soon. Don’t try to contact me
or I call the cops. Goodbye.~

She showed it to John, sent the message, then
blocked Dave’s number for good measure. “I don’t think he’ll be
dumb enough to push things and show up here,” she told John. “He’s
married. And if I call the cops on him, he’ll probably be kissing
his job goodbye.” She raised her eyebrows. “Good enough?”

Her son nodded. “Yeah. I guess.”

“Good.” Diana opened a cabinet and took down
her bread pans. “What are your plans for the next couple days?”

John hesitated at the change in subject.
“Work tonight. But I have tomorrow off.”

Diana nodded, dividing the dough and sliding
the filled pans into the oven. God, the house was going to be a
sauna before they were done. Would they ever get a cool spell? Or
was it going to be like this clear through September? Fucking
Illinois. “Good. I need your help. The spare room is
disgusting. I want to clean it out and repaint it. I’ve always
hated the color.”

“Really?” John’s lips twisted wryly. Like
her, he slid gratefully into their old, familiar banter. “I can’t
imagine why. I thought everyone loved that shade of yellow. It’s
kind of like being inside a mustard bottle.”

“Hah.” Diana smiled back, happy that they
were back on well-trodden ground. But she hadn’t forgotten. Her
belly seethed with arousal, though she kept it hidden. Oh,
no. She wasn’t going to forget. But this particular prey needed
time. She would stalk him, step by step, until the unthinkable
became the inevitable. “All I know is that on a sunny day, it feels
like you’re standing inside the sun.

“We’ll start after your father leaves for
work,” she added. “That way he won’t be able to bitch about the
noise.”


Chapter Three

 


 


That night, John went through his shift at
the diner in a daze.

He hadn’t thought it would be easy to
confront his mother and get her to break off her affair with Dave.
But the way she had turned the tables on him, almost without
trying, had been more than a little bit terrifying. In just a few
minutes he had gone from rock-solid moral superiority to having his
legs kicked out from under him and practically begging for mercy.
Diana’s dark blue eyes had been hard, without the slightest hint of
weakness. And when she laid out just how his father might react,
John had been more than grateful to take the deal she offered.

It had only happened once, and as far as John
knew his mother had never found out about it. But Matt Newton had a
nasty temper. Usually that consisted of an impatient yell when John
couldn’t fetch him a beer fast enough on a Saturday night, or
growling disgustedly about how some people could somehow get
a college scholarship but still couldn’t remember the
difference between a Phillips and a flathead screwdriver.

It had been a prank, nothing more. He had
been thirteen, that age when all kids were a little bit stupid.
John and a couple of his friends had been caught shoplifting
baseball cards from Bill’s Market. Rather than giving them a
talking-to and kicking them out of the store, Bill himself had
called the police. After a lecture that had John and Mike and
Tyrell nearly pissing themselves in fear of being sent off to
pounded-in-the-ass-prison, the officer had driven them each home
and handed them off to their parents.

In John’s case, that had been his father,
since Matt Newton was out of work again. His mother had been
out on one of the long morning walks she took to stay in shape.
Avoiding her husband was probably only a secondary benefit. His
father had listened, stone-faced, as the officer explained why his
only child had just been hauled home in a squad car. John had
stared at his feet, almost crying with shame.

“Dad, I’m…” he had begun when the cruiser
pulled away. But he didn’t get any farther. An open-handed slap to
his temple had knocked him halfway across the room.

“You ever pull a stunt like that again,” his
father had snarled as he bent down, so close John could smell his
sour breath. “And I’ll kick you out of this house. Don’t think I
won’t.” His fist had closed on his arm, painfully tight. “You hear
me?” he had shouted.

“Yes, Dad. I’m sorry.” John had croaked
out.

Disgust laced his father’s voice as he shook
his head. “Get the fuck out of my sight.”

So John wasn’t under any illusions about the
older man. Shoplifting was bad. Finding out Mom was cheating on
him? He’ll go fucking nuclear. But not at her, probably.

But a bluff was only good if the other party
was willing to believe you would actually follow through on your
threat. And right now, John didn’t dare. He couldn’t risk the
results if his father got violent. John was big enough now to take
him in a fight, though the thought made his guts shake. But his
mother wasn’t. Oh, Diana Newton wasn’t a weakling. But his father
had nearly a foot on her and outweighed her by more than a hundred
pounds. And that wasn’t even taking into account the inventory of
his well-stocked tool-shed.

Or his hunting rifle.

So he sleep-walked through the dinner rush,
only screwing up two or three orders so bad they had to be sent
back, and left for home as soon as he clocked out.

“Good,” his mother said as he walked in the
door. “You’re here. I started without you, but I need your help
carrying the heavier stuff down into the basement.”

“Sure.” He pulled his shirt away from his
chest, then let it fall back with a grimace. It clung to his skin
damply. “Just let me take a quick shower.”

She shook her head. “You’re just going to
sweat through another set of clothes.” Her smile glimmered. “Help
me now, then you can clean up. And if you’re good, I’ll take you
out for ice cream.”

“Really?” It was kind of offensive. “You
think you can bribe me with ice cream?”

“I’ve known you for nineteen years, John. I
know I can bribe you with ice cream.” She led him into the
spare room, across the hall from his own, and picked a cardboard
box off a pile. “Here. Get lugging.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he muttered. But not too loud.
She was following him with a load of her own, after all. “Right
away, ma’am. Happy to follow orders, ma’am.” His lips quirked, and
he began to sing in a deep, southern drawl. “You load sixteen
tons, what do you get? Another day older and deeper in
debt.”

His mother snickered. “Smartass.”

The spare room had once been his sister
Katie’s bedroom. After she died, it had gradually filled up with
whatever they didn’t have room for in the rest of the house but
couldn’t be persuaded to throw away, and also as an impromptu
library. In their family, store-bought books were a luxury. But
over the years John and Diana had accumulated quite a collection,
scavenged from yard-sales, received as birthday or Christmas gifts,
or bought from the second-hand bookstore in Springfield. These had
all been tidily packed away and the boxes neatly labeled.

Unfortunately, it meant the bookshelves had
to be moved downstairs as well.

“Can’t we, you know. Work around them?” John
asked when his mother outlined the plan.

“No. We can’t. There’s not enough room. And I
am not risking paint dripping on these.” Diana stroked the red
cherrywood with one fingertip. Smooth as satin, it almost glowed.
“They belonged to my parents. Daddy made them himself, when I was a
little girl. I’m not going to let them get ruined just because
they’re inconvenient.”

“Christ,” John swore as they eased the first
bookcase out of the room and down the hall. “This thing weighs a
ton!”

“Keep it off the ground or you’ll gouge up
the floor,” Diana warned.

“What’s more important? The floor or my
spine?”

“Oh, don’t be such a baby.” Very carefully,
they maneuvered through the dining room and into the kitchen. Here.
Ease her down.” His mother was breathing heavily as they neared the
staircase that led to the basement. “Which end do you want?”

“I should take the low end.” John stretched
his aching back. “If you slip and that thing falls on you…” He
shook his head. “You take the top end and help guide me.”

Of course, taking the bottom end had its own
perils. Not least of which was that with his mother in the awkward
position of bending over to keep her end of the bookcase from
scraping the steps or digging big nasty holes in the walls, John
was forced to look straight down her shirt and into her cleavage.
Aside from a short glimpse on Friday night, he hadn’t seen his
mother’s breasts in years. And they were incredible. He felt behind
him with his feet, one slow step at a time, half his mind
absolutely dazzled by the sight of his mother’s firm, tan tits.

“To your right, a bit,” she said. John nodded
and shifted. “And they’re thirty-six C.”

He jerked his gaze up to her amused face.
“What?”

“The way you were staring at my boobs. You
had to be wondering what size cup I am. I don’t mind, honey. I know
how young men think.” Her voice took on a sardonic edge. “It’s nice
that someone in this house appreciates them.”

At least the angle of the bookcase hid his
groin. John wouldn’t have thought it was possible to get an
erection while hauling something so heavy, but life had made a fool
out of him yet again. “Sorry,” he muttered, face flaming.

“For what?” She shuffled down another step.
John matched her. They had to be close to the bottom, right? “Being
male? Being straight? Thinking I look good? I’m not going to ask
you to apologize for any of that.”

“I shouldn’t…”

“You did. One time. That doesn’t make you a
pervert. It just makes you a guy.”

John’s feet finally found the gritty concrete
floor of the basement. “Where should we put this?”

Diana pointed her chin at the far wall. “Over
there. So,” she said as they maneuvered the bulky item into place.
“We haven’t had much time to talk since you got back from school.
How did spring semester go? How are your grades? Are you going to
live in the dorms again next year?”

John set the bookcase down with a grunt of
relief. Under the guise of making sure it was flush against the
wall, he ducked around a corner and made a clandestine adjustment
in his slacks. It provided a little relief, at least. He just hoped
the evidence would subside soon.

“My grades are fine,” he shrugged. “Or should
be, once they come in. I’m just glad to have all the bullshit
must-pass classes out of the way. You know,” he went on, as his
mother leaned against the bookcase and waved at him to continue.
Her shirt was clinging rather tightly to her chest, but he did his
best to ignore it. “A life-science class. Mine was biology. A
history course. I did European history. Though the professor on
that one was on loan from some fancy-pants university in England,
and he was hilarious. The obligatory writing course to prove you
can string an argument together without sounding like you’re
stealing sound-bites from a twitter account.”

“And the dorms?”

He shook his head. “I’m getting an apartment.
My roommate was a complete jagoff.” He snorted. “Terrell. What a
twerp. I don’t know why they threw us together. Maybe because we’re
both from downstate. Though according to all the suburban kids,
that’s anyone who grew up south of interstate eighty. I was about
ready to choke the little prick to death by the time the year was
over. My buddy Chris got us a two-bedroom apartment in a complex
north of campus. It’s a dump.” His eyes looked around the basement,
and he grimaced. But better than this. Water leaked through
the ill-fitting concrete blocks that formed the walls every time it
rained more than two days in a row. His father’s radial arm saw,
bought with great fanfare ten years ago, sat neglected in a corner.
“But the price is right and it’s close to where most of my classes
are going to be.”

“What about your scholarship?” Diana’s brows
were tight with worry. “Don’t you have to live in the dorms?”

He shook his head. “Nah. They would like
it if I was in the dorms, I’m sure. But it’s not, you know, an
actual requirement. It just makes the paperwork easier for them.
But I get a room and board stipend, either way.” He grimaced. “Of
course, now I’m going to have to learn how to cook.”

“Cooking isn’t hard, John.”

“No?”

“No. Of course not.” His mother paused a
beat. “Now, cooking something that tastes good. That’s
hard.”

He snorted laughter. “Thanks for the
confidence boost, Mom.” He rolled his shoulders. “Let’s get the
last of these down here. I need to get me some ice cream.”


Chapter Four

 


 


The next day Diana saw her son naked for the
first time since he was a child.

After a visit to the local ice-cream parlor,
where John insisted on paying for her fudge-and-peanut parfait as
well as his own, John had made an early night of it. As Diana
flipped through the channels, she could hear him in the shower, and
then the soft sound as his bedroom door closed.

Maybe he’s thinking about me. The
thought made her close her thighs, savoring the steady, throbbing
pulse in her groin. She could picture John, sprawled out on his
bed, his cock held in one fist. He would be able to give her the
fucking she needed. Over and over again, until twenty years’ worth
of uninspired sex had finally been paid off. And then she could
start building up a balance on the credit side of the ledger. A
woman her age wasn’t meant to have sex only once every week or two,
and then only if she could sneak her lover into her house under the
eyes of half the damn town.

God, I’m horny. Diana wanted her son,
though she knew it was forbidden, needed him with a sharp, visceral
ache that made her want to go into John’s room and strip naked for
him, have him do terrible, unspeakable things with her. But it was
too soon. She knew that, too. John would have to be led into
committing a taboo act. And if he wouldn’t be led, Diana would
drive him. Being around her son all evening had stoked her desire
to a fever pitch. Cheating on Matt with Dave had been a thrill. But
she had rapidly reached a point of diminishing returns with the
older man. But cheating on her husband with her own son! That was
even dirtier! And John wasn’t a broken-down wreck, resigned to a
life in this dying farm town. He still had hopes, and dreams, and a
strong, sexy body. Diana had watched him through the evening, her
cleft hot and achingly sensitive.

Her only regret was that she hadn’t yet
gotten a decent look at her son’s package. It would have to be
better than Matt’s, if only because God wouldn’t be so cruel to
give John all the other gifts he had but to deny him this one.
Young men were so amusingly obvious. When John had ducked around
the side of the bookcase that evening, Diana knew exactly why.
Especially since he had been staring down her shirt only a few
moments before. If he was popping a stiffy, Diana would have liked
to measure him with her eyes, since getting the chance to do it
with her hands or her mouth would probably have to wait a few days.
But it was still a relief to know her son found her attractive. She
would have been more disturbed if John hadn’t been aroused
by her.

I mean, that would just absolutely
ruin everything.

She leaned back, caught between conflicting
needs. Her body was screaming for sex, but her mind knew it was
still too soon. John was a good man, unfortunately. Respectful of
women, whether it be his girlfriends or his mother. It would take
more than a look down her shirt to get him to screw her. Too much
pushing, too quick, and she might well drive him away. He always
had that apartment in Champaign available, after all. There was no
law that said he had to stay in Taylorville all summer.

But if sex wasn’t on the menu tonight,
masturbation was always a substitute, though one Diana had grown
heartily weary of. She sighed, depressed. She was tired of vanilla
porn. Even the smuttiest of her paperbacks, hidden deep in the back
of her lingerie drawer, where Matt would never look, seemed bland
and stale next to her taboo fantasy. But there was nothing else
available, unfortunately. Diana picked up the remote and turned on
the television. Her fingers danced, syncing the TV with her laptop,
accessing a secret account paid by a credit card her husband didn’t
even know she had.

She chose a title almost at random, more for
the surface-level similarity of the lead actor to John than any
real interest in whatever pathetic plot the skin flick might
actually have. But she made sure that it was taboo. Oh, there was
the typical ‘step-mother’ disclaimer, but Diana knew better. This
was a porno that catered to people who got off on incest
fantasies.

And that was exactly what she wanted. By the
time stepson Clint had bent stepmom Summer over the dryer and
started to give her the pounding she had been begging for, Diana’s
feet were up on the coffee table and her fingers were knuckle-deep
in the sopping depths of her pussy. She drove them inside her in
time with Clint’s thrusts, horny and despairing at the same time,
wishing she had more. And when she heard the faint creak of a board
in the hall and she saw John from under her lowered lashes,
half-hidden in the shadows, she didn’t even try to hide her nudity
or scramble to cover herself.

“Oh, yeah,” she murmured, pitching her voice
so he could hear. “Fuck her. Fuck your mommy like the little slut
she is. Give her your cock.” Her free hand groped at her breast
through her shirt.

No. Leave him wanting more.

It was too much, too hot, knowing her son was
watching her play with herself. Diana’s thighs began to shake.
“God. Oh, God,” she panted, tilting her head back. Her eyes were
almost shut, but she could just glimpse her son under her lids,
staring at her as if he had never seen her before.
“Hrrrnnnnnghhhhh!!!”

She came, and she came hard, knowing
John was spying on her. Muscles deep within her body pulsed, and
pleasure washed through her in waves. And just as it ebbed, Diana
snapped her head up, eyes darting into the corner where her son
hid, as if a sound had given away his presence.

Give John credit. He didn’t betray himself
with a noisy scramble. Instead he eased back, silent as a ghost.
And Diana didn’t pursue him. Instead, she smiled, and allowed him
to think his presence had gone unnoticed.

There would be enough time to teach him the
error of his ways, she thought, as she turned off the lights and
went to bed.

Tomorrow.

 


Matt was sour the next morning, which was no
more than normal

“What’s all that crap doing in the basement?”
he asked as she and John ate breakfast. He squinted in the morning
sunlight, nursing a beer. “I’m not paying for new furniture.”

“John and I are repainting Katie’s old room,”
Diana said. “And don’t worry. I’ve got enough money to pay for
it.”

Matt grunted and took a bite of his take-out
breakfast burrito. Juice dripped down his chin, and he wiped it
away with one shirt sleeve. “Be nice to see the fancy-pants college
boy get his hands dirty. As far as I can tell, he hasn’t done a
lick of work in months.”

John’s eyes flashed with sudden hurt and
anger. He took a breath, but Diana put a hand on his arm, shaking
her head, before he could say anything. He subsided, but his lips
were tight.

“I think we can handle it,” she said
lightly.

“Good.” Her husband drained his beer,
belched, and heaved himself to his feet. “I’m going to bed,” he
said blearily. “You two damn well better be quiet when you’re
painting. And try not to fuck it up too bad.”

John waited until the bedroom door had closed
behind his father before he muttered a savage curse. “Not get my
hands dirty? I’ve been working since I was fifteen! Even during the
school year! Does he think I bought my car with a handful of magic
beans?”

“Don’t mind him.” Diana got up and picked up
the remains of Matt’s meal. “He’s getting old, John. He’s tired,
he’s hurting, and he’s jealous.”

“Jealous?” John chewed and swallowed. “Of
what?” He caught her look and reddened. “Of me?”

“Of course he’s jealous of you.” She poured
more orange juice into his glass and squeezed his shoulder. “You’re
going to get out of this town. Which he won’t, not ever. Three or
four more years, and you’ll be gone. Even if it’s only to Champaign
or Decatur or Peoria. But maybe Chicago or St. Louis. Maybe even
New York or LA. Think about what that means for him. His life is
basically over. Yours is just beginning.

“Now finish your breakfast and grab your
keys. I want to get that room painted before he wakes up for work
tonight.” She grinned evilly. “Then he can see what we can do
together. And chew his guts out, knowing he couldn’t do
better.”

John nodded, carrying his empty dishes to the
sink. Diana raised her brows as he rinsed his glass and set it in
the rack, then washed off his plate and cutlery.

“I worked in the dining hall at the dorm last
year, remember?” he said, interpreting her curious glance. “I know
how much it sucks having to wash someone else’s dirty dishes. I
think you’ve picked up after enough men in your life without adding
me to the list.”

Warmed at his thoughtfulness, Diana smiled.
“Thank you. Now if you’re ready, let’s go.”

 


The day was gorgeous. A cool front had passed
overnight, and the sky was full of puffy clouds like balls of
cotton. Diana rolled down her window and let the breeze play with
her hair as they drove down the highway to Jacksonville, the
closest town with a hardware store big enough to be sure of having
everything they needed. John was even able to pull in a radio
station that played something other than country music, and Diana
sang softly along with some of her favorite tunes. At times, John
joined her, their voices melding in unconscious harmony.

Of course, the tranquil idyll was somewhat
ruined when Diana discovered they were listening to an oldies
station, which told her something about her age she would rather
not have known. Nonetheless, she was feeling pretty damn chipper
when John parked the car.

“Here,” she said, handing her son a sheet of
folded paper. “This is what we need. Grab a cart and stock up. I’m
going to take a look around and decide what color we should
get.”

John nodded. “Fair enough.” Diana watched as
he pushed the cart away, admiring the sexy outline of his ass.

Something…calm, she decided as she
stood in front of the display of paint colors. She had no idea what
had possessed Matt to paint Katie’s room in such an eye-searing
shade of yellow, or why she had gone along with it. Maybe it was
his way of dealing with their daughter’s absence. Katie had been
the apple of his eye, and her death from a feral brain tumor had
left them all reeling. But Matt most of all. As Katie slipped
further and further away from them, he had raged at the
helplessness of the doctors to stop the horror that was devouring
his youngest child.

Diana firmed her jaw as she held up a sample
card. She had grieved as well. But to spend ten years numb to the
world, as Matt had, ignoring his wife and surviving child, was not
grief. It was self-indulgence. And she was sick of it. Let her
husband crawl into a beer bottle. Or a grave. She would live.

She picked out half a dozen sample cards and
laid them out on a nearby bench, eying each in turn. Paint wasn’t
cheap, and she wasn’t going to run the risk of being halfway
through the job and realizing she’d made a mistake.

“Hey there, little girl,” a voice rasped in
her ear. “What high school do you go to?”

“John!” Diana face went pink, and she tried
to hold in a spate of giggles. “That’s just…gross!”

“Have you seen some of the people in
this place?” he asked with a grin. “It’s like white-trash central.
I bet if I got on the intercom and said there was free Natty Light
outside, I could clear this place out in five minutes.”

“Don’t be mean.” She laid the cards out in a
row. “What do you think?”

John looked down, his brow furrowed in the
half-frown she found so endearing. “That room faces south,” he
murmured. His fingers touched a pair of cards. Long fingers, Diana
noticed. And strong hands. “You don’t want anything too dark, or
it’ll heat up like a sauna. One of these, I think.”

One card was a pale blue. The other a soft
green. Diana was pleased his choices matched hers, though she
picked out an off-white as well for the ceiling. “The blue, I
think,” she said at last. “The other reminds me too much of a study
hall. And Katie liked blue. It would make her happy, I think.”

She marched over to the paint counter. “One
gallon of Ocean Boulevard, please.”

The clerk looked up and grunted. The name-tag
pinned sloppily to his shirt read ‘Stan.’ “What finish?”

Diana blinked. “What?”

The clerk snorted, sounding like a hog who
had found his trough empty of slop. He was unshaven, and his eyes
were narrow with impatience. “What kind of finish do you
want? Matte? Flat? Satin?” His gaze dipped to her breasts, as if
the answer might be written there. “Eggshell?”

“I…I don’t…”

“Of course you don’t. Maybe you should come
back with a man. One who knows what he’s talking about.”

Diana’s fists clenched.

“Excuse me? Sir?”

The clerk dismissed Diana and turned to John.
“What do you want?”

“Well,” John said, with such a tone of
ignorant innocence that Diana closed her eyes. “I was just
wondering.”

“Wondering what?” Stan snapped.

“I was, you know, thinking about applying for
a job here. And, you know, I was kind of curious. Is being a rude,
condescending prick a requirement? Or do you offer on-the-job
training?” His blue eyes blinked guilelessly. “I mean, I don’t
think I can be a colossal asshole like you. Not on the first day,
at least. But I’m willing to learn.”

John slapped the cards down on the counter.
The sound was like a whip-crack, and heads turned. “That’s my
mother you were talking to, you incredible twat. We want two
gallons Ocean Boulevard, matte finish. And one gallon Dove White,
matte finish. And don’t even think,” he hissed, leaning close,
“about fucking up the order. Or we’ll be back.”

Stan opened his mouth. “Call me Karen if you
like,” John said. “But you give me or my mother any more shit and I
will ask for the manager. And if I’m feeling really
generous I won’t try to get you fired.”

“Right.” Stan swallowed. He picked up the
cards. “Ten minutes.”

As they packed up the car, John was still
fuming. “What a prick.” He slammed down the trunk with a little
more force than necessary.

Diana wasn’t a woman who got off on men being
all macho. But after years of Matt’s passive-aggressive bullying,
seeing a man act like a man gave her a hot, itchy sensation
between her legs. “My hero,” she simpered, and kissed her son’s
cheek. “Did you get everything else?”

“Everything that was on your list. I hope you
didn’t forget anything. Because I don’t want to come back here. Not
without a flamethrower. That’s why I got more paint than I thought
we’ll need.”

The drive home was uneventful, and they were
able to start on the room before lunch. John placed painter’s tape
around the doorway, windows, baseboards, and closet while Diana
spread out a tarp on the floor and laid out the supplies – paint,
brushes, and rags. Even a small stepladder fetched from the garage,
to help get into the awkward corners.

“You should probably change clothes,” Diana
suggested as she poured paint into a tray. She nodded in
satisfaction as it filled, pleased at the pale blue color.

“Why?”

She smiled. “Fact of life, child of mine. It
is impossible to paint a room without getting some on you. And you
don’t want to ruin your clothes.” She stood, dusting off her hands.
“Hold that thought. I’ll be back in a couple of minutes.”

Matt was snoring as she crept into their
bedroom. She changed into the oldest pair of shorts she owned, and
a blouse she knotted under her breasts, leaving her midriff bare.
When she returned, John was still in the same outfit. She gave a
shrug. He would learn.

“You can do the walls,” she decreed. “And
I’ll do the edges.”

John nodded willing acquiescence, though she
caught him giving her chest a furtive glance. Diana wetted her
small roller in the tray and ran it up the side of the doorway.
Bright yellow was hidden by pale blue, and she sighed in relief.
For years she had winced every time she walked past this room. Now
it would look better.

But she had other topics to tackle, and time
was wasting. “So, John,” she remarked casually as she worked her
way around the door. “Did you enjoy watching me masturbate last
night?”

“What? Shit!”

Diana turned and smirked. A spatter of blue
marked her son’s shirt. “Told you. So? Did you? All this
eavesdropping on your mother, John. It’s getting to be quite a
habit. Was the show good enough for you?”

John’s face was red. “I heard strange
noises,” he gritted out from between his teeth. “How was I supposed
to know you were watching a porno?”

“And then you stayed to watch.” She looked
him up and down, unsmiling. “Well, what’s good for you should be
good for me. Take off your shorts.”

John boggled. “What?”

“I am sure you haven’t gone deaf. Do you want
your father to know what you did? That you spied on me while I was
masturbating? Take off your shorts.”

He glared at her. “I am going to do no such
thing.”

She folded her arms, ignoring the paint
dripping off the brush and onto the tarp. “Yes,” she said
dangerously. “You will. Or I march right into the bedroom and wake
your father up. I’m sick of you spying on me, John. It’s time you
start acting like an adult. And treating me like one, too. Don’t
like the consequences? That’s too damn bad.

“Yes,” she went on, as he fumbled with the
button of his shorts. “Your boxers, too.”

“And what about my shirt?” John asked,
tight-lipped, as he kicked his clothes into a corner. His face was
red to the roots of his dark-brown hair.

“You can keep that on. You didn’t see my
chest. So I won’t ask to see yours,” she intoned piously. “I have
to keep things fair.” Though Diana thought she might be getting the
best of the bargain. John’s manhood met all her hopes and more. It
wasn’t erect, sad to say. But it was long, and thick, and held a
sense of quiescent power, even when limp, that made her groin
ache.

And now, the most difficult task of all;
pretending she wasn’t so horny for her son that a single
touch on her pussy would probably make her cum. With
difficulty, she turned back to the doorway, though her hands were
shaking and the next stroke of her brush made a wide, s-shaped
curve on the wall. Flushing at the force of her arousal, she closed
her eyes, concentrating on her work. When the doorway was finished,
she moved to the window frame.

“I haven’t heard much talk of a girlfriend,
John,” she commented, as she ran her roller along the underside of
the window, making sure to bend down far enough to give him a good
view of her ass, if he happened to be looking her way. “What
happened? There’s got to be nice pickings with all of the girls at
school. Didn’t any of them catch your eye?”

John grunted something inaudible. “What?”

“Nothing that lasted,” he said at last. He
examined a section of wall critically, then laid a second coat of
paint on top of the first. All in all, buying extra had probably
been a good idea. “And most of the girls at school are from
Chicago. Or the suburbs. You tell one of them you’re from
Taylorville, and you might as well be from the moon. It’s like we
speak different languages.”

Diana cocked her head, examining his shapely
buns. “Really?”

“Oh, yeah.” John reached high towards the
ceiling. Diana’s breath caught as the muscles of his legs and rear
tightened. “Their parents all have white-collar jobs. They’re
lawyers or corporate executives. My best friend up there, Chris.
His dad works for AT&T. Rob’s father is the head of some
Italian food distributor. Chad’s folks are both doctors.” He
grinned, sudden and bright, seemingly oblivious of his half-naked
state “Of course, he’s Indian. So that’s pretty much par for the
course, considering.

“So when you tell a girl your father works at
a plant that makes coffee creamer and your mom is a housewife, you
can almost see the wheels turn in their head. Unless we’re taking
classes together, we have pretty much nothing in common.” He
shrugged and sighed. “Makes me think I should look back here for a
girl. One who understands me a little bit. What it’s like to come
from a farm town. There’s a few from Taylorville High that are
going to college. Not many, but some. Beth Hess, for one. God,
she’s cute. And smart. But she’s going out with Gil Frazier.” He
blew out his breath gustily. “She’s too good for him. He’s a loser.
Everyone knows it. But they’ve been together since they were
sophomores.”

“Then you should leave her alone,” Diana
said, fighting back a surge of entirely undeserved jealousy. “If
you try to get between them, it’ll never work out. Wait for her to
realize she’s made a mistake. Then make your move.”

He blinked at her. “Speaking from experience,
Mom?”

“Maybe,” she sighed, hoping Beth’s life
wouldn’t turn out like hers. There had been a boy, once. Smart and
decent and attractive. Diana had pursued Lance with all the fervor
of her obsessed teenage heart. But Lance had loved someone else.
And when her overtures had been ignored and brushed aside, Diana
had settled for Matt, a man ten years older than she was. She
closed her eyes, consumed by regret. She couldn’t precisely
call Matt a mistake. There were worse men around. And she had
gotten John. And for a short, sweet time, little Katie. But she had
sunk so much effort into her marriage, for so little return, it was
hard not to be bitter. “Just make sure, when the time comes, that
you know. Not think, but know. Because life is too short to
spend wondering what might have been.”

John nodded. His expression was somber. It
should have been ludicrous. Her tall, handsome son, naked from the
waist down, painting a bedroom bare yards away from where his
father, her husband, slept. Diana shuddered at what might happen if
Matt woke up and wandered down the hall to inspect their handiwork.
How could she possibly explain this? John’s pecker was just…hanging
out. Not hard, to her unspoken dismay. But damn. Her son was
fine. If he wasn’t the best-looking man in Christian County, he had
to be in the top ten. He was tall, muscular without being too bulky
with it, with dark brown hair and sapphire-blue eyes. The hair he
had from his father, rather than her own honey-blond locks. The
rest, she thought smugly, was hers alone.

Silence fell, and she and John worked
together. There was a sort of peace in it, Diana found. With Matt,
she would never have been able to relax. Her husband would gripe
and snipe and criticize, until she lost her temper and another
crack would form in the crumbling foundation of their marriage. It
was a wonder, she thought, that the whole damn thing hadn’t fallen
on their heads by now.

The collapse might have been delayed. But it
was happening, nonetheless. “That…looks good,” she said, taking a
step back into the middle of the room. While she and John had
talked and squabbled, the walls had been covered with a soft,
serene blue. The ceiling was still yellow, of course, making the
room look a little bit like the Ukrainian flag. And they couldn’t
finish the job until the walls were dry and safely taped off. But
it was an improvement nonetheless. She picked up a small brush,
less than an inch wide. “Just a little touch-up around the edges,
and we can take a break.”

John nodded, and they busied themselves going
over spots where the old color was seeping through. Or where the
rollers hadn’t been able to get as deep into the corners and
crevices as they could.

“Enough,” she said at last, putting her hand
on John’s arm. “Let it sit for a while. After supper, we’ll pull
the tape and see how it looks. But for now,” she added. “I want a
shower. And so,” she went on, taking her son’s spatchcocked skin.
Paint speckled him, from toes to thighs. “So do you.

“Come on. Let’s wash up.”

“Together?” John choked out.

“Wait, if you like,” she tossed over her
shoulder. “I don’t care. I just want to be clean.”


Chapter Five

 


 


John wasn’t sure if his mother was
insane.

Or if he was.

What sort of woman would dress up in an
outfit that would stop traffic and insist her son strip from the
waist down, but then not pay the slightest attention to his cock?
It was ridiculous. He couldn’t get it right in his own head. Half
the time Diana acted as if he were her own personal boy-toy. And
the other half she behaved as if he were the one who should
be ashamed of his actions! It was intolerable! If she didn’t want
him to catch her playing with herself, she shouldn’t do it where
anyone could see! Especially not in the middle of the damn
house!

But due to her demands, John had given in,
stripping off his shorts to assuage her, and to keep the ogre in
the bedroom ignorant of what was going on under his nose. And then
his shins and thighs had been speckled with pale blue paint, proof
of his own perversion. Any decent son would have refused his
mother’s order to strip in punishment for the sin of witnessing her
own arousal. But John didn’t dare challenge her. Diana was still,
in his head, the all-terrible mother, who could rain down vengeful
punishment upon him if he did not obey her commands.

So it was in that mood that he stalked into
the house’s lone bathroom. But the sheer, undeniable fact remained
that he wanted to see Diana naked. He had been given
tantalizing glimpses over the past few days. A curve of breast
here, a peek of her groin, half-hidden by urgent, thrusting
fingers, there. But never enough to slake the hunger of his
curiosity. He was driving down a dangerous road, he knew. One
filled with potholes. But God help him, he couldn’t bring himself
to take the off-ramp.

His mother had already turned on the shower.
As she wiggled out of her shorts and undid the knot that held her
blouse closed, he chewed his lip and tried not to ogle her tan,
naked skin too obviously. What would she do if he got an erection
in front of her? Laugh? Smack him one? Or something else? Something
so dark and wicked he could hardly wrap his mind around it?

She stepped into the shower, lifting her face
to the spray. “Come on in, John,” she said, a smile playing around
the edge of her mouth. “I’m not going to be bite.”

Cursing his idiocy under his breath, he
joined her, sliding the frosted glass door closed behind him.

“Little cramped in here,” he said.

“Mmhmm,” Diana agreed. “Pass me the soap,
won’t you, dear?”

He handed the bar over, and watched as she
soaped her legs and breasts. His eyes hadn’t been wrong. His
mother’s tits were spectacular. Not huge, but when they were
so exquisitely shaped, they didn’t need to be. Just big enough,
plus a little bit more, sitting firm and proud on her chest. Her
nipples were dark, like the rest of her coloring, a hint of her
mother’s Italian heritage.

“Oh, that’s good,” she sighed, tilting her
head back and letting the water wash the lather away. She handed
him the soap. “Your turn.”

Maneuvering in the tiny space was difficult,
especially when he was trying his hardest to not brush up against
her. But soon John was scrubbing away. He hissed between his teeth
as a dried glob of paint stuck to the hair on his leg. “Stupid damn
thing. Come loose, will you?”

“Here. Let me help, baby.” Diana knelt down
and picked up a washrag. Humming between her teeth, she cleaned his
legs, bits of blue paint coming loose and swirling down the
drain.

Water cascaded down her naked back,
disappearing in the shapely crack of her buttocks. And to John’s
utter horror, he felt his cock, which had been hovering on the edge
of revolt all day, begin to respond. It had been asking too much
for it to not react to the presence of a lovely, naked woman. And
now that she was kneeling at his feet, surly acquiescence mutated
into open rebellion. In seconds he was erect, so hard it almost
hurt.

John went scarlet in mortified arousal. He
could have covered himself with his hands, he supposed. Or at least
tried to. But no. His jaw set. If his mother didn’t want to see him
like this, she shouldn’t have invited him to shower with her.

“There,” she said, wringing out the
washcloth. “I think that’s…”

Then she looked up. Her eyes widened. And
John could see, very clearly, the way her nipples tightened when
she took in the bobbing length of his penis.

“Oh, Johnny,” she breathed. And for once the
endearment didn’t make him fly into a rage. “That’s absolutely
lovely. Is it for me?” She moved closer to him, hands sliding up
his calves and thighs, moving around to cup his ass-cheeks. Her
head was at the level of his groin, and he thought he could feel
her hot breath on his glans. “It’s been a long, long time since I
gave a man I respected a blow-job, Johnny. But I will. For
you.”

“Don’t call me Johnny,” he managed to grit
out. This could not be happening. But somehow it was.

Diana ran a finger up the underside of his
shaft, which jerked and strained under her touch. “I’ll call you
whatever I like. Or you can take care of this yourself.

“Or,” she went on softly, her mouth nuzzling
the inside of his thigh, “you can let me help you out.” John
flinched as he felt the press of her tongue on his skin, tasting
him. “I want this,” she went on, lifting her face to meet his eyes.
“Someone young. Someone strong. Someone handsome. Someone who can
remind me that life is worth living.”

John couldn’t find the right words. Not now.
Had his mother really been so miserable with his father that incest
with him seemed like a better choice? Why not just divorce the man,
if she was so unhappy? But her eyes, dark and pleading, dictated
his answer.

“Do it,” he whispered. “Please.”

With a happy whimper, she buried her face in
his groin. John wasn’t sure what she was doing at first. But then
he felt her mouth on his scrotum. Before he could do more than
twitch, she had taken one of his balls into her mouth and was
stroking it with her tongue. And then she did the same for its
twin.

“I love your cock, Johnny,” she said when she
came up for air. “So big and thick.” She kissed the side of his
shaft. “And you keep your hair trimmed. That’s so nice for a woman.
I don’t feel like I’m flossing with your pubes when I go down on
you.”

It was as if he were talking to a completely
different woman than the one he thought he knew. “God, you’re
incredible,” he whispered as she licked his rod like a kid with a
popsicle. Up one side and down the other, with occasional side
trips to his cock-head, just long enough to make sure any pre-cum
was swiped away.

But when was she actually going to take his
manhood in her mouth? The anticipation was driving him crazy! One
of her hands still clasped his bottom. The other had drifted
between her legs, and John realized with a sudden jolt that Diana
was masturbating as she played with him.

“Tell me,” she said, reading his mind. Or
maybe it was the way he shifted his body so the tip of his penis
was aimed directly at her lips. “Tell me what you want.”

“I want you to blow me, Mom,” he said, voice
rough and deep.

“Oh, fuck yes,” she replied, and then
her mouth was open and the first inch of his cock was in her mouth.
She held it there, eyes wild and wanton as she stared up at him.
Her hips bucked. Once, then twice more. And John wondered hazily if
he had just seen her climax. It seemed impossible. But his
definition of what was and what was not ‘impossible’ had changed
over the last week or so. Her tongue swirled around his tip,
bringing him pleasure which was nearly indescribable. No girl had
ever worked him with such skill before. And then she sank another
inch lower. And another, her mouth widening to accommodate his
thick shaft. And every time she went lower, his pleasure somehow,
impossibly, increased, until his toes were curling on the wet tile
and he had to physically restrain himself from face-fucking his own
mother.

Her eyes looked up at him, wide and pleading.
What was she asking him for?

And then, suddenly, he knew.

“You suck my cock so good, Mom,” he husked.
He put his hands in her hair, then cupped her cheeks. “My mommy is
such a good little cock-sucker. Such a sweet little mommy-slut. I
can’t wait to fuck you. I’ll give you all the cock you could ever
want. And you’ll be mine.” He slid his hand around the back of her
neck, pushing her down, down, down, until her lips were at the base
of his shaft. “Won’t you, Mommy?”

For a second he thought he had gone too far.
Diana’s eyes blazed, and he was suddenly reminded that there
was a set of teeth inside that oh-so-skilled mouth. Teeth that
could bite his dick clean off if she wanted. But instead she made
an inarticulate noise, and her pace on his cock redoubled. Her hand
left her loins and fisted his base, so that she was blowing him and
jacking him at the same time, her mouth and fist slick with the
pounding water of the shower.

John couldn’t hold back. Not against that
sexual onslaught. And he didn’t want to. This had been building up
for days. In his bed, in his dreams, shameful fantasies he tried
not to think about, but which insisted on returning, nonetheless.
Whatever reason his mother might have for bringing them to this
time and place, they were well past the point of no return. Just
like his orgasm.

He barely had time to jerk his cock out of
his mother’s mouth before he came. The first burst hit her cheek, a
spray of thick white semen. Diana shot him a look of aggravated
betrayal and swallowed his cock again, her lips and throat working
to get every last drop out of his convulsing shaft. John moaned in
rapture as he emptied his balls into her mouth. Diana’s throat
worked as she swallowed. Once, twice, and then a third time.

“Mmmm.” As gracefully as a blooming flower,
she rose to her feet. With a nudge, she moved him aside so she
could rinse herself off. Water dripped from the tips of her
engorged nipples. “That was very good, Johnny. To the last
drop. Thank you.”

She brushed his cheek with her lips.

And then she was gone.


Chapter Six

 


 


To be honest, blowing her son in the shower,
with all its attendant dangers, was far easier than dealing with
her son in the aftermath of their morning tryst.

Diana should have expected it, she supposed.
But she had forgotten how single-minded young men could be.
Especially those who were caught up in the first throes of
puppy-love, and couldn’t wait to get their dicks wet again. For the
rest of that morning and into the afternoon John hovered around
her. His mouth kept its silence, but his eyes spoke volumes.

“If you want to be some use,” she snapped,
late in the afternoon, driven to irritation by his hovering
presence. “You can help fold the laundry.” She waved her hand at
the pile of clothes she had just pulled out of the dryer. “And try
to have some self-control,” she hissed, lowering her voice. She
looked up at the clock. “Your father is going to be getting up
soon. Do you want him to figure out what’s going on?”

“Sorry.” John raised his hands, backing away
a couple of steps. He picked up a t-shirt. With a few deft motions,
he had turned it right side out and folded it neatly. “Was I…too
much?” he asked, picking up another.

“Not too much. Just…too close. I’m not going
to run off on you, John. But I felt like you were smothering
me.”

He nodded, rubbing his mouth in an old,
nervous gesture. The one he used before big games and important
tests in high school. “Okay. For a second I thought I made you
mad.”

She blinked blankly at him. “Mad? Why?”

“The way…the way I talked. When you were…you
know.”

“Oh. That.” She smiled.

“Yeah.”

That had been one hell of a turn-on,
to tell the truth. She would never have guessed John had it in him
to engage in dirty-talk, especially with her. But to have her
handsome, sexy son praise her, while at the same time feeding her
darkest, most forbidden desires, had made her cunt catch fire.
She’d barely had to touch her clit before she had cum all over her
fingers. And only some sort of divine intervention had kept her
from biting down on John’s lovely cock as her orgasm raged through
her.

She ran her fingertips down her son’s cheek.
“That was not a problem. At all. I liked it. It turned me
on. And if we ever get to a point where I don’t like it,
I’ll let you know.”

What Diana kept to herself was that she was
sick to death of weak men. Matt was big, sure. And strong enough.
At least physically. But he had lost his personal battle with the
world years ago. His surrender had been unconditional, and now he
was only going through the motions and waiting for death. And Dave
was more of the same.

John, though. John was strong. Not just in
body, but in spirit. Diana had held the family together for the
last ten years through sheer willpower. She was ready to pass off
that burden to someone else. Someone with fire, someone who could
still rage against the dying of the light.

Someone who could be strong for her.

In the bedroom, an alarm sounded. It ended
with a thump after only a few seconds. After a long pause, Diana
heard Matt begin to stir. A rattle of drawers, and then the door to
the bathroom banging shut.

Diana glanced at John. His eyes were wide.
“You going to be okay?” she asked.

He swallowed and nodded. Diana thought he was
just coming to terms with the magnitude of his own betrayal. He
might not like his father. Or respect him much. But he did
love him.

“Just keep your shit together,” she advised.
“He’s not going to suspect anything. He never does.”

But John still jerked a few minutes later as
a bellow of rage emerged from the bathroom, followed soon by his
father, lank hair dripping in his eyes and clutching a towel around
his middle. “Who the fuck used up all the hot water?” he
demanded.

Diana barely held back a smile. “Oops.
Sorry.”

Matt squinted at her. “What happened?”

“We were painting today. Remember? Well, John
and I got a little messy. So we both had to take showers to clean
up. I didn’t realize I was in there so long.” She dropped her eyes
in apology. “And then I did some laundry. I’m sorry.”

Matt glowered at her, then ran his hand over
his face. Water dripped on the floor, but he didn’t seem to notice.
“Painting. Right. Well, I hope you two didn’t fuck it up too bad.
Do I even want to look?”

“It looks good, Dad,” John said. Luckily for
Matt, because Diana was on the verge of braining her husband with
whatever she could reach, and she hoped it was heavy and
semi-lethal. “Real good. We have to do the ceiling, still. But the
walls look great.”

Matt grunted. “What color?”

Diana didn’t know if John’s words were
divinely inspired, but they had the same effect. “Blue. The same
color as Katie’s eyes.”

Both Diana and her husband blinked. Diana in
belated realization. Matt with grief. “Blue.” He cleared his throat
and nodded awkwardly. “Well. That’s good. She would like that. I’ll
take a look before I leave for work.”

He shambled back down the hall, and Diana was
reminded that he had loved him, once. At least a little bit. When
he came out, dressed in jeans and a heavy chambray workshirt, she
sat him down and fed him his favorite breakfast – scrambled eggs
and a toasted peanut butter and honey sandwich. He smiled his
thanks and plowed through the meal, and actually took a moment to
praise their work.

“Never got the feel for interior painting
myself,” he grumbled, finishing his coffee. “But that looks nice,
you two. Good job.” He pinned John with a beady stare. “Be sure to
make sure the walls are dry before you start on the ceiling,
though.”

“We will, Dad,” he promised.

Diana kissed her husband at the door. “You be
careful out there,” she said.

He smiled at her. For once, he looked happy.
And it broke her heart a little. Because they were both saying
goodbye. But he was saying it for one night.

And she was saying it forever.

 


“Nine hours.” John stared at her. “You’re
leaving Dad. And you want to do it in nine hours?”

“Closer to ten,” Diana said evenly. “Maybe
twelve. He has to drive back from work, obviously. And if we’re
lucky, he’ll stop for a morning beer with some of his cronies
before he gets home.

“I can’t live with him any longer, Johnny,”
she said. “It’s killing me an inch at a time. One way or another,
I’m getting out of here. And I don’t think you want it to be the
two of you together in this house.”

“Fuck no.”

She grimaced at his language, but went on.
“The U-Haul in Springfield doesn’t close until seven. We have time
to get over there and rent a truck. By the time Matt gets back from
work, we’ll be long gone.”

“Where?”

“To your place, of course. Champaign. Your
lease has already started, right?” John nodded. “Well, then. We can
move right in.”

“It’s unfurnished,” John managed. “I was
going to move my bedroom furniture up there in August. But we don’t
have…you know. Chairs. Couches. A television. Cooking equipment.
Chris and I figured we’d pick up some used stuff.”

Diana shrugged unconcernedly. “So that’s what
we’ll do.”

He stared down at his plate. “I don’t have
much money. Enough to pay the rent, sure. But after that…” He
trailed off. “Mom, are you sure you want to do this? Why does it
have to be now. What changed?”

She merely looked at him. “Me?” His voice was
a squeak.

“You.” Ignoring the remains of her dinner,
she moved around the table and sat in her son’s lap. She whispered
up at him, wanting to catch his warm lips in hers. “John, I stayed
married to your father because living without him didn’t seem like
it would be any better than living with him. I wouldn’t leave him
for Dave, or anyone else around here. Because what would be the
difference, really? And I didn’t feel like starting over all
alone.”

She placed his hand on her breast, and sighed
as he cupped her mound. “Yes, baby. Just like that. But you,” she
went on. “You’re young. And smart. And you have a future. When I’m
with you, I feel alive.” Her voice quivered as he teased her nipple
erect through her blouse. “With you I can be anything. Brave.
Horny. Slutty.

“So the only question is,” she murmured,
nuzzling his throat. Underneath, she could feel his cock going hard
again. “Can you take that risk with me? Be my lover?”

His chest rose as he took a deep breath.
“This is insane, you know.”

She smiled up at him. “Oh, yeah. I know.”

“Ten hours, huh?”

“Yep.”

With infinite care, he put her on her feet,
then stood.

“Then we better hurry.”

 


To Diana’s voiceless shock, John insisted on
finishing the paint job before they left.

The first part of the evening was a mad
scramble. They drove to Springfield and managed to find the rental
place before it closed for the evening. After some undervoiced back
and forth, they decided to get a truck with a trailer hitch so they
wouldn’t have to drive separate vehicles to Champaign. Diana paid
the clerk with her single credit card, glad to use it on something
more than porn for a change. They also picked up a large supply of
moving boxes, which Diana was glumly certain wouldn’t be
enough.

“No,” he said, when she asked, then
ordered him to help her pack after they had returned home.
“I’ve never left a job unfinished in my life. I’m not going to
start now.”

Diana started to argue, then threw up her
hands. It was nearly eight, and she was horribly aware of time
slipping away, like Dorothy and the witch’s hourglass. “Fine,” she
snapped. “Have it your way.”

Fuming, she stalked down to her bedroom and
began to pull her clothes out of the bureau and her half of the
closet. She had decided, on the drive back home, that anything that
Matt could even begin to think about laying a claim to would
stay in Taylorville. Diana didn’t want to fight about who got to
keep the furniture or the television or the towels. It wasn’t worth
the headache. She would leave her marriage the same way she entered
it – alone and practically broke.

But wiser. That, at least. And I have John.
So I won’t really be alone. Not as long as he is with me.

So she dumped clothes into her luggage. And
when that would hold no more, into cardboard boxes. She taped and
labeled and piled, all the while listening to the sounds from down
the hall as John taped the walls and painted the ceiling. She
wanted more time. And she was sure John would give her an extra day
if she needed it. But after this afternoon, she had decided she
wouldn’t live under this roof even one day longer than she had
to.

It was nearly ten and full dark by the time
John poked his head through the door. “I’m done,” he said. “Want to
take a look?” His eyes widened as he took in the stack of boxes.
“Wow. That’s a lot of stuff.”

Diana straightened. “We’re going to be all
night at this. I can tell already. I forgot how much of a pain in
the ass packing was.”

She told him about her plans to leave
anything she couldn’t claim behind, and John nodded. “What about my
stuff?”

“Your stuff is yours,” she said. “You better
take it with us, everything we can fit in the truck. I don’t trust
your father not to throw it all away when he finds out we’re both
gone for good.”

John nodded again, looking at the floor.
“Yeah.”

Diana put her hand on his arm, turning him so
she could look her son straight in the face. “John, I didn’t ask.
And now I’m making decisions for you. You do want this,
don’t you?” She swallowed. “Because if we go through with this,
your relationship with your father is going to blow to kingdom
come. Even if he never finds out we’re sleeping together, he’s
never going to forgive you for helping me leave.”

John smiled down at her. And she caught her
breath, once more, at his sheer masculine beauty, which he barely
seemed to be aware of. “As good to be hanged for a sheep as for a
lamb, right?” He shrugged. “I’m sick of Dad, I’m sick of his
bullshit, and I’m sick of Taylorville, to be honest. If someone had
given me half an excuse, I would never have come back here after
freshman year.”

“So that’s what I am? Half an excuse?”

John grinned, disregarding the implacable
passage of time. “Three-quarters, at least.”

“You butt-nugget,” she smiled fondly. She
gave the spare room a cursory glance, and nodded. If this was their
farewell gift to Matt, at least it was a good one. “Get this
cleaned up. And then start packing your stuff. We’re running out of
time.”

The rest of the night passed in a frantic
blur. If they had neighbors who gave a damn, Diana was sure the
police would have paid them a visit, out of sheer curiosity if
nothing else. What excuse could there possibly be for emptying out
a house at three in the morning? But most houses in the
neighborhood were rentals, leased by families who were just
scraping by themselves. Diana had stopped getting to know them
years ago, and Matt had never tried. Someone could murder them all,
and no one would care, as long as they did it quietly.

Which was why she propped the front door open
before they started to load the truck. The smack and bang of the
screen door would surely draw attention. First her stuff – boxes of
clothes and books and keepsakes from her own parents. Pictures of
her and John. A box of CDs, and another of DVDs. Toiletries from
the bathroom, shoved into a drawstring bag and slung into the cab
of the truck. Groaning, they hauled the bookcases back up the
stairs, sweating and swearing for every inch.

John’s room was both easier and harder.
Easier, because he hadn’t had time to acquire the sheer volume of
crap she had. Harder, because what he did have was heavier and
bulkier. Tentatively, John suggested they could do without some of
his stuff. But it was his, and she wouldn’t let him leave it
behind. So they lugged the bureau out the door, along with the
battered desk he had found at a yard sale when he was fifteen. He
stripped clothes off of hangers and tossed them to her, and she
stuffed them into boxes as quickly as her shaking hands could fold
them.

“You’re going to need a new bed,” she said,
as they manhandled the mattress out the door.

“I wouldn’t mind,” he grunted. “It’s the same
one I’ve had since I was four, I think. I know the lumps by
heart.”

“Not a new mattress,” Diana clarified. “A new
bed. This one is too small for us, baby. We need a bigger
one. One where we have plenty of room to fuck.”

“Get out of here first. Screw later,” John
panted as they slid the mattress beside the box-spring. The
disassembled bed-frame itself was leaning against one wall of the
truck. The space, which had seemed so vast and echoing when they
raised the cargo door, was now nearly full. “Anything else
left?”

“Not much,” she said. “Let’s do one last
pass-through, room by room.” She knew there would be things they
forgot, or left behind. But the only thing she couldn’t live
without was her son. All through the night and the early hours of
the morning, her heart had been lifting, until now it seemed almost
as if it would burst out of her chest through sheer happiness.
Free! I’m going to be free!

With the last two boxes, she and John scoured
the house. Struck by a horrible thought, Diana retrieved certain
feminine items from under the bathroom sink, as well as others of a
more…erotic…nature from her bedside table. She went from bedroom to
bathroom to linen closet, filling the box to overflowing.

John joined her as she was trying to shove a
spare comforter on top of the already overflowing container. “Here,
Mom. I’ll take that. I’m done.” Ridiculously in the summer heat, he
was wearing the heavy brown leather jacket she had bought him the
previous Christmas, and he had a St. Louis Cardinals fishing hat
jammed on his head. He caught her look and grimaced. “Easier to
wear it than pack it right now.”

“I’m just going to write your father a note,”
Diana said as she handed it over. “He deserves that much, at
least.”

She sat down at the dining room table.
Absently, her fingers traced the black and white pattern on the
surface. How many meals had she eaten here? It was too late to
stop. Far too late. Even if she changed her mind, she doubted they
could unpack the truck before Matt got home. And if she decided, a
week or a month from now, to try again, would John trust her
enough?

She uncapped the pen and began to write on
the pad of notebook paper, scavenged from the plundered wreck of
the kitchen drawers.

Matt:

You know it hasn’t been right for a long
time. It’s not your fault. It’s mine. I can’t be the wife you need.
I’m leaving you. I’m going to live with John in Champaign until I
can find a job and get on my feet.

She rubbed at the tears leaking from her
eyes. Why was she crying now? For the same reason I wept when my
mother died. I had been expecting it for days. But when that moment
of terrible finality hits, you still grieve.

She rubbed her eyes and went on. I hope we
can do this like adults. I’m sure there will be time to talk about
the community property, and who gets what. But I’m not going to hit
you up for alimony. All I want is out – an opportunity for a second
chance.

Please give me a few days to sort things out.
I’ll be in touch. Please, stay safe. And I hope you find someone
who will make you happy. I know I haven’t.

Best,

Diana

She looked up to see that John was standing
next to her. “Done?”

“Yeah.” Diana’s voice was hoarse. She rubbed
her face, knowing she looked a mess – drawn with weariness, rumpled
and smudged and not smelling all that great. “You ready?”

He took a deep breath, and nodded. “I hope
we’re not making a huge mistake.”

“Maybe we are.” She picked up her purse and
walked out the door.

“But this time, it’s mine.”


Chapter Seven

 


 


John nearly forgot his keys in this
house.

He was just putting the truck into gear,
after sweating over getting his car hooked up to the tailer hitch
and praying he would be able to get onto the street without
sideswiping a parked vehicle, when his mother glanced over at him.
“You do have keys for this apartment of yours, right?”

“Shit!” He stomped on the brakes, making the
cab lurch. Before his mother could say anything he had opened the
door and dashed back into the house. His keys lay on the kitchen
counter, right next to the rental agreement for the truck. He
snatched both up, then made one last pass through the house,
turning off lights and closing windows on the way. His face flamed
as he saw his laptop lying on the couch, where he had tossed it
earlier in the evening with a strict mental injunctive to not
forget that.

He closed and locked the door, then sprinted
back to the truck. In the east, there was the faintest gray hint of
dawn.

“Not a word,” he said as he got back in. “Not
one damn word.”

“Of course not.” But her eyes were dancing.
“Did you remember to pee?” her voice dropped into a gruff rumble.
“Because once we get going we’re not stopping until lunch.”

John snorted laughter as he put the truck
back into gear and eased it out onto the narrow, potholed street.
She sounded exactly like his father, who did all the driving on
family vacations and would happily have taken a road-trip to China
if that pesky Pacific Ocean wasn’t in the way. Luckily, at this
ungodly hour of the morning, there was absolutely no traffic. The
streets were empty of even the occasional roaming police car. John
sighed with relief as he turned left from Park onto Jaycee. A
couple of stop-lights later, Taylorville was fading in the distance
as they drove north on Highway 48 towards Decatur.

He snuck a glance at his mother. In the dim
light of the cab, her expression was unreadable. “Are you
okay?”

She let out a shuddering sigh. “No.”

“Oh.” He bit his lip. “Do you want to go
back?”

“No.”

He pondered that for a second. “All
right.”

She put her hand on his leg. Rather high on
his leg, he couldn’t help but notice. “It’s okay, John. I’m not all
right. I just burned down twenty-one years of marriage.

She sighed with a shudder. “But now, for the
first time in forever, I think someday I might be all right.
Do you get me?”

He nodded slowly. “Yeah. I think so.” He
covered her hand with his. “Anything I can do to help, just let me
know.”

“Hmmmm.” Her smile glimmered in the dark. “I
like the sound of that.” She shifted closer to him on the bench
seat of the cab. “How about we snuggle a bit?”

John’s hands tightened on the wheel. “Mom, I
am not making out with you in a moving vehicle. And you
should be wearing a seat-belt.”

Diana fluttered her lashes. “So rude!” she
pouted. “Here.” With difficulty she pried one hand off the wheel
and pulled his arm around her back, sighing happily as he cupped
her right breast. “There. That’s very nice. Now you can play with
my titty while I get off.”

She lifted her hips, reaching under her skirt
to hook her panties with her thumbs, to draw them down her legs.
“Bye-bye!” she cried, tossing them out the window. “I don’t need
you anymore!”

“Are you fucking insane?” John
asked.

“No. I’m fucking horny,” she replied, fingers
finding her swollen clit. “If I had my way, I’d have had you eat me
out before we left. But this will have to do. Don’t be shy,
Johnny,” she urged. “She likes you. Play with her. Yes,” she sighed
happily, as his fingers teased her nipple into swollen, sensitive
turgidity. “That’s what I like. You’ve got such nice hands. Gentle.
But not too gentle.”

To her happy surprise, John turned his head
just long enough to plant a hot, wet kiss on the angle of her jaw.
“I love your tits, Mom.”

“Thank you, baby.” So strange how this single
compliment meant so much more than Dave’s panting, multi-week
pursuit of her. Or Matt’s clumsy endearments, when he remembered
his wife might like to feel appreciated. “I can’t wait to get your
cock.”

“Not on the road!” John said quickly.

“No?” She smiled. “I always wondered what it
would be like to give a man head while he was driving.”

“It would probably end with me being
interviewed by the highway patrol,” John retorted. “Tell me, sir.
How did your truck end up in the ditch?”

Diana snickered, then sighed as another
delicious jolt of pleasure went through her. Raising her feet, she
settled them on the dash, her legs spread lewdly. The hem of her
light skirt fluttered down to pool at her waist.

“You’re so good, John,” she sighed as his
fingers traced a circle around her nipple. “You do more with one
hand than most guys do with two.”

His reply was amused. “That just means I have
to concentrate more on the one hand I’m using.”

“You do fine, baby,” she whispered. “Just
fine.” For a while she was quiet, the only sound in the cab the
whisper of the wind and the sound of her fingers in her sopping
pussy. First one finger, then two, was jammed knuckle-deep into her
soaking depths. The heel of her hand pressed against her mons,
sending delightful pricks of pleasure through her belly and
brain.

It was coming. Too fast, and somehow not
quickly enough. Diana buried her head in the crook of John’s neck,
breathing in his healthy, clean, teenage scent and came,
shuddering as her body gave up the pent-up force of desire,
shuddering too at the bone-deep sense of relief that she was out
from under her husband’s roof. For years, the first feeling upon
waking up had been dread. What would it be like to wake with hope
instead?

“That sounded…good,” John said, as her
trembling finally abated.

“It was.” She kissed his jaw. Then his cheek.
Her hand fell to his groin, finding him erect. “Want me to do
something for you?”

“Mom, I want you to do everything for me. But
not now,” he added, guiding the car into a long, slow turn. As she
pleasured herself, it seemed, they had reached the outskirts of
Decatur. Diana pointed out an on-ramp for the interstate, and John
nodded. Soon the nose of the truck was pointing due east, and he
was able to increase the speed a bit, though the truck steadfastly
refused to get up even to sixty miles an hour.

Far away, where the sky met the rich green
cornfields of central Illinois, the sun rose. Pure and golden,
sunlight filled the cab, banishing the grey pre-dawn shadows. Even
as she groaned and shielded her eyes, Diana’s heart rose.

A new dawn. A new day.

A new world.


Chapter Eight

 


 


John woke, bleary-eyed and with a mouth full
of cotton, sometime in the late afternoon, with a hand around his
cock that wasn’t his and a pair of warm, sweet lips pressed into
the nape of his neck.

If packing the truck for their midnight
escape had been interminable, the thought of unpacking when they
pulled up in front of the rental complex on Oak Street had been
intolerable. John had wrestled his old mattress and box spring up
two flights of stairs, while his mother trailed behind with a box
of linens. Once inside, they had dumped the makeshift bed on the
floor, put on a set of sheets, and fallen into exhausted slumber.
They hadn’t even bothered to unhook his car from the hitch.

“Wakey wakey,” Diana whispered in his
ear.

“”m’awake,” he grunted.

“Oh, good.” Her hand gave his penis a happy,
cheerful squeeze. “And so is this fine fellow. Isn’t it nice to
have morning wood in the late afternoon?”

John shifted, turning. “What time is it?”

“Nearly four.” She stretched. Under the
sheet, John saw, she was quite spectacularly naked. “But that’s not
the question I really wanted to hear.”

“What did you want to hear?” he asked.

Diana smirked. “Mom, do you want to
fuck?”

John nodded. “Yeah. I can tell.” He stopped
her hand as it made another dive toward his prick. “Mom, hold up.
We need to talk.”

“About what?”

He cleared his throat and dropped his eyes.
“You know. Us.” He took a deep breath. Especially the…you know. The
age thing. I’m sure it seems great for you now,” he plowed ahead as
her eyes widened. “I’m nineteen, and you’re…”

“Don’t say it,” she hissed. Don’t you
dare.”

John shrugged. “I won’t say it, then. But we
both know it. Sure, we’re both at our sexual peaks now. But what’s
it going to be like in twenty years? If I take after Dad, I’ll be
fat and disgusting by then.” He held her eyes, deadpan. “And you’ll
still be sexy as fuck. Are you sure you’ll want to be a around a
grotesque wreck like me?”

“You…you jerk!” Giggles burst from her like
steam from a kettle, and she punched him in the chest, once. Then,
she spread her hand across his skin, moved closer, and kissed
him.

Through the last few days of torment –
through discovery and blackmail and mutual teasing, they had not
taken that final, irrevocable step. John’s lips parted in a gasp as
Diana’s mouth covered his. She took advantage of it, sending her
tongue deep inside his mouth.

And it was sweet. So sweet, this fierce,
naked, animal passion. Her arms twined about his neck and she
pressed her body close to his, until they were touching from mouth
to toes. Their legs interlocked, and Diana rubbed herself
shamelessly against his erection, the soft skin of her belly on his
cock-head nearly enough to make him cum then and there. “Oh, God,
yes,” she gasped as he tore his mouth away from her and bent lower.
His hands cupped her breasts, and she flung a leg over his hip,
sliding her inner thigh along his flank as he nuzzled the twin
orbs. They fit his palm beautifully, dark nipples standing straight
up. He suckled one, then the other, until they were shining in the
slanting stripes of sunlight coming through the blinds. Then he
took them in his fingers, giving the slick little buds a quick tug
as Diana moaned aloud.

“Two of my dreams come true,” she groaned,
taking his cock in her hand and rubbing the shaft with her palm.
“And at the same time.”

“What dreams?” he panted, throwing his head
back.

She replaced her hand with her pussy-lips,
anointing his shaft with her nectar as she slid her body up and
down. He could feel their wet, carnal heat. “I always wanted to go
to college. And get laid by a handsome guy. And it didn’t matter if
the apartment was a dump, or if the mattress was on the floor. I
just wanted that life.

“And then, after I had given that dream up
for good. Then, years and years later, I had another dream. I
wanted my son, even though I knew I shouldn’t. I wanted him to fuck
me. To fill me up with his cock. To take me hard, over and over
again, until I couldn’t even remember what it was like to be
with another man.”

John swallowed. “Already?”

She put her hand under his chin, lifting his
head until he was forced to meet her gaze. “For you it might be
‘already’, John. But for me it’s ‘why hasn’t this happened yet?’
You’re young. You have all the time in the world. But take it from
one who knows. There’s barely ever time enough for love. So when
you find a spare moment, you have to grab it with both hands.”

She rolled to the side, pulling him with her,
until he was on top. Reaching down, the grasped his ass. “I want
you inside me,” she husked. “Now.

“Now,” she repeated, as he smiled and bent
his head to tease the tips of her still-erect nipples.

“Or what, Mom? You’ll tell Dad?” his lips
tugged at her nipple, sending a jolt of fire through her cunt. “I’m
not going to tell you how to live your life, Mom. But you’ve kind
of lost your leverage there.”

“John!” she pleaded. “I need you! Please!
Please, fuck me!”

Smiling, he reached down, rubbing his
cock-head against her pussy-lips. His mother’s hips bucked and
writhed, trying to take him in, but he somehow withstood the
temptation. “Birth control?” he asked. “A condom?”

Her sapphire-blue eyes glared up at him.
“It’s in the truck somewhere, if you’re stupid enough to want to
stop now. But I don’t need it and you don’t want it. Don’t pretend
you do. So stick that cock in me and give me the fucking I need, or
so help me, John, I will make you sorry you were ever born!”

John made no answer. Instead, he took his
mother’s wrists in his hands, pinning her arms to the mattress. A
wriggle of his hips, and he was inside the angle of her thighs, his
cock pointing directly at her cleft. “Now?” he whispered, lips so
close to hers he could feel the rapid, excited panting of her
breath.

Eyes dilated with excitement, she nodded.

And John took his mother, days of
frustrated yearning erased in one fierce plunge. Diana
screamed her pleasure as he bottomed out inside her and
fucked her with long, methodical thrusts of his cock. Her legs
snaked around his waist and her groin humped up at his, matching
his strokes.

Oh, it was good. So fucking good. Better than
any girl he had ever been with, this unconditional, carnal
surrender. He lowered himself to kiss her, his chest brushing
against her passion-stiffened nipples. They wobbled enticingly,
their tips drawing tiny circles in the air as he fucked her.

“You feel so good, Mom,” he whispered in her
ear. “So hot and wet. So sexy.” A thought struck him. “Is it good
for you? How I’m fucking you?”

Diana smiled lazily up at him. “It is. Your
cock…” She made a happy, gurgling noise in the back of her throat,
almost a purr. “It’s fantastic. So long and thick. But I bet
it won’t take you half an hour to get off, will it?”

John blinked. “No. Should it?”

“Oh, fuck no.” Diana wiggled, and John caught
the hint, releasing her hands. A little dominance added spice. More
than a little, he sensed, would only succeed in pissing her off. “A
woman gets sore down there, if it takes too long. That was
Dave’s problem. Among other things. And I don’t even think your dad
was even interested anymore.

“Now raise up. Just a little.” She guided him
until his – well, John had to think of it as his entry angle. She
moved him until he was fucking her at the angle she wanted. “And
fuck me harder and faster. Just a little. Oh, yes…” she
hissed, as he adjusted his pace, moving her free hand between her
legs. John could tell she was playing with herself while he fucked
her, but it didn’t even occur to him to mind. “That is
perfect, baby. Just keep that up. Don’t stop. Don’t you dare
fucking stop.”

But John had always that that ‘perfect’ was a
goal, not a place you could ever reach. So while his mother writhed
under him, panting lewd words into his ear, John reached down with
his mouth, not losing one stroke of his cock, and took a thick,
turgid nipple between his lips. And then he suckled on it, pulling
with his mouth in time with the strokes of his shaft. Diana’s mouth
opened wide with disbelief, hoarse gasps emerging from her throat.
And John was hard-put not to smile with triumph as her channel grew
even hotter and slicker.

“Oh, John.” Her hands roamed his back. She
pulled his head up so she could give him a long, wet lovers’ kiss.
“You’re the best. Ever. Now keep playing with my titties. You make
them feel so good.”

Her head fell back on the single pillow they
had brought up the night before, her eyes closed, her lips
stretching in a beatific smile. Her hips humped up at him, matching
his cock-pumps. “Gonna cum, Johnny. Gonna cum with my baby boy’s
dick inside me. Gonna cum all over that gorgeous cock of
yours. Right…right now!”

John felt it. Felt the silky, velvet vice of
his mother’s sheath clamp down on his shaft as her eyes lit with
incandescent joy. Felt the tremors ripple through her body, like
the stone-born rings through a pond. Felt the tension of years
leave her as she surrendered herself to joy. He paused, just for a
second, to take in the sight of her, but her hand on his hip urged
him on. Something in her face, her gaze, her whispering voice told
him that she wanted him to share this moment with her. And as the
last shocks of his mother’s climax reverberated through her, his
cock thickened and he spent himself in her with a burst like a
shooting star.

Exhausted, he collapsed, his cheek pillowed
on her breast. Slowly, his cock softened, a few last twitches
sending aftershocks of pleasure through both their bodies.

“Well.”

“Yes.”

“Whoa.”

“Yes.”

“Damn.”

His mother turned his face so he could meet
her eyes. “Words of more than one syllable too much for you?”

He blinked at her, then grinned saucily.
“Yes.”

“Jerk,” she said mildly, then combed her
fingers through his hair. He luxuriated in her loving touch. “As
much fun as feeling your cock inside me is, my boy, we have work to
do.”

“Fuck!” he jerked up. “The truck!”

“We’ve got a few hours. But we do have to
unload it.”

“Shit,” John repeated, and rolled over onto
his back, staring up at the ceiling. “This blows.”

“Would you rather be home?”

He kissed her cheek. “We are home.”

“Dear child.” And now her smile was genuine.
“Remind me to do something nice for you.”

 


Unloading the truck was not nearly as
much trouble as loading it had been. For one thing, they were not
in a desperate race against time. For another, it was daytime
outside, and as beautiful an early-summer day as anyone could wish
for. For a third, they didn’t have to unpack everything right away,
so it was an easy matter to dump the boxes on the first patch of
uncluttered floor they could find and then go back outside for
another load.

“Next time we move,” John grunted, as they
heaved the second of the two cherrywood bookcases into place
against the wall of the living room, “we can damn well hire someone
to deal with these things.”

After a hasty discussion, John and his mother
decided to hold onto the truck for one more day, and after
unhitching his car, they drove it to the nearest thrift store.
Luckily, it was used to the needs of penniless college students,
and John reckoned that some of the items on sale had gone in and
out of various off-campus apartments for decades. Maybe even
longer, he thought, taking in psychedelic colors that were only
fashionable when having a drug problem was practically a graduation
requirement. Who the hell thought that orange and blue plaid was
tasteful? Or even tolerable?

In the end, they left the store with a
matching sofa and loveseat in unassuming green and brown that
wasn’t too badly stained, a scuffed-up recliner, a battered
wooden coffee table, and enough plates and glasses and cutlery to
last the both of them if they didn’t put off doing dishes for too
long. Diana had rescued his grandparents’ special holiday place
settings, of course. But he couldn’t imagine eating take-out pizza
on them.

At the thought of food, his belly rumbled.
“You hungry?”

“Starving. But there’s no food in the fridge.
I checked. It wasn’t even plugged in.”

John shrugged. “Chris rented the place. But I
didn’t expect him to stock the place with food when neither one of
us expected to be living here for another couple months.” Yet one
more thing he hadn’t thought of. “We’ll go grocery shopping
tomorrow.”

“And I have to look for a job,” Diana sighed.
“We both do.”

“Plenty of work around here,” John said
hopefully. “The college is almost an economy of its own. There’s
always all sorts of admin positions going begging for a pair of
hands. Data entry, bookkeeping, janitorial.” He waggled his
eyebrows as he maneuvered the truck into a drive-through. “Maybe
you can get a spot as a house-mother for one of the sororities. And
then you can find me a cute little bimbo for a girlfriend.”

“Ha. Ha. Ho. Oh, my ribs. Stop it, John.
You’re so funny.”

He grinned at her sour remark and placed his
order. She raised her eyebrows. “Hungry, are you?”

“Yes. But that’s lunch tomorrow, too.” He
hissed as the truck’s wheels scraped along the curb. “Fucking
thing.”

 


They ate their supper sitting on the couch,
wiping their mouths off with paper towels. After they finished,
John looked in vain for a trash can. Fuck. Nowhere to throw the
chicken bones. He sighed. We’re going to be discovering
things we need for weeks.

That thought triggered another, and he picked
up his phone. “I need to call Chris,” he said over his shoulder to
Diana, who was shelving books and looking ridiculously perky for a
woman twice his age. “Let him know we’re here.”

“Hey man,” his best friend said when he
picked up the phone. “How’s it going?”

“Well,” John replied, scratching the back of
his neck. “I’ve got good news and bad news. The bad news is that my
mom left my dad last night.”

“Fuck. That sucks. What’s the good news?”

“The good news is you don’t have to be
worrying about furnishing the apartment on Oak. Because Mom needed
a place to stay, and that was the only one I could think of. We
moved in this morning.”

Chris took a long time to answer. “You moved
into our apartment with your mom?”

“Yeah.” John blew out his breath gustily.
“Don’t ask me how it happened. It just did. I’m going to be
sleeping on the couch until she can get back on her feet.” He hid a
grin as his mother raised her brows. “Or until,” he added, feigning
a sourness he did not feel, “Until we can afford to buy a second
bed.”

“You’re bullshitting me.”

“I am not.” He raised his voice and held the
phone up. “Mom, tell Chris it’s the truth.”

“Hi, Chris,” Diana called from across the
room, where she was shelving books wearing a pair of tight denim
shorts and not one stitch more. “It’s true. Thanks for letting us
use the apartment. And I can’t wait to meet you!” One eyelid
shivered down in a naughty wink as John cocked his head at her.

“Satisfied?” he asked, as he took the phone
off speaker and put it back to his ear.

“She sounds too young to be your mom,” Chris
laughed.

“Well, she’s not,” he growled. “And look on
the bright side. You’ll be able to move into an apartment that’s
already furnished. But thank God you already had the water and
electric hooked up. Or we would have been really screwed.”

“No problem,” Chris replied, his voice
bemused. “So you quit your summer job and moved to Champaign? Just
like that?”

“Fuck!” John clutched his hair, belatedly
thinking about the diner, and the shift he was due to work the next
day. “I haven’t quit. Not yet.”

Chris laughed. “Man, I thought you were the
one of the two of us who had his shit together. Glad to find out I
was wrong.”

“Well, I’m not,” John growled, gritting his
teeth as Chris laughed some more. He changed the subject. “How are
things up there? How’s your family? And Mel?” he added, naming
Chris’ Filipina girlfriend. The two had been inseparable since the
third week of class, much to the consternation of Chris’ roommate,
who had been quite naturally disgruntled to be sharing the small
dorm room with two people rather than one, since Mel slept over two
nights out of every three.

“Everyone’s good.” His friend’s voice took on
a tone of male smugness that would have had John climbing the walls
in envy if he hadn’t been laid, and quite spectacularly laid, only
a few hours ago. “Real good. Especially Mel.”

“Well don’t wear out your pecker,” John said,
as Chris shouted laughter in his ear.

After a few mutually slanderous insults, he
hung up. “We’re good for now.”

“Yes?” Diana raised her brows. “Other than no
jobs, not much money, having to worry about your father showing up
and blowing a hole through me? You, too,” she added consideringly,
“if he catches us in bed together.”

“Exactly,” John said, rising and catching her
around the waist with his hands. “What are you wearing under those
shorts?” he asked, voice low.

“A big, strong man like you,” Diana replied
primly, “should be able to find out on his own without my
help.”

“I think I will,” John said. Before his
mother could do more than hitch in a startled breath, he had her
shorts down to her ankles. “Oh, Diana,” he said sorrowfully,
running a finger up her naked slit. “Nothing at all? How
naughty.”

Hands rough, he turned her around, until she
was facing the wall. He pushed down his own cargo shorts, worn now
for the third straight day, since his own clothes were still in
cardboard boxes in the bedroom. The beige cloth was still speckled
with off-white paint. “I’m going to fuck you,” he growled in her
ear, pushing back her hair. “And you’re going to stand there and
take it. Understand, Mom?”

“Fuck yes.” Diana backed up a foot, sliding
her hands down the wall, until her tanned, shapely rump was canted
up at him, slender legs spread wide. “Fuck me, John,” she husked,
looking at him over her shoulder. “Fuck me hard!”

He stepped up behind her, taking in the dark,
tanned glory of her body. He slid a hand from her bottom up her
spine, feeling silky-smooth skin, the twitching play of muscle.
Bending, he planted a tongue-wet kiss on her coccyx, just above the
cleft of her buttocks, just to make her shiver.

This time, he didn’t let her see, didn’t let
Diana prepare herself. The merest taste of his cock at her pussy
lips, just to warn her he was there, and then he was sheathed
balls-deep in the seething depths of his mother’s channel.

“Oh, yes!” her hands, fingers spread wide,
clutched spasmodically at the bare wall. “More, Johnny. More!” Her
sheath milked him as he drove into her over and over again.

Her hand moved down, but this time he caught
it, forcing it back up, away from her clit. “You cum from my cock,”
he whispered into her ear. “Or not at all.”

A whimper. But her cunt grew even hotter and
wetter, and John flushed in triumph as his hips worked, thrusting
his manhood into his hot, horny mother. He moved his hands up her
belly, her chest, until he was cupping her breasts in his palms.
This time, when his fingers found her nipples, he gave them a firm
pinch. And then, after her cunt clenched on his cock, another one,
smiling as she growled and groaned and ground her pussy around the
base of his shaft.

“Every day,” he whispered into her ear. “I’m
going to have you every day. Rain or shine, day or night, rich or
poor. Every day, Mom, you’re going to feel this.” His belly
slapped hard into her rump, driving his cock deep inside her.
“Every. Fucking. Day.”

“Yes!” Frantically, Diana’s hips bounced
back. Her sweet, supple ass hit his thighs with meaty slaps. “I’m
almost there, Johnny. Oh, God! Three in one day! Do it! Finish it!
Cum for me, baby!”

And he did.

They both did.


Epilogue

 


 


“Who’s got two thumbs and the best news
ever?” Diana sang one August afternoon as she entered the
apartment. She jerked her thumbs at her chest. “I do! I got the
best news ever!”

“Hey,” John protested mildly as he cut up
peppers and onions. “I might have the best news ever. And I have
two thumbs. Though,” he added, as Diana sauntered over and fondled
his groin, “if you keep touching me there I might cut one of them
off.”

“Pooh,” Diana pouted, then danced a circle,
waving her hands in the air. “I got hired! Full-time! Forty hours a
week, including bennies and health insurance. Which means you,
darling son of mine,” she murmured throatily, drawing John down for
a hot, wet kiss.

“Yeah?” John grinned down at her. “That’s
awesome! What job? Admissions? Or the insurance place on
Kirby?”

“Neither,” Diana said, kissing him again, her
lips soft and sweet. “Athletic department. Cleaning up the
bathrooms after the games at State Farm Center and Memorial
Stadium.”

“Oh.” John blinked. “Hopefully there’s
opportunity for advancement.”

“Oh, sure.” Her blue eyes twinkled. “After
three years, they give me a toilet brush.”

He snorted while Diana howled laughter.
“Fooled you! I’m actually in ticket sales. Renewals and answering
phones and mailing out the actual tickets and all that crap.” She
watched as he shook his head and scraped onions and peppers into a
skillet already simmering with chicken. “What’s your news?”

“Almost as good. Maybe even better. Though
your news makes it more realistic.” He waved a hand at the
apartment. “How would you like this to be our place? Only our
place. Without any awkward-ass roommate being in the way?”

Diana caught her breath. The impending
arrival of John’s friend Chris had been hanging over them for
weeks. How could they possibly navigate things without their secret
being discovered? She didn’t want John out of her bed. But she
didn’t want him to spend the next nine months sleeping on a couch,
either, just to maintain the illusion they were mother and son,
rather than mother and lover. “What? How?”

John grinned. “Chris called while you were
out. He was very apologetic. But things with him and Mel
have gotten pretty serious. They want to get their own place. Just
the two of them. They’ve got a line on a studio up on Clark. He
wanted to know if I would agree to take on the lease if his parents
and Mel’s parents kick in some cash to help pay for the rent on
this place.”

“And what did you say?”

He shrugged negligently. “I said I’d think
about it. I mean. I don’t really want to live with my
mother,” he added, as he lifted her onto the counter and tugged off
her sensible, conservative slacks. “But I will, if I have to.”

“But with my income, and your housing
stipend, plus what Chris and Mel’s parents will kick in,” Diana
sighed, as her son’s tongue dove into the depths of her cleft. “We
can make it work?”

“Make it work and more,” John replied,
looking up at her. “I ran the numbers while you were out. My
housing stipend, plus the money I make delivering pizza, plus Chris
and Mel?” He shrugged. “It would have been tight. But if you’re
bringing home a couple grand a month, we’ve got nothing to worry
about.”

Freedom. Security. Love. Home. Diana
looked around the small, shabby apartment, furnished with
cast-offs. Somehow, in the last ten weeks, it had become a
cherished refuge. She laid her hands on her son’s head, guiding him
as her thighs shook with rekindled arousal. Six weeks ago, Matt had
signed the divorce apers, not even bothering to contest them. From
what she had gleaned on her infrequent calls to her friends back
home, her ex-husband was spiraling into alcoholism and depression.
But she could hardly bring herself to care. The last fragile
strings that bound her to Taylorville had been cut. She would never
be going back there again.

“No,” she said softly, as her son tongued her
clit, hard-won skill driving her to the brink of climax in seconds.
“Nothing to worry about at all.

“And after you’re done eating me, you can
fuck me.

“Or I tell your father.”

 


The End







If you enjoyed this taboo story, perhaps you might
like to check out my other stories of sexy, older women, and the
sons who love to love them, available wherever fine erotica is
sold!

 


Mom’s Taboo Wish
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Miranda has been dating
losers for years. Her son Brendan can't get a date at all. But a
harmless remark one afternoon changes everything. Now Brendan can't
keep his eyes off his sexy MILF mom. And Miranda feels a sensual
tingle when she looks at her son! Can they stay away from
temptation? Or has a genie granted "Mom's Taboo Wish?"

Making Mom My Lover
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When Randy realizes he
wants to seduce his mother, he isn't sure how to start. But over
one long, hot weekend, he slowly bends lovely Stella to his will.
The games get hotter, the teasing more dangerous, until his
gorgeous mom is willing to do anything to make his fantasies a
reality. When the storm breaks, it's enough to light up the Georgia
skies! Read all about it "Making Mom My Lover!"

Mom’s Wedding Day
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One year ago, Karen
Underwood succumbed to temptation. The result was a wild night of
mind-blowing sex. The only problem was that it was with her
son!


Now Karen's getting married, and her
hunky son Sam is back. He's made it clear he doesn't approve of her
husband-to-be. When Sam returns, the sparks of passion reignite.
Will Karen be able to resist? Nothing is certain on Mom's Wedding
Day!
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