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My cock was pointing
straight at her as she looked up to me, cupping my dick in the palm
of her hand.

‘I love your cock,’ she
said softly, ‘it’s so long. That’s going to be quite a
mouthful.’

She kissed the end,
then pecked it a few times, before giving soft, fluttery kisses to
the shaft. It was so erotic that my cock grew even larger, bulging
now. She licked it up and down busily with her tongue

 



‘Come on mum, I
want to go!’

‘Just hold your
horses young man. You haven’t even looked properly.’ She turned away from me and
found another rail of jackets, none of which I liked. ‘Look at this
one. What’s wrong with this one?’

She was holding
up a third jacket that once again I wouldn’t be seen dead in, and
all after I’d decided – twenty minutes ago, for sure – on the one that I wanted. Whose birthday
was it anyway? What was her problem? She seemed determined to find
one that she liked, but I’d
had my eye on the one I was clutching ever since mum had told me
some months ago that she would buy me a jacket (of
my choosing – her words!) for my
eighteenth birthday.

My
actual birthday last night had been a
really mad one, out clubbing with my closest mates. I hadn’t felt
hungover when we had left the house two hours ago, but now – thanks
to my bloody mother – it had hit me how rough I was feeling and all
I wanted was to get home and crash on my bed. However, I didn’t
want to let on to my mum how ill I was feeling, for she didn’t
suspect (as far as I knew) the extent of my drinking exploits and
nor did I want her to know. My
parents were both so square you’d think they had never been young
themselves – and I couldn’t believe she was still standing there
looking up and down at the horrible green jacket in her
hands.

‘Well
I don’t know; it looks the same as
the other one to me,’ she continued, utterly oblivious to my
restlessness, ‘and it’ll be much warmer in the winter
time.’

‘It’s
nothing like this one.
Look!’ I held up the dark blue one
that I liked, pointing to the neck line, the zip design, in
fact: everything really, for
there were literally no similarities between this and
hers.

‘Can we just get
this one please?’ I pleaded, ‘we’ve been here hours!’

She huffed in annoyance
and reluctantly gave up her hopes of buying the other jacket,
despondently hanging it back up on the rail; but then she started
rummaging around in her handbag, not moving as much as a millimetre
towards me or the payment counter.
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