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      Taking State

      Today was the most important day of Milo Vale's life. The scale needle quivered in front of his eyes, deciding whether to fuck him.

      
        
          152.0
        
      

      An official in a gray polo scribbled the number on a clipboard.

      "One fifty-two even," the man announced. "You're good. Next."

      Milo stepped off the metal plate. His legs nearly folded. Four days of nothing but spit and sweat, salt under his tongue, the type of dehydration that made one piss amber.

      His stomach had stopped growling sometime yesterday afternoon and become an angry knot. He needed calories. He needed water. His blood sludged in his veins.

      Pulling on his navy warmups, Milo tried to embrace the fact that this was officially his last high school tournament. The facility stank of wintergreen and tape residue, that locker-room rot that had followed him since he was eight years old. Boys sat slumped against the painted cinderblock walls with towels draped over their heads, lost in their own pre-match rituals.

      Jace O'Hara slapped his shoulder.

      "State champ weight, baby."

      "Don't jinx it, bro," Milo greeted his friend with their traditional handshake.

      Jace grinned with all his teeth. "I don't jinx. I manifest."

      "You manifest concussions," another senior chimed from his bench.

      
        Jace pointed a finger gun at the boy. "That's right, Theo. That's why you don't want to cross me. You'll end up with a scrambled noggin."

      Jace ruffled Milo's thick, dark hair, then zipped his own team jacket halfway. Across the back, in crisp white block letters, was O'HARA. Below it, in smaller font: BASE RIDGE WRESTLING.

      "Now, put your shoes on before you pass out, and I have to carry you."

      Milo obliged. He knew what Jace was doing. Keeping things light. Pretending this was any other day, not their last on the mats. But the truth was, Milo wasn't worried. Sure, he had a full-ride Division I scholarship waiting if he performed well enough tonight, but this wasn't his first rodeo.

      The hardest thing was keeping his weight down to stay in the most competitive class after his recent growth spurt. His phone buzzed in his gear bag.

      Mom: Weight?

      Milo: 152 :P

      The reply came immediately.

      Mom: Eat. I'll pick you up at the food court.

      Then another bubble popped up.

      Mom: Proud of you already.

      Next semester, he'd be leaving Base Ridge behind for good.

      Before he could dwell on it further, Jace hooked his heavy arm around Milo's and yanked him up to his feet.

      "Let's fucking gooooo!"

      
        
      

      "HEY!" Coach Barlow called from across the room. "DON'T BE GETTING INTO TROUBLE AND I WANT Y'ALL BACK HERE BY 4:30 SHARP!"

      "Yes, Coach," the boys called back in tandem.

      It was overcast that February afternoon. The parking lot was already filling in as they jogged around the arena to the food court.

      There was a breakfast-smoothie shop wedged between a discount nail salon and a dry cleaner. The owner gave athletes a discount, and Dani, behind the counter, knew their orders by heart.

      By the time Milo and Jace pushed through the fogged glass door, the place was packed wall-to-wall. It was a mix of wrestlers from the surrounding district, anxious parents, girls in puffer jackets, and coaches pretending they weren't monitoring their teens.

      The smell alone was euphoric. Toasted everything bagels. Sizzling bacon. Hot dark roast coffee. Sweet fruit syrup. Chocolate whey protein powder...

      His stomach cramped so sharply he had to stop just inside the door, leaning his shoulder against the glass and breathing through his nose.

      A group of other Base Ridgers waved them down, and they crammed into their booth.

      The hostess girl taking orders was new. Brunette hair pulled back, blue eyes, fringed with dark lashes, a Peak Fuel shirt knotted at the waist.

      Their age, and very pretty. She hardly looked up from her notepad. "Welcome to Peak Fuel," she said without a trace of care.

      "Where's Dani?" Milo asked.

      Milo noted the little flash of annoyance. "She's off on Saturdays. I'm Harper. Can I take your order?"

      
        "Banana-Peanut power, extra honey, electrolyte boost, and two everything bagel sandwiches," he rattled off.

      "We're actually out of banana," she said.

      Jace scoffed. "Out of banana? OUT OF BANANA! Miss, do you not know who you're talking to? We're Base Ridge wrestlers. And this," he nodded at Milo, "is our captain. The favorite to win state. He's the reason most these folks are even here. The main attraction. Milo Vale."

      She stalled for half a second, giving him the once-over. He felt himself blush. He wasn't braggadocious. "Milo Vale? Yeah... I think I have heard of you."

      Triumphant, Jace continued. "See? This isn't some JV invitational. So can my man get his bananas? Check the back."

      "It's fine," Milo amended.

      "I'll... see what I can do." Harper chewed her glossy bottom lip before taking everyone else's orders.

      "She'll see what she can doooo," Jace imitated the second Harper left for the next table. "Bro, come on!"

      "You're such a dick," Milo said. His phone buzzed again.

      Mom: B there in 30.

      Milo: 👍

      "Stuck up cunt's lucky she's hot," Jace continued. "You see that crap on her wrist, silver-red, Ridgeview."

      Milo shrugged. Jace continued to analyze aloud.

      
        "Don't matter. After tonight, we'll be swimming in that shit; there's no such thing as allegiance. You hear 'bout the Olympics? Girls just love a winner."

      Milo only hummed in response.

      Ridgeview was to Base Ridge what the Red Sox were to the Yankees. Two highly competitive teams that always seemed to find themselves facing off in the finals. His main rival this year for state was a boy named Cole Mercer. Though talented, the guy had a nasty reputation of playing dirty.

      "Fuck 'em," said another boy at the table.

      A few minutes later, Harper returned with a full tray. On her left wrist, sliding down toward her forearm as she set the tray down, was a beaded bracelet. Sure enough, red and silver.

      "Peanut power, extra honey, electrolyte boost," she said, setting Milo's cup down first. The plastic sweated, cold and extra-large, at least twenty-four ounces. "There you go, golden boy."

      Milo blinked, pulling his eyes away from the bracelet. He'd only ordered a large.

      "That thing is huge."

      The girl leaned against the empty wooden chair at the end of their booth.

      "We were still outta banana, so I subbed in some extra stuff and comped the size upgrade. If you want, I can take it back..."

      She subtly dragged her eyes from his shoulders down to his waist.

      "Go big or go home." Jace kicked Milo under the table.

      "Thanks," he said.

      "You go to Ridgeview?" Another kid asked.

      
        
      

      "Huh? Oh, yeah..." she said, touching her band self-consciously.

      Jace coughed. "It's cool. It's not too late to switch sides. Not your fault your school is filled with a bunch of pussies."

      "Confident, aren't you boys?"

      "Just speaking facts. I've won 30... and Vale, what are you, 40-0?"

      "41-1." Milo corrected.

      "Always humble as a fucking monk. So whatchu say? You free after? We'll have you in Base Ridge purple by four.

      "Well, humble monk," she said, checking the table once more. "Good luck tonight."

      Milo watched her walk back behind the counter, hips swaying in her little black apron.

      "Damn that ass. I think we had her coming around," Jace said.

      Milo looked back at his meal.

      He knew the drill. Water first. Then carbs. But the moment the straw hit his lips, his higher brain functions shorted out entirely.

      Peanut butter. Honey. Salt. Something tart underneath, maybe mango or orange, bright enough to cut through the heavy thickness of the whey. It hit his empty, shriveled stomach like sunlight entering a locked, freezing room. He sucked down half the cup in one long, continuous pull, his brain going blissfully quiet.

      "Tastes different," he mumbled around the straw. "I mean, it's good, just different. Wonder what they subbed in."

      
        
      

      Jace grabbed the cup from him, popped the lid, and gave it a sniff.

      "Mmm." He nodded and grimaced. "Horse semen."

      "Fuck off."

      "That's why I never get protein powder."

      Around him, the other wrestlers sank into their own utopias. Milo demolished the first bagel in four massive bites, barely chewing, and then killed the rest of the smoothie. As the food hit his system, the dull headache behind his eyes began to back off, and his limbs solidified with strength.

      15 minutes later, Milo had just stacked his tray and was gearing up to go when he met eyes with the dark-haired waitress, who was checking someone out behind the counter. She smiled and lifted two fingers in a slight wave. Milo wondered if she'd give him her number.

      "Watch it, Vale." Distracted, he bumped into someone walking through the front door of the shop.

      It was Cole Mercer. The second-ranked in the state. Thirty-nine and two. They stood practically eye-level.

      The Ridgeview team congregated behind him. Red and silver jackets, arrogant pricks. Cole's short, blonde crew cut made him look like an army brat, and he sneered like he was ready to start the fight early. Milo could take the bait, but he wasn't that stupid. Save it for the mat.

      "Cole. Didn't see you there. Have you gotten shorter?" Milo shot back. He only had an inch on the dude, but it still felt fun to say.

      The Ridgeview boy's eyes narrowed; they dropped down to the bagel wrappers and empty smoothie cup in Milo's tray. He smirked. "You're lucky weigh-in was this morning, fatass."

      "Don't need luck to beat a Ridgeview twat."

      
        "That scholarship is mine," he spat.

      "Yeah? We'll see about that tonight."

      Cole's voice dropped to a whisper meant only for Milo. "As if you'll be in any condition to show," he said under his breath, before he shoulder-checked Milo as he and his entourage moved past the table.

      "The fuck?" Milo called after him, perplexed. He felt a wave of heat crawl up his neck. He was... dizzy, suddenly. The fluorescent lights of the shop seemed to buzz and hum louder. He shook it off.

      Don't let him get in your head, he reminded himself, and then left the shop.

      ********

      Claire Vale's pristine black SUV waited near the curb by the arena lot.

      She sat behind the wheel, oversized designer sunglasses on despite the heavy cloud cover, one hand resting at the top of the steering wheel. Claire always looked like she had somewhere much more important to be. 36. A partner at a regional finance firm. Impeccable, sleek blonde hair, she was fifty shades of professionalism with zero tolerance for bullshit.

      She wasn't cruel. Cruelty led to kids rebelling and acting out. She was direct, honest, and efficient. And Milo was her finest project. Her only child. She and her husband had poured themselves into shaping him into the best, most successful young man he could be. Through the long practices and workouts, injuries, equipment costs, tournaments, and schooling, she had spent 18 years ensuring her investment, producing a champion.

      By any metric, she was an excellent mother.

      Milo tossed his gear bag in the back and slid into the passenger seat.

      "Take care of our boy, Mrs. Vale," Jace smacked the hood of the car.

      
        Claire lowered her sunglasses just a fraction of an inch to look at the snarky youth. "Thank you, Jace."

      "Hey, Mom." Milo leaned over and kissed her cheek. She smelled expensive, like lemon and bergamot.

      "Hey, hun," she said, her eyes flicking over him.

      The car pulled away from the curb. Milo cracked the back of the passenger window, letting in the frigid air. A bead of sweat rolled down from his hairline. It was strange, but he felt a little winded by the walk to the curb. A feverish set of heavy waves spread across his chest. He could feel the vibration of the car wheels on the rocky road. His pulse in his ears. It was loud.

      "So, 152 on the dot," Claire said, her gaze fixed on the road.

      "Yeah," Milo said. "It was close."

      "Good. We go home. Shower, change, back to the arena. We leave the house by four sharp."

      "I know."

      She checked the clock on the dash. "You ate?"

      "Yeah." Milo fidgeted in his seat. He pulled at the collar of his shirt. It felt constricting. The food sat heavy in his stomach.

      "Let's go over the game plan."

      "Ummm, he reaches too much from neutral, especially when he's frustrated. I get him reaching, losing his balance, he's dead. He gives up the leg every time."

      "He'll be waiting for that," Claire said. "His coaches have seen your video, too. He wants a scramble. He thinks he can beat you in motion. What's your counter?"

      
        Milo, normally excited to talk strategy, stared out the window. The suburban landscape blurred. His Mom's words muffled.

      Claire snapped her fingers. "Milo."

      "Sorry."

      "What's wrong?"

      "I'm fine."

      "That sentence has never once reassured me."

      He pressed his fingers into the meat of his thighs. He felt... itchy.

      Claire glanced away from the road. "What?"

      "Nothing."

      "You moved like something bit you."

      "I'm just warm."

      "It's sixty degrees in here."

      "Probably just the calorie burn."

      She reached over and placed a cool, manicured hand on his forehead. Her palm felt nice. He leaned into it. Her soft, smooth skin. He closed his eyes. He could feel the slight bump of her wedding ring. The smell of her perfume. A memory surfaced. The steam of his mother's post-shower bathroom, her in a towel. The smell of her lotion, her skin rosy. She'd dropped an earring, bent over to pick it up, and he'd caught a glimpse of--

      
        A confusing flutter in his own stomach. It was so random. So intense. It made him flinch. Thankfully, she was already moving her hand away and didn't notice.

      "No fever," she declared.

      She reached over and turned the AC down anyway. Cold wind blasted directly into his face. It helped.

      His pulse was still hammering, but he swallowed hard and told himself it was just adrenaline. Too much sugar. The stress of the match. Still, the coiling in his gut didn't relent.

      When Claire pulled the SUV into their concrete driveway, Milo lurched back to grab his bag.

      "Milo?"

      "Shower," he shouted. He jumped out before the car was even fully in park.

      She called after him as he slammed the door. He bolted inside, took the carpeted stairs two at a time, locked the door behind him, and stripped off his clothes in his bathroom.

      That was when the panic struck him fully. Something was definitely wrong.

      It wasn't nausea. It wasn't stomach cramps from eating too fast.

      At first, he simply stared down at himself.

      "No," he whispered into the empty bathroom.

      It made absolutely no sense. He hadn't been thinking about the girl from Peak Fuel, or any girl for that matter. Sex should be the last thing on his mind. He was prepping for the biggest athletic performance of his life, and his body was... His cock was hard. Rigid, throbbing, and with every breath painfully more intense. It wasn't normal arousal.

      He turned the shower handle all the way to cold. Freezing cold.

      
        
      

      He stepped under the spray. The water hit his chest like icy needles. He gasped hard and planted both palms flat against the wet tile. His muscles clenched in protest. He focused on the sensation. The shock of the cold, trying to will his erection away, to dominate it, to bend it to his will, the way he'd been trained to bend an opponent.

      He waited. He prayed. Cole Mercer's smug grin popped into his head, then his teammates' expressions of disgust. The idea of him having a massive chub under his singlet. That was the story kids told as jokes, but it would lead to a disqualification for unsportsmanlike conduct, and for the biggest match of the year, would probably break into the news and follow him forever.

      His cock didn't soften.

      He got out, dripping wet and shivering, grabbed a towel, and struggled to get it around his waist.

      In for four. Hold. Out for eight. Nothing.

      He dropped to the bathmat. Push-ups. One, two, three... He stopped when his dick kept grinding the floor. Then air squats. Then a wall sit against the door until his quads burned. He was exhausting himself.

      If anything, the frantic movement and the rising dismay only made the throbbing worse.

      Desperate, he grabbed some Vaseline he usually used for chafe prevention and wrapped his wet hand around his cock. He began to stroke, the slimy glide soothing, but not particularly exciting. Just quick, tight-gripped jerking.

      "Hurry up. Hurry up. Hurry up."

      In his imagination, Harper, the dark-eyed barista, choked on his cock in her hot little mouth. A couple of times, he thought he was getting close, but cumming remained out of his reach. He waddled to his computer and frantically searched for porn, not even bothering to open a private browser. He must have opened up eight tabs, eight failed attempts, girls spanking, fingering, stretching themselves, getting fucked, having toys pounded into them. No good.

      His phone buzzed on the counter.

      
        
      

      Jace: Arena filling up fast. Mercer looks cocky af. He's doing high-knees.

      Milo nearly threw the phone at the mirror.

      Another buzz.

      Dad: Just finishing up work. Heading over to the venue.

      He was hunched forward, dripping wet as the porn videos played, cock dripping precum, cursing loudly.

      "FUCK."

      A sharp knock snapped through the wooden door.

      "Milo?" Claire called. "We need to leave soon."

      "I know." His voice cracked embarrassingly.

      A pause on the other side of the door.

      "You don't sound right."

      "I'm fine," he leaned his forehead against his fist. "Just give me a minute."

      "I don't want you to miss check-in."

      The brass handle moved. It caught on the lock.

      Claire exhaled audibly. "Open the door."

      
        
      

      "I can't."

      "Milo," she demanded. "Open the door."

      He closed his laptop and scrambled back to the bathroom. In the mirror, his terrified reflection stared back at him.

      He picked up the towel and tightened it around his waist, took a shaky breath, and unlocked the door, opening it barely a sliver.

      Claire took one look through the gap and pushed her way in. She wasn't as tall or strong, but she had more resolve. She marched in in her pristine work blouse and her tailored skirt.

      "What is going on?" she demanded. "Nerves? Cramps?"

      "No."

      "Now is not the time..."

      "Mom--"

      "You're not dressed. You're sweating profusely even though the water stopped 15 minutes ago. Have you taken something?"

      "No!"

      He had no reason to cheat, especially this close to glory.

      "Food poisoning?"

      Milo's mouth opened, ready to deny the notion. But then his brain clicked in.

      
        
      

      Claire's eyes narrowed.

      "The smoothie," Milo explained.

      "What?"

      "I think someone spiked my smoothie?!" Milo replied aghast.

      Claire blinked but took the info in stride. "With what?"

      "I don't know. Something. Pills. Viagra. Rhino gas station crap. A Ridgeview girl was working the counter... I don't know. I drank it and now I can't--"

      His voice broke with absolute, helpless fury.

      "I can't put on my singlet."

      Claire's face changed by degrees. Alarm flashed through her as she noted the way his towel protruded between them. Milo looked away, staring at the floor.

      They only had half an hour.

      "Are you in pain?" her attention snapping back up.

      "Yes. No. It's pressure. It won't go down."

      "How long?"

      "Since the car ride. Worse when I got in the shower."

      
        "Okay. Okay. This is not the end of the world," she assessed. "I will give you some privacy. You will take care of this... situation."

      "Mom! You don't think I tried that. I've been... You know... Trying to get off... It's clogged up or something. I CAN'T!"

      "We need to go to the emergency room," she said.

      "No."

      "Milo."

      "No!" He heard the sheer desperation in his voice and hated it, but he couldn't stop. "If I go to the hospital, I'm done. They'll hold me. Coach will find out. The state officials will find out. I'll miss the check-in window. The scholarship, gone. Dad is already on his way to the arena right now. Everyone is waiting. I can't lose my entire future because some Ridgeview girl thought it would be a funny prank to ruin me. I can't lose to Cole Mercer."

      Claire's jaw tightened. "Your health is more important than anything. For all you know, this could be a severe cardiovascular event. It could be dangerous."

      "It's already dangerous! This is my future!"

      "That is not a logical argument."

      "Mom, it's uppers, not meth!"

      The alarm on Milo's phone chimed.

      Neither of them moved. Below them, the suburban house hummed with the mindless quiet of the heater. Here in his small, teenage bedroom, Milo felt like he was trapped in a pressure cooker. Mother and son stared each other down, at a complete impasse.

      Claire eventually pinched the bridge of her nose.

      
        "You tried cold water?"

      "Yes."

      "Exercise?"

      "Yes."

      "And you're SURE masturbation isn't working."

      He flushed darker. "Yes."

      "This is insane," she whispered to the room. "We need to report this."

      "I can't," he begged.

      "I know how much this means to you, Milo," she softened. The rare crease in her forehead and concern in her voice made it worse. "But--"

      Milo winced and started shaking his head. "I don't want to go to the hospital! I want to win State."

      Claire watched her son, this rugged, muscular boy, her investment, now reduced to a helpless mess. It irked her.

      "Milo Vale, do not pretend I am the unreasonable one here. You are 18. I did not raise you to take stupid risks. When you've exhausted the options, you don't throw yourself a pity party. You man up and do the mature thing."

      Milo groaned. She was right, despite wanting to utterly reject it. His rock-hard penis twitched, sending another pang of shame through him. He was going to have to drop out.

      "Fine," Milo conceded.

      
        Claire nodded. She couldn't bring herself to tell him it would be alright, so she forced a smile instead. "Finish getting dressed, and I'll drive you to the clinic."

      The professional woman then turned on her heels and started back for the door.

      Milo thought about everything. What would this mean for his school next year? His friends? Maybe it would all work out, but he was kidding if he ever thought he'd have a moment like this to perform...to win...to--

      "I just wanted to make you guys proud," he mumbled to her back.

      Claire stopped walking to the door. Her shoulders slumped. He heard her sigh.

      Then she turned and faced him, expression grave.

      "There might be... Oh, Milo..." she trailed off, looking him dead in the eye.

      Claire took a step back toward him, her expensive heels clicking as she rushed forward to wrap him in a hug.

      His gorgeous and brilliant mother embraced him as he stood half-naked and fully-aroused. She didn't care. This was a motherly gesture. Nothing sexual. And yet...

      "I love you so much, you know that?"

      "Mmmhm. I love you too, Mom."

      "And we're always proud of you, no matter what. You understand?" She held him tighter.

      "I... I understand."

      
        She bent back, but maintained hold of his biceps, squeezing them to keep herself steady. Her eyes darted back and forth between his. Her chest rose as she inhaled. He could almost hear the gears in her brain whirring. She then looked down, pupils focused on the outline of his dilated member.

      "Show me," she said.

      "--what?"

      "Do it." There was no mistaking the command.

      His hands felt frozen on the knot of the towel.

      "Milo. I cannot help what I cannot see. Drop the towel."

      He let the towel fall to the floor.

      Claire's nostrils flared, just a fraction, before her professional, detached mask slammed back down.

      "How does it feel?" she questioned, her voice entirely clinical, as if asking about a sprained ankle.

      "Like it's going to split open," he gritted out, staring at the ceiling. "It's just aching. It won't soften at all."

      She reached out, her fingers trembling only slightly, and clasped her hand firmly around the base, testing the rigidity. Milo gasped, his hips jerking forward involuntarily at the sudden contact. She squeezed, experimentally, feeling the trapped blood, then stroked upward once, twice, keeping her eyes locked on his face, watching for a reaction.

      "Nothing?" she asked.

      "It's... It's too hard," his legs shaking. "It's not--"

      "Words, Milo."

      
        
      

      "Nothing's coming out. It's like it's clogged. No matter how much I tried."

      "Regular manual stimulation isn't working because this isn't regular arousal," she muttered, half to herself. She was showing off her premed degree, a field she had flirted with before realizing the real money was in finance.

      "It's pharmacological. Extreme vasodilation. The blood is trapped. Manual release might take longer than we have, or it might not work at all against the drug's mechanism."

      She looked up at him, and her face shifted.

      "How close were you to getting off when you tried before?"

      He thought again about Harper, the hot little brunette. The bitch who had probably put him in this position.

      "Like... 70%?"

      Claire Vale controlled her voice. "Do you think... if I helped?"

      Milo's cock twitched in his mother's hands. A wave of embarrassment crashed through him.

      "What? No. Mom. We can't," he sputtered.

      "This is a medical situation, not a moral one," she insisted matter-of-factly. "And we're out of conventional options."

      He tried shutting the door on the idea. "Even if... with help. I've been trying for 10 minutes straight with my own hand, I doubt yours will... You know... have better results."

      His mom dismissed him. "You may find I am simply... a better-equipped assistant."

      
        He gaped at her, and the way she stared back. "I'm your mother. I know you better than you know yourself."

      Milo's mind reeled. Zooming back to the time she reset his dislocated shoulder during their ski vacation, the time he caught lice in second grade and she picked every single nit from his hair, the time she charmed the gate agent into letting them through when they were late for their flight, even though the door to the ramp had already closed.

      "How can you be so calm about this?" he whispered, horrified and mesmerized at the same time.

      She made the impossible possible with almost sociopathic competence. This was just another crisis. And she was the fixer.

      Claire could see the battle raging inside him. "Choose Milo. Every second we debate this is wasted. It's the ER or this."

      His gaze dropped down her slender throat to her body.

      Was she offering a handjob? A blowjob? He imagined her lips leaving a faint, glossy ring of nude lipstick just below his glands. Traitorously, his cock throbbed insistently.

      "I don't know." Milo managed to choke out.

      "Alright then. That's your decision. We go to the clinic. I'll call your fath--" She let go of his penis, ready to give up on the absurd plan.

      "No." Milo's hand shot out in a blur and grabbed her wrist.

      His brain, clouded by whatever was coursing through his bloodstream, screamed at him to salvage the evening. The tournament. His future.

      "You're right," Milo heard himself say. "Please... help me."

      The unflappable Claire Vale blinked, but nodded.

      
        
      

      "If at any point you feel worse... chest pain, severe dizziness, numbness, anything beyond what you have already described, you tell me immediately. No arguments."

      Milo nodded, his heart hammering against his ribs.

      "And once we get that penis of yours sorted, this stays mum. We don't talk about it again. Ever. Not even to your father."

      "Right."

      "Right," Claire repeated. "Get on the bed."

      She took a deep breath and slid her wedding ring and engagement diamond off her finger, setting them on his nightstand.

      He walked to his bed, erection bobbing in front of him, veins prominent, the dark red head swollen. It looked unnatural, he guessed, probably a half an inch fuller than his normal girth.

      "I'm going to need some lotion," she said. She pulled off her heels and skipped out of the room. Not excited. Just aware of the clock. A minute later, she returned holding a white bottle with a pump top. She squeezed a cool, white dollop into her palm. Milo sat on the edge of the bed.

      "Lie back," she demanded.

      The mattress dipped as she knelt on the bed beside him. The air was thickened with the smell of coconut. She hovered her lubed fingers over his shaft.

      "Here we go."

      Her fingers were cool and slick, her grip practiced and clinical. A guttural moan escaped Milo's lips before he could stop it.

      
        "Shhh," Claire murmured. "Is this working?" she asked hopefully with perfectly measured strokes. As wonderful as it felt, Milo knew it would go nowhere.

      He shook his head. She picked up the pace, her wrist twisting at the apex of each stroke, her thumb smearing the lotion. After another minute, Claire sighed.

      "This isn't going anywhere," Claire diagnosed, her free hand flat on his stomach, feeling the taut, trembling muscles of the fit 18-year-old.

      "Honey. Don't freak out. I'm going to have to try something else."

      He watched, mesmerized, as the sexy woman leaned over him. Her boobs, round and full, strained against the fabric as she shifted. Milo closed his eyes when he realized he was staring. He waited for the inevitable feel of her wet tongue and lips descending on his stupid, stubborn cockhead.

      But as he felt her shift above him, he felt only cool air across his phallic crown. He heard a zipper.

      He opened his eyes and saw that she had twisted fully around, straddling him but not facing him. She had unzipped the back of her skirt and hiked it up around her hips. She was wearing a pair of elegant, black panties.

      "What are you...?" Milo's breath hitched. "Aren't you going to suck...give me head?"

      She looked over her shoulder at him. Her flawless, made-up face was set in a mask of concentration.

      "I cannot in any universe justify putting my son's cock in my mouth. That is just--" she shuddered.

      "Besides, this will be faster, more effective... and it's not like you haven't been in my pussy before," she said, wistfully.

      She tried to make light of it at the same time as making sure she wasn't facing him and that he wouldn't get a good look at her except from the back. She pulled her panties to the side.

      "Mom," Milo gasped, but he didn't know what to do. "This is incest."

      
        
      

      "We are out of options, sweetie," she said, resigned.

      With that, she took his cock and lowered herself gracefully onto the one-eyed serpent. Milo's body had been on fire with a feverish ache that had consumed him for over an hour. Her hot pussy immediately smothered the painful spasms with her pressure.

      Milo's mind screamed. A rational corner of his brain, a survivor in the wreckage of his consciousness, understood the clinical justification. The drugged, primal part, however, just felt the sensation of his mother's slick, tight heat enveloping him, inch by inch.

      "Stop squirming," she ordered. "You can hold my butt. Do not reach for my breasts, please. Or try to make me turn around."

      Milo's hands flew to her hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh over her underwear.

      He let out a choked sob, as she settled fully onto his cock, her ass flush against his thighs. The pressure was immense, a total, overwhelming fullness that finally, finally addressed the furious throbbing that had been torturing him. She could have just sat there, like a cooling balm on a rash, but Claire wasn't there to waste time.

      She rose up slowly, her inner pussy muscles gripping him, and sank back down. Her cunt slurped all the way up the underside of his swollen shaft to the tip before she impaled herself again. After a few practice falls, her pussy seemed to adjust and evolve to her son's manhood, and she was able to pick up the pace, creating a frictionless rhythm.

      She bounced up and down.

      Milo's head fell back. None of his high school flings were like this. They were sloppy, afterparty, virgin explorations. This was... purposeful. She was riding him with the singular goal of inducing ejaculation.

      Her skirt was bunched at her waist, the pale round moons of her full ass flexed with every powerful descent. The slap of skin on skin... The wet sounds betrayed the reality of the act. The way her walls clung to him, dragging on the upstroke. He was going to keep his eyes closed. He tried. But he became too hypnotized by her ass, the efficient grace and motion of her body. Her perfectly pedicured toes on the duvet. She was so hot.

      
        
      

      "Milo," her voice came out in tight puffs, strained with effort. "Are we getting anywhere?"

      The direct question was somehow more erotic than a moan. Her free hand snuck behind to cradle his balls, rolling them as if assessing how close he was.

      "Yeah," he grunted. "Yeah, Mom. Keep... just keep going."

      Claire somehow increased the pace. Bouncing up and down faster. She arched her back, changing the angle slightly. The friction was insane. The world narrowed, the incest satiated the drug's artificial, relentless demand. He squeezed her ass. The flesh spilled over his fingers.

      "Come on, Milo. I can feel you throbbing. Let it happen."

      "Fuck," Milo whimpered, his hips twitching forward, entirely out of his control. "Mom--"

      Claire's thighs trembled with the strain, but her rhythm remained perfect. He had no idea how. 6 minutes, 7 minutes, 8...

      What Milo could not see. On the other side was his mom in agony. The involuntary hum in her throat as she adjusted her angle to accommodate his size. She was biting her lip so hard, ignoring the constant, amazing bludgeoning her still-tight pussy was taking. She couldn't let him see what it was doing to her. It wasn't her fault her libido was on fire. The boy was 18, and in the best shape of his life. Jacked and strong enough to snap her in half. Even the feeling of his pubic hair tickling her when she dove down was giving her fits. But she wouldn't let her son see she was turned on. She was his mother, not his whore. She was doing this for one reason and one reason only, because she wanted the best for him. He needed the scholarship. She was happily married. She had never once looked at him with any other intention than to raise him properly. Never. Never. Never. Still, her mind drifted to how big he felt. Bigger than his father. Her nipples were erect and poking through her blouse. She made sure to keep them forward.

      "God damn it, just finish. Push. Harder."

      12 minutes down. Milo bucked desperately. The edges of his vision went dark. He was seeing stars, the chemical cocktail in his blood electrifying every sensation and making it ten times more potent. He was right there. On the very precipice. Staring at her phat ass. The goal was so close but still out of reach. He lost track of time.

      
        
      

      15 minutes? 20 minutes?

      "Please, baby, please."

      Her pussy muscles convulsed and massaged his length furiously. Her legs were jelly. A line of perspiration had darkened the silk of her shirt between her shoulder blades. The coconut lotion had worn off. She was riding on her own natural lubricants. Milo was drawn back to reality by her ragged gasps.

      "Milo?" A high, breathy sound escaped her. "You need to finish soon. You're close. I can feel it."

      "Mom!" He whined. "I'm sorry! I still can't come!"

      Claire had finally reached her zenith. Her movements grew sharper, more erratic, losing their perfect mechanical precision. The poor woman was running on fumes. But she wasn't the type to give up. She gyrated down hard, spearing herself, cunt clamping down on him like a vise.

      "Give it to me. Give your mom that fucking load."

      The dirty words came out like a torrent.

      "Finish, and this will all be over. Finish, so you can win that trophy. Come on, Milo. I love you. I need to see my big boy cum. Now. Cum for me, sweetie. Fucking cum for your mom. Cum for mommy!"

      He couldn't believe what he was hearing. He caught his mom's face as she turned to him. Her immaculate makeup was smudged. Her hair stuck to her sweaty forehead. He noted the sexy, lewd expression of a woman on the edge. He saw a raw desperation he'd never seen before.

      A possessive thrill surged through him.

      She bounced with absolutely everything she had. If anyone was pulling off a miracle of athletic prowess it was her that day. Her other hand slipped aggressively between his legs, pressing firmly behind his balls, right against the perineum. Milo's vision whited out completely.

      
        
      

      The orgasm hit them both like a freight train, violent and agonizingly intense. His hips bucked forward hard, his fingers digging in to stop her bouncing, trying to stab her deep, force their souls together as their bodies convulsed.

      Claire's eyes widened in shock as the force knocked her forward, but she stayed locked on, hunched over his legs, gripping on for dear life. She couldn't help it. She tried to hide it from her son as her body spasmed and she came. Massive pulses of hot cum flooded her lower lips. It was too much; thick, heavy ropes of it, the product of four days of physical tension, dehydration, and the drug's forced, agonizing overload. Her vag was full, cum and juices trailed down her inner thighs.

      Had he been standing, his legs would have given out. Her pussy milked him, squeezing every last drop from his spasming, twitching cock until she finally felt it start to soften. Mercifully, the spasms stopped. It was over.

      Victory.

      Milo sagged on the bed, his mom a wet rag above him like they'd both sprinted a marathon, their bodies drenched in cold, clammy sweat. The drug's terrifying hold, finally broken by the sheer force of the biological release.

      She slunk off him and pulled herself up slowly, shakily. A thick, obscene gush of their fluids followed, landing on the grey striped duvet in a dark, spreading stain.

      He looked down at himself. His cock, finally, looked normal. Soft, spent, resting against his thigh. The angry redness was already fading.

      Claire stood up, turned her back to him, and limped to the bathroom. She splashed some water on her face and grabbed a hand towel. She wiped her chin, her neck, and scrubbed fiercely at her pussy. Her hands were shaking so badly that she dropped the towel.

      Milo stared at her back, completely unable to speak. His mind was shattered.

      Claire smoothed her skirt. She re-buttoned her blouse up to the collar. She checked her reflection in the mirror, fixed her hair, and wiped the mascara smudges from beneath her eyes.

      
        She didn't turn back to face him, simply cleared her throat and said, "Get dressed. We should have left five minutes ago."

      *******

      After an abbreviated two-minute rinse, Milo dragged the singlet up his legs. It pulled up clean and flat against his stomach. Relief hit him.

      The sheets had disappeared from the mattress, and the nightstand rings were also gone.

      His mother had wiped the event from the room, because of course she had. Erasing evidence. Moving forward. Never to be mentioned again. He tugged on his warmups, laced his shoes, grabbed his jacket, and his bag. Downstairs, the SUV's engine idled in the driveway.

      He got in the passenger seat. Neither spoke. Claire backed out, her face stoic under her big sunglasses. She'd swapped her earlier outfit for a turtleneck and slacks. Polished, her perfume neutralizing the tang of sex and sweat still surely caked on her skin.

      They pulled into the arena parking, Claire dropping Milo off in the front with his gear. Inside, the building looked nothing like the echo chamber it had been that morning. Thousands of people packed in. School banners had been unfurled from the overhead beams. Milo checked in with two minutes to spare. He was calm, but the adrenaline and dehydration were making his legs cramp. He was just about to take a long gulp of water when Coach Barlow grabbed his shoulder.

      "Where the hell were you?"

      "Family thing!" Milo stammered.

      Coach stared. "Jesus, Vale, any longer..."

      "I know. Sorry." He gave as genuine an apologetic face as he could muster. "I'm good to go."

      Coach let out an annoyed puff. "Go sit with the others."

      Milo slumped into the furthest chair to the right. As supportive as the team was, he preferred the isolation. This wasn't going to be the one-sided, Rousey vs. Carano, blowout he'd been looking forward to. He knew his body well enough to tell when his muscles were depleted. The abrupt workout that afternoon had left him fatigued. In a regular match, it wouldn't matter, but for state timing by fractions, reactions, all it took was to miss one strike, and the results would be catastrophic.

      As the singles bouts began, he pretended nothing was wrong, exchanging high fives, hollers, and jeers along with the rest of his teammates. But as his match neared, he felt his nerves start to fray.

      Cole Mercer stood across the staging tunnel. There in his red and silver warmups, bouncing lightly on the balls of his feet. Directly behind him, standing near the first-row VIP railing, Harper from Peak Fuel was talking to another Ridgeview fan.

      She saw Milo.

      Her expression faltered.

      Cole saw him too, only to quickly look away.

      Milo scoffed. Some of his fear dissipated. He was pissed. He thought about making a crude hand gesture or yelling something extra crass, but it would likely get lost in the din of noise, or worse, noticed by a scout. Soon enough, their turn would come.

      He had just rechecked his laces for the fourth time when the announcer's voice boomed over the speakers.

      "Wrestling for the one hundred fifty-two pound State Championship..."

      Milo rolled his neck, cracking it left and right, ignoring the flashing cameras. As he approached the mat, the tight strap of his singlet cut into his shoulders, the athletic tape wrapped tightly around his fingers, the grit on the soles of his shoes...

      "From Base Ridge High School, with a record of forty-one and one... Milo Vale!"

      He looked up to see his dad in his regular section. Les Vale leaned over the railing, both hands cupped around his mouth, shouting encouragement at his only son.

      
        
      

      Beside him was Claire. Milo felt a phantom squeeze, a muscle memory of her cunt clamping down, and then in his stomach, a violent twist of shame that made him want to puke or kill someone.

      Milo stepped into the center circle. Cole Mercer did the same opposite him, stripping off his warm-up jacket and tossing it to his coach.

      "Feeling all right, Vale?" Cole taunted. "You look paler than my gramps corpse."

      Milo grabbed Cole's hand and squeezed until he felt the dick's knuckles grind.

      "Never better," Milo spat back at Ridgeview's best.

      Cole's smirk twitched.

      The whistle blew.

      Cole shot across the mat. Low stance, heavy hands, snapping for a collar tie. He was too fast. His hands clubbed down on Milo's head. Milo backed away. The crowd groaned with disappointment.

      A fully healthy Milo might have countered, blasting a double-leg to make a statement. Tonight, his body warned him against reckless impact to his sensitive groin.

      He circled left, elbows in.

      Cole shot low, hands driving for the ankle.

      Milo sprawled.

      Or tried to.

      
        His hips dropped back, but moving his lower extremities was like wading through mud. Cole got deep on the single leg, his shoulder driving into Milo's thigh. His fingers gripped down. Milo's mind, stupidly, decamped to an hour earlier, where it was Claire's slender digits clutching his thighs.

      Before he knew it, he'd lost the leg, and his face smacked the mat hard.

      Three points.

      Milo's head swam. He tried to get up, but Cole landed on top of him, covering both hips.

      He bucked and flailed underneath the bastard. He snagged Milo's left wrist and held it.

      Fuck! Milo was locked. He couldn't believe how disadvantaged he was.

      He tried to build up.

      Cole chopped at the arm, but the momentum was enough for Milo to drop back to his stomach.

      "Heavy hips!" the Ridgeview coach shouted.

      Coach Barlow roared. "Don't give him the turn!"

      His Mom's full weight was a blanket compared to Cole's constrictive boulder force of leverage. All he could do was twist, trying to bridge and reverse. Cole wasn't giving him leeway, continually digging in his forehead to keep him flat. Milo reached haphazardly for anything. A few more seconds, and that would be points.

      The buzzer saved him.

      Milo wobbled as he leapt up too fast. His lungs were already burning.

      First period over.

      
        Cole had his choice to start the second and took neutral.

      The whistle blew.

      The short-haired blonde came forth, this time with more confidence. Milo circled left. Cole reached. Milo cleared the hand. Cole reached again. Fingers caught the back of his neck and snapped him down. He stopped the descent, hand hitting mat, pain shooting up his joints as he tried to pop up. Cole's foot hooked behind Milo's ankle. He swept. Milo stumbled off balance, head spinning. His vision was temporarily blinded by the glare of the fluorescent lights, violently triggering the memory of his mother's pale, sweat-slicked juicy bum wagging in front of him as he'd slammed into her.

      Cole drove into him.

      The Ridgeview fans screamed. He was falling. Mercer caught his wrist and shoved his head down, and circled behind before Milo could square up. His hands locked around Milo's hips.

      "Easy," Milo heard the boy whisper.

      Three more.

      Six-zero.

      Milo lay under Cole, winded. The Base Ridge side of the arena had quieted significantly. Trapped again, it felt fruitless to summon any energy. Everything burned. He hadn't expected it to be this hard.

      He avoided looking over at his teammates, but couldn't help but look back at his parents for a split second. There she was, still there, still rooting for him, even when he was about to let her down.

      "Finish up...Come on, baby...Make me proud."

      What they'd done. Crossing that line, just to lose. It was humiliating.

      Cole Mercer followed his eyeline. His cocky grin extended even further.

      
        
      

      "That your Mom? Fuck. Tell you what, if you tap out, I'll let you watch me rail her."

      Milo's vision tunneled. The crowd, the lights, and the noise all vanished. He was left with only that sneering face, the hot, animal musk of this fucking douchebag. This was it. The final stretch of the second period. He had to do something.

      Milo tried to build again, posting to one knee, then one foot. Cole followed too eagerly, clamping both hands around Milo's waist while Milo's knee was still planted on the mat.

      "Locked hands!" the referee barked, but he let the action continue.

      Cole realized the mistake half a second too late. Milo hit a hard switch, ripping Cole's locked grip across his own hip and turning into him with everything he had left. Cole tried to bail, but Milo caught the far ankle, drove through the scramble, and came around behind, covering both hips just inside the circle.

      The referee threw two more fingers into the air.

      One for locked hands. Two for the reversal.

      The arena came alive again. It was 6-3.

      "You've got him!" Jace screamed from somewhere behind the railing. "You've got him, Vale!"

      Coach Barlow was on his feet, face red, gesturing furiously for a turn. "Break him down! Heavy! Heavy!"

      Milo tried to power a half nelson, but Cole was too strong. He chopped at Cole's arm, then the other, trying to create an opening. Sweat dripped from Milo's nose onto the back of Cole's neck, for the first time all match, he had the asshole on the run. Ten seconds. Five. Three. One.

      The buzzer blared.

      
        Milo slumped off, gasping. He'd survived. Down by three. Two minutes left. The choice was his.

      He chose bottom.

      They got into position. Milo on hands and knees. Cole kneeling beside him, one hand on the elbow, one arm around the waist. The closeness, oppressive.

      Milo threw what he had left into a stand-up.

      Fresh, Milo would have easily kept his feet under him and broken away before Cole got his grip set. This Milo practically gave it away. It wasn't a mistake, however.

      He let Cole get him halfway up, let him think he still had control.

      Then, just as Cole went to break him back down, Milo caught the wrist.

      He used the rival's momentum against him, shoving the boy's head down. Hard. Cole grunted in surprise. Milo came around behind him and covered both hips.

      Reversal.

      Two points.

      Six-five.

      "Was that your plan?" Milo rasped, low enough that only Cole could hear. "Drug me, just to still get your ass beat?"

      Another grunt from Cole.

      "I knew you were a loser, but using the bitch working at Peak with your boner meds?" Milo continued.

      
        Cole's eyes were pure malice. In a vile, last-ditch move, he feigned a sit-out, only to then throw his hand at Milo's crotch. Sensitive as it was, all the cheap shop had to do was connect. The moment it did, Milo went wide-eyed as he felt Cole Mercer take his groin through the fabric and twist hard before letting go.

      Immediately, the Base Ridge favorite fell to the floor in agony. The crowd gasped. The referee blew the whistle. Coach Barlow rushed out.

      "That was intentional!" The man screamed at Cole, red-faced with fury.

      "Whoops." Cole played it off, acting for the sake of the refs.

      The referee was between them, holding up both hands. "Illegal hold! Unnecessary roughness! Base Ridge, one point!"

      Milo remained on the mat, curled in on himself. The pain was impossible to overcome. Tears stung his eyes. The world swam in a nauseating vertigo. He couldn't breathe. He had to get up. He had to. He saw his mother's face, serene and determined. He heard her raw voice in his memory. Cum for mommy.

      He had to get up. He had to get up now.

      "Vale, you okay?" the ref asked.

      Milo nodded, pushing himself up to his knees. He was still breathing. He could still win.

      There were only six seconds left after the recovery stoppage. Milo reset on top, one arm tight around Cole's waist, the other planted at the elbow. Cole tried again for a crotch shot, but Milo drove his hips down, flattening him, and buried his chest between Cole's shoulder blades until the horn screamed.

      Six-six. Overtime.

      One minute. Sudden victory. First score wins.

      
        The crowd was electric. This was it. The state championship.

      Up in the stands, Milo ignored his Dad and watched his Mom with her jaw set, stormy eyes willing him to finish. The most formidable woman he had ever seen, and she'd do anything for him, even throw away her vows for an afternoon.

      The whistle blew.

      Cole shot first. A desperate low single.

      Milo sprawled. He snapped Cole's head down, re-attacked, and got deep on the single leg.

      They drove, they fought. They were in the center of the mat. A tangle of limbs. A struggle for leverage.

      For one heartbeat, Cole's right foot stepped too far underneath him. It wasn't the textbook double-leg Milo had drilled a thousand times. It was a clumsy lunge. He got a grip around Cole's trunk, closed his eyes, and then he just drove. He squeezed, picturing the Peak Fuel girl's smug face, picturing Cole's sneer, picturing his mother's body.

      Cole scrambled, tried to sprawl, but Milo was a dead weight. He lost his balance and fell. They hit the mat with a thud that shook the entire arena.

      The referee's arm shot up. Three fingers. The whistle vanished beneath the crowd.

      For one suspended, infinite instant, Milo stayed exactly where he was on the mat. His chest was heaving, his hands were still locked tightly around Cole, and his mind was entirely unable to process the fact that it was actually over.

      Then Coach Barlow was right there, shouting in his ear. The referee was grabbing his arm, pulling him up to his feet. Cole rolled away, burying his face in the mat, broken, beaten, and furious.

      The official raised Milo's hand high into the air.

      
        The lights were bright, and the cheers rained down. His knees trembled.

      State champion.

      The decision rippled through the crowd, echoing through his father's shout and Jace's wild, manic jumping near the VIP railing, and Claire's stunned, silent stare.

      Milo had imagined this exact moment for years. He had run it through his head every night before he fell asleep. He had imagined maybe shedding tears. He had imagined his teammates screaming his name.

      He had not imagined feeling like he had just crawled naked through a fire to get there.

      Milo climbed the podium. The gold medal settled around his neck.

      Winning didn't erase what had happened. It did not make the dark, unspeakable secret between him and his mom okay.

      But it didn't stop today from being the best day of his life.

      He found Harper in the crowd.

      The girl with the red and silver bracelet had not followed Cole out, but was talking to Jace. He was going to have to warn his friend about her. But that could be later. His dad gave him a hug. Claire stood behind her husband, waiting patiently for hers.

      ********

      Later that night, Claire sat in the passenger seat while Les drove home, beaming with pride.

      Milo was out with his friends. Celebrating. He'd borrowed her vehicle. She hoped he was having a good time, where he belonged, with others his own age.

      
        She was so full of love. So proud of him, her husband, everything. Everything was perfect... So perfect... Even the college scout had basically assured them an offer in the mail. In another semester, Milo would be off to college, competing more... more friends, girlfriends...

      They reached a stoplight. She itched at her cleavage. She was sticky. She was going to go home, wash, wind down, as the responsible woman she was.

      It had been an emergency.

      Nothing more.

      It would never happen again.

      She believed that. She chose to believe that.

      She continued rubbing her upper boob. Her chest tightened. For one traitorous moment, her mind conjured the exact feeling of her son's girth. The way he'd throbbed. The way his cock had responded to her specifically. He had needed her today more than most sons would ever need their mothers. His swollen unit, harder and more defiant than Les's cock ever was, had sown those massive bursts of jism like a snake spewing venom. So much venom. So deep.

      A horn behind them interrupted the fantasy. She shook her head and stopped looking out the window. Forcing the memory away. She checked the backseat, knowing her son wasn't there but still feeling his connection. She crossed her legs. Tightly. Then folded her hands in her lap. These feelings would pass. Milo was mature enough to know their relationship could withstand this hiccup.

      At the next light, Les reached over and squeezed her knee. "You okay? You've been quiet."

      "I'm perfect," she replied. "I'm just... proud."
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