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The Indian Lawyer




Aishwyarya Bacon tossed her
head and rolled her eyes. Did he really expect her to believe that
line? She had stopped off at the bar to meet her friend Lilitha and
now she was being hit on by some fool that had had one too many
drinks. Just then, out of the corner of her eye, she saw her good
friend, Lilitha come strolling into the bar.

Turning her head, she
smiled and waved at her.

"Uh, sorry, but I have to
leave," Aishwyarya huffed, pushing up off the bar stool and picking
up her purse. "My friend is here now. It was nice talking to you,"
she smiled, turning on the sole of her high-heeled shoe and
strutting over toward Lilitha, teasingly swishing her cute little
behind from side to side as she did, just to torment the man. She
could see that Lilitha was looking at her with a quizzical look on
her face.

"Uh, hi," Lilitha grinned
as Aishwyarya took her hand and started pulling her toward a table
away from the leering man. "What's going on?"

"That man was being a
boor," Aishwyarya said, letting go of Lilitha's hand and sliding
into one of the two chairs at the table. "He was actually trying to
hit on me. Can you believe it?"

"Well, yeah," Lilitha
laughed, sliding into the other chair. "Why wouldn't he? An
attractive, middle-aged Indian woman, all alone, and looking
available, might I add."

"Oh, and how does a woman
look available?"
Aishwyarya laughed, motioning for the waitress.

"You know what I mean,"
Lilitha said, laying her purse on the table. "You look all bubbly.
You have a date tonight or something?"

"No, not a date,"
Aishwyarya giggled. "Uh, I'll have a glass of red wine," she told
the waitress.

"Make mine a martini,"
Lilitha said, quickly turning her attention back to Aishwyarya. "So
what? What's got you all giggly and happy as a schoolgirl going out
on her first date?"

"Derek called," Aishwyarya
smiled, reaching over and grabbing hold of Lilitha's
hand.

"Derek? Your
son?"

"Yes, Derek. He wants to
come live with me. You know until he finishes school and can get a
place of his own," Aishwyarya bubbled, barely able to contain her
excitement. "And I said yes…"

"I thought he was living
with his father, Jack," Lilitha said as the waitress set their
drinks down on the table in front of them.

"Here, put it on my card,"
Aishwyarya told the waitress, pulling her glass of wine to her and
taking a sip. "You know that I told you Jack got married? Well,
Derek told me that he feels uncomfortable around his father and his
new bride. So he just wondered if he could come live with
me."

"Cool…" Lilitha smiled,
tipping up her martini and taking a sip. "When is he
coming?"

"Tomorrow…"

"Sort of sudden isn't it?"
Lilitha laughed.

"Yes, but I can hardly
wait…

Aishwyarya was the happiest
she had been in years. Born and raised in America by Indian
parents, she had met and married Jack in her first year of college.
And nine months later, little Derek came along. Her parents had
been very supportive of her and Jack, helping out with babysitting
and all, so Aishwyarya had been able to finish college and three
years of law school. With both she and Jack being lawyers, money
was not a bother and things had gone along swimmingly for four
years after law school. Then Aishwyarya began to notice a
difference in Jack. He had many after-hour meetings and he just
didn't seem as attentive and loving as he had been before.
Aishwyarya had just written it off to the post-honeymoon blahs and
hadn't thought much of it. But as time passed, it was becoming more
and more evident and even her parents were questioning why Jack
wasn't paying more attention to her.

Finally, she found out that
Jack was having an affair with Alicia, one of the other lawyers in
his firm and the marriage ended in a nasty court battle. She had
gotten the large bulk of their financial assets, however Jack had
gotten custody of their then thirteen-year-old son,
Derek.

It had been hard at first.
Alone, no husband, no son, nothing but the empty house and a hefty
bank account. So, she had sold the house and moved to a smaller
condo. The condo was hers and had no memories of what it had been
like the old house. She had never been able to bring herself to
trust another man after Jack so she rarely dated and had only had
sex on two occasions since the divorce. And in each of those cases,
the results were abysmal.

But now that Derek was
eighteen and could make decisions on his own, he was coming to live
with her! While it wouldn't solve all of her problems, she would
have someone to talk to. Someone to share things with. She wouldn't
be alone anymore. She was already planning all the things they
could do together. The opera. Plays. She would indulge Derek with
everything his little heart could ever want. In a word, she was
going to spoil him rotten…

"Well, I'm off," Aishwyarya
said, tossing down the last of her wine and setting the empty glass
down on the table. "I have a room to decorate before the boy
arrives."

"Where are you going to put
him?"

"In the spare room that I
was using for storage. Maybe I'll just have to have a garage sale
or something," Aishwyarya laughed, standing up and grabbing her
purse. "Want to come help?"

"Why not? I don't have
anything else to do," Lilitha grinned, finishing the rest of her
drink and standing up. There were several appreciative leers from
the male patrons of the bar as the two attractive, middle-aged
Indian women made their way to the door.

"I think we could have had
our choice of men in there…if we wanted," Lilitha smiled as they
stepped up to her Beemer.

"Yeah, probably, but it's
been so long since I've dated, I wouldn't know what to do,"
Aishwyarya told her.

"Oh, you ought to try it,"
Lilitha laughed, sliding into the car and showing off a flash of
long, bronzed thigh. "It's like riding a bicycle. You never
forget…"

"I'll have to remember
that—" Aishwyarya giggled, pushing the door closed and stepping
back away from the car. "Meet you at my condo in an
hour?"

"See you then. Do you want
me to dress to paint or something?"

"No, the rooms already
painted, I just need some help in deciding how to decorate it. It's
been so long since I've had a man around…maybe you'll have some
ideas, being that you're still dating and all…"

"Insinuating that I spend a
lot of time in strange men's bedrooms?" Lilitha joked, slipping her
car into gear.

"No, just saying…"
Aishwyarya smiled.

"See you in a while,"
Lilitha grinned, looking over her shoulder to check behind her
before pulling out onto the street. Then with a little wave, she
was gone and Aishwyarya stood watching as her friend's car merged
out into traffic.

Parking her Mercedes in its
designated parking spot, Aishwyarya slid out from under the
steering wheel and quickly made it down the walk to her condo.
Unlocking the door, she stepped inside and closed it behind her.
Spinning it locked again, she tossed her purse on the table by the
door and went pinging across the hardwood floor to the kitchen.
Reaching into the up in the cabinet, she pulled down a bottle of
wine and quickly poured herself a glass. Then kicking off her high
heels, she carried her drink with her down to her
bedroom.

Setting the wine down on
her vanity, she started unbuttoning her blouse as she
absent-mindedly looked at her reflection in the mirror.

It was going to feel
strange having a man in the house. Well, not really a man. He was
her son, she laughed to herself. An eighteen-year-old boy. Still
she would have to be more discrete about the way she dressed and
went about things with him around. Her heart was singing as she
pushed her blouse back over her shoulders, let it slide down her
arms before she caught it and pitched it on the bed. Was he dating,
she wondered, reaching behind her and flicking the little clasp of
her brassiere to unfasten it? He must be, she thought as the
brassiere sprang forward and her breasts spilled out into the open.
Tossing her bra on top of her blouse, she stopped and stood
studying her breasts.

Her breasts were
average-sized by American standards, but all of her Indian friends
praised them and told her how big they were every time she wore a
bikini. She was proud of them as she eased her hands under them and
lifted them.

Why were her nipples so
swollen and stiff, she asked herself, looking at their reflection
in the mirror? And so sensitive, she winced, running her thumbs
across the bloated nubs?

Her areolas were so dark,
it was hard to make out the big nipples proudly jutting out of the
darkened centers.

And why did she feel all
warm and wet down between her legs? It was almost as if she was
aroused. Aroused by what, she asked herself, easing her breasts
back down onto her chest and reaching down to the button on her
skirt? Quickly pushing it through its buttonhole, she let it go
slithering down her long, shapely legs. Stepping out of it, she
bent down to pick it up and when she did, she saw that the crotch
of her sheer, black panties was softly shimmering with wetness in
the late-afternoon sunlight.

What was happening? What
had her in such a tizzy? It couldn't be that fact that Lilitha was
coming over. There was nothing going on between them. Could it be
the fact that Derek was coming to live with her? But why would that
have her feeling like this?

Well, it would be different
with a man around the house. She would have to be more discrete and
would have to watch the way she dressed, but certainly that was no
reason to be aroused. If anything, it would just be an
inconvenience.

Tossing her skirt on the
bed by her blouse and bra, she stepped over to her chest of drawers
and pulled out a pair of shorts and a tee shirt. Not even taking
the time to put her brassiere back on, she pulled the tee shirt
down over her head. It felt good not to have her breasts locked up
inside a brassiere for a change. Smiling to herself, she pulled her
shorts up her legs and then stepped back to look in the mirror. Not
bad for thirty-six, she smiled to herself, running her hand down
over the shirt and shorts to smooth out any wrinkles.

Just then, she heard the
doorbell.

Must be Lilitha, she told
herself, slipping her feet into a pair of clogs and heading back
out into the living room.

She and Lilitha spent the
next three hours going over what she needed to buy the next morning
before Derek arrived. New linens for the bed, new towels for the
bathroom, and all kinds of things to make the room comfy and cozy
for him…

 


~~~

The next morning was spent
hurrying around town shopping for all the things that she and
Lilitha had decided on and by noon, she had his room all prepared
for him. She was nervous. She hadn't seen Derek in six months and
she had almost forgotten what he even looked like. In an effort to
calm her fears, she had imbibed almost a full bottle of wine and
had a little buzz on by the time two o'clock rolled
around.

Suddenly, she heard the
doorbell ring. Her heart did a flip-flop. Her head was spinning. He
was home. Derek was home. After eighteen years, he had finally come
to live with her. She had so much she wanted to tell him. So many
things for them to do. She was almost shaking in nervous
anticipation as she stepped over to the door and unlocked
it.

"Derek—" she murmured as
she pulled the door open and found her son standing there waiting
for her.

"Uh, Mom…" he smiled,
dropping his suitcase and holding his arms out for a
hug.

"Derek—" she bubbled,
unable to contain her happiness as she rushed into his arms and
gave him a big bear hug and kiss on the cheek. "I'm so glad to see
you."

"I'm glad to see you, Mom,"
he grinned, taking hold of her arms and stepping back. Then he ran
his eyes up and down her body as if he hadn't seen her in years.
"Wow, Mom, you're hot—" he exclaimed, pulling her back into his
arms and giving her another hug.

What was that all about,
Aishwyarya tipsily asked herself? Hot? Did he really think she was
hot?

Finally they broke apart,
Aishwyarya nervously clutching at her chest. Suddenly Aishwyarya
became aware of her sweaty palms and glanced down, realizing that
her nipples had suddenly become hard and swollen once again. And
there was the dampness down between her legs. Why was she acting
like this? It was Derek, for heaven's sake.

"Did you have lunch yet? I
have some chapatti and left over chicken dhansak in the
refrigerator," she curried to him.

"No, Mom, I had a burger
just a little while ago, but that sounds good for dinner. It's been
a long time since I had any of your chicken dhansak," he
grinned.

"Sure, whatever you say.
Just let me know what you like and I'll cook it for you.
Whatever…"

"Uh, okay. So where do I
put my things?" Derek asked, reaching down and picking up his
suitcase.

"Oh, right in here," she
eagerly announced, taking his other hand and pulling him down
toward the room she had spent the morning rearranging for
him.

Pushing the door open, she
stepped back to let him go inside.

"So, what do you think?
Will it work?"

"Wow, Mom, nice…really
nice," Derek grinned, standing in the doorway looking around the
room his mother had fixed up for him.

"You really like it?" she
asked following him inside watching him walk around looking at
everything.

"It's perfect…I may not
want to find myself a place after I graduate. Maybe I'll just live
here," he joked.

"That's fine with me," she
told him, walking up behind him and giving him an intimate
hug.

Derek felt his mother's
large, unrestrained breasts crush against his back as she hugged
him and felt a strange feeling of excitement inside. He didn't know
what to think of it.

He and Aishwyarya weren't
that close. She was his mother, but they'd hardly spent any time
with each other since he had gone to live with his father. And now
he felt himself strangely attracted to her. And not as his
mother.

"So, what do you want to
do?" she asked him, letting go of him and stepping back, suddenly
aware of the tingling in her big, puffy nipples that had been
crushed against his back.

"Uh, I don't know, uh, what
did you have in mind?"

"Oh, I don't know. Whatever
you want to do. I'm just so excited to have you home."

"Whatever you want to do,
Mom…" he grinned.

"We could play Pagade," she
volunteered. "I have a board."

"Is it hard to learn,
because I don't know how to play," he answered her, setting his
suitcase in the middle of his bed and sitting down beside
it.

That's right, she told
herself. Derek maybe half Indian, but he'd lived with his father
for the past five years so he would have been thoroughly
Americanized and would probably have forgotten all the Indian she
had taught him as a child.

"That's okay," she smiled,
"Maybe I will teach you sometime. We could go for a walk. There is
a park just a block down from the condo."

"Sure," Derek softly
laughed. "I could use some fresh air after being cooped up in the
airplane and airports all day."

"Well, come on then,"
Aishwyarya happily laughed, grabbing his hand and pulling him
toward the door.

Aishwyarya and Derek spent
the rest of the afternoon in the park, walking, sitting and
talking, trying to familiarize themselves with each other and
before they knew it the sun was slowly sinking behind the
horizon.

"Oh, look," Aishwyarya
murmured. "Where has the time gone?"

"I don't know," Derek
laughed, looking down at his watch and seeing that it was
seven-thirty.

"You must be starved,"
Aishwyarya told him, tightly holding onto his hand as they started
back for the condo.

"You go slip into something
more comfortable," Aishwyarya breathlessly told him as they stepped
back into the condo. "I'm going to change and then I'll fix dinner
for us."

"Cool…" Derek smiled,
pausing at the door and turning back to her. "Mom…I really enjoyed
this afternoon. It's nice being back with you."

"Oh, Honey…" she bubbled,
her heart doing flip flops down inside her chest as she watched her
son disappear into his room and close the door behind
him.

Aishwyarya felt like a
teenager again. The past twenty years had been washed away with
Derek's words. He was back. She had her baby boy back. Her
happiness knew no bounds.

Hurrying into her bedroom,
Aishwyarya made for her chest of drawers unbuttoning her blouse as
she went. Peeling her blouse back over her shoulders, she let it
fall to the floor as her fingers plucked at the little clasp
holding her brassiere together. Then the bra went sliding down her
arms as her breasts tumbled out into the open. Looking down,
Aishwyarya was surprised to see how stiff and swollen her nipples
were. Lately, it seemed like they were always like that. Why?
Looking down into the drawer, she cupped her breasts and roughly
tweaked her achingly-sensitive nipples as she tried to decide what
to wear.

Letting her tits flop back
down onto her chest, she reached down inside the drawer and pulled
out a white Kurta that she had ordered from India on the internet.
The gauzy, white cotton was thin enough that you could make out the
outline of things underneath it without actually being able to see
through it. But should she wear a bra, she wondered? Derek would be
able to tell she didn't have one on if she didn't wear one, but he
wouldn't be able to see them through the material. Why not, she
giggled, feeling more like a teasing schoolgirl than a mother.
Besides, the V neck with tie closure dipped low enough, he would
have a provocative view of her cleavage anyway. Then picking out a
pair of bright red leggings, she rushed over to the bed.

Unbuttoning her skirt, she
let it go sliding down her legs. Looking down, she was surprised to
see that the crotch of her panties was still wetly clinging to her
pussy just as they had been earlier. Why was she so wet? Derek? No,
it couldn't be Derek. She wouldn't let herself go there. Leaning
down she quickly striped her panties down her long legs and started
to push off the bed to retrieve another pair. Then suddenly, for
some reason, she decided against it.

Reaching for her leggings,
she stretched out a leg and quickly pulled the tight, clingy
stocking up it. The leggings were so tight, it felt like she was
wearing a pair of nylons and the thin cloth clung to her leg like a
second skin, hugging and outlining every sweeping curve and arc.
Moments later, she stood up and gave the leggings a few plucks and
pulls to get them straight. Turning, she looked over at her vanity
mirror and saw that the leggings were clinging to the outline of
her tight, firm buttocks.

Smiling to herself, she
slipped the kurta down over her head and let it fall into place
covering her upper torso. Then with a couple of fluffs of her long,
black hair and a quick check in the mirror, she slipped her feet
into a pair of high heels and went scurrying back out into the
living room. When she did, she heard the shower running down in the
master bathroom. Derek was showering.

For some reason, she found
that titillating. It was strange. There was a man in her condo. A
naked man! A naked man standing down the hallway in her bathroom
not more than twenty feet away. It was oddly disquieting for some
crazy, convoluted reason. But it was her son, she told herself. So
it was okay?

Putting that thought in the
back of her mind, she speeded around the kitchen preparing dinner
as she heard the shower finally stop.

Finally, she heard the door
down the hallway open and close and she turned just in time to see
Derek pad into the kitchen in his bare feet.

He was wearing an aqua-blue
brocade-embroidered kurta with cream-colored silk
churidars.

It was Jack, her fevered
brain screamed at her. Jack was back from her college days and he
was standing in front of her wearing the traditional Indian
pajamas.

"What?" Derek grinned when
he saw her staring at him like she'd seen a ghost or
something.

"What? Oh, nothing," she
nervously laughed, trying to recompose herself. "You just look like
your father…"

"I do?" he smiled, stepping
over to the kitchen table.

"Yes, you do," she told
him, turning and putting a bottle of wine in the middle of the
table.

"Is that good?" he asked,
stepping around behind her chair, waiting for her to sit down. "Or
bad?"

"Neither—" she told him,
sliding into her chair as he pushed it under her. "You just look
like your father. That's all," she told him wishing her heart would
stop fluttering.

"I thought I looked like
you," he beamed, sliding into his chair across from her.

"Oh?" she smiled, filling
their glasses with wine. "Perhaps a little around the eyes. But
thankfully, that's about all."

"Oh, come on, Mom, your
beautiful…" he praised her, raking food into his plate.

"Not the face a man would
want," she teased back at him. "Cheers," she toasted, raising her
glass and waiting for him to follow suit. "To us," she whispered,
gently tapping her glass to his when he finally did so.

"To us," he smiled as their
eyes met and locked together for a moment.

"Yes, to us," she nervously
said, quickly looking away.

They had just about talked
themselves out during the afternoon and the dinner passed quietly,
each of them seemingly content to enjoy the quiet intimacy of the
meal.

"That was good, Mom," Derek
told her, pushing his empty plate back. "You make the best chicken
dhansak ever. I didn't get much Indian food living with
Dad."

"Well, we'll fix that," she
smiled. "What would like for me to cook for you tomorrow
night?"

"Uh, let me buy you dinner.
We can go out if you'd like," Derek told her, reaching across the
table and taking her hand in his. "You don't have to do all this
for me, Mom. Just being around you is enough."

Suddenly feeling an
overpowering sense of self-consciousness at the intimacy of the
moment, Aishwyarya felt a blush crawl out across her
cheeks.

"But I want to, Honey. I've
missed you so much. Maybe I didn't show it but I did miss you.
Really, I did."

"I know, Mom. It was
difficult…for all of us," he frowned, squeezing her hand tighter.
"But we're together now."

"Yes, we are…" she
murmured. "So, do you need my car tomorrow…you know to get settled
into school and everything?"

"Uh, I've still got a
couple of days for that," he said, letting go of her hand, leaning
back and balancing on the back legs of the chair.

"Why don't we go and buy
you a car tomorrow, then," she bubbled. "I can take a couple of
days off and I've got a few discretionary dollars to blow. What do
you say?"

"Mom, you don't have to buy
me a car…I've got a few dollars stashed away, too," he
grinned.

"Well, why don't we pool
our money and get you something really nice then?" she
suggested.

"If you say so, but you
know you don't have to do it."

"I want to. Why don't you
go watch TV while I clean up the dishes," she told him

"I'll help you clean up the
kitchen, Mom," he volunteered, standing up.

"No, go watch television
and I'll do it…" she ordered him.

It only took a few minutes
to clear the table and put the leftover chicken dhansak in the
refrigerator.

Glancing down at her watch
she saw that it was eight forty-five and she could hear some
undercover boss on television heaping tons of money on a few of his
fortunate employees. The show was a load of crap, she thought to
herself. Some boss goes out and works with five or six of his
employees and then instead of taking the money and making life
easier for his whole workforce, all he did was give it to those
five or six workers who were fortunate, or unfortunate to work with
him. Oh, well, so was life in America…

Taking off her apron, she
draped it across the back of her chair and walked out into the
living room.

"Did I miss anything?" she
asked stopping beside the couch where Derek sat watching
television.

"Uh, no…nothing," Derek
smiled up at her, unable to keep from admiring the outline of his
mother's svelte body as the light behind her was silhouetting every
delightful sweep and curve through the thin, gauzy material of her
kurta.

"Is there anything else you
want?" she asked him, watching him mute the television with the
remote.

"No, Mom, I'm
fine."

"Well, there's wine and
colas in the fridge and maybe I'll make us some chaat
later."

"I haven't had any of that
in years," he told her. "Popcorn would do fine. No use to go to all
that trouble."

"No trouble…" she smiled,
stepping toward the hallway leading to the back of the condo. "I'm
going to go change into something a little more comfortable it
that's okay with you."

"Sure, Mom, do whatever you
normally do. Just pretend I'm not here being a pest."

"I don't want to pretend
you're not here. I'm enjoying every minute of it…and you're
certainly no pest," she laughed as she disappeared down the
hallway.

Everything was working out
great, Derek told himself. His mom had taken him in with open arms
and seemed to be actually enjoying his company. He was glad. It had
become very uncomfortable being around his dad and his new wife.
Derek had had his own room and all, but he had felt like a visitor
in his own house. His father and Lisa were running around, wearing
next to nothing half the time, playing grab ass and all kinds of
other disgusting stuff while he was just trying to concentrate on
his school work. He wanted to do well in college, then get his law
degree like his mother and father. So, while he wasn't completely
celibate, he was about as close as you could come to it. In fact,
he couldn't remember the last time he had gone to bed with a
woman.

It felt so good to have
Derek back home, Aishwyarya thought. Everything was going along
swimmingly. She had debated on changing into her night clothes, but
when he had told her to do what she normally did, she decided to go
ahead and change into her night gown. It wasn't really a nightgown.
It was more like a long kurta that came down to her knees. It was
made of the same gauzy cotton that most of her other casual wear
was made of. It was thin. Thin enough to sort of see through, but
not thin enough to see really make out anything underneath it, it
was just thin enough to give a hint.

Quickly slipping out of her
clothes, she retrieved her kurta and slipped it on. She still
couldn't believe how sensitive and touchy her swollen nipples were
as she felt the cotton material rub against them when she pulled it
on. The crotch of her leggings wetly clung to her sex as she peeled
them down her long legs. She was still wet as a school girl out on
her first date, she told herself lifting her leggings up to her
nose and sniffing them. But why? Emotions could play strange tricks
on one's psyche. Happiness and joy could mask themselves and make
it appear that she was aroused when she was just excited and happy
to see her boy, she told herself.

Her breasts were adequately
covered and weren't a problem, but she had better put on a pair of
panties, just in case she accidently bent over or did something
else that might disclose her secrecy. Quickly, she pulled on a pair
of sheer, pink ones. She didn't have a choice as all her panties
were sheer, she told herself, poking through the pile of
finery.

Finally, after a quick peek
in the mirror and a couple of fluffs of her long, black hair, she
slipped her feet into a pair of high heels and started back out to
the living room. But, hearing the clop of her high heel on the
floor, she stopped. She wouldn't normally wear shoes around the
house at night. So why tonight, she asked herself. Because she
liked what they did to her legs…and she wanted to impress her son,
she admitted. But it would be too pretentious. Easing her feet back
out of the shoes, she pushed them aside and went padding back out
into the living room in her bare feet.

"Anything happening," she
asked, seeing that Vegas
was just starting on the television.

"Uh, is
Vegas okay…or do you
want to watch something else?" Derek asked her, starting to push up
onto his feet to stand, but stopping when his mother quickly eased
down on the other end of the couch before he could.

"No, no,
Vegas is great…I watch
it every week," she smiled, pulling her long legs up and tucking
them up under her.

"Oh, good, uh, so do I,"
Derek told her returning her smile before he turned his attention
back to the television.

Neither of them spoke as
they both sat watching the show unfold before them.

It was all a little awkward
and uneasy for Derek as he sat watching the show, taking the
occasional quick peek over at his mother when he thought she wasn't
looking. He could smell her perfume. It was the same perfume she
had worn back when he was just a kid. It brought back fond memories
of those times. Perhaps one of the happiest times of his life had
been Saturday afternoons back when he was four or five. He couldn't
remember exactly how old he had been, but every Saturday afternoon,
he and his mother would take a nap together in her bed. He couldn't
explain how good it made him feel. All he could remember was his
mother's perfume, how soft and warm she was, and he didn't have to
compete with his father for her attention. Freud had called that
age a person's phallic stage. It was a time, in Freud's view, when
the focus of the child moved to the genitals. During this stage,
Freud said, males begin to have sexual feelings for their mothers
and would see their fathers as competitors. Boys would later
identify with their fathers and repress those feelings for their
mothers to move past this stage which Derek had thought he had
done.

While all that gobbly-gook
would explain his feelings, he didn't put a lot of stock in Freud's
theories. All he knew was that it had been a happy time in his life
and one he had shared with his mother. And now, the smell of her
perfume had brought back those feelings.

Then a commercial came
on…

"I'm going to get a glass
of wine, can I get you one?" Aishwyarya asked, pushing up onto her
feet and looking down at Derek. As she did, she thought she saw his
eyes dart down to the front of her kurta, down to her breasts, but
she wasn't sure.

"Uh, yeah, that would be
fine, but just a little," he told her.

"Okay," she smiled,
stepping around the coffee table and heading out for the
kitchen.

As Derek watched his
mother, she stepped in between him and the television and stopped
for a moment. For that brief instant he could see the outline of
her body underneath the kurta. There it was. The outline of her
big, bare breasts, the sweeping swoop of her narrow waistline, the
flare of her hips, he could make it all out in that short-lived
moment as she quickly stepped away.

Derek couldn't explain why,
but it was like a splash of icy water in his face. For that
transitory span of time, it wasn't his mother that he'd seen. It
had been a woman! A beautiful, shapely woman underneath the gauzy
kurta. A spasm of excitement fired off down inside his churidars,
accompanied by ripple of guilt tickling through his poor, reeling
brain. Derek couldn't explain it. He'd never had a feeling like
that before. Never in all of the years leading up to this
moment.

Reaching over, he grabbed
one of the pillows leaning up against the arm rest of the couch and
pulled it into his lap to hide the conspicuous lump that was
forming there. Thankfully, he had inherited his mother's dark skin,
he told himself as he felt his cheeks begin to burn with
embarrassment. At least she wouldn't be able to see the
blush.

"Did I miss anything?"
Aishwyarya asked as she came stepping out of the kitchen with a
glass of wine in each hand.

"Just a commercial," Derek
told her, watching, waiting for her to pass between him and the
television again, hoping to catch another glimpse of the outline of
her body under the thin gauzy material.

Then there it was again.
Another flash of electric excitement fired off down inside his cock
as the outline of his mother's body etched itself onto his retina.
But this time, his mind's eye was cheating, filling in the missing
details. He pictured her areolas capping the tips of her jiggling
breasts. Small, dark, perfectly round, they encircled the twin nubs
of swollen stiff flesh tipping them. They were perfect in his
mind's eye as he suddenly realized that he could actually make out
the outline of her nipples tenting the thin material. Her nipples
were hard, he fretfully told himself.

"Uh, here's your wine…" he
heard his mother tell him and he realized that he'd been staring at
her breasts, his eyes locked on the jut of her stiff, swollen
nipples.

"Oh, yeah, uh, thanks," he
mumbled taking the wine from her and watching the sway of her
breasts under the kurta as she turned and slid back down onto the
couch.

Why did he have the pillow
in his lap, Aishwyarya wondered? Did he have a hard on? It hadn't
been that way before. Had she done something? Had she exposed
herself somehow?

If it had been awkward
before it was almost electric now as they sat watching the
television.

He had been staring at her
breasts, Aishwyarya frantically thought. Maybe she shouldn't have
worn the kurta. Now he could see how hard and swollen her sensitive
nipples were. He could see that she was aroused.

But she wasn't aroused, she
tried to tell herself. She was just excited. Excited to have her
son back home with her. It couldn't be arousal. She wouldn't let it
be.

Just then, Derek realized
that with the light from the lamp behind his mother shining through
the gauzy material of her kurta, he could make out the outline of
his mother's big, swollen nipples.

What was wrong with him?
Was he going crazy? This was his mother. This was his mother and he
was gawking at her breasts like he was some ten-year-old cretin
that had never seen a woman's breasts before. Suddenly, he couldn't
trust himself any longer. He had to leave.

"Uh, Mom, I think I'm going
to go to bed. It's been a long day," he said, holding his wine in
one hand and pushing up off the couch with his other
hand.

"Uh, sure, I bet you are
tired," she told him, pushing up onto her bare feet. "Is there
anything I can get you? Extra blankets…uh, another
pillow…anything?"

"Uh, no, no, I don't think
so, Mom," he mumbled, feeling more like the six-year-old boy who
had once been totally under his mother's control and influence. "I
think I've got everything I need."

"Well, I'm glad to have you
home, Honey," Aishwyarya told him. "Sleep tight…and don't let the
bed bugs bite…" she whispered to him just like she had done when he
was a little boy and she was tucking him into bed.

"Yeah, Mom, I won't let
them bite," he was somehow able to grin before he went stumbling
toward his room.

Closing his door behind
him, Derek shakily made his way over to his bed and sat
down.

What had just happened, he
asked himself? Something had happened. He didn't know what, but it
was making him feel awfully uncomfortable. Even more uncomfortable
and unsure of himself than he'd felt back at his father's
house…
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Derek woke with a start.
Where was he? Then he realized he was in his mother's condo. It all
came back to him. The plane ride. The afternoon and night with his
mother. The disquieting episode with his mother and her kurta. Him
having to beat off to get to sleep. And then there were the dreams.
He couldn't remember the specifics of the dreams, but he knew he
had dreamed. And there they were, just out of reach, at the very
edges of his awareness. Taunting him, teasing him, giving him that
odd, disquieting feeling that something had happened in the dream,
but he couldn't put his fingers on it. It was just
there…

Then there was a soft,
timid knock on his door.

"Derek…Derek, Honey, are
you awake?" he heard his mother ask him through the
door.

"Uh, yeah, yeah, I'm
awake," he called back, looking down at the outline of his cock
jutting up against the thin, cotton sheet. He had beaten it into
submission last night before he had gone to sleep, but now? Now it
was back, hard and stiff begging for his attention once
again.

"Can I come in?"

"Uh, just a minute, uh,
just a second," Derek stalled, reaching down to the foot of the bed
and quickly pulling a blanket up over his offending member to hide
it.

What was he doing that he
didn't want me to see, Aishwyarya asked herself as she stood
waiting. Was he naked? Had he been pleasuring himself? Wishing she
hadn't come down to his room, she anxiously waited for him to tell
her it was okay.

"That's okay, Honey, I can
come back in a little while…after you've dressed," she called
out.

"It's okay, you can come in
now," he told her.

Her heart was in her
throat. She was going to have to get a hold on herself. She was
acting like some foolish school girl around her son as she felt
that sudden warmth spreading out from down between her legs again.
That strange, tickly feeling was becoming a little too familiar.
This is crazy. Reaching down, she slowly twisted the doorknob and
gently pushed the door open.

"You aren't up yet?" she
said, seeing that Derek was still lying in bed with the sheets
pulled up over him. His bare, muscled chest was visible as he lay
leaning up against the headboard looking over at her.

Was he naked under the
covers, she frantically wondered. Did he sleep in the
nude?

"Uh, no, no, I'm not up
yet," he echoed her. "I was just getting ready to get
up."

"Well, breakfast is ready
whenever you are," she smiled, backing toward the door. "I didn't
mean to disturb you."

"You didn't disturb me," he
grinned, letting his eyes play down the long, curvaceous sweep of
her legs. "Just having a difficult time getting started this
morning. That's all." And the low-cut blouse? Why was she dressed
like she was?

"You still want to go
looking for a car today? Or would you just rather rest?" she said,
pausing, standing in his doorway looking back at him.

"No, no, I'm fine…just give
me a few minutes to put my game face on and I'll be out. Okay," he
told her, somehow able to find a grin, finding it difficult not to
let his eyes drift down to her breasts.

"I'll be waiting," she
said, stepping back and closing the door behind her.

What his mother had worn
last night had been provocative, but what she was wearing now was
even more titillating, Derek thought to himself, throwing his
covers back and slipping out of bed. She was wearing a thin, gauzy,
short-sleeved with a low-cut neck line and you could see her
brassiere through it if you strained real hard. And a super-short,
black skirt that clung to her butt like paint. It looked like it
had been sprayed on as it tightly stretched across the swell of her
tight, little ass. Sheer, black nylons and four-inch black,
patent-leather high heels finished her outfit except for the
diamond earrings and bracelet around her wrist. She looked more
like she was going out on a date than car shopping.

It was going to be a real
chore keeping his eyes off her breasts and long, creamy legs as
they drove around Miami looking at cars today. She would be
driving, of course, and her skirt was bound to ride up her legs.
God, I hope she's wearing panties, he loathsomely thought. Stop it!
Just stop it! She's your mother, for Christ's sake. Stop thinking
like that…

Maybe she shouldn't have
worn such a short skirt, she told herself. She had seen him looking
at her legs, but if she changed now, it would be like giving in.
But now that he had seen her, it would be like making a concession
that she should act different with him around. Hadn't he told her
to do whatever she normally did? Just pretend that he wasn't around
being a pest? Besides, being a lawyer, she knew the benefit of
dressing for the judge, who in this case would just happen to be
the car salesman. Nothing like a distraction to keep them off their
A game and perhaps get the car for a few dollars less, she smiled
to herself, taking a sip off her wine.

Just then, she heard the
shower come on down the hallway. Derek was showering. Suddenly, she
felt a shiver run down her spine as a picture of Derek standing
down in the shower raced through her mind. Standing under the
shower, water coursing down over his muscled pecs, down over his
wash boarded abs and then down over his penis before washing down
his muscular legs. How big was he, she wondered? His father had
been eight inches, she recalled, remembering the day they had
measured it. She couldn't believe they'd done that. But things were
different back then. Back then, before Derek had even come
along.

Stop it, she chastised
herself, setting her glass down and punching the buttons on the
microwave to warm up the nashta pastries she picked up at the local
Indian grocery for Derek. Standing, waiting for Derek to join her,
Aishwyarya nervously plucked at the neckline of her blouse, trying
to pull it up and cover a little more of the broad expanse of
cleavage. It was odd, she thought to herself. She had dressed this
way to provoke and tantalize a car salesman who she didn't even
know, yet she was embarrassed that her son might see more than he
should. What a crazy world we live in.

Just then Derek came
strolling into the kitchen. Aishwyarya had to catch herself again.
Her mind raced back to the image of her ex. He looked just like his
father standing there in his tee shirt, short pants and loafers. It
was like Jack had just stepped out of her memory and was now
standing right in front of her again.

"What?" Derek
self-consciously smiled, aware that his mother seemed preoccupied
about something. "Is something hanging out or what?" he asked,
wishing he hadn't before the words were even out of his
mouth.

"No, no, nothing is, uh,
nothing is hanging out," Aishwyarya said, blushing and turning away
from him, opening the microwave. "You just look like your father,
that's all."

"Does that bother you?"
Derek asked, sliding into his chair at the kitchen
table.

"A little," she laughed,
pulling the plate of nashta pastries out and setting them down in
front of him. "It's just a little unnerving seeing your father
every time I turn around…"

"Sorry, afraid there's not
much I can do about it."

"Never mind, eat your
pastries and let's hit the road."

"Yes, Ma'am," Derek
grinned, picking up a pastry and taking a bite out of
it.

"So where do you want to
start? BMW, Mercedes, Lexus, Acura?" Aishwyarya asked him, taking
another sip of wine.

"Uh, Ford," he mumbled out
around the mouthful of nashta.

"Don't talk with your mouth
full," she told him. "Ford? Really? Why a Ford."

"I've kind of got my heart
set on a Shelby GT500 convertible," he grinned after
swallowing.

"A Shelby GT500
convertible? Sounds expensive." Aishwyarya smiled.

"Around seventy thousand
bulked out the way I want it," he told her. "But I've got
twenty-five saved up for it. That'll only leave forty-five, so the
payments shouldn't be too bad."

"I don't know why we're
going shopping," Aishwyarya said, pushing up onto her high heels
and clacking over to the sink. "Sounds like you've got everything
all settled. I thought we'd look for a good European or Japanese
car."

"Hey, Mom, I'm an
American," he complained. "Besides after the recession and the
automobile fiasco, American made cars are the in thing
now."

"Well, if your mind is made
up, what are we waiting for. Let's go buy you a Shelby GT500
convertible," she laughed, making her breasts jiggle and bounce
down inside her low-cut blouse which didn't escape Derek's
attention.

Seeing her son's eyes dart
away from her breasts, Aishwyarya clopped out of the kitchen and
out into the living room as Derek finished up his
breakfast.

Aishwyarya had been looking
forward to spending the day with Derek looking at cars, but now
that apparently wasn't going to happen. He already had his mind set
on a Mustang convertible. Well, it would be cool riding around with
the top down letting the wind whip through her hair, she thought to
herself. With a handsome, young man at the wheel, she added as
Derek came walking into the living room.

"Ready to go?" she asked
him, picking up her purse and stepping over to the front
door.

"You sure you want to do
this, Mom?" he asked her, following her, reaching around her and
opening the door for her. "I'm a big boy now and I can handle this
myself."

"What, you don't want me
along. Does it embarrass you that your mother is accompanying you
to the car dealer?" she asked him, pausing and pouting out her
lower lip.

"No, no, it doesn't
embarrass me, Mother," he grinned, holding the door open for her.
"What boy wouldn't want a beautiful woman riding around with him in
his brand-new Mustang convertible? I'll even make sure the top is
down so the whole world can see us."

"You silver-tongued devil,
you," she laughed, tossing her head and stepping out onto the
landing. "You always know just the right thing to say to make your
old mom feel good," she told him, leaning over and giving him a
peck on the cheek, letting her breast brush against his arm in the
process.

Quit flirting with him, she
warned herself as she stepped down the walkway swinging her hips
with a little more enthusiasm than was really necessary.

Following his mother down
the walk, Derek couldn't keep his eyes off her tight, little butt
as it twitched from side to side inside the tight, clinging skirt.
Her beautifully-sculpted legs looked a mile long as they stretched
down from the skirt. Every curve and sweep was perfectly formed.
Her legs were made for high heels and she certainly wasn't afraid
to show them off, he told himself.

Holding the door open for
his mother, Derek watched her slide under the steering wheel of her
Mercedes. As she did, just as he had suspected, her short skirt
rode up the bronzed perfection of her thigh, stopping just above
the reinforced top of her nylon and just below the Y of her
tummy.

Blushing, Derek pushed the
door closed trying to ignore the warm, tickly feeling down inside
his cock as it slowly began to respond to its
environment.

He didn't know what had
come over him. He'd never felt this way around his mother in the
past, not that he'd spent that much time around her
anyway.

Sliding into the passenger
seat, he fastened his seat belt and watched his mother shift into
reverse to back out of the parking space. As she did, her skirt
rode higher and Derek caught a glimpse of black silk down between
her legs.

Black panties, his fevered
brain screamed at him. His mother was wearing black panties. For
some reason, he found that fascinating…
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Amazingly, Derek found the
car of his dreams at the first dealership.

Shelby GT500: 5.8L, 32
valve, supercharged V8 with 662 horsepower; six speed transmission;
Race red with racing stripe sport package; Charcoal black with red
trim interior; 19 in front, 20 inch painted, forged aluminum
wheels; electronic package; it had it all. Everything he wanted on
his car.

"So, how were you going to
pay for it?" asked the salesman, obviously paying more attention to
Aishwyarya than Derek.

"Well," Aishwyarya said,
pausing, running her fingers down the fender of the car, bending
slightly so that the neckline of her blouse fell forward slightly
to give him a hint of what was hidden down inside it, "we were
wondering what kind of discount you might be able to give us if we
paid cash for it…" she smiled.

Derek swallowed loudly,
unable to believe his mother was intending on him paying cash for
the car. She knew that he only had twenty-five thousand. Was she
going to pay the rest?

"Uh, cash? Well, uh, just a
minute…I'll have to check with the manager," the salesman
stuttered, taken aback by Aishwyarya's offer. "I'll be right back,"
he told them, backing away and heading for the back of the show
room.

"Cash, Mom?" Derek
frantically whispered. "I don't have that kind of money. I told you
I only have twenty-five thousand…"

"I know. Don't worry about
it. I told you last night we could pool our money and get something
really nice," she whispered back. "Just let me take care of
it."

"Okay, Mom, you're the
lawyer," Derek told her, slowly stepping around the car taking it
all in.

His own car. Brand new.
Even had the new car smell. He'd been dreaming of this for months
and now it was finally his. He couldn't believe how fucking lucky
he was.

Then the salesman came
walking back up to the car with a clipboard in his hand.

"The manager says we can
take two thousand off for cash," the salesman told them.

"Only two," Aishwyarya
pouted. "I was thinking more like four thousand. Weren't you,
Derek?" she said, turning and looking at Derek and running her
fingers along the neckline of her blouse making it drop lower down
the slope of her breasts.

Derek could tell that his
mother was playing the salesman like a deep-sea fisherman. And she
seemed to have set the hook as the salesman sheepishly looked from
one of them to the other.

"Four thousand? I, uh, I
don't know if we can do that."

"Well, Derek, maybe we
should just go to a different dealer…one who is ready to make a
deal," Aishwyarya hinted, putting on the poutiest face she
owned.

"Wait, just a minute. I'll
be right back," he said, turning and heading back to the manager's
office.

"What do you think? Think
he'll do it?" she asked Derek, letting her fingers play down over
his bicep. Now she had turned her charm on and it was difficult to
stop it.

"I don't know. He seemed
awfully hesitant. I think we're eating into his profit margin now,
not the manager's."

Five long minutes later,
the salesman came shuffling back out of the office.

"I can do thirty-eight
hundred. That will make it sixty-five, four ninety five. Deal?" he
asked.

"What do you think, Derek?
It's your car," she asked him, brushing her hand down her hip and
smiling at the salesman.

"Uh, yeah, yeah, I guess
so…" Derek hawed, wondering if his mother had the extra cash with
her to settle the deal.

"Will a check do?"
Aishwyarya asked turning back to face the salesman. "We'll leave
the car overnight and pick it up tomorrow morning. That should give
you plenty of time to have the check cleared and have the car all
spiffy and ready to go. Don't you think?"

"Uh, yeah, sure, uh, if
you'll follow me," he said, motioning back toward the manager's
office…
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An hour later, Aishwyarya
and Derek were driving home after settling the deal with the
dealership.

"So, now you own your own
car," she smiled, reaching over and giving his thigh an intimate
squeeze. "How does it feel?

"Cool," he grinned,
starting to reach across and return the touch but thinking better
of it. "I still can't believe it. How am I ever going to pay you
back?"

"Don't worry about it. Take
your time. I told you that I wanted to chip in, too," she told him,
pulling her car into her slot.

"Yeah, but forty thousand
dollars? That's a little more than chipping in," he said, pushing
his door open and stepping out.

Hurrying around the car,
Derek opened his mother's door and was rewarded with a brief flash
of tawny thigh and black silk when she spun on her butt and pushed
up off the seat.

"Quit worrying about it,"
she laughed, feeling good that she had been able to buy Derek
something to make up for all the time she hadn't been there for
him. It wasn't enough, she told herself, but it was a
start.
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That afternoon Derek
borrowed her car and went down to the campus of the University of
Miami to transfer. Luckily, the U also had a law school where he
could transfer when he finished college. Everything was working out
about as well as he could have ever hoped.

Returning from the campus,
Derek stopped by an Indian restaurant and picked up some curried
chicken and chapatti for dinner, hoping that his mother hadn't
already cooked it. Normally, he would have bought fried chicken or
burgers, but tonight, he wanted to show his mother that he
respected her heritage. Pulling into his mother's parking slot, he
turned the car off and sat thinking. Tomorrow it would be his car
that he would be parking in the lot. He couldn't believe it. Not
only his own car, but his own Shelby GT500. His own Mustang. And it
was all paid for. So he wouldn't have to make any payments anytime
soon. But he would repay his mother. Yes, he would see that he did
that. Every frigging penny…

Grabbing up the chicken, he
went hurrying up to his mother's condo. He was so exuberant his
feet didn't even touch the ground as her flew up the walkway and up
to the front door.

Not even thinking, Derek
reached down, turned the door knob and pushed the door
open.

"Yikes—" he heard his
mother shriek as all he saw was a naked backside disappearing
around the corner and heard the door to his mother's bedroom slam
shut.

He should have knocked, he
told himself. He wasn't used to having to knock before going into
the house. And he didn't have a key. Plus that was one of the
things that had made him so uncomfortable at his father's house.
Since his father had gotten married, he didn't know what he was
going to stumble upon when he came home so he had started knocking
to warn them. But here, he didn't think he would have to. Now, it
looked like he was going to have to do the same thing
here.

It was then that he
realized that his mother had a very nice rear end. He had only
gotten a glimpse of it, but what he'd seen was spectacular. Not too
big, not too skinny. Just right, he told himself feeling that warm
and tingly feeling make itself felt down inside his
cock.

"Uh, Sorry, Mom—" Derek
called out, taking the chicken and chapatti out to the kitchen and
setting them on the table.

Just then his mother came
padding into the kitchen wrapping her robe around her, jerking the
belt tight around her narrow waist and tying it.

"It's okay, my fault. I
should have known better, just wasn't thinking," she
smiled.

"Oh, by the way, here's a
key to the front door. I had one made for you…and I'll try to be a
little more discrete," she told him, handing him the
key.

"Uh, thanks, uh, you want
me to knock from now on?"

"No, I'll just be more
careful…what's in the bags?"

"Uh, curried chicken and
chapatti. That okay?"

"It's fine. I was just
about to start dinner, but now I won't have to cook so I can spend
a little more time with my little boy," she laughed, brushing by
him, giving him a peck on the cheek on her way back out to the
living room.
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After supper, Aishwyarya
went down to her bedroom and changed back into her kurta. Just as
she had last night, she didn't put on a brassiere, but tonight she
decided not to wear panties. She would just be careful, she told
herself. And besides Derek had told her to do what she normally did
and she usually did not wear panties around the house at
night.

Stepping back out into the
living room, feeling a little self-conscious about going commando,
she saw that Derek was sitting on the couch with the remote in his
hand flicking through the channels.

"Anything on," she asked
him as she walked by on her way to the kitchen to get a glass of
wine. "Wine?"

"Uh, nothing really…and
yes…to the wine," he grinned at her continuing to flick through the
channels.

Stepping back out,
Aishwyarya handed Derek his wine and glanced back over at the
television just in time to catch Erotic
Karma flash by on the screen. Stop there,
she wanted to tell him, but didn't. What would he do if he knew
that she watched porn occasionally to get off, she wondered? Would
it shock him?

"So how did things go at
school this afternoon?" she asked him sliding onto the couch and
pulling her long legs up under her making sure that the kurta
stayed well below the Y of her tummy so that she wouldn't divulge
her little secret.

"Great. Everything went
fine. I start classes Monday," he told her setting the remote down
on the couch between them.

"That's cool," she smiled
picking up the remote and toying with it. "Tomorrow's Saturday and
I don't have anything planned, other than picking up your car.
Anything you want to do?"

"We could take a run down
the coast with the top down, you know to check it out and
everything," he smiled.

"I would like that," she
grinned, seeming to be absent-mindedly flicking through the
channels. Then the channel with Erotic
Karma playing on it showed up on the que
and she stopped it, turning to look at him. "Yes, I would like that
a lot. I can't remember the last time I went for a ride in a
convertible…with the top down."

Then, making out like she
was going to resume channel-hopping, she pressed the play button
and the screen was suddenly filled with a pair of the biggest boobs
she'd ever seen on a woman. And the woman was naked, simulating sex
with a man half her age. With her 46" HD screen, the tits looked
like a pair of pink watermelons. And the regular-sized melons, not
the personal-sized ones.

"Mom—" Derek gasped staring
at the TV like he'd seen a ghost or something.

"What?" Aishwyarya
innocently asked, turning and looking. "Oh, My, God, I'm sorry…"
she apologized, stabbing at the buttons, avoiding the off button
for several second before she pushed it and watched the screen go
blank.

"What happened?" Derek
wanted to know blushing so badly, even his dark, Indian skin
couldn't hide it.

"I don't know," she
innocently explained, looking down at the remote for an
explanation. "I guess that I hit the wrong button."

"Yeah, I guess so…" he
mumbled, seeming at a loss for words.

Why did she do that, she
asked herself? What was she trying to do? Embarrass him?

"She did have some rather
large ones, didn't she?" she joked.

"Uh, Mom?" Derek stammered.
"Uh, I think I'll hit the sack early…big day tomorrow."

"Yeah, sure, uh, sorry
about Dolly," Aishwyarya snickered.

"Dolly?" Derek asked,
pushing up to his feet and standing looking down at her.

"Dolly Partons," she
laughed.

"Dolly Partons? Oh, yeah,
the woman—" Derek awkwardly muttered. "Night-night—"

"Night-night. Sleep tight
and don't let the bed bugs bite…"

She still didn't know why
she had done it. All it had done was embarrass him and send him to
bed. She ought to be ashamed of herself…

What had happened, Derek
wondered. Had it been an accident? Or had she done it on purpose to
embarrass him? Well, she was right about one thing, or rather two
things. The woman's tits had been large ones all right. Very, very
large. Why she could have knocked a guy out if he got hit by one of
them if she got carried away.
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Aishwyarya was up with the
sun the next morning. She could hardly wait to get the day
underway. She and Derek were going to pick up his car and then they
would drop her car off back at the condo and drive up the coast.
Maybe as far as Fort Lauderdale and then back home in time for a
late lunch.

As Derek struggled out of
sleep, there was something pulling him toward wakefulness.
Something monumental in his life. His first brand-new car. His
Shelby GT500 was waiting for him at the dealership. It was his! He
couldn't wait to get his hands around the steering
wheel.

Throwing the covers back
off him, he leapt out of bed and fifteen minutes later, he was
dressed and ready to go.

Stepping out of his room,
he could hear his mother in the kitchen.

"I'm in here," he heard her
call out as he almost skipped across the living room.

"Morning, Mom," he
cheerfully bubbled, hurrying over to where she stood at the kitchen
cabinet. Wrapping his arms around her waist, he pulled her against
him and gave her a long, wet kiss on the cheek before letting go
and stepping back.

"My, my, somebody certainly
got up on the right side of the bed this morning," she laughed,
putting the last of the nashta on a plate.

"I can't wait…" he giggled
feeling like a ten-year- old boy on Christmas morning waiting to
unwrap the biggest present under the tree.

It even felt like Christmas
to Aishwyarya. Although she wasn't a practicing Buddhist, she had
gone along with Jack when Derek was a little boy in celebrating
Christmas. She had always thought that Christmas was actually for
the adults, teaching them unselfish, anonymous
generosity!

"When can we go?" Derek
impatiently asked as she slid the pastries in front of him along
with a big glass of milk.

"The dealership doesn't
open until nine o'clock," Aishwyarya said, sitting down a picking
out a pastry for herself.

"Oh," Derek said,
disappointment dripping from his face to puddle on the table in
front of him.

"It's only an hour and
it'll take us thirty minutes to get there, so it won't be long,"
Aishwyarya laughed, making her breasts jiggle and bounce down
inside her gauzy, white blouse. She had forgone a brassiere for the
grand occasion, thinking that Derek would be more interested in his
new toy than his mom, so he probably wouldn't even notice. But the
salesman probably would…

Three pastries later, Derek
was up pacing the living room floor as they waited. Aishwyarya was
sitting on the couch with her long legs crossed, slowly bobbing her
foot up and down. It was almost comical and reminded Aishwyarya of
a man in the maternity ward at a hospital waiting for the birth of
his first born.

"Pacing won't make the time
go any faster," she laughed, "and you're going to wear out my
carpet."

"Sorry, Mom, I'm just
excited" he told her plopping down on the couch and then popping up
almost before his butt hit the cushion.

Aishwyarya glanced down at
her watch and saw that it was eight-twenty. It wouldn't hurt to
leave now. They would get to the dealership early, but maybe they
would see them outside and let them in. After all they had just
spent sixty-five thousand dollars at their facility. That should
mean something.

"Well, come on, let's go,"
she finally said, holding out her hand so Derek could pull her up
onto her high heels.

"Yipeeee—" Derek yelped,
scrambling over to her and taking her hands in his. Then with a
quick tug, he pulled her up onto her feet in front of him. There
for a brief moment, they stood facing each other, their faces only
inches apart, her big breasts just brushing against his chest, the
toes of their shoes touching.

In that moment, something
passed between them. Aishwyarya didn't know what it was, but it was
almost palpable, like a rush of love…or something. Then Derek
leaned forward and brushed his lips across her cheek.

"Thank you, Mom…" he
whispered, his breath hot and heavy on her ear. Time stopped for a
second, then two before everything began again and Derek stepped
back away from her.

It was another pivotal
moment between them and Aishwyarya felt her heart skip a beat as
her love rushed out to meet his.

"Uh, you're welcome,"
Aishwyarya nervously coughed, stepping around Derek and finding her
purse. "Well, come on, let's go get that car of yours…"
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Stepping out of his mother's car, it was all he
could do to go running over to the door and start beating on it.
But he was somehow able to contain his excitement and hurry around
to his mother's door. Reaching down, he jerked the door open and
stepped back to wait for her to get out. But as she swung her legs
around to debark, they parted and Derek couldn't help but catch a
glimpse of pink down between them. The glance had been quick and so
brief and Derek's frantic brain couldn't tell if he'd seen pink
skin…or pink panties.

Stunned, Derek stood in a
daze as his mother unfolded out of the car, stood up and stepped
around him.

"Well, are you going to
stand there all day?" Aishwyarya asked, wondering what had caused
Derek's sudden paralysis.

"Huh, oh, yeah," Derek
muttered, suddenly springing into life and gently closing the
door.

Now his brain had two major
conflicts to sort out. Getting his car and trying to figure out if
his mother was wearing panties or not?

"Are you coming?"
Aishwyarya impatiently asked, reaching down and taking hold of his
hand.

"Uh, yeah, yeah, coming,"
Derek mumbled, letting himself be pulled across the parking lot
toward the dealership. As monumental as getting his car was, the
fact that his mother might not be wearing panties was almost on the
same level for some weird, crazy reason. It didn't even make sense.
Why wouldn't she be wearing panties? She had to be wearing panties.
With her short skirt, she knew it would ride up and he could see,
her pussy…didn't she?

 

The salesman who had sold
them the car yesterday met them at the door with a clip board in
one hand.

"I know how excited you
must be," he grinned, holding out the clipboard in front of Derek.
"So just sign here and she's all yours."

"SHE'S all yours…" Derek
heard, turning to look at his mother who was happily beaming back
at him.

"Sign the sheet, Honey,"
Aishwyarya told him.

What was wrong with him? He
was acting crazy. Like he was in a daze. Well, new cars could have
that effect on a boy, she laughed to herself, little knowing that
wasn't causing his confused condition. She was!

"Oh, yeah," Derek mumbled,
taking the pen from the salesman and quickly scrawling his
signature on the line the man was pointing to.

"Well, there you go…" the
salesman told him, taking his pen back. "I'll have Hank bring it
around for you."

Just then, Derek heard the
loud speaker crackle on. "Hank, GT to the front lot," said a
woman's voice.

"Thank you," Aishwyarya
told the salesman, seeing that Derek seemed to be in a state of
shock and unable to speak.

"Are you going to be able
to drive?" Aishwyarya whispered to him as they hurried out to the
front lot to await the arrival of his car.

"Huh?" Derek muttered,
shaking his head, trying to clear the image of what he'd seen down
between his mother's legs from his reeling brain.

"Are you going to be able
to drive?" Aishwyarya asked again, sensing that Derek seemed to be
coming out of his delirium.

"Yeah, yeah, I'm fine,"
Derek told her, somehow able to conjure up a grin.

Then the throaty roar of an
engine pushed everything else out of his mind and his thoughts
suddenly shifted from his mother to the beautiful red Mustang
coming around the corner.

He'd never seen a more
beautiful car as it sparkled and shimmered in the bright, Florida
sunshine. It was fucking fantastic. And it was his! Then the car
rolled up in front of him and stopped. A tall man in a pair of
clean coveralls stepped out of it and held out the keys to
him.

"She's all yours…" he
grinned as Derek took the keys from him.

"Go…get in," Aishwyarya
giggled, almost happier for him than he was himself. "I'll meet you
back at the condo and you can take me for a ride."

"Okay…" Derek mumbled,
bending down and running his fingers over the charcoal-black and
red leather seat.

"Well, get in—" Aishwyarya
told him.

Slowly, Derek slid
underneath the tilt, leather-wrapped steering wheel and reverently
ran his fingers over it. It was his! It was really his!

"Start it up," he heard his
mother tell him as she leaned down looking into the window watching
him.

"Uh, okay," Derek grinned,
turning to look at her and finding himself face to face with his
mother's big, beautiful breasts as her blouse billowed out to
expose them.

"Oops," Aishwyarya giggled,
leaning back up and holding her hands over her breasts to keep her
blouse from falling open again.

Derek's heart was
fluttering like the wings of a dying quail down inside his chest.
He didn't know just how much more excitement he could stand in one
morning. Turning away from his mother with the image of her breasts
forever seared into his brain, Derek reached down and slowly
twisted the key. Suddenly the air was filled with the thrum of
2,648 hooves under the hood pawing the ground ready to
run.

"I guess I'll see you back
at the condo," Derek grinned, slowly shifting the car into first
and easing out on the clutch. It was like unloosing a caged tiger
as the car leapt forward and stalled.

"You okay," Aishwyarya
giggled running up to the car.

"Yeah, fine," he told her,
feeling another blush fan out across his cheeks. Well that was a
rather ignominious beginning he told himself, starting the car
again.

This time he eased the
clutch out slowly and pulled down the parking lot. Stopping at the
intersection, he looked both ways and pulled out onto the street.
Within moments he was whizzing along with the air streaming through
his hair. It was fucking fantastic. Unbelievable. Stupendous. He
loved it and couldn't wait to get it out onto the freeway where he
could let the ponies under the hood canter up to a
gallop…
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Pulling into the parking
lot, he spotted his mother standing by her car. Stopping the car,
he reached across the seat and pushed the door open for
her.

"Well, you didn't wreck
it," she laughed, sliding into the seat, keeping her legs together
and hiding the secret mystery down between them from his prying
eyes.

"Yeah, I almost did, right
there at the start though," he laughed, blushing again.

Twenty minutes later they
turned off US Highway 1 onto I95. Minutes later they were humming
along at seventy miles an hour on I95.

Aishwyarya felt alive again
with the wind blowing through her long, black hair as it streamed
out behind her like the wake of a ship. The air was warm and
smelled of the ocean stretching out to the east of them for as far
as the eye could see. She could see the happiness in Derek's eyes
as he sat leaning back, both hands on the steering wheel the wind
rustling his hair as they flew along. North Miami, Miami Gardens,
Hallandale Beach, Hollywood flew by outside the car until finally
Derek downshifted and turned off onto exit 25, State Road 84, the
Marina Mile Road.

"Ready to head back home?"
he asked her. "Or stop for lunch?"

"Why don't we drive back
and have lunch at the Burro and Tortoise," she told him, reaching
up and checking her neckline, pulling it back up to cover her
breasts that had become partially exposed by the wind
stream.

"Great…" Derek told her
steering back up onto the freeway and shifting up through the gears
until they were whizzing along at eighty.

"Better slow down…" she
hollered out, not wanting him to get a ticket on his very first day
with his new car.

"Yeah…" Derek grinned,
glancing down at the speedometer and then over at his mother's
long, lanky legs.

God, she has pretty legs,
he told himself as he brought his eyes back up to the road just in
time to avoid rear-ending an old lady in her BMW who was tooling
along at a modest fifty-five.

"Whoops," he grunted,
recklessly steering around the Beemer.

"Keep your eyes on the
road," Aishwyarya warned him, reaching down and tugging her short
skirt further down her leg.

The rest of the trip was
uneventful and they made it back to the Burro and Tortoise. It
seemed a little odd for an Indian woman and her half-Indian and
half-American son to be eating at a Mexican restaurant, but so was
life in the states.

"Well, now what?" Derek
asked, pushing his plate back and reaching for his billfold as
their attentive waiter stepped up to the table.

"It's nap time for your
mother," she smiled. "Remember, it's Saturday."

"Oh, yeah," he grinned,
handing the waiter his credit card."

Saturday afternoons. Every
Saturday afternoon as far back as he could remember his mother had
taken a nap. Some of those afternoons had been the happiest times
in his life. Back when he was four or five, some Saturday
afternoons, he and his mother would take a nap together in her bed.
He couldn't explain how good it made him feel. All he could
remember was his mother's perfume, how soft and warm she was as he
cuddled up next to her and the fact he didn't have to compete with
his father for her attention. He had felt a little guilty about the
feelings he had felt for his mother, but he would find out later
that it was normal for a boy his age. An age when he saw his father
as a competitor for his mother' affection. But later he would
identify with his father and repress those feelings for his mother
to move past that stage which Derek had thought he had done. But
maybe he hadn't.

"Those were some of the
happiest times of my life," Derek smiled as they sat waiting for
the waiter to return his card.

"What do you mean,"
Aishwyarya asked, putting a dab of makeup on her nose, then
stuffing her compact back in her purse.

"Those Saturday afternoons
when we used to take a nap together," he told her as the waiter
stepped back up to the table.

"Thank you, Sir, and come
back soon," he said, setting a little plastic card holder on the
table with Derek's card and two peppermint candies in
it.

"Thanks," Derek smiled,
picking up his card, slipping it back in his billfold and handing
his mother one of the candies. "Sweets for the Sweet…"

"What did you mean?"
Aishwyarya asked him, unwrapping her candy and popping it in her
mouth.

"Oh, it was just a happy
time," he told her. "You and me, all alone. It was just a happy
time. I can't explain it."

"Sort of like now,"
Aishwyarya softly laughed, reaching across the table and giving his
hand a soft, intimate squeeze.

"Yeah, sort of like now…"
Derek agreed as they pushed away from the table and stood
up.

Neither of them spoke as
they drove the short distance between the Burro and the Tortoise
and Aishwyarya's condo, both of them seemingly buried deep in their
own thought.

All the condos were
allotted two parking slots, so Derek had his own slot by his
mother's as he pulled into it.

"Seems funny parking my car
in my slot," Derek laughed as he pulled the Shelby in beside his
mother's Mercedes.

"I imagine that it does,"
Aishwyarya smiled, starting to push her door open, but stopping and
waiting for Derek to come around and open it for her.

"Oh," Derek muttered,
basking in the glow of owning his own car and realizing that his
mother was waiting for him to open her door as any gentleman would.
"Let me get the door for you," he told her, throwing his door open
and rushing around to her side of the car. Reaching down, he
quickly pulled her door open and waited as she turned, swinging her
lovely, long legs out and holding her hand out to him for him to
pull her up onto her high heels. As she did, Derek's eyes shot down
between her legs hoping to catch a glimpse of something to either
confirm or dispel the mystery of panties or no panties. Once again,
he was stymied. All he caught was a brief glimpse of pink and could
not tell if it came from skin or panties. .

Pulling his mother up onto
her high heels, he waited until she moved out of the way before he
closed the door and clicked his remote to lock the car. The horn
beeped twice telling him that it was locked.

"It certainly is a pretty
car," Aishwyarya told him, standing on the curb watching him
proudly admiring the Shelby.

"Yeah, it is, isn't it?" he
beamed, turning away from the car and taking hold of his mother's
hand. "Thanks again, Mom. It's perfect…"

Stepping into the condo,
Aishwyarya laid her purse on the table by the door and slipped her
high heels off. "Glad to get off those stilts," she laughed,
padding out into the living room as Derek followed along behind her
admiring the tight twitch of her little butt under her short
skirt.

"They make your legs look
great…" Derek told her, walking over to the couch and sitting
down.

"What? You don't like the
way my legs look without high heels on?" she asked.

"No, no, they look great,
uh, I, uh, sorry, I was just saying…oh, never mind," he bashfully
balked, feeling childishly confused.

"Well, I'm glad you like
them, they're the only pair I've got," she laughed, stepping out
into the kitchen.

"Wine?" she called out as
Derek heard the wine bottle clink against a glass.

"Sure."

Stepping out of the
kitchen, she handed him his glass of wine and headed for her
bedroom. "I'll be back in a minute," she told him.

Where's she going? Well,
she would probably have to change out of her clothes if she was
going to take a nap. She wouldn't nap in her blouse and skirt…would
she? It would be uncomfortable.

Picking up the remote, he
flicked the television on as he sat waiting for her
return.

About five minutes later,
Aishwyarya came back out into the living room, dressed in the kurta
she usually wore around the house at night.

"Well, I think it's nap
time," she smiled leaning down and setting her empty glass on the
coffee table. Then she stopped and stood looking down at him as if
she was trying to make up her mind about something. "Would you like
to take a nap with me?" she asked him.

Take a nap with her? Did
she really mean it? Just like the old days? He couldn't believe
it.

"You know, like back in the
day…" Aishwyarya smiled.

"Uh, you mean it?" Derek
muttered, still not believing his mother was asking him if he
wanted to take a nap with her.

"Why not? Just the two of
us here. Nobody will know. What can it hurt?"

"Uh, yeah, uh, okay," Derek
grinned, suddenly feeling a rush of happiness wash over
him.

"Why don't you go change
into something comfortable and come down to my room," she told
him.

"Yeah, sure," Derek
bubbled, getting up and starting for his room.

"I'll be waiting," she
whispered, blowing him a kiss.

What did all this mean,
Derek wondered, stepping into his room and closing the door behind
him? Taking a nap with his mother? They would both be lying in her
bed…together! Just the thought of lying in the bed beside his
mother sent preparatory signals down to his cock and he felt it
begin to firm up. No, he told himself. No. There was nothing like
that going to happen. He wouldn't let it. But even still, he
couldn't stop the warm, tingly feeling down in the pit of his
belly.

Stepping over to his chest
of drawers, he bent down and pushed his short pants down his
muscular legs. Then he shoved his Jockeys down his legs and sniffed
them before tossing them on his bed. As he did, he saw that his
cock was already sticking out at half-staff as more and more blood
was being pumped into it.

Jerking his tee shirt up
over his head, he pitched it on the bed and went for his deodorant.
A couple of quick swipes under his arms and then across the cheeks
of his ass took care of his grooming needs. Pulling on another pair
of Jockey shorts, he maneuvered his firming prick into a
comfortable position so that it wouldn't be so noticeable and the
pulled on the cream-colored silk churidars that he usually wore
around the house at night. Then he pulled on the same aqua-blue
brocade embroidered kurta he'd worn on the first night.

A quick check of the
mirror, a couple of swipes through his hair with the comb and off
he went to join his mother down in her bedroom.

Derek could feel that his
heartbeat had picked up and he could hear the glug-glug-glug of
blood pounding through his brain. Suddenly, he felt lightheaded. He
couldn't believe that it was really going to happen. Now he was
that same five-year-old boy that had napped with his mother back in
the day. His hands were actually shaking as he lifted one up to
knock on her door. His mouth was drier than the Sahara.

Tap-Tap-Tap—

"Come in, the doors open,"
he heard his mother call out to him.

Taking a deep, cleansing
breath, he turned the knob and pushed the door open.

His mother was laying on
her bed with the sheet pulled up waist-high over her. She looked so
beautiful. And strangely, she didn't look a day older than she had
back when he was that little five-year-old boy.

"You look comfy…" he
mumbled, unable to think of anything else to say to her.

"Come…" she said, lifting
the sheet off the bed, indicating that he was to slide under
it.

With his heart in his
throat, Derek bent down over the bed, slowly crawled up on it and
eased down under the sheet.

"There…just like back
when…" she whispered as they lay side by side their arms barely
touching.

Then Derek suddenly became
aware of her perfume. The same perfume she had worn back then, he
told himself as his reeling brain went tripping back thirteen years
to a warm summer afternoon with him and his mother lying in her
bed.

~~~

His mother was asleep and
he was snuggled up against her with his arm draped across her tummy
basking in the intimate happiness of the moment. Then he'd moved
his arm and his hand had brushed up against his mother's soft,
giving breast. At first it had frightened him and he'd started to
move his hand away. But when she didn't move, he'd grown bolder and
pressed his hand against her breast harder. When she didn't move
again, he had slowly eased his hand up onto her breast. He
remembered his heart racing as sweat had popped out on his
forehead. He actually had his hand wrapped around his mother's
breast. He remembered barely even being able to breathe as he
tentatively gave his mother's breast a gentle squeeze. He couldn't
believe how soft and giving her breast had been. Then he had become
aware of the hard knot pressed against the palm of his hand. It was
her nipple!

Growing braver by the
second, he remembered that he had gently plucked at the swollen nub
with his fingers. But as he did, he had heard his mother let out a
soft murmur and press her breast up against his inquisitive
fingers. When she did, it had scared him so bad, he'd jerked his
hand back waking his mother up in the process. Then he remembered
his mother looking down at her watch and telling him that it was
time to get up.
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By now, Derek's cock was
hard enough to drive nails with as he lay beside his mother
waiting. Waiting for what he asked himself? How long had it been?
Five minutes? Ten? He didn't know but he was afraid to move. Afraid
if he did move he would do something wrong and touch her in the
wrong place or something. His heart was still racing, just as it
had on that day so long ago. Finally, he slowly turned his head to
look over at his mother.

Was she asleep? She had her
eyes closed and her breathing seemed slow and steady. Maybe she was
asleep. Suddenly it was thirteen years ago and he was the same
little boy that had been lying beside his mother on that warm,
summery afternoon.

But somehow it was
different now. He wasn't five years old. He was eighteen and he
knew that what he was thinking was wrong. So very wrong. But he
couldn't stop himself. Closing his eyes, he turned slightly and
brushed up against his mother. Then he waited…and waited, but
nothing happened. Easing his eyes open, he saw that his mother's
eyes were still closed and she hadn't moved.

With his heart in his
throat, he slowly lifted his arm and gently draped it across his
mother's tummy just below the swell of her breasts and stopped. Now
he was lying on his side beside his mother with his arm draped
across her. Suddenly her eyes came open and she smiled. Then she
sighed and snuggled up against him.

Oh, God, she didn't turn
away, Derek feverishly thought.

What was he doing,
Aishwyarya asked herself? He had his arm lying across her tummy,
just below her breasts. Was he trying to feel her up? Suddenly her
heart was pounding. Racing a mile a minute, her breathing
quickened. Then when nothing happened after several minutes, she
relaxed and snuggled up against him feeling warm and
happy.

After several more minutes
she felt herself drifting off to sleep. Trapped in that warm, fuzzy
place somewhere between sleep and wakefulness, she felt Derek's
fingers brush against the bottom of her breast.

Suddenly alarm bells were
ringing, sirens were blaring. He had touched her breast. What was
he doing? He couldn't do that. He couldn't touch her breast. She
couldn't breathe. She couldn't think. She didn't know what to do.
She couldn't let him touch her like that. Not there.

Then to confirm her
suspicions, she felt his fingers gently clutch down around her
breast—

"No—you can't—" Aishwyarya
gasped, grabbing hold of Derek's arm by the wrist to shove it
away.

She felt the muscles in his
arm tense as he resisted, keeping his hand shoved against her
breast as he squeezed again.

"No—" Aishwyarya objected
pulling harder.

Suddenly the resistance
when out of his arm and she was able to pull his hand away from her
breast.

"Oh, God, Mother, I'm
sorry—so sorry," Derek sobbed, tears suddenly coursing down his
cheeks, dripping off his chin and dampening his kurta.

Recoiling away from him,
Aishwyarya rolled over on her side facing away from him. As she
did, she felt the bed shudder as Derek launched himself off it.
Then she heard him stumbling across the room to the door. Moments
later she heard the door to his bedroom slam shut.

What had just happened, her
fevered brain wondered? He had touched her! Derek had touched her
breast. Touched it and actually fondled it. She was in a state of
total disbelief. How could he do that? Why would he do that? Had he
interpreted her invitation to take a nap with her as more? Had he
thought she had invited him to her bedroom to… But how could he
think such a thing? She was his MOTHER!

Derek wanted to crawl into
a hole and die. Why had he done that? What did he hope would
happen? Him and his mother? That was crazy. But she had invited him
into her bedroom. Yeah, but not for that, you fool— He'd fucked
everything up. Now she would know what a sick, shameful pervert she
was living with. If only he could go back and somehow erase the
last ten minutes. Take it away and make it so he had never touched
her. But even in the depths of his despair and shame, he marveled
at the softness of his mother's breast. His fingers were still
tingling from where they had touched her.

Aishwyarya's breast was
burning everywhere Derek's fingers had touched her. It was like his
fingers had been embers blistering her skin where his fingertips
had dug down into her.

Then the tears came. She
couldn't hold them back as her body was wracked by deep,
bed-shaking sobs. Why had he done that? Everything had been so
perfect before he did that.

Aishwyarya cried herself to
sleep…
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Waking up, Aishwyarya had a
vague sense of unease. Something was wrong. What, she asked
herself, trying to remember. The it came to her. Derek had touched
her breast—on purpose! Swinging her legs off the bed, she quickly
sat up and felt a wave of nausea and dizziness washed over her.
Clutching hold of the bed to keep from falling, she sat trying to
get her bearings back. Her cheeks were scratchy and her eyes ached
from all the crying she had done. Rubbing her eyes with her
balled-up fists, she was finally able to stand up. What should she
do? She didn't know, but she had to do something.

Groggily stumbling over to
the door, she pushed it open and stepped out into the
hallway.

Where was Derek? Should she
go to him? Her head was spinning. A glass of wine to quiet her
nerves, she told herself.

Standing in front of the
window looking out onto the parking lot, she saw that Derek's car
was gone. Where was he? Where had he gone? Glancing down at her
watch, she saw that it was seven o'clock. Where was he?

Aishwyarya was walking
around in a fog. Her brain didn't want to work. It didn't want to
sort out all the emotions swirling around inside it. It was
confused.

She should eat something
but her stomach wouldn't accept food. She still felt queasy and out
of sorts.

Turning the television, she
sat down and flipped through the channels but realized she couldn't
concentrate on anything. Turning the TV off, she pitched the remote
down on the couch and went into the kitchen to get her another
glass of wine.

Stepping back up to the
window, she peered out, hoping to see Derek's car pulling into the
parking lot. But she didn't. Turning, she wandered back down the
hallway toward her bedroom and found herself outside Derek's room.
Looking around, she guiltily reached down and tried the doorknob.
It was unlocked. Should she, she asked herself. What would she
find? What dark secrets were hidden in the room.

Slowly, she pushed the door
open and uneasily stepped inside. Flipping the light on, she looked
around. Nothing jumped out at her. It looked like a normal
eighteen-year-old boy's room, not that she'd had any dealings with
what an eighteen-year-old boy's room was supposed to look like. But
it looked like what she imagined it was supposed to look
like.

There was a pair of jeans
and a tee shirt lying on the foot of his bed and a pair of sneakers
sitting on the floor. There was an empty coke can on his desk
beside his lap top. And there behind the laptop was a picture of
her. And a picture of Jack and Lisa. There was nothing special
about the pictures, but it gave her a warm feeling to know that he
had kept a picture of her all these years.

Looking around his room,
she didn't want to go poking into his things, violating his
privacy.

Realizing that the visit to
Derek's room wasn't accomplishing anything, she slipped out and
closed the door behind her. She had found nothing to either confirm
her son's aberrant behavior…or deny it.

Returning out to the living
room, she sat down and tried to watch television again, but still
couldn't concentrate on it.

After three more glasses of
wine, she glanced at her watch and saw that it was nine o'clock. It
was Sunday and she had to go to work tomorrow, so she decided to go
to bed and see if she could get to sleep without thinking about
what had happened earlier in the day. It had been a long, long
day…

 


~~~

It was around eleven when
Derek pulled his Shelby back into the parking lot and parked it
beside his mother's car. He'd just been driving around, trying to
think of a way to extricate himself from the predicament he'd
gotten himself into. Looking up at the condo, he saw that there was
no visible light coming from it.

Stepping up to the front
door, he tried the doorknob, but found it was locked. Now what, he
anxiously wondered. He was locked out. Then he remembered the key
his mother had given him. Digging his hand into his pocket, he
pulled the key out and slipped it into the keyhole. A quick twist
and he heard the tumblers clunk. Fearfully pushing the door open,
not knowing what to expect, he saw that the condo was dark except
for the nightlight that lit the hallway between their
bedrooms.

Like an errant husband
slipping back into the house after a night of carousing, he slipped
his loafers off, picked them up, tiptoed down to his room and
slipped inside…

What was that, Aishwyarya
asked herself as she heard a quiet bump from outside her room. Was
it Derek? Rolling over, she flicked the lamp on and looked at her
watch. Eleven o'clock. It must be Derek, she anxiously thought,
listening for any other sounds.

Then after she didn't hear
anything for several minutes, she rolled over and tried to get back
to sleep…

 


~~~

Aishwyarya felt drugged
when she woke the next morning. The wine and the imbroglio she
found herself involved in with Derek had made sleep fitful and
sporadic leaving her with that washed out feeling almost like a
hangover. Getting up, she dressed and steeled herself for having to
meet Derek again. Easing her door open, she peeked outside. No
Derek, she told herself as she tiptoed down the hallway on her
stockinged feet.

Stopping at the window, she
peeked out and saw that Derek's Shelby was there, sitting next to
her Mercedes.

He was home, she told
herself, quietly stepping into the kitchen and making herself a cup
of coffee.

What should she do? Should
she make him breakfast and pretend nothing had happened? Maybe it
would just all go away. No, it wouldn't, she told herself,
remembering the box of pastries she had bought last
week.

Getting the nashta pastries
out of the pantry, she set them down on the table.

She didn't feel like a
confrontation to start her day off, so she would avoid
it.

Gathering herself, she
stepped up to Derek's door and lightly knocked.

"There are pastries on the
table," she said, then turned hurried down the hallway for the
front door.

Slipping on her heels, she
grabbed her purse and slipped out the front door.

 


~~~

Hearing his mother's voice
through the door, Derek rolled out of bed and quickly stepped over
to the door. Pausing, he took a deep breath and opened the door.
Expecting to see his mother, he was surprised when she wasn't
there. Stepping out into the hallway, he hurried over to the window
and peeked out just in time to catch the back end of his mother's
Mercedes disappearing around the corner of the parking
lot.

He wished there was
something he could do, but he couldn't think of
anything…

 


~~~

A quiet truce descended
upon the condo as Monday passed into Tuesday then Wednesday,
Thursday, Friday, and finally Saturday.

All week long Aishwyarya
had risen early, had a cup of coffee and left for work without even
talking to Derek. Then at night, she would fix dinner while Derek
hid in his room until nine o'clock when she then disappeared into
her room. Not ten words had passed between them during the whole
week. But she knew that they couldn't go on this way. Something had
to be done. But what she didn't know.

She didn't want Derek to
leave. She was tired of living alone with no one to share things
with. The two days before the incident had been idyllic bliss. She
had never been happier. She had a baby boy back with her. And there
had been so much she wanted to do with him. So much she wanted to
share with him. Why? Why had he done what he did? Why had he grown
up?

She couldn't put all the
blame on Derek, though. She had invited him into her bedroom,
hadn't she? He was just a teenager. A teenager whose whole life was
ruled by the hormones coursing through his bloodstream. Maybe he
had misinterpreted her invitation. What should she do? What could
she do? But she had to do something. They couldn't go on this way.
They had to talk.

Sometime, she didn't even
know when, it had come to her. She couldn't let him leave. But what
would it take to bring that about? What would she have to concede
to keep him from leaving? But it wasn't all about him. It was about
her too. He had filled some of her needs during those two short
days. She had felt herself feeling like a woman again. But in a way
that was scary because it brought her other needs and desires to
the forefront.

Yes, they had to talk.
There had to be an answer somewhere. Some way they could live
together in happiness.

But how? It was all so
confusing…

It was Saturday. The day it
had all begun. The day she had gone to her bedroom to take her nap
and had asked Derek to join her. Why not ask him to come to her
room again? So they could talk. Talk in a place she felt safe and
protected. Her bedroom. It would put him at a disadvantage and she
would hold the upper hand. Yes, that is what they would do. She
would invite him to her bedroom and they would talk. Talk and
somehow find a way to end the stalemate and bring them back
together.

Suddenly, it was as if a
weight had lifted off her shoulders as she slipped out of bed. What
should she wear? She wanted everything to be calm and casual, as
comfortable as she could make it. She wanted him to be relaxed and
at ease with her. Looking at herself in her mirror, she decided to
leave her kurta on. Then, she decided to change. That was a woman's
prerogative, she told herself, reaching down and quickly peeling
the gauzy kurta up her body and off over her head. Tossing it on
her bed, she turned back to the mirror. Time had been good to her,
she smiled, running her fingers down over her bobbling breasts.
While they sagged a little, they were still firm and full with
their latte-coffee skin and dark brown areolas and nipples. She
could almost see why Derek had wanted to touch them.

Still looking into the
mirror, she stepped back and ran her eyes down her body. Down over
the ever-so-slight paunch of her tummy, her narrow waist, the swell
of her hips and down between her legs to the tangle of dark curls
covering her sex. In the bright morning light, it was easy to see
that she was wet. But why, she asked herself. They were just going
to talk. Then her eyes darted back up to her nipples only to see
that they were swollen and hard.

Reaching up, she brushed
her fingertips across one of the bloated nubs and felt a tickle of
excitement spasm down to her inflamed clitoris. This was
crazy.

Then, like being struck up
beside the head with a two by four, it came to her. She was
aroused. Aroused by the thought of seeing Derek again! Yes, that
was it, she finally admitted. All those feelings she had felt in
the two days before the incident hadn't been just happiness. She
had been aroused. Turned on by her son. Suddenly she felt
weak-kneed as she grabbed hold of her vanity to steady herself and
keep from falling. It was a stunning revelation.

Now she realized that down
deep, deep inside her, in a place she had kept hidden away from
everyone, a place even she was afraid to admit existed, there were
feelings for Derek. Those kinds of feelings.

She suddenly felt queasy
and had to sit down…

But now what? How could she
give in to those feelings? Derek was her son! Her baby boy. No, no,
he wasn't a baby anymore. That was the problem. He was a man! And
she was a woman. No longer were they just mother and son. Now they
were man and woman with other needs. Those needs…

This admission made her
lightheaded, dizzy as she sat naked in front of her mirror staring
back at the thirty-six-year-old-Indian woman staring back her with
a teary look in her big, black eyes.

She, her and the woman had
a right to be happy, didn't they? And she was slowly coming to the
conclusion of what it would take to bring them that
happiness.

But, she also realized that
what she was beginning to think was wrong. Wrong, she asked
herself. Wrong, by whose standards? Societies' standards, that's
who, she told herself. But what if no one else knew? Would it be
wrong then? It was all so confusing.

Pushing back up onto her
bare feet, Aishwyarya slowly stepped back over to her
chest-of-drawers. Opening her lingerie drawer, she looked at the
stack of folded kurtas that she wore as night gowns. Slowly, one by
one, she lifted them and held them out in front of her as she
looked at herself in the mirror. Finally, she chose a pale, pink
one. One with an opening running down the front to just below her
breasts and three tiny pink buttons holding it closed. While all
the kurtas were all made out of the same thin, gauzy material, the
pink one somehow seemed sheerer and that was what she wanted. It
was then that she realized that she had made up her
mind…

Raising the kurta up over
her head, she let it slowly slither down over her body. Tugging it
down over her hips, she pulled it down until the ruffle of lace
bordering the hem was wrapped around the middle of her thighs. No
bra, she told herself, looking back down into the drawer at the
stack of neatly-folded panties.

No, no panties either, she
told herself, quickly shoving the drawer closed and stepping back
away.

Quickly stepping back over
to her vanity, she saw that she could see the outline of her body
through the thin cotton as the sunlight streamed through the gauzy
material.

Sitting down on her bench,
she picked her heavy, silver hair brush and slowly began brushing
her hair. The early morning sunlight was glistening off the strands
of spun ebony as she pulled the brush through it. She was proud of
her long, black hair and her Indian looks. Finally, she laid the
brush down and reached down to the front of her kurta. Plucking at
the tiny, pink buttons, she quickly unbuttoned the kurta and spread
the opening apart. Then, picking up her bottle of perfume, she
pulled out the little glass dauber. Easing her hand down inside the
opening, she gently lifted her breast and ran the dauber along the
crease, leaving behind a faint trail of perfume. Then, changing
hands she did the same with her other breast. Easing her breast
back down, she ran the dauber up the length of her neck to her ear
before she reseated the dauber back in the bottle.

Reaching back up, she
buttoned the bottom button of her kurta then stopped, leaving the
top two buttons unbuttoned.

Standing up, she looked
into the mirror one last time, gave her glistening hair a couple of
fluffs and quickly stepped across the room to her door. Taking a
deep, cleansing breath, she pushed the door open and stepped out
into the hallway. The house was quiet as church on a Monday
morning. There was no sign of Derek. Had he left, like he had last
Saturday morning, she anxiously wondered hurrying over to the
window looking out over the parking lot?

Pushing the curtain aside,
she peeked out. His car was still there. He hadn't gone. He was
still in his room. She suddenly felt lightheaded and weak-kneed
again as another rush of adrenaline shot out into her bloodstream.
Now there was nothing to stop her. Stop them, she sickly thought.
Even though she had convinced herself that it was right, down in
her heart of hearts, she knew that it was still wrong. But she
wasn't going to let that stop her, she swore to herself letting the
curtain fall back into place and purposefully striding across the
living room into the kitchen.

She would fix Derek
breakfast, she told herself. Bacon, eggs, toast, jam, and coffee.
An American breakfast. An American breakfast as a peace offering. A
gesture of her good will…

Thirty minutes later, she
had everything prepared and ready to be served. Stepping back out
to the hat rack with the mirror in the front foyer, she gave
herself a quick once over. Running her hands down her kurta to
smooth out the wrinkles, she fluffed her hair and determinedly went
striding down to Derek's room.

Stopping in front of his
door, she gathered herself and lifted her arm up to knock on his
door.

Was this what she really
wanted, she balked, unable to knock. Do it, do it, a part of her
railed while another part of her brain was screaming for her to
stop. Torn, she couldn't make her body respond to her commands. It
was like her body was resisting while her brain was willing.
Fighting, using every last ounce of her will power, she was somehow
able to make her arm work as she banged her fist against his
door.

"Uh, Derek—Derek, are you
awake?" she was somehow able to choke out.

Nothing.
Silence…

"Uh, yeah, I'm awake…" she
finally heard him answer.

"I have breakfast for
you…if you'll just come out to the kitchen," she wheezed, turning
and quickly stepping away from the door before he was even able to
answer.

 


~~~

Breakfast? She had fixed
him breakfast, Derek's mind roiled? What was going on? They hadn't
spoken ten words all week long and now she wanted him to have
breakfast with her? He was afraid. Was she going to tell him that
she wanted him to leave?

Swinging his legs out of
bed, Derek pushed up onto his feet beside the bed. Should he
change? He was wearing the kurta and churidars he usually slept in.
He didn't know what to do…

 


~~~

Standing at the kitchen
counter, waiting, Aishwyarya heard the door to Derek's room open
and close. He was coming. She had been afraid that he might not
come. He might be too afraid to come together with her
again.

"Morning…" Aishwyarya said,
picking up his plate of bacon and eggs and setting it on the table
in front of his chair as Derek stepped into the kitchen. "Did you
sleep last night?"

"No…" Derek brusquely said,
sliding into his chair and sitting down.

"Sorry…neither did I," she
said, turning and retrieving her coffee cup from the
counter.

"Mom, I'm sorry," he
blubbered, tears welling up behind his eyes, threatening to go
coursing down his cheeks at any second. "I've wished I could take
it back a million times."

"I think I understand…" she
said, sitting down across from the table from him and setting her
coffee cup down.

"You do?" he asked, not
even knowing why he had done it himself. How could she
know?

"Eat your breakfast…and
then we'll talk," she told him, picking up her cup and taking a sip
of coffee.

Derek wasn't hungry. He
didn't even know if he could keep anything in his stomach as he
picked up his fork and tentatively poked at the big, sunny-side up
egg that was looking back up at him with its big, yellow
eye.

"What's wrong? Aren't you
hungry?" she asked him.

"Uh, no, not really. My
stomach's a little upset. Sorry. After you went to all this
trouble."

"That's okay. I understand.
I felt a little queasy myself this morning."

"You did?" Why would she
feel queasy? Had they gotten food poisoning? Or was it something
else? Was she feeling the same turmoil and uncertainty he was
feeling?

"I think we need to talk,"
she finally said, setting her cup down and pushing up onto her bare
feet.

Then she stepped around the
table and up behind his chair. "Come…" she said, running her
fingertips through the short hairs at his temple. "We'll
talk…"

"Uh, where?" Derek inanely
muttered, turning slightly and feeling his cheek brush up against
the trembling softness of her breast just before she stepped back
away from him.

"In my bedroom," she
whispered, reaching down and taking hold of his hand.

What was going on, Derek
frantically wondered? Why her bedroom? That was where it had all
started. Where everything had gone so terribly wrong.

"I've been miserable this
week," Aishwyarya told him as she gently tugged him down toward her
bedroom. "I want things to be like they were before…"

"Yes, so do I, Mom. I'm so
sorry for what I did. I won't ever do it again…I promise," Derek
blubbered, tears running down his cheek and dripping down onto his
kurta.

"Maybe there is another
way," she told him, leading him over to her bed. "Let's take a nap
together. Take a nap together just like we did when you were my
little baby. Would you like that?"

What did she mean? Derek
was bewildered. He didn't know what to think. Like when he was a
little baby? What did she mean.

Letting go of his hand,
Aishwyarya slowly crawled up on the bed and rolled over onto her
back.

"Come lay with me, Baby…"
she cooed, stretching her arm out and making room on the bed up
beside her. "Lay down right here. Right next to Mommy…"

If he'd been dizzy before,
now his brain was spinning around inside his cranium so fast he
couldn't think as he slowly crawled up on the bed beside his mother
and lay down.

His heart was beating a
mile a minute. He couldn't breathe. His hands were shaking and the
roar inside his head was getting louder and louder.

"Come…" Aishwyarya
whispered as Derek snuggled up against her not knowing where to put
his arm because he didn't want her to think he was doing the same
thing again.

Then, to his stunned
amazement, he watched her as she reached down between them and
gently took hold of his wrist.

What was she
doing?

Holding his breath, Derek
waited to see what she was going to do.

Aishwyarya laid his hand
down onto her tummy, just below the swell of her breasts jutting
out against the kurta. Then letting go of his wrist, she gently
plucked open the bottom button of the gown. Derek thought he was
going to pass out as he watched her gently grasp hold of his wrist
again and then slowly push his hand down under the cloth, down into
the opening of her kurta…and then he felt his fingers brush against
warm, smooth skin. Her Breast! She was pressing his hand against
her breast.

Derek couldn't breathe. He
was afraid to move. He didn't know what to do as his brain went
reeling out of control. What did she want him to do? He felt like
he had a fever. His face was hot and sweaty. And more perspiration
was beginning to form on his forehead and trickle down into his
eyes.

"Mother?" he groaned, the
question evident in his voice.

"Touch me…" Aishwyarya
whispered. "Touch Mommy's breast."

Derek felt her slowly roll
her shoulders and press herself against his trembling fingers as he
felt the swollen, stiff nipple brush against his fingers. Her
breast was so soft, so giving, but the nipple was hard and
definitely swollen. His brain and heart were doing coordinated
flip-flops inside his head and chest.

Struggling to breathe,
Derek saw his mother reach up to the opening of her kurta and pinch
it. Then as he stared down at the opening, she slowly spread it
apart to reveal her other breast. It was beautiful. So full, so
round, flattened by its own weight with its big, rubbery nipple
sticking up out of the darkened circle of flesh capping
it.

"Kiss Mommy's breast,"
Aishwyarya softly urged him cupping it and lifting it toward his
lips.

Derek was threatening to go
into complete mental shutdown. He had never felt such excitement.
His cock was aching, hard and stiff as a board. He knew that if his
mother touched it, it would explode down inside his
churidars.

This is what he had wanted
the other day, but somehow it seemed different now. Even more
exciting and perverse.

Pursing his lips around his
mother's nipple, Derek gently sucked while he lovingly fondled her
other breast, plucking at it and teasing the big, bulging nipple.
To his surprise, he felt the nipple become even harder, more
swollen as he twisted it between his finger and thumb. The exotic,
enticing of his mother's perfume filled his nostrils, evoking
memories of those childhood naps. This was everything he could have
ever wanted… and so much more.

Aishwyarya could feel
Derek's lips becoming more insistent as he suckled her. And his
fingers were evoking spasms of excitement in her other nipple as he
gently twisted and teased it. Yes, this is what she had wanted.
Maybe this is what she had wanted along, but had been afraid to
admit it.

Then Derek's hand crawled
back out of the opening in her kurta and down onto her heaving
belly. Was he going to touch her down there, now, she frantically
asked herself. She was aching to be touched there. To have her
son's fingers touching her there. The place of his birth. As his
hand slowly crawled down over her belly, she curled her hand around
behind his head and pressed his face against her breast
harder.

The only thing that could
have made it better was if she had milk. Gluttonously, Derek pulled
and sucked on his mother's big, puffy nipple, reveling in the
warmth of her smooth, silky skin and the firmness of her nipple.
.Then, he suddenly realized that his hard, throbbing cock was
pressed up against his mother's hip. Aflame with desire, he
couldn't stop himself from pressing his burning hardness against
her leg even harder. He knew that she must feel his steel-hard
penis mashed up against her hip, but she made no effort to move her
leg back away from him. If anything, she rolled her hip slightly
and pressed it against him harder. Emboldened, he continued to
press his swollen hardness into her hip while he continued to
suckle and fondle her breast.

"Feels so good," he heard
his mother whisper to him.

In his feverish state, he
didn't know if she meant his cock or the way he was sucking her
tit. Everything was happening so fast for him, he could barely wrap
his head around it. He was overwhelmed by the emotions pouring
through his mind. It was too incredulous to fully fathom. He was
lying next to his dear, sweet mother, sucking her breast and
rubbing his cock against her leg. Could it really be happening? Was
he dreaming? He must be dreaming, but he knew he wasn't.

"Suckle the other one,
Honey," she cooed, her hands coaxing him pushing his head toward
her other breast.

But to reach her other
breast, Derek had to straddle her and lean over her. Clumsily, he
raised himself up on his hands and rolled his leg over hers. Now he
was lying with his leg between his mother's legs and his rock hard
cock pressing down against her firm thigh. Then he leaned down and
quickly sucked her other swollen pap into his mouth.

"Oh…yes…Baby," his mother
groaned as he began to suck on her other breast. "You make me feel
so good."

Unable to control himself,
he began to rub his aching hardness against her leg as his mouth
pulled on her big, hard nipple. He knew that she couldn't help
feeling his big cock rubbing against her leg now as he ground it
down onto her. Just the feel of her hot, smooth skin rubbing him
through his churidars was sending him rushing headlong toward a
climatic eruption.

His head was swimming with
pleasure and lust as he sucked and pulled on her nipple. Wrapping
his hand around her big, mushy breast, he squeezed and clutched at
it.

"Oh, Baby," his mother
murmured as he ravaged her breast with his sucking, pulling
lips.

Gulping loudly, he hungrily
sucked her breast. Balancing himself on his elbows, he held on
tightly to the soft abundance of her breast with both hands. He had
never experienced such power and desire before as he lay atop his
mother, nursing her barren breasts. Is this what it had been like
back when he nursed her as a child, he feverishly wondered? No, she
had had milk then…

As she lovingly ran her
hands through his hair, she held his face mashed down against her
breast. Then he felt the muscles in his mother's leg harden as she
tried to move her leg out from underneath his thrusting penis.
Disheartened, he slowly lifted his leg and let her leg slip out
from under him. Then, in a flash of comprehension, he realized that
he was now lying between her long, shapely legs.

"Oh, Derek," she softly
moaned.

Encouraged, he renewed his
attack on her breast.

Unwillingly to forfeit his
advantage, Derek continued to tease and taunt her bloated nipple.
As he did, he turned slightly and pressed his hard maleness against
the warmness of her soft, smooth inner thigh.

As he lay atop her now, his
stomach was pressing down on her belly. He was so keyed up, he felt
like he could feel her curly, pubic hairs through the thin cloth of
her kurta. Then, like a bolt of lightning, it came to him. There
was nothing between him and his mother's hot, waiting pussy except
the cloth of his churidars and her kurta…or was she wearing
panties, he feverishly wondered? Infected by the perversion down
between his legs, he mashed his belly down on hers and felt another
jolt of excitement tear into his overloaded brain. He could feel
his mother's wetness through her kurta as she gently thrust herself
up against his stomach

"Oh, Baby..." she softly
moaned.

Drowning in emotions that
he had never experienced before, he ever so slowly let his mother's
nipple slip out from between his lips. Keeping his lips pressed
against the hot, smooth skin of her breast, he slowly began kissing
his way up her breast onto her neck.

"Oh, Baby," she gushed
again, arching her neck, pressing it against his insistent
lips.

Lifting his body, he
purposefully kissed his way up her long, slender neck. Stopping for
a moment, he gently nibbled at the soft, fragrant skin just below
her chin. Then his lips traveled up over her chin and quickly found
her soft, full lips.

"Oh…God," she groaned,
pulling his face down and mashing her lips against his.

In the swirling passion of
the moment, Derek could feel the head of his bloated penis resting
against the soft, fleshy mound of his mother's sex. All that
prevented him from entering her, was their clothes, they were that
close. He could even feel the heat exuding from her weeping pussy
as her hips tilted and she pressed herself against his aroused
maleness.

Holding himself back a
moment longer, he continued to grind his mouth against hers and
slowly slid his tongue into her mouth.

Finally able to pull his
lips away from hers, he raked his eyes down to her chest and saw
that both of her big breasts were protruding out through the
opening of her kurta. As beautiful and full as her breasts were, he
couldn't help but wonder what her pussy would look like. The inlet
of her soul that lay hidden underneath the soft, cotton material.
The place of his origin. The deep, dark, secret place that he was
forbidden to touch.

Staring down at her big,
soulful eyes, he suddenly felt an overpowering urge to see it. To
touch it. To taste that holiest of sacred places. He had to see it
up close. He had to feast his eyes on the magical cavern of flesh
that had been his home so long ago. That place that had once held
his body inside its warm, protective depths.

Scooting backward, Derek
tentatively reached out and gently eased his fingers down under the
hem of her kurta. It was tightly stretched across her thighs and
trapped under her buttocks as he tried to push it higher. Then, he
felt his mother's legs tighten as she pushed up off her feet and
raised her butt off the bed, freeing it from underneath her.
Quickly, Derek pushed the kurta up and gently forced his mother's
long, lovely legs apart. As her perfectly shaped thighs parted, he
watched the secret, hidden core of her womanhood wetly unfurl. He
felt his cock lurch dangerously close to eruption as he marveled at
the dark, heavy lips of flesh surrounding his mother's
vagina.

"Oh…God," he whispered as
the full, swollen lips gaped open, revealing the wet, pink slit
between them.

He couldn't stop himself.
He bent down, thrusting his face into the pungency of her
womanhood. Reveling in the ripe, musky scent of her sex, he let it
wash over him, enveloping him, exciting and baiting him to devour
it.

"Oh…yes…Baby," she cooed as
his mouth descended on her and his tongue dove inside her
pussy.

Reveling in the piquant,
biting taste of her dripping gash, he drove his tongue as deep
inside her as he could.

Overjoyed by the smell and
taste of her, he buried his face in her pussy, eagerly teasing and
tormenting the soft, dew-slickened flesh.

"Oh, Baby," she muttered
again, her fingernails becoming talons as she pressed his face down
into her cunt.

Rubbing his face in her
pussy until it was covered with her sex-perfumed juices, he
hungrily devoured her. Licking and lapping at her, he quickly
sought out her clitoris.

As his tongue found it and
flicked over it, he felt his mother flinch, then arch her back,
thrusting her pussy up into his face.

"Oh-God-Yessss—" she hissed
as Derek flicked his tongue over the jutting hardness of her
clit.

His mother's smooth, slick
clit was so hard, he thought as he pursed his lips around it and
sucked it out of its little sheath of skin.

He had been forgiven! Derek
was drunk with relief, almost mad with passion as he attacked the
jutting core of his mother's femininity with a vengeance. He could
already feel the muscles in his mother's thighs tensing, hardening
as he sucked and flicked her clitoris with his tongue. Sensing that
she was going to orgasm, he fluttered his tongue faster and
faster.

It was too much, Aishwyarya
feverishly thought. It had been too long as she writhed and twisted
under Derek's vehement attack on her sex. She could feel him
delicately nipping her clitoris with his teeth, sucking it between
his teeth, holding it there and torturing it with the tip of his
tongue.

"Oh-God-oh-God-ohGod—"
Derek heard his mother gasp out as her whole body suddenly went
stiff and then began to shake and shiver

Oh, God, she was coming.
She was coming, Aishwyarya's fevered brain shrieked. It had been so
long since she'd finished this way. It felt so good. Too
good—

Never in his wildest dreams
could Derek believe this could have happened. He couldn't believe
that his face was buried down between his mother's legs, eating
her, licking her clit, making her come. Excited beyond belief, he
kept his lips pursed around her clit as he felt hot, sticky juice
flowing out of her pussy, coating his chin while his mother rode
out the ecstatic agony of her orgasm. He didn't know how long he
kept sucking and nipping at her clitoris until finally her muscles
began to relax and she slowly sank back down onto the
bed.

Softly relenting, releasing
his lip-lock on his mother's clitoris, he lovingly kissed the
swollen lips surrounding the drooling gash for several moments as
his mother came floating back down to earth.

Aishwyarya had never had it
so good. It was the most intense, mind-boggling orgasm she had ever
had.

What had made it so
forceful? Was it because it was Derek? Or simply the fact it had
been so long since she had come with a man? She didn't know and now
she didn't care. She just wanted more…

"Baby…" she groaned out as
she felt Derek's lips slowly kiss up over the tangle of curls
covering her mons. Then his lips were on her tummy, his chest
brushing over her sex as he kissed higher and higher. His soft,
full lips were on her navel, his tongue probing, touching for a
moment before they moved higher. At last, his lips kissed up the
underside of her flattened breast. Then, just as his lips found her
achingly-sensitive nipple, she felt the hard, round tip of his
penis nudge up against the juice-slickened lips of her
pussy.

Gasping for breath, Derek
felt beads of perspiration pop out on his forehead while goose
bumps jumped out up and down his arms and legs. He was feverish and
impassioned. He knew that this was his last chance to stop. This
was so wrong. They were about to commit a mortal sin. A sin so evil
and heinous, he would forever be branded as a Motherfucker. But,
even as his mind reeled in the chaos of the act, he knew that there
was no way to stop now. They had gone too far. They had already
stepped over into that place. That place where no son and mother
ever had the right to enter together. There was nothing anyone
could have done to stop their fatal plunge into the depraved depths
of incestuous passion.

As Derek let her nipple
slip out from between his lips, he slowly kissed up the slope of
her breast as he felt her clinging warmth envelop the head of his
penis. He was inside her, he frantically thought. He was fucking
his Mother!

Kissing his way up her
long, slender neck, he eased his cock down into the fiery core of
her clutching cunt. This couldn't really be happening, he
feverishly thought as his cock slowly inched deeper into the
scalding depths of her tight, clutching womanhood. He was fucking
his Mother. His beautiful, dear, sweet Mother. He would surely go
to hell for what he was doing, but he didn't care. This moment was
worth eternity in hell. It was worth it…to him. He was fucking his
Mother…his dear, sweet Aishwyarya!

The feeling was
indescribable. Thrusting his cock into a tight, burning sheath of
silky softness that lovingly clenched and squeezed him.
Unbelievably, it grew hotter and wetter as he went deeper and
deeper inside the secret intimacy of her femininity. There was
nothing else now. Nothing but immersing himself in his mother's
clinging heat. He was experiencing the most fantastic experience a
boy was capable of imagining. While the physical pleasure was
incomparable, the fact that his mother was his willing partner in
the wicked tryst was most exhilarating part. He could never have
done this without her consent. Now she was more than his mother,
she was his soul mate. His Lover! His World! His
Everything!

"Oh…my fucking…God…Mother,"
he gasped, finally finding her lips with his as his belly nudged up
against hers.

"Oh…Derek…my Baby, " she
cried out into his open mouth, thrusting herself up against
him.

Derek's cock had
effortlessly slid into his mother's warmth. She had been so wet. So
accepting. So ready to take him inside her. Inside his origin. His
source. The fiery oven of his birth. It was Heaven. Reveling in the
wicked delight of making love to his mother, Derek was surprised
that he felt no guilt. He should have felt something. A little
dirty and perverted, or something bad. He should have experienced
some form of guilt, but he couldn't believe how natural and
wonderful it felt. Making love to his beautiful mother was
incomparable to anything he'd ever felt before. He was ruined;
doomed, inescapably trapped inside the web of his mother's love. He
would never be able to love another woman as much as he loved his
mother at this very moment.

Overcome by the rapturous
feelings welling up inside him, he tentatively pulled back slightly
and then pushed back down into her fiery sheath once again. The
sensation of her wet, hot flesh wrapped around his aching cock sent
fire coursing through his blood, up his cock and into his reeling
mind. The exquisite pleasure surging up from his loins was rapidly
becoming too intense to control.

He realized that his mother
must be feeling the same way as she arched her back, thrusting her
hips up at him, pulling him even deeper inside the hot socket of
her sex. He could feel her bare breasts pressing up against his
chest, her rock-hard nipples digging into his skin.

Thrusting himself into her
again, he found they were a perfect fit; made for each other,
fitting together perfectly.

Holding himself deep inside
of her hot, sucking cunt, he bent down and quickly kissed her
again. Aishwyarya returned his kiss while his tongue snaked its way
into her mouth. Mother and son passionately embraced, kissing
deeply with their hips flattened against each other.

The passion that was
coursing through his body suddenly erupted into a white-hot spasm
of ecstasy as the tension in his loins reached its boiling point
and burst!

"Mommmmmm—" he tried to
warn her but it was too late.

His cock erupted violently,
shuddering inside her, sending out a huge gush of his white-hot cum
spurting out into his mother's vagina.

"Oh, God..." his mother
shrieked, wrapping her legs around him, and grinding her hips up
against him taking him inside her as deep as was humanly
possible.

Derek could feel his
mother's pussy frantically clutching at his cock while he emptied
himself down into its the hot clinging depths.

She was coming again, he
frantically realized.

"Derek…my…Baby..." she
cooed, her voice softening into a whimper, her hands all over his
body, coaxing, caressing, touching as his body continued to spasm
and writhe.

Over and over again, he
felt his cock jerk and spurt gusher after gusher of his thick,
virulent cream deep into his mother's hungry, sucking cunt. It was
pure heaven as wave after wave of pleasure washed over his
body.

"Oh-God-Mother-I Love You
so much," he gasped as he thrust himself down into her again and
again.

Finally, his cock relented
and stopped firing off inside of her. Exhausted by the huge
expenditure of physical and emotional energy, Derek collapsed on
top of her gasping for breath.

Neither of them could speak
for the longest time as they lay pressed against one another for
several long minutes. Then, as if reading each other's minds they
began kissing and lovingly fondling and caressing each
other.

As they petted, Derek was
surprised to find that his cock, still buried inside his mother
hadn't softened much at all, and within moments, he was slowly
sliding his resurging cock in and out of his mother's deep, wet
cunt. Soon, their bodies were moving in the heated rhythm of
mating.

"Oh…Derek…I love you,"
Aishwyarya cried as he fucked her.

"Mom-Mom-Mom—" he heard
himself involuntarily moaning as their hips crashed together over
and over.

Their pent up passion
overcame them and suddenly they were going at each other like two
clawing, spitting animals. They were unable to get enough of each
other as they fought for release from their burning, festering
desire.

"Fuck Mommy…fuck Mommy,"
Derek heard his mother grunt every time he slammed his cock back
down into her clinging, clutching pussy.

Before, it had been making
love, but now it was fucking. Plain, pure and simple fucking for
fucking's sake.

Their hips slammed together
loudly as they fucked, sending splatters of the fluids of their
lovemaking flying all over the bed.

At last, after twenty
minutes of fierce, ball busting fucking, Derek knew he couldn't go
much further. He could feel himself nearing the point of no return
as Aishwyarya writhed and groveled below him, urging him to fuck
her harder and harder.

"Oh…fuck…Baby…feel it
commminnng," she finally screamed, her body tensing, her muscles
stiffening and becoming hard as boards.

Derek felt her cunt lock
down around his cock, squeezing it so hard he couldn't have stopped
it from exploding if he's wanted to.

Bellowing out his ecstasy
and agony, he felt like the head of his cock had been blown off by
the power of the eruptive explosion as it poured out its toxic load
of semen deep inside his mother.

He couldn't stop coming
inside his mother. Over and over again, his cock gathered itself
and spewed out load after load of his thick, creamy cum into her
ravenous cunt. But she wouldn't relent until she had sucked out
every last sperm from his achingly-empty balls. Time seemed to stop
as they groaned and fucked. At last, there was no more and they
collapsed in each other's arms. Consumed by their sinful escapade,
they immediately fell asleep…

 


~~~

Their lives had been
completely transformed by that fiery afternoon. Aishwyarya was a
changed woman. She had her man now. She had her baby boy back with
her again. And she was never going to let him leave…

Nine months later,
Aishwyarya gave birth to a bouncing, baby boy and named him, Rahul.
Derek went on to get his law degree. Then wanting to start life
anew, where they could live as husband and wife with no
repercussions or interference, Aishwyarya and Derek decided to move
to India and set up a law firm in Mumbai. They did and are living
there today with their son in happy bliss…

 


The End
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