
    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 1

      For the first 17 years of my life, my father was Big Joey and I was Little Joey. All I ever wanted was to be just like him. When he was shot and killed outside a strip joint in Chicago my mother and I didn't only have to deal with the trauma of his loss, but also with the stigma attached to the manner in which he died.

      What the wagging tongues didn't know was that my father was only there with clients representing a multi-million dollar national account, who had insisted he take them to a strip bar. Or that the altercation that happened inside was with a guy who was harassing the dancers, and my father stood up and called him out on it, telling him to shut up or get out. All they knew was that after the man was kicked out for taking a swing at Big Joey, he waited outside until my father and his clients left the club and gunned him down in cold blood. Dad was a good man, a good husband, a good father, and a good provider. He was taken far too early.

      When it happened, I had just started college at Baylor University in Houston, where I was born. My father, already with a wife and baby, had gotten a job in the energy business in Houston after graduating from college in his and Mom's home state of Nebraska. We moved to Denver when I was in the third grade, when my Dad got the job he always wanted, brokering energy to large corporations all over the Midwest. We grew up comfortably in Denver, and my mother received a large insurance settlement, so she had no financial worries.

      Her emotional well-being, however, was a different matter. The trial was traumatic in itself, with the defense painting my father as a degenerate who hung out in strip clubs. The distance from home didn't make it any easier on my mother, who stayed in hotels in Chicago while attending the trial, listening to every lurid detail of my father's death, and the attempted murder of his good reputation as well. She was terrified, for some reason, about having to testify at the trial. Luckily, though, she was never called until the penalty phase.

      I dropped out of Baylor and stayed with her, giving up my own dream of graduating from Baylor and attended University of Colorado instead, so I could be closer to my mother while she grieved and put her life back together. Boulder was close enough that I spent most weekends at home with her in Denver, and we became very close. Both of us had loved Big Joey very much, and missing him became as much a bond between us as being a mother and son was.

      By the time I graduated, Mom was doing better. She had moved to a luxury condo complex and started a small marketing business from home. She was active in charity work, joined the golf club, and even worked her handicap down to an 11. Though she had dated a few times, the relationships never really went anywhere. I think she never found anyone who could fill Big Joey's shoes, so nothing ever got past the courting stage. She was a beautiful woman of 39, with large breasts and a small waist. I was her only child; she had delivered me at the age of 17, five months after she and my Dad were married, which was less than a week after their high school graduation. They had both worked while my father went to college, trading off taking care of me, so they could build a good and stable life together. I was their only child and we were as close a family unit as any I've ever known. Time had been very easy on my mother and she looked years younger than she was. Blondeand fit with large breasts. How can you beat that?

      She was doing well enough when I graduated from CU that I decided I wanted to follow in my father's footsteps, so I found a job in the energy business in Houston and began working on my Masters Degree at night at Baylor. Mom seemed to do fine without me, although we talked daily and Skyped every weekend. We still remained very close. She supported my decision to move to Houston in every way.

      In every outcome, there is a cause and a pivot-point. The cause is usually easy to see and to understand. The pivot-point, the moment at which one decides to go one way or the other and that decision determines the eventual outcome of the situation, often is not so easily recognized.

      The cause of what eventually happened between us was that my mother was assaulted in the parking garage of her condo. She pulled into the underground garage at about 9:00 at night and before she could make it to the elevator she was hit on the side of her head and dragged into the shadows. Her only saving grace was that she regained consciousness as the man was pulling her panties down and began screaming for help. He had his pants down and was ready to rape her when neighbors pulled into the garage and heard her screams The man fled, and was never captured. Had my mother still been unconscious he would only have had to wait silently while they got into the elevator, and my mother would have had the additional stigma of being a rape victim to deal with.

      She really fell apart after her assault. She didn't go out, she didn't respond to clients, she barely even would talk to me. With no regrets, I quit my job in Houston and moved back to Denver and into her condo with her. She was as bad as I feared, and I had no problem putting my career on hold and being there to comfort and protect her. Other than my job and school, I had very little time left to have any kind of social life in Houston. While I longed for female companionship, I had no time for that in my life, so didn't pursue it. I found it easier to just "hook up" than to have a real relationship. I had never been really successful in the relationship department anyway. I knew I was a good-looking guy, and women often flirted with me, but over the years I had only had two girlfriends, and those didn't last that long. I just had never found the right one. The one who I thought measured up to my Mom and my Dad. I wanted what my Mom and Dad had, what Big Joey had, and I wasn't going to compromise. At 22 I felt I was no closer to a meaningful relationship than I had been at 14. I didn't dwell on it, and figured eventually I would meet "the one".

      For the first month or so, we didn't leave the condo much. I shopped a couple of times a week for food, and we stayed in talking, reading, and watching TV. After that first month, Mom was starting to do better, and we started taking occasional walks and going to the movies. Every time we returned home though, no matter day or night, I had to park on the street and walk Mom into the house. Then I would search each room and lock her in the secure apartment while returning downstairs to garage the car. When I got back, she was often locked in the bathroom and would only unlock the door when I identified myself.

      The first small pivot-point happened one evening while we were watching television. I was in a pair of flannel pajama bottoms and a white T-shirt and Mom was in a full length cotton nightie, our usual evening attire for watching TV. I at one end of the couch, she at the other. We were watching the entire run of the Dexter on Netflix, and during a particularly emotional scene, I heard her sniffle and looked over to see a tear running down her cheek. Not thinking much about it, I was surprised that as the show went on with other story lines, she continued to cry. Her crying intensified until I couldn't ignore it any more. When I looked over at her, she was weeping uncontrollably.

      I paused the show and moving closer to her on the couch asked her what was wrong.

      "What's happening to me?" she asked through her tears. "I feel like I'm frozen. I'm afraid of everything and everyone. I feel like I'm falling apart."

      Leaning forward, I moved closer to her on the couch and put my arm around her. "It's okay, Mom. I don't think it's abnormal for you to feel that way." I pulled her to me and gave her a hug. "You've been through a lot, and now this. But you'll get over it. You'll be okay. I know you will."

      She snuggled into me. "I don't know what I'd do without you, my Little Joey," she said. "You're the only thing holding me together right now." I pulled her back so we were leaning into the back of the couch and just held her while she whimpered.

      "And I'll be here as long as you need me, Mom," I told her. "I love you. I want you to get back out there when you're ready. I'll be right by your side."

      "I love you, too, Joey," she said quietly, and snuggled up to me laying her head on my shoulder and wrapping her arm around my chest. "Thank you for being here for me." She moved and kissed me on the cheek. "You're my everything."

      That was the first pivot-point right there. When she was over her crying, I should have moved back to my side of the couch. Instead, I stayed where I was and we cuddled and snuggled through two more episodes.

      
        From that evening on we snuggled and cuddled while watching TV. I would sit down and she would curl up right next to me. Mom always thanked me for comforting her. It became the norm, and I didn't see anything wrong with it. There was nothing sexual about it; at least not then. She surprised me when she was feeling better and we went out to the movies one evening. When the lights went out, she lay her head on my shoulder and put her arm across my chest. It did feel normal and natural with her, though. She was the person I loved most in the world, and I cherished the closeness with her as well.

      It often reminded me of my first experiences with the opposite sex. So innocent, so pleasurable. Holding a girl's hand, putting my arm around her at the movies. Mom would even steal a kiss from me every once in a while when we cuddled. I would have my arm around her on the couch, and would be caressing her shoulder as she leaned into me and caressed my firm chest muscles. Every once in a while, she would give me a soft kiss on my cheek and tell me that she loved me and that I was making her feel happy and safe. It was tender and touching, and I loved every one of her innocent kisses.

      Slowly over a couple of weeks, I began to realize that the cuddling and hugging was becoming more comfortable and more animated. We would instantly fall together on the couch as soon as we sat down, and Mom would often suddenly hug me tightly and give a satisfied little squeal of delight, and I would pull her more tightly to me and kiss the top of her head. I also noticed that we were quicker finishing dinner and doing the dishes, then up to our rooms to change into our respective lounging clothes, so we could meet on the couch for another three hours of hugging, cuddling, caressing, and occasionally kissing each other's cheeks or foreheads.

      The payoff for me was that Mom was really doing better. Her old brightness was starting to reappear. She wanted to go out more to dinner and shopping, so long as I was there to protect her. She even agreed to let me park in the garage so long as I stayed right with her and walked her to the elevator. Every night we ended up on the couch watching Netflix or a rented movie, cuddling and caressing each other.

      The real pivot-point happened one evening after we had been out to dinner. We had taken an Uber car, so we could have a drink or two before dinner, then wine with dinner. Mom was more upbeat and seemed happier than I had seen her in a long time. She even started talking about contacting her clients and seeing if they still wanted to do business with her. I could see that she was truly getting better and getting over it. I could even foresee a time when I might not have to be her constant 24-hour-a-day companion. It would be nice to have some personal freedom again, but I also thought to myself that I would miss her terribly when we were apart. She reinforced my feelings all through the evening. She looked beautiful, all dressed up, and she smiled often and touched my arm frequently as we talked.

      Before we left the restaurant, I called our driver and we went out front to wait. Mom leaned into me and wanted me to hold her hand. "I'm cold," she said. "Keep me warm, Joey."

      
        
      

      When the car arrived, we slipped into the back seat and Mom immediately slid over on the seat and began cuddling up to me. I put my arm around her and she just kind of melted into me. She reached up and kissed me very slowly and gently on the cheek. Then she kissed me again, and then one more time. I held her to me, enjoying the feeling of closeness with her. For a brief moment, I realized that this was a lot more like a date than a Mother/Son dinner out, but the wine and the great feeling of the moment quieted any more thoughts I had on the subject.

      When we arrived home Mom said, "Why don't you get changed and make us a nightcap? I'm going to take a quick shower." I grunted in agreement and went to my room to change. I was a little buzzed and I could hear my Mom humming a song in the shower. I had a sudden picture of her in the shower, naked. I didn't reject the thought, instead I spent a moment imagining what she would look like. Her blonde hair wet, the water running over her full breasts and pink nipples down her stomach to where her legs meet. I noticed when I took off my pants that I was half hard. I laughed and thought to myself that I must be more buzzed than I thought I was. Hah! Getting turned on by imagining my mother naked!

      I got into my pajama bottoms and a black V-Neck and went to the bar. I made a couple of Black Russians, using the Grey Goose that Mom liked so much, then went into the family room, sat down on the couch and clicked on the TV. The only light in the room other than the flickering glow of the television was a light on a side table in the far corner of the room. A few minutes later, Mom walked in, and I think my mouth might have dropped open at the sight of her. She usually wore a long cotton flannel night gown when we watched TV. Buttoned to her neck, roomy, and flowing shapelessly to her ankles. Tonight, though, she was in a satin nightie with straps and a neckline that showed her ample cleavage. Even in the dim light of the family room, I could see that it was form-fitting and tight around her stomach, accenting her full breasts and protruding nipples, and then flowed openly to mid-thigh.

      She giggled and took her proffered drink. "I just felt like feeling pretty tonight. I had such a good time and I'm feeling so wonderful." She took a sip of her drink and giggled again. "Do you like?" she asked, twirling once, then looking me right in the eye.

      I think I stuttered a few times before answering, "Yeah, Mom. You look absolutely gorgeous. I mean really stunning." That was about all I could manage because I was really stunned. I also felt my chubby coming back and was glad for the dim light, worried that she might see. She was beautiful. I mean really beautiful. I don't know why I had never noticed it before. I guess because she was just my Mom and I didn't look at her that way. But I definitely was seeing her that way now!

      She sat down on the couch next to me and took another sip of her drink. "Come on, now. Bottoms up!" she said, laughing. "I want to cuddle with my cuddle toy." She leaned into me and pushed my hand holding my drink towards my face. "Come on, drinkie drinkie," she said urging me on. I took a drink, then set it on the coffee table. Mom leaned forward and put hers down next to mine.

      
        
      

      "Let's cuddle," she said, and curled up next to me with her legs up on the couch behind her. She put her arms around my chest and leaned into me, hugging me tightly, but squishing my arm between us. "Put your arm around me," she said, leaning away and pulling my arm up and behind her head. When I was finally holding her to me, she sighed and leaned into me again.

      I started watching the TV, but I was distracted as Mom snuggled and cuddled into me. I could smell her freshly washed hair, still moist from her shower. She had put on some perfume or cologne, and smelled very good. Every once in a while she would moan a little, cuddle even more into me, and place a gentle kiss on my cheek. I responded a time or two by kissing her forehead and pulling her closer. I wondered if she was wearing any panties and could almost see when she moved and her short baby-doll rode up.

      Mom's semi-inebriated state and her overtly sexual attire and attitude towards me was giving me a huge erection and I worried that with her close proximity that her arm might brush against it as it stuck up, tenting my pajama bottoms. She must see it, I thought. It's less than a foot from her face and even though the light is dim, she must see it. I looked down and could see her full round breasts through the open top of her negligee. I rubbed her bare shoulders and felt its silky material sliding against my shirt as Mom snuggled and caressed my chest and arms. My cock was aching it was so hard.

      Suddenly, Mom leaned away and grabbed the remote control off the arm of the couch. She clicked off the TV saying, "I don't want to watch TV tonight. Let's just cuddle." With that said, she began to lay back on the couch, pulling me down with her. My legs came up, and soon we were laying prone on the couch face to face and body to body. I tried to keep my pelvis pulled away from her, not wanting her to feel my raging cock pressed against her, but she form-fitted herself into me, hugging me, caressing my back, and burying her face in my chest, seemingly unaware of my rock-hard cock.

      She began softly murmuring and moving her body against mine, hugging and caressing me. I put both arms around her and held her as she slowly moved against me. She didn't seem to be aware of my hardness and I was reminded again of my first experiences with girls. This was just like the long make-out sessions I would have with my high school girlfriend, but with no making out. My first girlfriend and I would spend hours making out for weeks before we ever went to second base, and this reminded me of that. Lots of caressing, rubbing up against each other, and moaning, just without the actual kissing.

      "You make me feel so safe," Mom whispered. I felt her head move slightly, and she kissed me once on my neck. Then she snuggled her face right into the spot where my neck meets my shoulder and began kissing and gently biting my neck while continuing to move her body slowly against mine. My cock was about to explode and I instinctively pressed it against her pelvis. As soon as I did it, I regretted it, but I was surprised when I felt her push back against it. I began kissing the top of her head as she kissed, bit, and lightly sucked on my neck, and every once in a while I would press my cock against her, and she would respond.

      We continued this for what must have been twenty minutes or so, and then I realized that she had fallen asleep. Too much liquor, I thought to myself. I lay there for a while waiting for my cock to go down and when it did, I woke her up gently.

      "Hey, Mom," I said. "Time to go to bed." I shook her gently and she cuddled into me. "Mom!" I said a little louder. "Time for bed."

      Her eyes opened and she smiled at me. "Oh, sorry!" she said. "I fell asleep!" I laughed and reached down and patted her on her satin-covered butt before getting off the couch. As I pulled my hand away, the material followed and I saw the bare, pale cheek of her ass. "Let's go," I said laughing again and pulling on her arm. "Time for some shut-eye, sleepy head!"

      She got up and I went around the condo, turning out the lights. By the time I got to my bedroom, she was already in hers with the door shut. I turned out the hall light and stood for a moment in the darkness in front of her door. I wanted to go in, to climb into bed with her, take her, and make her mine. I wanted to explore every inch of her body with my lips and tongue. At that moment, I wanted nothing more than to turn her into my slut, greedy for my cock. It dawned on me that I had never felt that way before. I had never wanted a woman or girl the way I wanted my mother.

      I stood there for a moment, almost reaching for the knob, unsure, when I heard something. Was that a moan coming from behind the door? I put my ear to the door and listened. A moment later I heard it again. It was definitely a moan. Then another, then another, building in frequency. I realized that my mother must be in her bed, masturbating to the thoughts of what just happened downstairs. I felt my cock growing in my pajama bottoms again, and reached in through the gaping fly and pulled it out.

      Mom was really getting going now. I suddenly got a picture in my head of her naked, thrashing about on her bed, one hand on her swollen clit and the other on her breast, pulling and squeezing her pink nipple. Her cunt wet as she abandoned her clit for a moment to plunge three fingers deep inside herself. Her breasts heaving and rocking as she humped her fingers. Stroking my cock now, I listened as she built to a crescendo and just as she climaxed I felt my cock swell as my cum exploded out of it, splattering against her door once, then twice, then three and four and five and six times. Mom gave one last long groan as I milked the last of my seed onto the carpet next to my feet. I padded quietly to my room and closed the door without a sound.

      I was up the next morning before Mom and I worried that she might be upset about what happened last night in the cold light of the next day. I was also still really aroused by listening to her get off in her bedroom. Even though I had pulled one off before I got out of bed, I could still feel my cock thick, turgid, and tingling inside my pajama bottoms. I made coffee and looked at the news on my tablet, waiting for Mom to get up so I could figure out what the situation was.

      Evidently I had nothing to fear. Mom came out in her usual long nightgown, gave me a quick kiss and said "Good morning, sweetheart," just like she usually did. She got some coffee and sat down at her laptop on the kitchen counter just like normal.

      Relieved, I asked her, "Are you hungry? Do you need a little greasy bacon after all we drank last night?"

      "I feel fine," she replied, peering at me trying to gauge if I had a bit of a hangover. "But bacon and eggs sounds really good."

      "I feel fine too," I said. "And I agree, it does sound good. Bacon and eggs coming right up."

      I moved around the kitchen, turning on burners and gather up cooking utensils. After a few minutes Mom looked up from her computer and said, "I had a really good time last night. We should have a date night like that once a week."

      "Sounds good to me," I replied without a single thought about how odd it really was that a mother and son would have a date night once a week. Or that we regularly held each other, cuddling and lightly kissing. Or that last night we had done everything except actually make out. It just seemed so natural and so good. I didn't want it to stop.

      And that was the key pivot-point that determined the outcome of the situation. Looking back, I realize that at that particular moment, we both acknowledged that we were officially dating. Also, I realized I had to clean my dried sperm off her bedroom door.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 2

      After our chat at breakfast, Mom and I had a busy day shopping, running errands, paying bills, and cleaning up around the house. As always after a shopping day, Mom prepared a great dinner, and after dinner she went up to change, as usual. I decided to grab a quick shower before changing. I turned the shower off and was stepping out of the shower when the door to the steamy bathroom opened and Mom, wearing her terrycloth robe, walked in.

      "Geeze, Mom, you might have knocked!" I scolded as I moved to grab a towel to cover myself with. Evidently she felt there was more license to our new "dating" status than I.

      "I brought you a beer," she replied, glancing down at my cock. I had to brush by her to reach the towel, and it would have been normal for her to step back to let me by, but she just stood her ground, holding out the beer and furtively checking me out. I had to squeeze by, brushing up against her. I grabbed a towel but had a better idea before I covered myself with it. Standing, facing her with no embarrassment, I began drying my hair with it. I let the towel fall in front of my face so Mom could take a nice long look without feeling shy about it. I took my time, feeling my cock start to fill with blood as the knowledge that Mom was seeing my cock aroused me.

      When I finished drying my hair, she was gone. The funny thing is that I never drink beer after dinner.

      When I got downstairs she was already on the couch waiting for me, and I noticed that she was wearing a different negligee again, still tasteful, but definitely more revealing than her usual neck to ankle version. By this time we were watching Shameless from Season 1, Episode 1, and I found our current episode on Netflix.

      She cuddled right into me as usual, and we snuggled and caressed all through two episodes. A couple of times she kissed my neck or cheek, and I kissed her back on her forehead. When the second episode was over, she told me to turn it off and I thought we'd get up and go to bed as usual. Instead, she lay back again and pulled me down with her. We repeated the same routine as the night before, her kissing my neck, me returning kisses to her forehead. My cock swelled again, and without my urging Mom pressed her pelvis against it, obviously comfortable with feeling her son's hard cock pressed against her stomach. Every once in a while she would move her hips just a little to create pressure against my hardness, then wriggle her pelvis around, sending waves of pleasure up through my cock and into my brain. I wanted to start dry humping her, I was so turned on, but I was afraid to go too far. I didn't want to sacrifice what we had going on by pushing it too much.

      For the next week or so, that became our routine. After dinner we would change and meet on the couch to cuddle and watch a couple of episodes of Shameless, then turn it off and lay on the couch together, cuddling and pushing our private parts together. As the week went on, Mom became better at positioning herself so my hard cock pressed against her mound through the fabric of our nightclothes. Although very subtle at first, by day seven, there was definitely dry-humping going on between us, although that's as far as it went with no climax. She would work her lips and tongue on my neck and I would kiss her forehead while holding and comforting her. Three times that week I listened at Mom's door while she brought herself to her climax alone in her room. Each night I was tempted to open the door and walk in, but couldn't quite work up the courage to do it. The closest I got was when I heard her call out my name, but before I did I thought she might be calling for Big Joey, not little Joey. So I just stood in front of her door, wanking myself while she pleasured herself. During the day we never talked about what was going on between us other than once or twice when she mentioned that she was really feeling good and looking forward to our cuddle that night. I'd tell her I was looking forward to it, too.

      In the meantime, she was getting better and better, almost back to her old self. She would leave the house without me now, although she still couldn't quite get herself to park in the underground garage alone. Whoever had assaulted her was still out there, and she feared another attack, as remote a possibility as that probably was. I began thinking I might not go back to Houston, and thoughts of finding a job in Denver and staying close to Mom began to jell in my mind. I wasn't sure I wanted to live so far away from her anymore.

      The following Friday we went to the grocery store to buy snacks, brats, and beer for the fun weekend we had planned. On Saturday we were going to a Rockies game at Coors Field and on Sunday we'd stay in all day watching football, eating the snacks and brats, and drinking beer. Saturday was a beautiful fall day, and I had scored some great tickets right behind home plate. We rode the light rail in, and after scanning the passengers for any familiar faces, Mom held my hand and pressed against me as we rode the train. We had a great day at the ballpark, eating hot dogs and peanuts, drinking beer, and enjoying the day together. There was almost never a time when Mom wasn't touching me somehow. Holding on to my arm, holding my hand, just resting her body against mine in our seats. The Rockies won, and after the game I suggested we go to eat at the View House right next to the stadium. We had a couple of drinks along with a great dinner, then got on the light rail for the ride home. Mom again scanned the passengers for familiar faces before moving against me and putting her hand on my thigh. Her hand was resting not 6 inches from my cock the entire ride home and every once in a while she would give my leg a little squeeze. It was driving me crazy and my cock jumped every time she squeezed.

      As we rode, I thought about what was going on. Although we didn't acknowledge it with words, there was no denying that our relationship had gone far past the conventional mother/son norm. It amazed me that I felt no regrets or weirdness about it. In fact, I didn't want it to stop. She was my mother, and I loved her, and what we were doing felt completely normal and loving. She was still young, very good looking with a great body, and could pass for being somewhat close to my age. Plus, I had never had these feelings for anyone else. I loved the hugging and snuggling along with the feeling of love and comfort combined with it. I knew that she needed me and I was probably the first man in her life since my father that she could express her love for, and it made her happy. I had nursed her back to mental health, and in doing so, we had discovered new parts of each other. I was beginning to see her as more than just "Mom", I was beginning to see her as a woman, as a human being, and it even dawned on me that I was loving her in a completely new way. I had never before felt the feelings I was having for her. They were new to me, and I liked them.

      And she seemed to be enjoying it even more than I. I had always just seen her as Mom, but she was opening up another side of herself that was amazing. I started thinking about actually having sex with her. It was a thought that I had stayed away from mostly, I think, from fear of crossing that taboo barrier. I wondered if that was where this was heading. It just seemed so unreal to be wanting my own mother. But it seemed that she wanted it too.

      As I was thinking, I felt Mom's hand slide a little bit up my thigh closer to my bulging cock. She had to know what she was doing.

      When we got home, it somehow felt different. We had spent the day together as a couple, not just as mother and son. Without saying anything, Mom went to her bedroom. In a couple of minutes, I heard the shower running and her humming her little song. I changed quickly, then went to the bar and made Black Russians again and settled in the family room, waiting for her.

      When she walked in the room, I was even more shocked than I had been the first time she didn't wear her granny-gown. She was wearing a sheer, see-through baby doll that barely covered her private parts. I could instantly make out the shape of her pink nipples through the gauze that covered her breasts. She walked over, took her drink from my hand, then took mine and set them both on the coffee table. She laid down on the couch, holding out her arms beckoning for me to join her. I wanted to look down at her crotch to see if the baby doll had ridden up enough for me to get a glimpse of anything, but I simply fell into her arms. We got face to face and body to body. She smelled of soap and shampoo and faintly of perfume. She curved her body into mine, burying her face against my chest. She pressed herself into me and said, "I love you so much, Joey. I love you so much."

      "I love you too Mom," I answered quietly as I kissed her forehead. My cock was sticking straight up and hard as a rock as she nuzzled into my neck and started giving me gentle kisses there. I pressed my cock against her and I heard her sudden intake of breath. She pressed back and I felt her breathe out against my chest. She kissed my neck, then my jaw, then my cheek. I couldn't help myself. I turned my head and instantly our hungry lips met. I felt a sudden surge of electricity as we embraced even more deeply, her pressing every inch of herself against me, our mouths open, our tongues entwined, as she positioned her mound against my stiff cock. With all pretense gone, she humped against me as we kissed, embraced, and pressed against each other.

      When my first kiss with Mom ended, I pulled away and opened my eyes at the same instant she opened hers. Hers went wide, and she whispered, "Last chance to back out, Joey. If you don't stop me now, we're going to end up in bed together." She paused. "Tonight, Joey. If it's going to happen, I can't wait any longer."

      
        
      

      I looked at her for a moment, knowing that this was the final pivot-point. "No, Mom. I'm not backing out. I can't wait any longer either," I said. She stood, held out her hand, and when I rose she led me to her bedroom.

      We lay down on the bed and began kissing again. I couldn't get enough of her mouth and tongue and every time I thought our kiss couldn't get more intense, it would. I pulled my chest slightly away from hers, and put my hand on her breast. I could feel her stiff nipple through the silky fabric of her negligee as I rolled it and pulled gently on it, making her moan softly. Taking my hand from her breast, I pulled off my shirt, then began pulling her baby doll nightie up from the hem. Getting the message, she helped me take it off. There was my mother naked on the bed beneath me. I looked at her with awe, her breasts large even with her laying on her back, her nipples pink and extended. Without thinking, I also shed my pajama bottoms and for the first time felt my mother's completely naked body against my naked body as I lay against her. Her firm round breasts pushed against my chest, my hard cock flopped for a moment before finding its spot against the warm skin of her stomach.

      I kissed my way down Mom's neck, then down her chest until I reached her left breast. I gently took her nipple in my mouth and sucked on it for the first time in over 20 years. Although I had no memory of my earlier relationship with these breasts, there was something special and familiar about them to me. Mom was breathing in gasps as I sucked and licked her nipples while gently caressing her breasts. She ran her fingers through my hair as I bit gently first on one nipple, then the other. She moaned as I flicked my tongue across one nipple, then sucked it deeply into my mouth, then groaned even louder when I repeated it on the other.

      She reached for my arm and said, "I want you to feel what you're doing to Mommy." She guided my hand between us and down to her pussy. The first thing I felt was her damp curly pubic hair. When she finally pressed my hand against her, she was soaking wet. The hair on her outside lips was slick and matted with her juices, and her cunt was slippery and open. I rubbed her slick inner lips for a moment as I took her nipple back into my mouth, then ran my fingers up and down her slit, eventually stopping at her hard clit, which had emerged from its hooded hiding place. She groaned loudly as I slowly did circles around her clit with my index finger while I licked and sucked her nipples.

      "Oh, fuck," she said, and in spite of the moment I was surprised to hear my mother use the "F" word.

      She grabbed me and pulled me back up to her and we kissed deeply again. As we did, I slid a finger inside her tight wet hole and slowly finger-fucked her, adding a second then a third finger as her excitement mounted. Our hungry mouths were busy and our hands were roaming over each other's bodies.

      
        Mom shifted and I felt her hand come around my hip. She moved it slowly towards my cock. Finally she came upon it, rock-hard and almost pulsing with desire. Gripping it firmly, she started stroking it up and down. I felt her excitement increase as she stroked me, and I kissed her deeply and started working my fingers in and out of her, stopping every third or fourth pump to flick my fingertips across her clit three or four times.

      I began focusing more on her clit, rubbing my fingertips back and forth across it while kissing her deeply. As she became more excited, I increased the pressure and moved my fingers more swiftly across her swollen clit. Then, with one hand holding the back of my neck and the other stroking my cock, Mom suddenly tensed and cried out as she climaxed on my hand. Unbelievably, she got even wetter as she came, releasing a sudden, short torrent of her cum into the palm of my hand. I felt her muscles clenching around my fingers as each wave of her orgasm hit her. I had a brief thought that there was no way I could have come into the world through this small, tight, wonderful opening.

      She broke our kiss, looked at me, and smiled. "God, that was worth the wait, Joey. I feel like we've had three weeks of foreplay before that orgasm. That felt so good." I smiled back at her, happy that I had pleased her. "I've been wanting you to do that to me for so long now," she said.

      "I know how you feel, Mom," I answered. "I've been wanting it too, but wasn't sure where this was all going."

      "Now we know, Joey," she replied, still stroking my cock. "There's only one thing left. One final line we have to cross." She paused and looked me in the eyes.

      I leaned into her and kissed her on the cheek. "I really want to fuck you now, Mom," I whispered in her ear. "I want to fuck you really, really bad."

      "You want to fuck me, Joey? You want to fuck your loving mother?" she whispered back.

      "I do, Mom, I do." I shifted my body and moved on top of her, climbing between her spread-eagled legs. "That's all I've been able to think about."

      "That's all I've been thinking about lately too, Joey. You fucking me."

      I couldn't believe what I was hearing coming from my mother's mouth.

      
        "Fuck me now, Joey. I'm ready for you. I want you." She closed her eyes and put her arms around me as I lay down on her.

      I put my arms around her, under her back, and held her tightly to me as I positioned the blunt tip of my rigid cock against her wet hole. She raised her knees slightly, then gave a gentle push against me, causing the tip of my cock to slide slowly into my mother's cunt. Wanting the moment to last, I continued to go slowly in until I was completely buried up to the point where our pubic bones were pressed against each other.

      "Oh fuck, that feels good," my mother sighed as I pulled out until again just the tip was in her. She grabbed my ass with both hands and pulled me back into her, groaning as I buried myself to the hilt again. I started to slowly pump my cock in and out of her, building momentum. Mom clawed at my back as I fucked her slowly and deeply.

      I was too caught up at that moment to be shocked by either my mother's language or how slutty she was being with me. No college girlfriend had ever been so openly vocal about how I was making her feel or what she wanted, even after a few months. And here was my mother, our first time, almost begging me to fuck her, telling me how good my cock felt in her.

      "Fuck me faster, Joey. Make me cum again," she said, almost on cue with what I was thinking. I didn't know how long I was going to be able to last, but I started running the length of my cock in and out of her, building speed. I'd pull the entire length out, then plunge it back in to the hilt. Each time I did so, Mom would either shriek or blurt out "Fuck me, Joey!"

      I was really fucking Mom now, and I felt her building towards her climax. I was in a state of complete bliss as I felt her entire body tense. As her orgasm arrived, I pushed deeply into her and held my cock deep inside her, filling her tight cunt completely as she spasmed against me. As she reached the crescendo of her climax, I felt my balls contract, I saw a sudden white light, an incredible feeling washed all over my body, and my cock exploded deep within her, splashing against her cervix and womb. I pumped six, seven, eight times as I drilled Mom's sopping wet pussy with each powerful blast. I felt her shiver as she had one last small spasm of orgasm.

      As we came down from the high of our first fuck, I let my body relax and cover hers. I felt my mother's naked skin against mine. I felt at peace, I felt fulfilled. As my cock shrunk and did its slow exit from her drenched pussy, I let go a deep sigh and exhaled all the air out of my lungs. Mom hugged me and held me tight to her breast. When I finally slipped out of her with a little pop, I rolled to my side and pulled her with me so we were still body to body, face to face. With our hearts racing, we held each other until we calmed and sleep overtook us.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 3

      The following morning, which was Sunday, the neighbor's dog woke me. That fucking dog, I thought. Somebody ought to muzzle that little shithead. Without opening my eyes, I rolled over and put my pillow over my head. How many mornings each week did that dog wake me up?

      I dozed a little bit more, but never went fully back to sleep. As I slowly emerged from the depths, I became more and more aware of the barking dog. When I realized I wasn't going to go back to sleep I opened my eyes, expecting to be in my own bed listening to the damned dog barking. I wasn't in my own room. I was in my mother's room and in her bed.

      I looked to my side and saw Mom lying next to me on her back, sound asleep with her right breast exposed outside the covers. She was breathing evenly. I shifted in bed so I was a little bit closer to her, reached over and put my hand on her bare thigh. As she slept, I gently rubbed up and down, slowly working my way between her thighs while rubbing higher and higher. Her breathing remained steady, her eyes closed.

      Slowly my hand crept up the inside of her thigh, closer and closer to my personal entrance into this world. Now, I thought to myself, it's my personal entrance into Paradise. I finally felt the side of my fingers brush against her pubic hair. It was matted and a little crusty from our first fuck the night before. It was odd to feel so much hair on a pussy, but I didn't care if it was matted and sticky, or that it was there at all. It was attached to my Mother, and that's all I needed to know.

      I moved my hand a little bit more and made contact with her cunt. It was dry and sticky and I could feel dried flakes of the mixture of our juices sticking to the strands of curly pubic hair. I started rubbing it lightly up and down, my fingers sometimes catching on a particularly dry or sticky part of skin. I watched her face as she slept and I gently stroked her.

      I began to notice that she wasn't quite as dry and sticky as she was when I started. Slowly her pussy began to lubricate as I ministered to it. I made little gentle circles on her clit with my thumb as I felt her juices begin to emerge from the crack of her hairy pussy. My fingers began to glide up and down her slit, and I transferred the thick lubrication from her hole up to her clit and continued to rub circles on it with my thumb, it now being oiled and slick. I felt my cock growing to its full 9 inches, hard and ready to please or be pleased. Or both.

      I closed my eyes and lost myself in the sensation of exploring my mother's cunt and didn't notice when she finally woke up. I felt her spread her legs wider, giving me better access, and opened my eyes. She was looking back at me smiling. I smiled back at her, slowly slipping my middle finger in her up to the hilt. Her eyes rolled back and she closed them for a moment, lost in the feeling of having her son's finger buried in her wet cunt.

      
        
      

      After about ten minutes of me fingering her and delicately toying with her clit, she asked, "Are you going to play with that thing all morning, or are you going to fuck it?"

      "I'm going to fuck it," I answered quickly, and moved to climb on top of her.

      "Mmmmm," she murmured as I lowered my weight onto her. I felt her arms encircle me, and just as easy and as normal as that, I impaled my mother with my stiff cock. We immediately fell into a slow rhythm and I leaned in to kiss her.

      "Oh, I probably have horrible morning breath," she said, turning her head.

      "I don't care," I told her and took her head between my two hands and gently turned her to face me. "I want to kiss you and I don't care if you have morning breath." I touched her lips with mine, and she just kind of mewed like a kitten and kissed me back. The kiss lingered for a minute or more as we gently rocked with each other. The walls of her cunt were velvety smooth and I fit snugly inside her. In fact, I thought to myself, I fit perfectly. It had never felt as good with any other woman I had been with.

      We fucked slowly, looking into each other's eyes as we lost ourselves in the slow and pleasant sensations we were sharing. No hurry, and definitely no worry. This felt incredible and it felt right.

      After about 15 minutes of slow, deep fucking I asked, "Do you want me to fuck you faster and harder and make you cum?"

      "I want it however you want to give it to me," Mom answered. "I want to make you happy. I want to make you feel good. You've helped me so much." She went quiet, and we continued our slow fucking, treasuring each sensation. After those few quiet moments she said, "I just know I want to feel you cum inside me. I want to feel my son cum inside me again." She paused, then said quietly, "and again and again."

      That was all it took. While still fucking slowly, I felt my orgasm begin to wash over me and with a jerk I began pumping cum deep into my mother's cunt.

      "That's it, baby. Give Mommy your cum. Give me all of it." She softly kissed me all over my face as I grimaced and shot squirt after copious squirt into her. As I finished, she again gripped my ass cheeks and held me deep inside her.

      
        
      

      After my head cleared, all I could say was, "Holy shit, Mom. That was the sexiest thing I've ever heard in my life. Holy fuck." She smiled and held me to her.

      "Anything to make my boy happy," she said. "I owe you at least that."

      After luxuriating in bed with each other for another half hour or so, we got up. The Vikings were playing the Packers in the morning game, and our Broncos were away at Pittsburgh in the afternoon. Big Joey had been a huge Broncos fan, and Mom and I always liked to go to games or watch them on TV to cheer for Big Joey's favorite team. They were our favorite team, too.

      We had a light breakfast in anticipation of the fine football fare to come. After breakfast I brought up a load of firewood from our storage area, then went for a run. Meanwhile, Mom showered and started some laundry including our sheets from the night before, which were smeared with our cum. I showered when I got home from my run and even though I had cum hard that morning and the night before, I was tempted to give myself a quick tug while I was in the shower. I thought better of it, though, figuring Mom could do it for me in a bit.

      Five minutes before game time, we were on the couch in the family room with a fire going in the fireplace, snacks on the coffee table in front of us, and hot apple cider with just a touch of rum in large steamy mugs on the end tables. I was wearing a pair of black form-fitting sweatpants and a cream-colored cashmere V-neck sweater I had bought recently at Abercrombie and Fitch. Mom was wearing her Broncos nightgown, which was thick orange flannel with Bronco logos all over it. Neck to ankle coverage. When she sat down next to me, I gave her a quizzical look.

      "What's wrong?" she asked, worried.

      "Why are you wearing that thing?" I replied somewhat curtly.

      "It's what I always wear when we watch football."

      "I think you should be wearing something sexy."

      She looked at me with surprise. "For Broncos football?" she asked, and I knew she was having fun with me.

      
        "But the Broncos aren't playing until later. I think you should wear something sexy for the Packers game. You know, Brett Favre and all." I smiled a sheepish smile because I knew she had a thing for Brett Favre.

      "He isn't even playing anymore." She plopped herself down. "You just mind your manners, young man," she laughed. She snuggled up next to me in her long nightgown and curled her feet up under her. I put my arm around her and kissed the top of her head. We held each other and watched the game.

      The first quarter was scoreless, but we didn't really care much about either team, so we kept most of our attention on each other. We were like two young lovers who had just discovered sex. I couldn't keep my hands off her, and she didn't like to be disconnected from me for even a second. I felt like she was glued to me, and I loved it. I lightly caressed her breasts through her nightgown from time to time, and she would lightly rub me for a bit as we kissed and cuddled together on the couch.

      During one commercial break for a time-out, she got up and went to her room. I assumed she was going to the bathroom and absently wondered why she hadn't gone in the toilet right next to the family room. She wasn't gone long, and I noticed when she came back she wasn't wearing her Broncos nightgown anymore; she was wearing her terrycloth bathrobe. She asked if I was ready for a beer, and I told her not quite yet, but I'd have another hot cider if she wanted to grab one for me.

      She disappeared into the kitchen and my attention went back to the game, the Packers threatening to score midway through the second quarter. I heard Mom clinking around in the kitchen and a moment later I heard her say, "Here's your cider, sir."

      I looked up to see she was standing beside the couch holding a cup of cider on a tray, and was wearing the same thing I was wearing when she had me: nothing. Nada. Zilch. Stark naked, proud breasts jutting out in front of her, her legs slightly parted showing off her blonde pubic patch and the pouty lips of her pussy hanging beneath it. I instantly marveled at how beautiful she was and scolded myself again for never noticing it before. She was hot. Her boobs were perfect. Natural, very large, and round, with just the slightest bit of sag. Her ass was tight, her stomach flat. And she was beautiful. I felt like the luckiest guy in the world.

      She held out the tray, offering me the drink and said, smiling, "Is this sexy enough for you, sir?" I decided to play her game.

      "Certainly," I said, taking my gaze off her and returning it to the TV. "Now sit down so I can watch the game." I took the drink from her and she set the empty tray on the coffee table. With a disappointed look on her face, she sat down next to me again and cuddled up to me. "It's cold," she complained. "Even with the fire."

      
        
      

      I raised my arm, inviting her to cuddle up to me. "Come here," I said, not taking my gaze off the TV. "I'll keep you warm." She cuddled into me and started kissing my neck. When she got to my ear and began to tongue it, I gave her a stern look. "I can't hear the game when you're doing that." I said with an authoritative voice. She looked a little surprised, and I wasn't sure she was getting my little game, so I pulled her up onto my lap with both of us facing towards the T.V. and softly said, "Shhhhhh."

      I started playing with her tits, never taking my eyes off the game. I held them in my hand and felt their weight. I caressed them, I gave them gentle squeezes. Mom purred like a kitten as I played gently with her nipples and pulled softly on them, which I knew she liked from the night before.

      The game was actually getting pretty good. The Packers had scored and now the Vikings were in Packer's territory with 2nd down and goal. I gave a final tug to each of Mom's nipples, then started working my hand down her stomach heading for that magic place between her legs. She was draped across me, her back to my chest, light as a feather, and as I got my hand close to the upside-down V of her body, she pulled up her knees and put her feet on the couch, spreading her legs apart, opening herself to my hand. She was breathing deeply now and moving her butt slightly against my lap.

      I teased around her pussy for a while, never quite touching it, but stimulating the areas around it. She began moving her hips, pressing them out, trying to get my hand to touch her there. Using her bare feet on the couch, she pushed up and began moving her ass up and down off my lap, trying to get her cunt onto my hand. The more I teased, the more intent she became on getting my hand on her. I would rub up the inside of her thigh then poise my hand right over her wet cunt, feeling the heat and moisture rising off it. She would plant her feet and press up, but as soon as I felt the lightest contact, I would move my hand and she would miss it.

      With my other hand I started pinching Mom's nipples again, which only turned her on more and made her more desperate for my touch. The next time she rose off my lap, her cunt searching for my hand, I let it briefly touch but I moved it lightly upward with no pressure until I found her exposed clit, which I pressed like a button. She grunted.

      "Shhhh." I cautioned. "Trying to watch the game here." By now I knew she understood my little game and was into it. She was the horny bitch who wanted it bad and I was the indifferent jackass, wanting to watch the game more than I wanted to be with her. Although nothing could actually be further from the truth.

      "Yes, sir," she whispered in reply.

      
        She whimpered and bucked her hips off my lap a couple of times in protest, though. I repeated my last move another time, letting her have just slight contact with my palm, but rewarding her with one push of her button.

      A commercial came on, and without moving much, she craned her head around and kissed me passionately, her hungry mouth demanding mine. She reached behind my head and held it as her greedy tongue sought out mine and slashed at it wetly.

      As soon as the game came back on she obediently stopped kissing me and turned around so I could enjoy the game. What a good little slut she was.

      I continued to tease her through the half-time show, pretending I had to hear what the sportscasters were saying about the other games, and then into the third quarter. At each commercial break she would crane her neck around and passionately kiss me. She was deeply aroused.

      I could feel my sweats getting wet where she was sitting. She was literally dripping on to me she was so turned on. I would let her have just the slightest bit of contact with my palm. Every once in a while I would give her a quick rub or thrust two fingers into her, but then go back to teasing. I loved teasing my Mom and making her beg like a slut. It only made it worse that I would give her a little pleasure, then refuse it again. Every time she would start making frustrated noises, I would shush her and remind her that my top priority was the game.

      By the beginning of the 4th quarter, the Packers were up 38-21 but the Vikings had possession and were again threatening to score. Mom was close to becoming a blubbering fool she was so aroused and frustrated. I started feeling sorry for her so began to extend the time I pleasured her and shrink the time I was teasing. Before long she was getting more stimulation but I went back to teasing every time she got close to cumming. Finally she blurted out, "God, please let me cum!"

      I immediately shushed her, but went to work in earnest on her cunt and clit, alternating between thrusting my fingers in and out of her and rubbing her clit with the flat part of my index and middle finger, letting it go just between my fingers, rubbing with light pressure. Mom reached up and took a nipple with each hand and began pinching and squeezing them as I concentrated more and more on her swollen clit with all my fingers. The Vikings were on the Packers 42 yard line after scoring on their earlier drive. Just as the receiver grabbed the ball out of the clutches of the defender and turned for the goal line, I felt Mom jump as her orgasm hit her. Ignoring my requests for silence, her moaning was drowning out the announcer's call of the touchdown. She writhed on my lap as she was racked with wave after wave of what must have been a very powerful orgasm. By the end, she was almost sobbing and begging me to stop making her cum.

      
        It was at commercial break as her orgasm subsided and she turned and kissed me passionately again. I noticed that my pants were soaked below her, but I didn't really mind. When the commercial was over, Mom put her index finger up to her lips in the universal sign of silence, and turned back to watch the rest of the game. She remained quietly and obediently on my lap until the Packers had put the Vikings away.

      The moment the game was over, she moved off my lap and onto her knees on the couch next to me. She reached into my sweats and pulled out my cock, her heavy breasts swaying as she moved. She looked at me, then at my cock, then back at me. She raised her eyebrows as if to say, "May I?"

      I put my hand on her shoulder and said, "Go ahead, it's alright now."

      Without hesitation, she pulled at the waist of my sweats. I raised my hips off the couch and she pulled them down and off me, kneeling on the floor in front of me to do it. Still kneeling in front of me, she looked up at me for a brief moment then lowered her head into my lap and I watched her slowly lick the length of my cock from base to tip. She quickly licked again and I felt myself getting even more turned on and harder. She gripped me and gave me one quick stroke, then licked the length of me again. Then I saw the most beautiful sight I'd ever seen: my cock being slowly engulfed by my mother's mouth. I watched as she wrapped her lips around the swollen head, then took it all in one swallow.

      "Fuck, Mom, that feels so good," I groaned.

      I simply had never felt anything as good as this. I've had my share of blowjobs, but never one that was even close to as good as this was feeling. Mom used her mouth, her tongue, her hand, and even her teeth at times, taking me up and down, through peaks and valleys of pleasure that I had never experienced before. I watched as my hard cock disappeared into her mouth and down her throat. When had she ever learned to do this? What else didn't I know about my Mother?

      I reached down and cupped her tit in my hand and she moaned around my cock. I pinched and rolled her nipple while she took my cock down her throat. She was fucking my cock with her throat. Grabbing my balls, she began massaging them and squeezing them which only got me hotter.

      "I want to cum in your mouth, Mom," I said softly. She stopped for a brief moment and looked up at me.

      "Yes, baby, I want you to cum in Mommy's mouth, too," she replied, then immediately went back to sucking, licking, and stroking, but with more purpose. I felt myself getting close and I grabbed the back of her head and started a fucking motion with my hips as I drove my steaming cock in and out of her mouth.

      She gave my balls another light squeeze and that was enough to drive me over the edge. The next thing I knew, my toes curled and the feeling shot up my legs. With a loud grunt I started pumping load after load into Mom's eager mouth. She was swallowing as fast as she could, but it was just too much and I could see my white pearly sperm leaking out around my cock onto her lips and chin.

      As my climax subsided Mom pulled away. Still kneeling in front of me, she smiled at me and opened her mouth, showing me my sperm on her tongue. Then she gave one big swallow, then licked her lips and swallowed again.

      "How long is it going to take you to get hard again?" she asked after a moment. "That really made me want to fuck."

      "I don't know, Mom, maybe a half hour or so, and by then the Broncos game will be on. "I think you might have to wait." It was my turn to smile at her.

      "I don't think I can," she answered, and went back to sucking and licking my cock, slowly stroking it up and down. Unbelievably, after about five minutes, I started getting turned on again, and felt my cock start to grow in her hand. She kept working me until I was hard as a rock, then cleared a space on the coffee table. Turning her back to me, still with her knees on the floor, she lay with her head and breasts on the coffee table, and pushed her exposed ass towards me, her labia slick and shiny, inviting, captivating.

      "Fuck me from behind, Joey," she said. I wondered if she meant she wanted me to put it in her ass, but she was reaching back and spreading her cunt lips apart, so I figured that's what she wanted. I got on my knees on the couch and told her to put her ass up a little higher. As she raised it, I said, "Stop right there," as I could see that we were perfectly lined up. I held my cock in my hand and rubbed the tip up and down her slick slit a few times, then paused for a second right at the opening to her cunt. With one push, I buried myself in her and heard her gasp, then moan as I held my cock all the way in her.

      Without me moving, she moved forward a bit, sliding my cock out of her. Just when I was almost all the way out, she slid back, burying me deep inside her again.

      "I'm so turned on it's not going to take me long, Joey. Fuck me hard. Please. Fuck me hard," she exclaimed as she began pumping backwards and forwards, causing friction between my cock and the greased walls of her cunt. I was learning that my mother was very focused on her own orgasm. Not selfish in any way, just as hungry to have her own climax as she was to give me mine. This was something different for me. Maybe because she was a bit older, she knew what she wanted and wasn't afraid to ask for it.

      I grabbed one of her ass cheeks with each hand and steadied her so I could start giving her the good hard fucking she wanted. I started ramming my cock in and out of her. At one point it slipped out, moved just upward, and when I thrust the next time, it pushed against her rose bud hole, but didn't slide in. She reached back and grabbed my cock and put it back up to her vaginal opening.

      "Not now, Joey, not now!" she cried out. "I'm too close to cumming! I need you in my cunt!" I rammed it back into her and she let out a howl. "That's it, fuck me hard, Joey. Fuck me hard!!"

      I did what she asked and started pounding into her, holding her by her pale ass cheeks. I could see my cock sliding in and out of her, and it turned me on to be able to see myself disappearing up my mother's cunt.

      "Oh, Fuck!" she screamed, as her climax hit her. She came so hard and for so long. I'm not sure if she had one big, long orgasm or a series of powerful short ones, but she came on my cock for a long time as I alternated between holding it deep inside her and going back to sliding it in and out with long smooth strokes. I couldn't believe how orgasmic my mother was. So much more than any other woman I had been with.

      I needed to cum now, and I went back to earnestly fucking her. She was moaning and groaning with a series of smaller orgasms until I felt my balls swell and then started pumping her full of my hot seed. When I finished cumming, I pulled my cock out of her, and a long strand of pearly sperm hung, suspended between the tip of my cock and the lips of her pussy. It sagged, then broke, then fell in drops onto the carpet. I could see the rest of my cum oozing out of her gaping hole, running down, across her exposed clit, then dripping to join the thousands of its little sperm brothers already swimming in a pool of cum below us on the floor.

      Mom lay face down on the coffee table, trying to catch her breath. I stood up and walked to the fireplace, my wet cock glistening in the reflected flickering light of the fire.

      Mom sat up and looked somewhat dazed. She just looked at me for a moment as I stoked the fire. "Do you mind if I put something on?" she finally asked. I really am a little cold."

      "That's fine, Mom. I don't want you to be uncomfortable. She stood up, naked, proud breasts jutting in front of her, hair disheveled, with the glow of a freshly-fucked woman. I had never seen anything so beautiful in my life. I left the fire and walked over to her, taking her into my arms.

      
        
      

      "I love you, Mom," I said as I held her.

      "I love you, too, Joey. But I think you just fucked me senseless. I came so hard and for so long, I can't seem to get my bearings." I threw a blanket on the couch cushion and patted it, urging her to sit. She plopped down, her breasts bouncing when her butt hit the cushion.

      "You sit here, Mom. I"ll get you something to wear."

      "Okay, Joey," she answered. "I just need a minute to get my wits back about me." I laughed and headed for her bedroom. I saw her Broncos nightgown on the bed and grabbed it, taking it out to her. When I handed it to her, she was obviously coming back down from whatever high she had been on from the sex.

      "I think you're ready for a beer, Mom," I laughed as I headed for the kitchen. I grabbed a couple of cold ones from the fridge and returned to the family room.

      We popped open our beers just as the game started. Even though we had both just had huge orgasms, we couldn't keep our hands off each other and during the game I fingered her to another orgasm and she blew me again at the start of halftime. Just as the second half started, with the Broncos up 17-10, we sat down with our Brats in stadium rolls with sauerkraut and mustard and potato salad on the side.

      After we finished eating a commercial came on and Mom turned to me. "Is my body okay for you?" she asked.

      "What do you mean?" I replied.

      "Well, I am 17 years older than you, and I just wonder if I'm not as tight or thin as some of the girls you've been with your own age." She looked at me imploringly.

      "Mom, no, I can't believe you'd even ask me that. You're beautiful. I love you, and I can't get enough of you. And yes, you're a little curvier than some of the girls my age, but I like that about you. I think you're perfect."

      
        I could see that my words made her feel good. "Really?" she asked. But if you could change anything about me, what would it be?" I smiled, not sure if I should say what came to my mind.

      "Well, there is one thing," I told her after deciding it was body-neutral enough for her to hear it. She got up on her knees on the couch and hit me on the arm.

      "What? Tell me?" she said laughing. I could see the worry in her eyes, though.

      "Well," I teased her and drew it out. "The thing is." I cleared my throat. "Most of the girls my age shave themselves. You've got quite a bush down there, Mom. It's kind of old school."

      "Really?" she said, seeming interested. "And the shaved, um, beaver; that's something you like?"

      "Definitely," I replied. "I really like it."

      "What do you like about it?" she asked.

      "I like how it feels when I touch it or when I, uh, go down on it." That definitely perked her interest.

      "So you'd like me to shave down there?" The game came back on.

      "Definitely," I answered. "But the game's back on, we can talk about it later. It's no big deal one way or the other." We cuddled and watched the game, me stroking her breasts and she rubbing my cock through my sweats.

      As soon as the next commercial started, she immediately said, "I've never done that before. I'm not sure I know how."

      "I'm sure you can figure it out, Mom." I turned and looked at her. "And I'll tell you what. If you do, I'll spend as long as it takes making you glad you did." I paused. "It may be a problem figuring out how to do it, but I'm sure you can get the problem licked, Mom."

      "I'm sure I can figure something out," she said, smiling, as the game came back on.

      
        The game was exciting right up until the last moments, but unfortunately, the Broncos lost. We cleaned up the remnants of our snacks and meal from the coffee table, then tidied the kitchen together.

      "I'm going to go up and take a bath," Mom said as we stood in the kitchen, finished with our cleaning and tidying.

      "Enjoy," I replied, smiling to myself. "And be careful not to nick yourself with the razor."

      She slugged me in the arm, gave me one of the sexiest smiles I've ever seen, then turned to go upstairs for her bath.

      Thanks for reading. There's lots more to "come". New chapters will be posted every three days or so until the end of the story! Please vote, and I welcome comments, both positive and negative. If you wish, you may use the Literotica contact tool to email me. I respond to all emails, if the sender chooses to include their return email address.

    
  
    
      Chapter 4

      I let Mom run her bath before I got in the shower. If she was going to shave her pussy for me, it seemed only right that I let her have the bulk of the hot water. When I heard her turn off the water, I fired up the shower. It was almost immediately hot, Mom having gotten the hot water circulating in the pipes.

      As I soaped up, my mind started replaying the events of the past few weeks, especially the last 24 hours or so. At this time the day before Mom and I were still just Mother and Son. We had been playing a dangerous game with all the cuddling and hugging, and especially with the few short dry humps we allowed ourselves but somehow were able to ignore. I guess they're right; denial is more than a river in Egypt.

      But in the past 24 hours we had gone on a date, fucked three times, and had fiddled with each other all the way through two football games. And in the last 3 hours, Mom had given me the two best blowjobs of my life.

      And the thing that struck me was that it didn't feel wrong, or evil, or corrupt. I've loved my mother all my life She's still young, she's beautiful, she's really everything I've ever wanted in a woman. The sex with her is in a class by itself. It's not only the best sex I've ever had, but the fact that it's with someone that I love very deeply just makes it not only the best sex I've ever had, but better than I've ever been able to imagine.

      Yes, there was a small voice in the background telling me it was wrong, but the louder voice drowned it out, telling me not to worry and to just follow this wherever it led. It was more than my little head overruling my big head. It just felt right.

      As I toweled off, I consciously acknowledged that I was okay with what was going on and that I trusted myself, Mom, and the strength of our love for each other to guide us in the right direction.

      Mom was still in her bath when I got out so I went into my room and without dressing, laid down on my bed and flipped open my laptop. I browsed through a few of my key websites for scores and news, checked my email and poked around on Instagram for a while. I started thinking about what I should do with my apartment in Houston. I had left on a moments' notice and I'm sure I had mail stacking up. I needed to get there soon to either resume my life or to pack it up and move back to Denver.

      As I was mulling this thought over, I heard Mom get out of the bath and listened to her humming as she went through her post-bath routine of skin creams, body lotions, and whatever it is that women do. I heard the bathroom door close and after about ten minutes she called my name.

      I closed my laptop and without bothering to dress walked into her bedroom. It was lit only by candles and the bed covers were pulled all the way off and lay in a pile at the foot of the bed. In the center, on only a sheet was Mom, her hair splayed on the pillows, naked, as beautiful as any woman I've ever seen.

      She lay with her arms at her sides, away from her body. Her body seemed to have a radiant glow in the flickering candlelight. Thinking about our earlier conversation I looked down at her little peach to see if she had shaved it. Her legs were closed, though, and all I could see in the candlelight was that she had trimmed the bushy top part and all that remained was a landing strip of short, tight, ash-blonde curls.

      "Come here Sweetheart," she said, beckoning me with one hand. "Lay down here with me." I climbed onto the bed, my cock beginning to stiffen. I kissed her left breast gently, took her nipple into my mouth and sucked on it. "Mmmmm," she purred. She smelled like lilacs, or maybe they were magnolias, but whatever the aroma was, it smelled like flowers and mixed perfectly with her personal scent.

      
        After five minutes or so of relishing my kissing and licking her nipples, she took my head between her hands and directed my face up to hers. We kissed deeply, our tongues hungry for each other, dancing with the other. I tasted the mint in her mouth from the toothpaste and mouthwash she had just used.

      We kissed for another five minutes or so, then she whispered, "I'm ready for you, baby," and placed one hand on top of each of my shoulders. With a gentle nudge, she let me know what she wanted. She wanted me to go down on her. She wanted me to lower my body and my head and my face until my mouth was right there at my own mother's pussy.

      She pushed me down with a smidge more force, and I started kissing my way, crossing the divide of her breasts, down her stomach, stopping at her belly button to briefly tongue and kiss it, then down to the neatly trimmed patch of hair riding atop her pubic bone. As I got closer she slowly spread her legs, inching them apart, opening up like a flower for me. I kissed the small patch of hair as I watched her legs spread wider and wider, inviting me in.

      I moved between her open legs and positioned my face right in front of her freshly shaved vulva. I breathed in deeply, admiring the pure beauty of the smooth, puffy skin surrounding her vagina, the neatly folded lips of her smaller labia, and the drop of moisture that I could see forming at her opening in the dim candlelight. Again I smelled the hint of flowers, and here it was mixed with her woman smell, the sweet scent of flowers blending perfectly with the pungent smell of her sex.

      I lightly put the tip of my index finger on the small drop of moisture beginning to leak from her, spreading it up. I felt its thick viscosity, the wonderful slickness of it. I removed my hand and kissed the very top of the inside of her left thigh, just below where her leg met her freshly-shaved vulva. Then I lightly kissed the same spot on her right thigh, and let the tip of my tongue trace up the line where her hip met her tummy.

      "Mmmmmmm," I heard her moan quietly.

      "I love you, Mom," I answered.

      Her only reply was another soft moan as I gently kissed the glossy outer lips of her pussy. Being careful not to get too close to her inner lips or clitoris, I kissed the puffy outer lips of her smooth, hairless cunt, then gave long licks up each in turn. I sucked first the smooth right side into my mouth, then the left, still being careful to avoid her most sensitive parts. My tongue slowly traced over her shaved mons, deliberately coming excruciatingly close to her clit, but not quite tracing a path over it. Mom raised her knees slightly in anticipation and her legs fell apart even wider.

      
        Inspecting the folds of her inner lips, I could see that more moisture was forming there. Again with my index finger, I spread her love juice around her shaved vulva as if I was shining it, then licked it off, tasting my mother's creamy treat for the first time. She tasted sweet and salty, with just a trace of what could have been cider vinegar. To me it tasted perfect, and I wanted more.

      I took one long lick up the entire length of her slit, stopping just short of her still-hooded clitoris. Her juice was thick and beginning to flow copiously from her opening flower. I took another long, slow lap from bottom to top and felt Mom's hips rise off the bed just a bit to meet my tongue.

      "Oh," she exhaled when I let my tongue trace slowly over her clit.

      "You taste so good Mom," I said after taking another long slow lick, this time letting my tongue invade her just for a moment as I passed by her vacant tunnel.

      "Oh my god, Joey," she said softly and I again ran my tongue slowly up her open gash. I put the tip of my tongue inside her and swirled it slowly around, creating firm pressure in a slow circle around her opening. She groaned again, letting me know she liked it.

      I withdrew my tongue and gave her an unhurried lick along her entire length, lingering for a brief moment on her emerging clit. I slid my tongue back down and put the tip in her again, remaining motionless for a moment, then sticking it into her as far as I could get it. She pushed her pussy against my face, willing my tongue to go deeper and deeper into her. Finally, unable to breathe, I pulled out my tongue, and started moving it in and out of her, as if I was fucking her with it.

      She responded by moving against me with perfect rhythm and holding the top of my head.

      "Oh, that's it. Fuck Mommy with your tongue, Joey," she panted. My cock was aching it was so hard and I shifted so it was up against her leg instead of the bedsheets. I moved it against her as I fucked her with my tongue.

      I had to stop; I was afraid I might spill my seed right then if I kept scraping my cock against her leg. I didn't want this to end yet. I stopped tongue-fucking her, and moved both my hands up to her cunt, placing an index finger on either side of her clit. Pushing outward and upward, I saw her love button pop completely out of its hood. It was swollen, whitish, and quite large. I gave it a quick lick and Mom gasped. I gave another and she gasped again. Spreading my fingers wider, I put my lips around it and sucked it into my mouth, twirling my tongue around it while keep light pressure from the sucking. I nursed on it and twirled my tongue on it at the same time and Mom raised her knees a little higher and I felt a release of more of her tasty nectar.

      
        
      

      Keeping her clit in my mouth and my tongue swirling and lashing at it, I removed one index finger from her mons and slid it up her cunt.

      "Unghh," she cried out as my finger impaled her soaking twat. I kept up on her clit and started running my finger in and out of her, then reached in deep and moved my finger up until I found the little rough spot that indicated her G Spot. I started slowly massaging her G Spot as I sucked and licked her clit.

      Mom started humping faster and harder against my face as I licked her clit and fingered her G Spot at the same time. I let go her mons with my other hand and dropped it down below my chin. With my right forefinger massaging her G Spot, I inserted my left thumb into her pussy as well and started lightly fucking her with the length of my thumb. With both my thumb and finger in her cunt, Mom started thrashing on the bed, making a variety of sounds at varying volumes, her head thrown back against the pillows. She was in heat.

      My thumb was oily and slick from her juices and I withdrew it and trailed it down her perineum until I felt it against her rosebud. Still sucking and licking her clit and massaging her G-Spot, I pushed gently until my thumb popped past her sphincter muscle. I was afraid maybe I had gone too far with my own mother, but she cried out with pleasure as I gently and slowly pushed my thumb into her ass as far as it would go. Her deep moan reassured me that I hadn't gone too far.

      As I started ass-fucking her with my thumb, I kept up working on her clit with my tongue and G Spot with my other hand. As I increased the intensity of my thumb-fucking, finger-fucking, and clit-licking Mom went out of control. Her hands opened and closed involuntarily in the air beside her, her head thrashed from side to side on the pillows.

      "Oh fuck, Joey, I'm going to cum," she yelled. "I'm gonna cum really hard, watch out!" She tensed for a brief second, then came with a long, loud howl and let go a volley of juice that shot out of her cunt, hitting my cheeks, mouth, and chin as I kept working on her with my hands and tongue. Not letting up, I got a second and third squirt as I fingered her cunt and thumb-fucked her ass, and licked her clit. I had worked two more fingers into her pussy as she came, stuffing her full.

      She orgasmed for a long time, and I think many times, before she pushed me away. "Please, stop!" she cried out. "I can't take anymore!" I withdrew my thumb from her ass and my fingers from her cunt and sat up, looking down at her swollen, red pussy with her stiff clit poking out. I could almost see it throbbing. My face was covered with her juice, the bed was soaked, and I was hornier than a 7-peckered goat.

      
        I climbed up her body, staying between her legs, and slid my aching cock right into her ultra-lubricated cunt without pause.

      "Yes, baby, fuck Mommy. Oh you sweet, sweet boy, it's your turn," she cooed while I went from 0 to 60 in about three seconds. I was fucking her hard and fast, and she never stopped with her encouraging and loving words.

      "Yeah, fuck me, baby. Use my cunt. You're filling me up, by little boy. Dump your load in Mom. I want to feel you cum in me. I want to feel you squirt in me." I kept increasing my tempo until I was pounding her, drilling her cunt hard and fast with my young, hard cock.

      Then she said it. She said these words: "Fuck me like your Daddy did!"

      Without warning, I instantly had a blinding orgasm. I was fucking her just like my Dad did. I was following right in my father's footsteps. I was taking care of Mom when he couldn't.

      Those thoughts swirled around my head as I pumped Mom full of my creamy jizz. Pump after pump, squirt after squirt; I had never cum so hard or for so long. My climax seemed to stretch out. Not knowing why, and never having done it before, I pulled out of Mom and shot the last few pearly ropes on her slick bald cunt and stomach, then collapsed on top of her.

      We lay in silence for a few minutes, catching our breath, recovering from the vigorous fuck and lost in the confusion of what had just been said.

      About the time my breathing was returning to normal, she said softly, "I'm sorry I said that."

      Without thinking I instantly answered. "Don't be."

      I wasn't sure what had just happened, but I felt comfortable sharing what I was feeling right then with her.

      "It made me cum really hard when you said that."

      I heard Mom sniffle and felt her chest heave. I propped myself up on my elbows and looked into her face. She was starting to cry.

      
        
      

      "Mom, what?" I asked. "I thought this was helping you get better!"

      "It's nothing," she said. "I'm just being silly. We'll talk about it tomorrow if you want." My shrinking cock suddenly popped out of her.

      "Okay Mom," I said and gave her a kiss, hoping to comfort her and make her feel better.

      We slept in my bed that night. Hers was too soaked to sleep in.

      When I woke up the next morning Mom had already risen. I had a huge hard-on and wished for a moment that she had stayed in bed so I could get some relief. I got up, though, put on my pajama bottoms and went downstairs. Mom was in the kitchen, and I could immediately sense a subtle shift in her attitude. She seemed troubled.

      "Good morning, beautiful," I said giving her a little pat on the ass as I walked by to grab a cup of coffee. Fearing what her shift in attitude might mean, I tried to act as if the "new normal" was the only normal. She was standing at the sink dressed in her granny-gown and slippers, so I doubted that my efforts to set the "new" as "normal" was going to get much play this morning.

      When she didn't reply, I said again, "Good morning, beautiful." When I got no response for the second time, I strode over to her and turned her around to face me and stood right in front of her, holding her loosely by the shoulders, looking right into her eyes. She looked away.

      "Look, we need to talk," she said gazing past me.

      I was stunned. Everything had been so perfect that I couldn't imagine what was wrong. Unless, of course, she was having second thoughts about carrying on a sexual relationship with her only son. I didn't want it to stop.

      "What is it, Mom?" I asked, feeling my stomach churn and rise into my chest.

      "Sit down, Joey," she said solemnly. She gestured towards the kitchen nook. I slid into the cushioned seat, putting the steaming cup of coffee in front of me on the table and cupping it with my two hands.

      
        She sat in front of me and paused before speaking. I shifted uncomfortably and brought the coffee mug to my lips with both hands. I blew on it, anticipating that it might burn my lips or tongue if I took too quick a sip.

      "There are some things I need to explain, and I'd appreciate it if you just let me talk and listen to what I have to say." Finally, she looked at me. She shifted her gaze briefly down at my bare chest, but quickly looked back up at my eyes. I nodded silently.

      "First, let me explain what your father and I had. We started going together when we were fifteen. Fifteen years old, Joey, and we were so young! I had kissed one other boy, and that was just a quick peck on the lips. Your Dad always said he had kissed Linda Kressmayer, but I think he was making that up so I didn't think I was the only girl he ever kissed.

      "Anyway, we were small-town kids from Nebraska, but we knew from day one that we were meant for each other, forever, period. And we started having sex when we were sixteen. We both fumbled our way through it. Neither of us really had any idea how to do it, only that his thing went in my thing. Over the years, we learned together. Because neither of us had any experience, we learned to listen to each other and we learned to look outside at the world, then experiment and try new things together."

      She paused and her eyes got a faraway look. "I loved your father so much I would do anything to make him happy. I know he felt the same way.

      "So we learned about sex together, and we would try these new things we might read about in Penthouse, or see on an adult video. Lots of times I wouldn't want to, but he'd kind of talk me into it, and then once I tried it I'd realize that I liked it. So over the years we had a wonderful, full, even adventurous sex life.

      "But what made it all so great was how much I loved him. Like I said, I'd do anything to make him happy. In bed, out of bed, I would make things he liked eat, wear clothes that he liked. And it's not like I had to do those things, or that he forced me. I wanted to because I loved him so much."

      She stopped and shook her head. "I lost him way too soon.

      "So anyway, that's what we had, and it was incredible. We loved each other so much." She had a tear in her eye and she paused again.

      "I know you did, Mom, I remember how much you loved each other," I said.

      
        
      

      "So after he was gone, after a while I tried dating. But on the third or fourth date, I'd always look at the guy and think, 'Is this a man that I'd ever want to do absolutely anything for?' The answer was always no. I knew I would never have what I had with your father with any man ever again, and once you've tasted filet mignon, Joey, it's hard to go back to eating bottom round steak. I even had sex with one man, and it was pleasant. But pleasant doesn't describe filet mignon."

      I looked at my coffee cup, trying to take in everything I was hearing about my father and my mother. Mom got up and poured a little more coffee into her still almost-full cup. She stood by the coffee maker as she continued. She looked especially beautiful to me at that moment in her granny-gown. I could see the outline of the globes of her ass through the material of her gown. I wanted to pull her to me. But I knew that now was a time to just listen.

      "When your Dad died, you were so helpful", she continued. "I can't imagine how I would have made it through all that without you. His death, the innuendos, the trial, the suddenly being a woman alone among all our friends, who still had their spouses.

      "I never had any 'inappropriate' thoughts about you back then, but I did realize, more than once, that while Big Joey was gone, Little Joey was still here, right by my side. You filled his shoes, Joey. In some ways. The ways that were most important then."

      I took a sip of coffee and settled back against the cushioned booth. I realized that Mom needed to talk in order to figure this all out. I'd let her. She came and sat across from me at the table again and continued.

      "I've tried very hard to convince the outside world, you, and most importantly myself that I'm doing fine since your father died. But Joey," she paused and looked at her coffee. "I've been living in Hell with no hope, knowing nobody could ever fill your father's shoes in my life."

      I reached over and took her hands in mine.

      "When I got attacked, it was the last straw. I broke down. I didn't want to go on. I was done." She shook her head slowly, looking at our clasped hands.

      "You brought me back to life." I looked down at our clasped hands, knowing that I shouldn't speak. She needed to.

      "But this time it was different," she continued. I was stripped down to nothing, and the more you nurtured me; the more you loved me, the more I realized that I love you the same way I Ioved your father. I realized that you were the one person that I could love enough to want to do anything for. The sexual part didn't come at first, I just knew the more I could please you the happier it would make me; the more it would heal me.

      "As my sexual feelings started, I denied them at first. I thought I'd just start cooking and cleaning for you, taking care of you that way. I had a fantasy that you'd get a job here in Denver and that we could live together as Mother and Son, and that I would take care of you and that would keep me feeling well and whole.

      "But after a while, I couldn't deny the other feelings I was having. The one part just naturally led to the other, even though you were my son. I felt so guilty at first for having those feelings, but as they grew the guilt disappeared and was replaced by desire.

      "So at first, without really trying, I started being sexy around you. I don't think you even noticed. Probably because I was so out of practice, and you didn't expect to be flirted with by your own mother.

      "After the first time we cuddled on the couch, though, all pretense was gone for me. I knew I was in love with you in a completely different way, and I knew I believed I could make you happy in every way. I wondered if maybe I was kidding myself, but the feeling was too strong.

      "So I made sure we cuddled every night. I kissed you, and held you, and hoped that you'd want me." She sat down across from me again. "I looked forward to it all day, and made sure that we were in a position every evening where it would happen."

      I remembered back, and couldn't disagree. I nodded my head.

      "And I gave you every chance to stop it." She looked beseechingly into my eyes. "If you had ever given one sign that you were uncomfortable I would have stopped. Up until the moment we kissed, I thought you could stop me, and then you could have always looked back and just thought to yourself that you weren't really sure, but it seemed like your mother had come on to you, and that over time you would dismiss it as me just being needy and messed up at the time.

      "That's not what happened, though," she continued. "Two nights ago, when we made love, I knew right then that I had found with Little Joey what I had with Big Joey. What I said last night was true, even though I shouldn't have said it. You do fuck me like your father did. Well, not exactly the same, but every bit as good. And my feelings for you are strong, Joey, very strong."

      
        "And mine for you, Mom," I answered. "I've never felt this way before. I've never enjoyed sex so much before. I don't think I've ever loved a girl or woman before."

      "That's wonderful, Joey. More than I could have hoped for." I could see her trying to choose her words carefully as she continued. "What I said last night, I couldn't help it. You're so much like your father, Joey, that being with you is like being with him again. It may even be better. I loved him as a man. I love you as a man and as a son. But you are just like him, Joey, and I can't stop thinking that. Sometimes they say God empties your hands for a reason. So he can fill them up again with something better."

      That thought hung in the air for a moment.

      "When my hands were emptied, Joey, I cursed God," she continued. I was surprised, but not shocked by her comment. I think many people feel that way after a great loss in their life. I wanted to interject here, but knew she was working towards something.

      "I've been blessed again in life, Joey, by you. I was blessed when I met your father, I was blessed when I had you, and now I am blessed again. All within our family." I saw a tear drip slowly down the crease where her nose met her cheek.

      "I need you to think carefully, Joey," she said, looking at me. "Is this what you really want? Stepping into your father's shoes. Being my man, being my lover, in your father's place. It's not too late to go back to you just being my son, which you will always be, either way you decide. I'm sure we could get past this." It was a big question, but I knew the answer instinctively. It was what I had always wanted, I just hadn't figured Mom to be part of the deal. I had always wanted to be just like Big Joey.

      "More than okay, Mom, I'm proud to be in his place, in his footsteps." We just looked at each other for a moment. Then she stood and came around the table, standing in front of me.

      Spreading my knees, I pulled her to me, cradling my head in her breasts. She, from the standing position, held my head in her arms and I, from the sitting position, wrapped my arms around her waist. We held each other for what must have been 5 minutes, neither speaking, both lost in our own thoughts about what had just been said. Finally, I looked up at her and she leaned down and placed her lips on mine, kissing me softly.

      "I love you," she said quietly.

      "I love you, too," I answered.

      
        
      

      We kissed more deeply, and I pulled her nightgown up so I could touch the bare cheeks of her butt. I kneaded them and caressed them as we kissed. When the kiss broke, she leaned slightly away from me, and without planning, I took my hands off her ass and grabbed the collar of her nightgown. With one hand on either side of the top button, I pulled it apart, the buttons popping from the force. When the three buttons were gone and the V of the opening exposed, I shifted my hands, grabbing either side of the opening and ripped the nightgown apart, splitting it right down her front from top to bottom. I pulled it apart and down off her shoulders. She shook her arms and it fell to the ground.

      It must have excited Mom for me to do this because as soon as the nightgown fell on the floor she took my head in her hands and brought my face towards her breasts. I laid my head between them, still hugging her and caressing the creamy white globes of her butt. I kissed her breasts gently, and then took one of her nipples into my mouth and began sucking gently on it. Mom moaned softly, enjoying the sensation, then moved my head towards her other tit.

      As I sucked and licked Mom's sensitive breasts, my hands continued to roam over her bare butt cheeks again. I squeezed them, rubbed them, and pinched them. Mom was moaning quietly from the attention I was giving her nipples when I reached further around and slid my right hand below her butt, finding my way between her legs.

      Still standing, she widened her stance, giving me better access to her cunt. When I found it with my fingers, it was slick and juicy. I tickled and pinched her bare vulva as her lubrication spread.

      "You're so wet, Mom," I told her. She pulled slightly away from me, her nipple leaving my mouth with a pop, and moved her hand down to her pussy. I felt her fingers there with mine, hers from the front, mine from the rear. She ran her hand around, then moved it to her clit. I could feel her rubbing her clit as I began to move my fingers slowly in and out of her. I went back to sucking her nipples as she stood before me and fingered herself.

      Her hand became a blur on her clit and I tried to follow suit with my fingers inside her. I pumped in and out of her, matching the speed with which she was rubbing her clit. I lost her nipple from my mouth when she raised herself up on her tip-toes and climaxed with a loud howl. She thrust two or three fingers into herself as she rode the giant waves of her orgasm, our fingers melding inside her into what would have been a giant, hard cock for her to ride.

      When her orgasm subsided, she withdrew her hand from her vagina and said, "Pull your pants down."

      
        I picked my butt off the booth seat and slid my pajama pants down, exposing my erect cock as it sprung up straight in the air, pointing towards her cunt. Without a word, Mom held her fingers in front of my face. Not being sure what she wanted, I gave a quizzical look. She moved her fingers closer to my mouth, and I understood. I opened my mouth, and Mom slid her slick fingers, covered with her cum, into my mouth. I tasted her love juice and began licking and sucking on them greedily.

      As I did, she slowly lowered herself onto me, my cock finding the soaked hole of her cunt on the first try. She slid her fingers deeper into my mouth as my cock slid into her. Her eyes closed, and as she started rising and falling on my cock, she matched the rhythm with her fingers in my mouth. I sucked and licked her fingers as my cock went in and out of her cunt.

      As the fucking got more urgent, she took her hand from my mouth and put her hands on my shoulders. Silently we fucked, me still sitting, her still standing. She rising, then lowering herself until I was buried up to the hilt in her. She leaned in and began kissing me as our bodies moved.

      We fucked in silence until I quietly said, "I'm going to cum, Mom." And with just a slight moan, I began shuddering and squirting my cum up into her. She rode me until the last drop, then let herself down all the way, sitting on my lap with my deflating boner buried deep, deep inside her. We kissed again.

      She sat on my lap with her arms around me and her head resting on my shoulder for another five minutes or so. By this time my cock was soft, and when she shifted her weight it popped out of her, followed by a long, drooling stream of my cum. Mom just stood up, picked up the remnants of her granny-gown and used it to wipe off her leaking cunt. Then she got down on her knees and wiped the kitchen floor with it where she had leaked. I watched as she finished, then came towards me on her hands and knees and began lovingly licking my cock, cleaning up the mess we had made on it as well. When she was done, she looked up at me, her hair tousled, her eyes happy.

      "You're a man I'll do anything for, Son. I'll do anything to make you happy."

      "And me for you, Mom." I pulled her up onto my lap and we kissed again.

      As the kiss ended, I couldn't help myself. "Sorry about the nightgown."

      "I don't think I'll be needing it anymore, anyway," she laughed. "Your father always like me in negligees."

      "Me too, Mom. Me too."

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 5

      Being Monday, it was a busy day for Mom and me, and it was almost 11:00 by the time we finished our conversation, had sex at the kitchen table, ate breakfast, and washed up. With winter approaching, I'd ordered another half-cord of firewood to be delivered to our storage, so I waited for the delivery man to call on my cell while Mom went out and food-shopped. Hopefully I'd be downstairs with him when she returned and I could escort her up from the basement parking garage.

      It worked out and Mom called saying she was pulling in just as I was paying the man for the wood. As he pulled away, we each grabbed a couple of sacks full of groceries and went to the elevator.

      When the elevator doors closed, Mom asked, "Do you think they have a hidden camera in the elevator?"

      I thought for a moment. "No, I've never seen any cameras anywhere in the building." I looked around the elevator. "I don't see one here."

      Mom smiled, then leaned in and gave me a big, wet kiss. "I missed you, even though I was only gone for a while," she said when the kiss ended. Needless to say, after we got in the front door of her condo, it was an hour before the groceries got put away.

      So started what was one of the best weeks of my life so far. Mom and I settled in to being together as a couple, not just as son and mother. I was amazed at Mom's sexual energy. We've all heard that women reach their sexual peak around the age of 37, and I can only think that Mom is living proof. I wouldn't say she is insatiable, because there were times that she was satiated, orgasmed out, and couldn't fuck any longer. But she came right back in almost no time. Never sore, never not in the mood, she was down for anything, any time, and anywhere in the house. We fucked in the kitchen, in the shower, in both bedrooms, in the living room, in the dining area, in the family room. We even fucked one night on the small deck outside, she leaning, shivering, against the railing and me standing behind her, holding her dress up, fucking her slowly and in the deepest parts of her cunt.

      I'm a twenty-two year old man, and as such, am pretty much horny all the time. Mom is the only woman I'd ever met who was just as horny as I am. Plus, she initiated the sex at least half the time if not more. She was just so damned sexy.

      She was also highly orgasmic. Few of my previous lovers had been able to cum during intercourse. For many, they had one way of reaching orgasm, and would slowly and silently let me know what they wanted and needed. It was like putting together a 500 piece jig-saw puzzle to figure out what they needed in order to climax.

      Not so with Mom; she could cum in a variety of ways, and seemed eager to chase down her orgasm no matter what kind of sex we were having. She wasn't afraid of telling me exactly what she wanted me to do to her.

      For example, one morning that week she was giving me a "good-morning" blowjob in bed and she started rubbing her wet cunt up against my lower leg as she sucked and licked my cock. I could feel her slick wetness against my shin as she positioned her labia on either side of the hard bone and started working her pussy and clit up and down it. Her blowjobs were amazing and it wasn't long before I was getting close. Mom picked up the speed of her leg-humping and just as I came and started spewing into her mouth, she orgasmed on my shin. It was wet and sticky when she finished.

      It was an incredible week of incredible sex an incredible number of times. Again, we just couldn't seem to get enough of each other.

      Reality did begin to intrude on us as the week wore on, however. We both were aware there would be complications to our new-found love, and we began to bring some of them to the surface during that first week.

      The first was what I should call her. We had gone out to dinner on Wednesday night, and Mom was concentrating on the menu choices and didn't hear the waitress approach and ask if we'd like a cocktail before dinner. I touched her arm and asked, "Heather, would you like a drink or a glass of wine before dinner?"

      Mom looked up at me suddenly and gave me a look, like, "What the Fuck?" She quickly regained her composure and gave her order to the waitress. When we were back alone, she asked, "So when did you start calling me by my first name?"

      I whispered back, "Well we're in here all lovey-dovey, holding hands, all googly-eyed. I can't very well call you Mom. That would freak the waitress out!"

      "We'll talk about it later, when we get home," she said briskly and went back to studying the menu. After a few minutes she was fine, but I could tell it had upset her.

      As soon as we were in the car she said, "I don't want you calling me Heather. I'm your mother."

      
        
      

      While we were eating I had thought about it a bit and had a plan jelling in my mind.

      "Look, Mom, we can't be out in public on a date, obviously a couple in love, and have me calling you Mom. We have to come up with a plan on how this is going to work."

      "Being your mother is what makes our relationship so special. I don't want to minimize that by having you calling me Heather."

      I could see that she was only focused on the problem and not on the solution at that moment, which was okay. I understood that she was still a little in shock from hearing me call her Heather.

      "Well, why don't you just think about it, Mom, and see what kind of solution you can come up with for when we're out in public?" I changed the subject quickly when I saw some Christmas lights up on a commercial building. "Look," I said, "not even Thanksgiving yet, and already Christmas lights!"

      "Way too early," she answered, and commented that she wished we lived in a house so we could put some up.

      "We'll decorate inside, Ma, with all the cheesy stuff we can find at Target." She laughed and seemed to have forgotten the name-calling problem.

      The next day, after an energetic noon-time fuck, we lay there on the carpet and she said, "You know when we were with your father's business associates or clients, I never called him Joey or Big Joey. I always called him Joe or Joseph. Same for when I was around his family. They hated the name Joey, so I called him Joe. When I was mad at him, sometimes I called him Asshole. When we were making love I sometimes called him Big Daddy. So I called him a lot of different things, depending on the situation."

      "And?" I asked.

      "So that's what it's like for us. When we're alone, you call me Mom. When we're with family, you call me Mom. When we're out in public, you call me Heather." She paused. "Just like I called your father different names according to the situation."

      
        "You don't think I should just get used to calling you Heather so I don't slip up when we're smooching in the back of an Uber car after I had inadvertently called you Mom when we first got in?" I gave a short chuckle. "That could happen."

      "I don't think it will," she answered. "I never had to think about it or worry about it with your father. I think it will come naturally for you, just like it did at the restaurant last night."

      So that became our plan, which was exactly what I had thought of in the restaurant the night before. It did feel odd to call her Heather, but we'd both get used to it.

      "But when we're alone, always call me Mom, or Mommy, or Mother," she said without hesitation.

      Seeing the Christmas lights up before Thanksgiving led to another problem being identified. Mom and I had both been invited to Auntie Jane's house in Nebraska for Thanksgiving. That identified another issue. Jane (my mother's sister), Nana (my grandmother), and Jane's husband and family would all be there. We would visit members of Dad's family. We talked about the issue and decided that for those few days we had to only be mother and son, sleeping in separate bedrooms, with absolutely no monkey business.

      "What about getting a motel room?" I suggested.

      "It would be too risky," Mom answered. "We always stay with them. And it would look weird, us being in a motel room together."

      "How about getting a motel room in the middle of the day?" I asked, wiggling my eyebrows in a lecherous way.

      "We'll see," was Mom's reply. "It's a small town with a lot of wagging tongues." It never happened, and it was excruciating. So excruciating, in fact, that we couldn't wait for the six-hour drive home to be over to be alone. We only made it an hour and a half on the road, then couldn't wait any longer and got a room in North Platte and spent the rest of the day and night there, fucking, sucking, and watching TV.

      So we worked out the various issues that came up that first week, but both knew that there were larger issues looming.

      
        During the course of the week, I slowly moved into Mom's bedroom full time. It started when she mentioned to me that she had hung my fresh laundry in the closet in her room. Then I did a load of underwear, gym clothes, and T-shirts. While I was folding them, Mom mentioned that she had cleared a couple of drawers in her dresser for me.

      By the end of the week, it was our bedroom, and all my stuff was in the closet and dresser, and all my toiletries were in the master bathroom. I had moved in and taken my father's place in her bed, in her bedroom, and in her life.

      One thing intrigued me all week long. As I had been fucking her from behind while watching football on Sunday as she lay on the coffee table with her ass thrust up in the air, I had accidently slipped out of her pussy and my cock had pushed against her other hole, the one that was pink and puckered.

      She hadn't said, "Not there." She said, "Not now." I couldn't get that "Not now" out of my mind all week. I probed and explored her anal opening every time I went down on her, and she seemed to enjoy it. I had never fucked a girl in the ass, and I had never been especially intrigued by it, but that "Not now" kept working on me all week long. I had a vision that became very common, the sight of the tip of my cock disappearing into her ass. It would just spring into my mind at any random moment.

      On Saturday we had a fire going in the fireplace and were switching back and forth between a baseball playoff game and the Nebraska-Penn State game. The Rockies had missed the playoffs again, so we spent most of the time on the football game, as Big Joey had been a Husker and we were both huge fans. We had been cuddling and kissing on the couch, of course, still one of our favorite pastimes. Mom was in a very sexy baby-doll negligee with a gauzy, sheer cover over it, I was in cotton sweatpants and a V-Neck Tee. For some reason I couldn't keep my hands off her boobs that day, and she finally had to ask me to stop, as her nipples were getting sore.

      "I'm sorry, Joey, but you've been pulling and pinching them for an hour," she apologized.

      "It's okay, Mom." I just can't keep my hands off your nipples today."

      "Just give them a little rest," she said, always the trooper. "You can probably suck on them later, if you do it gently."

      I dropped my hand to her lap and began rubbing her legs and stomach, waiting for her to open her legs so I could get at her pussy. When she did, I ran my hand down and cupped her bald, freshly-shaved-just-that-morning vulva in my hand, applying gentle pressure. She pushed back against my hand.

      
        
      

      "Mmmm," she said. "That feels good." She started slowly moving against my palm as I applied gentle pressure. After a bit, she put her hand over mine and pushed it harder into her sex. She was slowly humping my open hand, and I could tell by the amount of thick juice her pussy was producing that she was getting excited. After about five more minutes of holding my palm tightly to her cunt and moving her pussy against it, she lay back on the couch with her head on the armrest at the far end and brought both feet up, spreading her legs and giving me a full beaver shot.

      "Lick me, Joey," she said in a soft voice. "Mommy needs a little licking."

      I got on my knees on the couch cushion and began to gently suck and lick her cunt. As I did, I brought a hand under her butt, and slipped the tip of my index finger into her tight hole there.

      "Ooh," she said with a start, pulling back, and I withdrew the tip of my finger from her ass. "That hurt a little. Get some of my goo on your finger and try that again." I continued licking her labia and clit as I brought my finger tip up to her cunt and rolled it in her juices. Then with two fingers, I started rubbing the wetness down her perineum and past it to her rosebud, greasing it up. I put my entire index finger in her pussy to get it well lubricated, then slipped the tip of my index finger back into her anus.

      "Oh, much better," she sighed as she ran her fingers through my hair. "Much, much better. Stick it in a little further." With all the fantasies I had been having all week about the "Not now" statement, I didn't need any more urging, and I pushed my finger all the way in. She groaned. I felt her get wetter against my face and tongue.

      I lapped at her clit and sucked it into my mouth. It was enlarged, gorged with blood, and Mom was enjoying the dual sensation of my attention to her clit and my finger up her ass. Then she surprised me.

      "Put another finger in there." I withdrew my index finger, and holding it together with my middle finger, I slid them both slowly back into Mom's ass. "Fuck me slowly now with those two," Mom groaned.

      I began slowly finger-fucking her ass with two digits as I continued to suck and lick her clit. My chin was against the opening to her cunt, and I was glad I had shaved so closely that morning. Mom was getting hotter and hotter.

      
        "God, I want another finger in me. Will it fit?" Mom lifted her ass off the cushion. Withdrawing my two fingers, I added my ring finger to them, and started pushing all three against Mom's sphincter.

      "Wait," she said, pushing my face away from her cunt. She jumped up and ran towards the bedroom. She reappeared in a moment with a plastic bottle in her hand. She handed it to me as she laid back down in her previous position on the couch. I looked at the bottle and saw that it was lube.

      Mom lifted her butt way off the cushion and said, "Put some of that on me, and on your fingers." I did as she asked, greasing up her puckered hole, working a little bit inside, then coating my three fingers with the lube, which smelled like strawberries.

      "Okay," she said, still offering up her ass to me. "Try again." I was harder than Chinese algebra.

      I put my face back down against her cunt and started licking up and down, letting the tip of my tongue trail over her clit with each pass. I moved my three fingers to her ass, found the small, greased opening, and began gently pushing against it. It resisted still, but with gentle, steady pressure, I felt the tips of my fingers begin to enter her. Mom was encouraging me with grunts and groans, and an occasional "Yes, just like that. That's how I like it."

      With a sudden little pop, I felt my fingertips go past her sphincter. Mom groaned loudly and grabbed my head again, moving my face up and down on her cunt. "Push them in now," she said, and I started applying more pressure with my three fingers. I felt them sliding up Mom's forbidden hole and with each centimeter of progress Mom howled. I wasn't sure if it was from pleasure or pain, probably some of both. Finally I had them in as far as they would go, and held them there. Mom finally cried out in frustration, "Now fuck me with them."

      I concentrated on her clit with my lips and tongue, and started ass-fucking her with three fingers. She moaned and groaned from the combination of pain and pleasure, and after ten or fifteen hard thrusts up her ass, she exploded onto my face, a sudden surge of her cunt-juice splashing my cheeks and nose with force. I pushed my fingers up her ass and she rode them as her climax peaked.

      As soon as she finished her orgasm, I pulled my face away and told her, "Roll over and get up on your hands and knees."

      She flipped over quickly and, keeping her head on the armrest, got on her knees and raised her ass to me. I grabbed the bottle of lube, squirted some on to my hand, then coated my dick with it. I got up on my knees on the cushion behind her, and just as in the vision I had been having all week, positioned the blunt end of my dick against her tight asshole.

      
        
      

      I pushed and felt the initial resistance. I felt and saw Mom push out, as if she was shitting, and her hole opened up just enough for the tip of my cock to slide in. I watched from above as just the tip disappeared into her tight hole. I gave another push, and Mom groaned as I slid another inch into her, still not past her sphincter.

      Mom said, "Slowly. It hurts when it first goes in."

      I squirted another splash of lube on the shaft of my cock, then put the bottle down and rubbed it around my cock and her asshole. Grabbing each pale orb of her ass, I watched as I applied gentle, steady pressure, my cock slipping in further until I felt her sphincter muscle give up and allow me entry.

      "Hold it right there for a second," Mom said and exhaled fully, starting short, panting breaths through pursed lips. She was getting ready for the pain when I pushed all the way into her.

      After a brief moment of practiced breathing, she pushed back and I watched as my entire shaft disappeared up Mom's ass. When I was all the way in, Mom breathed all the way out again, took a deep breath and said, "It's okay, now. It's in. You can fuck me all you want."

      Her ass held my cock like a vice. I had never felt anything this tight, wet, and warm. It was an unbelievable feeling.

      I withdrew a bit and pushed it back in to the hilt. Mom yelped, then groaned. I pulled out a bit and thrust it back in. Mom groaned, and said, "Oh, fuck." Again, I wasn't sure if it was from pain or pleasure, dread or desire. Mom cleared it up when she said, "Fuck me in the ass, Joey. I've been wanting you to do it. I like it."

      With that said, I took better hold of her ass cheeks and started long-stroking Mom's tight asshole. She was calling out encouragement to me as I gave her ass a hard pounding.

      "Yes, Joey. Fuck my ass, Joey. I like it hard, Joey." I slammed in and out of her for five or six minutes, watching as my cock emerged, then disappeared, then reemerged again. I felt my orgasm coming and I shouted out, "I'm gonna cum in your ass, Mom. Right up your..."

      I almost blacked out when my orgasm hit me and I couldn't finish the sentence. The orgasm washed over my entire body, every part of me was tingling with the ultimate pleasure. I pumped my thick white son-semen up my Mom's anus once, twice, then pulled my cock out and pumped three or four times more on the pale cheeks of her raised and yielding ass, holding my cock in my hand and painting her butt with my cum in thick, white ropes.

      As I was recovering, Mom laid on the couch, ass still up in the air, and said, "Oh, honey, that was wonderful."

      "Wow, Mom, I've never done that before, and I really liked it. I'm a little surprised that you liked it so much, though." I got up off the couch. "Stay there and I'll get a towel for you." I could see thick white sperm leaking out of her back hole.

      "Okay, honey, thank you," she answered as I went towards the bathroom.

      When I came back she was standing next to the couch, holding her hand over her bottom. "I'm leaking," she laughed, and took the towel from me. She wiped her butt with it a few times, then folded it once with the goo inside it, laid it on the couch and sat on it. "We'll let the rest come out. It doesn't take long."

      I stood looking at her in awe. I couldn't believe what had just happened.

      "So Mom, you really liked that, right?" I asked, still not sure how anyone would like getting pegged in the ass.

      "Yes, Joey, I did." I mean, I do." She shifted a little on the towel and I could see that she was pushing out more of my cum. "Do you remember that I told you that your father and I learned new things together?"

      "Yes," I answered.

      "And do you remember that I told you there were things I didn't think I'd like, but I ended up liking them after I tried them a few times?"

      "Yes," I answered again.

      "Well, that's one of the things." She shifted again. "We saw it in an adult video your father rented. He wanted to try it, and I agreed. I didn't like it the first time because it really hurt. But your Dad wanted to try it again about a month later, and had bought a bottle of lube, so I let him. The second time, well, it hurt right at the first, but then there another sensation that took over." She looked at me and smiled the very tiniest, sexiest smile.

      "It was a completely new kind of pleasure. It still hurt some, but there was a pleasure that mixed with the pain. I liked it, and didn't hesitate when your father wanted to try it again a week or so later. That time I put a vibrating dildo in my vagina and on my clit while he did it, and I had the most intense orgasm I'd ever had. After that your father never had to ask for permission again."

      My mind now officially blown, this only raised more questions. Vibrating dildo? Adult videos? This is only one of the things they tried that she liked? So many questions immediately entered my brain that I was on overload, and could only gape at my beautiful, naked, sexy, compliant mother sitting on the couch with my cum dribbling out of her ass while she smiled sweetly back at me. She was amazing. How could she be the sexiest woman in the world, my slutty lover, and my sweet mother, all at the same time? I still don't know, but she was doing an excellent job of pulling it off.

      We showered together and although my curiosity was killing me, I kept all my questions to myself and focused on washing her entire body, then concentrated on the pleasure when she washed mine. There was plenty of time to explore those things in the future.

      And by the end of that first week with Mom as my lover, the future was very much what was on my mind. I knew that I wanted to be with Mom, to take on my Dad's role as her man, and to stay with her until death do we part. But I also knew that in the big picture, I needed to make decisions about my career and Master's Degree. Decisions about finances, how and where we'd live as a couple, how we'd present as a couple. I knew that she had totally dedicated herself to my happiness, but would we live as equals or with me as dominant, her as submissive? And most importantly, how that might all fit together in one happy picture.

      In the smaller picture, there were details that needed to be resolved quickly. I still had my apartment in Houston, for example. I knew I wouldn't be going back, unless Mom went with me. I had to pack my stuff up there and get it to Denver. I didn't even know what to do with it. Put it in storage? For what reason? Everything we had at Mom's was far nicer than what I had, except my flat-screen was way bigger, and she didn't have an X-Box.

      So as our first week together as lovers drew to a close, we had come a long way. But we still had a long way to go. I knew that in future weeks, reality would intrude more and more on our perfect little love nest there in Denver, and that it was imperative that we get out in front of the problems and issues that would arise for a son and mother who lived together as man and wife. We had to create a new life together; one in which we could live freely and wholly as a couple. How would that work?

      
        I knew that Mom was devoted to me, and would support me no matter what decisions I made. I knew that she would bend to my will, and do whatever it took to make me happy. But bent branches can break. I wanted Mom to be her own person, to pursue other levels of happiness beyond our shared happiness in our loving relationship.

      What I didn't know as I pondered these questions was that there was one piece of information I didn't have.

      I was about to become a very wealthy man.

    
  
    
      Chapter 6

      I lay awake in bed Monday morning, going over a few things in my mind that I needed to accomplish that day. There were three things we needed to get settled before Mom and I could really move on together as a couple.

      First, how would our finances work? Mom was very well off and I was just starting out in life. In order to prevent conflict in the future, we needed to both be very clear about how our personal finances would fit together. Second, I needed to make some major decisions about work and completing my Master's Degree in Business. I was convinced by this point that I wasn't going back to Houston other than to pack up my stuff and come back to Mom in Denver. We needed to talk about what was next for me, and determine if that would fit with her needs, which was the third thing. What were her dreams and plans for the future? How could our plans and dreams dovetail together?

      Mom's breathing was steady as she slept beside me. As the practical items for my day became more set in my mind I began thinking about the "impractical" things. In other words, my mind turned towards sex. The night before Mom and I had been fooling around in bed, and she had gone down on me. When she first did, I think we both were thinking it would just be a little foreplay before a good fuck. But I started really getting into it, and the more I got into it, the more it seemed that Mom got into it.

      Before either of us had the will to stop, I started pumping big gobs of cum in her mouth. If that wasn't bad manners enough, to get mine before she got hers, I pulled her up to me afterward, holding her naked body close, and told her to give me twenty minutes or so and I'd be good to go. Then I fell sound asleep.

      I knew exactly how to remedy my guilt over my thoughtlessness the night before: a little "Good Morning" cunnilingus for Mom. With that in mind, I disappeared under the covers, gently spread her legs apart, and began licking around her cunt.

      
        
      

      I felt her stir and give a slight moan of approval at realizing she was getting a little morning delight. Her labia immediately started getting slick from the attention I was giving her shaved lips and mons. Her hips started moving in time with my licking and sucking and I suddenly felt the bedcovers go back over my head. I looked up past Mom's pale, shapely breasts into her smiling face, never stopping my licking and sucking.

      "Good morning, sweetheart," she cooed.

      "Good morning, Mom," I answered and gently inserted my forefinger in her now-dripping cunt.

      "What a lovely way to start the day," she said, still smiling.

      Again I answered without taking my mouth off her cunt. "Well, I meant to give you a good rogering last night, but I fell asleep. This is a little payback." I said.

      "Wow, that's a term I haven't heard in a long time," she answered, laughing. "Speaking of rogering, why don't you slide up here and roger me right now?"

      "10-4," I answered and slid my body up hers, pushing my cock into her in one motion. She gave that now-familiar deep groan when I slid into her. I started fucking her slowly, with long strokes, enjoying every sensation of our nasties rubbing up against each other. Every once in a while I would pause with my cock buried as deep in her as it would go, just holding myself there, both of us enjoying the sensation of our union. I felt so connected to Mom. This was the embodiment of the connection I felt.

      "Oh, Roger!" Mom said in a theatrical voice as I held myself deep within her. "Fuck me now and make me cum."

      I picked up my speed, and within moments Mom went over the edge, squirming beneath me as she rode her orgasm. I followed moments later with a gush of cum, then blasted three or four more times deep up inside her.

      I got up on my elbows and slowly slid my dripping dick out of her. When it fell out onto the bedsheet below her cunt, I looked at her, smiled, and said, "Roger, Over and Out."

      
        "I read you loud and clear," she said dreamily.

      I scooted up on the bed next to her and sat Indian style. "Okay," I said. "Let's clean up, then I'll let you make me breakfast, then I need to talk to you about a few things."

      A sudden cloud crossed over her face. "Talk about what?" she asked. "Nothing bad, I hope."

      "No, Mom, nothing bad. There are just some things we need to talk about so we can move forward. We can't stay cooped up in your condo for the rest of our lives."

      She smiled and said, "I don't know, after this morning, it sounds pretty good to me."

      "Well, get your pretty little ass out of bed and into the shower," I said leaning over to kiss her. "I'm slimy and hungry. I need a shower and a meal, woman!"

      We showered quickly and I sat at the breakfast nook as Mom prepared sausage, eggs, and fried potatoes. She still had a lot of the farm girl from Nebraska in her.

      "So, anyway," I began. "I feel like we need to talk about money." She looked over at me.

      "We have plenty, honey, there's no need to worry about that," she answered, expertly flipping the fried eggs.

      "Well, I've saved up about $25,000. I don't know how much you have, but I think it's a lot. I don't want to feel like a gigolo, living off your money, so I think I need to go back to work. I'd also like to finish my MBA."

      Mom dished up the plates and brought them, steaming, to the table. She put one down in front of me, then sat across from me and put hers in front of her.

      "Wow, you've saved up $25,000!" Mom said, obviously impressed. "Your father was very good with money, too."

      
        "Well, you paid off my car when I graduated, and you pay for my school, so I really just have rent, gas, and food to worry about. I've been too busy for a social life." Then, for some reason I felt like I had to add, "I was making pretty good money, too, in Houston. I was doing well there."

      "I know you were, honey. I don't see what you're so worried about. It's not my money, it's our money. It's the money our family has, and you and I are the only members of the family."

      "I just have this vision," I said, cutting her off. "Of me having to ask you for money, and I just don't want to live that way." I took a bite of the potatoes. "Damn, these potatoes are good, Mom."

      "Thanks," Mom said. "Let me explain it in a different way. "When your Dad died, we were already very well off. Like I said, Big Joey was very good with money, and he invested our money wisely." She paused to take a bite.

      "The life insurance paid out at a little over a million; there were two policies actually. So at that point I was probably worth a little over 2 million with the house paid off. I made a little off the sale of the house as well. This condo didn't cost near what we got for the house."

      I got up and went to the coffee maker and grabbed the carafe. "More coffee?" I asked her as I poured more in my cup. When she nodded yes, I filled her cup as well, setting the carafe down on the table and sitting back in front of my meal.

      "But there was one more thing, and it is very significant," she continued. She just sat there looking at me, then said something I didn't quite understand. "I was going to wait until you turned twenty-five to tell you this, but I decided a few days ago that I'd tell you now, what with our new situation. I just didn't know when would be a good time. I guess this is it."

      I shifted in my seat a little, unsure of what might be so momentous that she was going to wait until I was twenty-five to tell me. "What is it, Ma?" I asked, curious, but a little anxious about what I might hear as well.

      "Well, the man who killed your father, I won't even say his name, was a complete messed up shithead. But he was a wealthy shithead." She just looked at me.

      "I didn't know that," I said.

      
        "Neither did I," she answered. "Until I got a call from an attorney after he was convicted. The lawyer explained to me that Shithead was from a wealthy family and he had reason to believe that there was a trust in his name that we could go after. I asked him how, and he told me all we had to do was sue him in civil court for wrongful death, and we could get damages." She was holding a bite on her fork in mid-air and she paused to put it in her mouth, and I waited until she had finished chewing and swallowed.

      "I told him I couldn't go through another trial, and he assured me that it was a slam-dunk, since a jury in the criminal courts had already found him guilty. He said I might have to testify, but probably not, and if I did it would only be about the effect that Big Joey's death had on me, and that the other attorney would treat me with kid gloves, not wanting to appear as if he was harassing a grieving widow, whose husband was killed at the hands of his client. He asked that I at least engage him and let him file a vague suit so he could do discovery and find out what was there." She wiped her mouth with her napkin.

      "I agreed to that, with no guarantee that I would go forward. What he found convinced me to go forward, but as it turned out, we never went to trial. His parents were so ashamed of his actions that they signed over most of his trust to me in a settlement." She paused again. "Well, to me and you. They knew he wouldn't be out of prison for thirty years and convinced him that his victims would be better served by his wealth than him, rotting in prison."

      "Oh my God," was all I could say. "How much was it?"

      "Well, this is where it gets complicated. He had a trust that was to be paid out to him in two installments of three point five million each, for a total of seven million." My mouth dropped open, full of food.

      "He got the first part when he turned twenty-five. He was past thirty and had been on a three-day bender with cocaine and alcohol when he killed your father. He had already gone through about a million. He spent another half-million on his defense, so he had about 2 million left. I got that, and paid the attorney's fee for both halves with that. His fee was a little over a million, so I got about a million."

      "Holy cow!" I said in disbelief. "So you're worth three million dollars?"

      "We're worth three million dollars," she corrected. "It's our money, Joey, not just mine. Maybe if I met a man that I fell in love with like I have with you I would think of it differently with him. It would still be our money, yours and mine, not his and mine." She paused again to take a bite.

      
        "And this is where it gets complicated, but I'm sure you'll understand it even better than I do. He gets the second part when he turns 38, or if he passes away before then. We can't legally get at that money until he turns 38, or dies. His thirty-eighth birthday is about three months before your twenty-fifth birthday." She scraped up the last bits of food from her plate. I had stopped eating when I heard "seven million".

      "So we had a trust set up with me as the Trustee, and you as the back-up Trustee in case I die or am incapacitated. I put all our assets in it, including the condo. On Shithead's thirty-eighth birthday, the three point five flows into our Trust Account. That money is for you. I didn't want to tell you until you turned twenty-five so you would continue to pursue your dreams and be somewhere in life when you became so wealthy."

      "I don't know what to say," I answered, still not sure I was hearing correctly.

      "Well, listen, then. This is important. The plan is that when you turned twenty-five, you would become a Co-Trustee with me, giving you full access to all of our money; your Dad's, what's left of the first payout, and all of the second payout." She looked me intently in the eye. "How does all this make you feel?" she asked.

      "I'm flabbergasted," was the only answer I could come up with. "Completely and utterly flabbergasted, and I don't know what to think right now."

      "Ultimately, the plan that I set up with the attorneys was that when you turned forty, you became the sole Trustee with complete control over all the funds, and you would give me an annual allowance to live on." She smiled. "I trusted that you would be generous to your old Mom.

      "So whether or not we had entered into this new relationship, the money is our money, and will eventually be your money. You said earlier that I paid off your car and pay for your school. That's not how I see it. I pay for it with your money." She chuckled softly. "I think your concerns about seeming like a gigolo might be misplaced." She chuckled again. "Although it sounds like fun to have my own gigolo."

      I just sat staring at Mom.

      "You're a wealthy man, darling. You can do whatever you want to in life without worrying about money. Go anywhere, do anything, be anything and everything you want to be."

      "Well, I guess that takes care of the second part of what I wanted to talk about," I said.

      
        
      

      "What's that, honey?" Mom answered.

      "About school and my career," I replied. "I think I need to put off making any decisions about that until I get used to the fact that I'm rich."

      Mom just gave me a big smile. "I think that's probably a good idea, dear."

      "But there was a third thing, too," I went on. "What is it you want out of life? What do you want to do, Mom? I want our lives to be full and happy for both of us."

      "Well, the first thing that comes to mind is that I want to do whatever it takes to make you happy." She smiled sweetly at me. "That's my first priority in life and always will be. Beyond that, I can't say right now. I've been so sad and depressed for so long that I haven't had any dreams for the future." She had furrowed her brow when she talked about her depression and sadness, but she brightened at her next thought. "I do feel like I want to embrace life now, with you. I'm excited about the future again. Why don't we figure it out together?"

      I leaned across the table and kissed her. "I love you, Mom. I feel like I'm doubly blessed right now. To have you and six and a half million dollars! Wow."

      Mom kissed me back and said, "Okay, Mr. Rich Man. You still have to do the dishes and clean up the kitchen."

      "Yes, Ma'am," I answered.

      While I was working in the kitchen, Mom was at her desk. I finished and walked into the small alcove that served as an office. I could see that Mom had a pile of paperwork in front of her and that she was adding to it from a file folder in the drawer of the desk.

      "Here, honey," she said. "I've got all the income statements and reports from Michael Cabazon here so you can go over them while I'm gone. "

      "Okay, thanks Mom," I answered. I'll do that. Where are you going?"

      
        "Well, Judy Swensen called and demanded that we resume our "second Monday" luncheons. So we're going to have lunch at the club and then hit some balls together if it's warm enough."

      I was happy to see that Mom seemed to be completely back to her old self. In fact, maybe even better than she's been in a long time. I was glad that she was resuming some of her usual activities and while she readied herself for her luncheon date, I started going through the paperwork.

      It appeared that Michael Cabazon was her accountant and that a Jeffrey Holtman was her investment guy. Cabazon had no access to the money, and oversaw Holtman's management of the investments. Holtman had access, but was strictly overseen by Cabazon.

      Very smart, I thought to myself. Mom is nobody's dummy. She paid Cabazon well, and he was the insurance that Holtman didn't get greedy.

      As I went over the reports, I saw that she had about 10% in liquid investments like money markets. Even though they didn't earn much, it gave her access to money if she needed it or if Holtman saw a good investment opportunity. The rest she had in equities, spread between stocks, bonds, and some real estate investments. Well I'll be darned, I thought at one point. We're partners in an apartment building in Boulder! I'd just bet that was one of Big Joey's investments, and I made a mental note to ask Mom about it.

      The income statements showed an income of about a hundred fifty thousand a year and it looked like Mom was living on less than a hundred. Really closer to eighty, even with my school expenses. That might go up a little bit with the two of us, but we had plenty of cushion, especially with another three point five million coming in.

      Mom came in to give me a kiss goodbye, and she looked terrific.

      "I wish you were going with me," she said.

      "That's okay, Mom," I answered. "I'll be a lot happier at the gym than having lunch with Judy Swensen."

      She laughed and asked if the paperwork was making any sense to me. When I told her that I had pretty much gotten a grasp on her income and investments she corrected me again by saying, "You mean OUR income and investments!"

      
        "Yeah, Mom, our income and investments," I answered back.

      "I'll talk to you when I get home," she said, putting on a light jacket. "But I was thinking that tomorrow we should go and add you as a signer on all the accounts, and move you up to Co-Trustee now. I'll call the attorney when I get home and get that set up."

      I told her it sounded great, and around a big, wet kiss she told me she should be back at about 2:30.

      After she left, I realized we only had the one car there in Denver and that I didn't have a way to get to the gym. I had left my Yukon in Houston when I hurriedly flew to Denver to help Mom. I really began feeling pressed to get to Houston and close out my affairs there.

      I dressed in my running clothes and thought maybe I'd jog one-way to the Gym, then call Mom and have her pick me up when she finished lunch and range balls with Judy. It was too far to run both ways, but one-way would be a piece of cake.

      With that in mind, I took my phone and wallet with me, and started a slow-paced jog east down our street, towards the gym. Many times when I ran my mind went completely blank. It was almost like a high, to just completely clear one's mind and just feel the body doing its work. But today I had too much racing around in my mind after the news I had received that morning.

      I began to think about what I really wanted to do, now that I had the knowledge that I was free to do whatever I wanted in life. When I thought about school, I felt a very strong, instinctual yes, that I should finish my Master's Degree.

      When I thought about work, however, my feeling was a no. Why struggle in a corporate world when I didn't need the money. Perhaps I could find something more useful to society to engage in. My mind wandered to Lisa Goodman, who I had gone to High School with. She was the Executive Director of a Non-Profit. Maybe I should get my MBA, then pursue a career in managing charitable organizations, like Lisa.

      Before I knew it, I had arrived at the gym. I pulled my key-card out of my wallet and swiped it, hearing the door unlock. As soon as I got inside, I took out my phone and texted Mom to pick me up on her way home.

      I had a great workout, really pushing myself. I felt good. I was in love, I was having fantastic sex three or four times a day, and I was rich! What more could anyone ask for? I felt that I was truly blessed.

      
        
      

      I heard my cellphone chirp and thought it might be Mom texting me back. It was, and she said she was out front waiting in the car and not to hurry. I went to my locker, gathered my stuff, and headed for the front door.

      When I climbed in the car, Mom immediately said, "Oh my God, you stink!!" All I could do was laugh. I usually showered at the Gym after working out, and this was the first time Mom had gotten a whiff of me after I had sweated through a strenuous workout.

      "God, I remember when you were about twelve. You smelled that way all the time," Mom said, pulling into traffic. "Why do little boys smell so bad? All your friends stunk, too."

      "I don't know, Mom. Raging hormones, probably," I retorted.

      "Well, I don't think your raging hormones have calmed down much. You're a horny little bastard," she said with a laugh.

      "You should talk, Mom. I never knew you were such a slut!" I answered, and immediately feared I had gone too far with our joking.

      But Mom was a gamer. "Oh, you don't know yet how slutty I can be!" she replied.

      "Well, I'd love to find out." We rode the rest of the way in silence, me chewing over a few questions I had regarding how slutty Mom had been in the past with Dad, and she probably planning on how she was going to show me, if I knew her.

      We got to the condo and Mom pulled right into the parking garage with no hesitation, got right out of the car and walked towards the elevator.

      When we got upstairs I jumped into the spacious shower in the master bathroom and after a few moments Mom joined me.

      "I think we should go to the Buckhorn Exchange for dinner tonight," she said as she soaped up. "I've been planning for the past three years to take you there on your twenty-fifth birthday to tell you your big news. It only seems fitting that we eat there tonight."

      
        "I am always up for the Buckhorn," I answered, trying to gently nudge her out of the way so I could get some of the hot water. Edging her out, I got under the water and rinsed the soap from my armpits and face. Mom asked if I wanted my back washed, and I replied in the affirmative.

      She took the soap from my hand and began washing my back as the hot water splashed over both of us. Little by little her hands moved around to my chest as she pressed her body into mine from the back. I could feel her firm breasts pressing against my spine. My pecs were still full and tight from my workout as Mom caressed them with her hands and the soap.

      Little by little she worked her way down my chest to my stomach, stopping to clean out my belly button Mom's hands felt wonderful as she washed and caressed every inch of my torso. Her hands didn't stop their journey south there, though. They wandered further down. After washing my lower abdomen, she gently took my cock in her soapy hand and began washing it with long smooth strokes. Her other hand held the soap and as she gently washed my cock she used the other hand to cup and wash my balls.

      "Have to get you nice and clean down there," she whispered in my ear.

      I could feel the blood filling my cock as Mom continued her soapy stroking. I started to get hard and Mom gave an approving "Mmmm..."

      I reached my arm over her shoulder and around her back and pressed her against me as my cock continued to grow in her hand. My balls pulled up tight against my body as Mom continued to caress them and my cock grew to full hardness, pointing upward at a 45 degree angle. The soap had washed off and Mom's grip had lightened to a feather-touch. I wanted her to grab it and jack it, but she kept up her feather touch. The soap had dropped on the shower floor, but she still held my balls cupped in her hand.

      "I don't want to waste this beautiful hard-on, Joey," Mom said softly as she pulled away. "I want it in me."

      She turned and took a step towards the back of the shower where there was a bench seat. Bending at the waist, she put her head on the seat and thrust her ass in the air, spreading her legs. She stood on her tip toes, giving me just the right angle to fuck her from behind.

      I put one hand on either side of her hips and crouched just a little to get my raging, hard cock generally lined up with her cunt. Mom reached under and took my cock in her hand, guiding it to the exact spot. I gave one small push and hit the mark, entering her about an inch. Mom removed her hand and started stroking the underside of my steel-hard cock and caressing my contracting balls.

      
        
      

      I pushed again and easily slid in another two inches. I longed to plunge completely into my mother, but held back for my lover, wanting to draw out her pleasure. I held there for a brief moment, then went in another two inches. Mom emitted a quiet "Oh!" when I did, and gently squeezed my nut sack.

      I held my ground there for a moment and just moved it slightly in and out, going no further in than I was. Small movements to arouse and inflame my partner, to build her desire and longing. I held still for a moment, Mom caressing the underside of the exposed part of my cock, and then slid another two inches in. I was close now, to reaching her depths, and it was hard to hold back, but again I did just small in and out motions, going no deeper, while Mom caressed my balls.

      With one final push, I buried myself all the way in Mom. Again, she gave her familiar low groan as I penetrated the deepest parts of her womanhood. I felt her lean back, pushing against me, pressing to get every inch into her, leaving nothing on the table. I quickly pulled out half way and then thrust to her depths again. Her grip on my firm ball-sack tightened.

      "Oh, fuck," Mom cried out as I pulled back and held for a couple of seconds, then rammed it home again. Again I pulled out, paused, and thrust it home. I slowly built a flawed rhythm, hesitating at the top of the stroke each time, changing up the lengths of time I paused. Mom's hand was busy rubbing my cock, my balls, and her own vaginal lips as I hiccupped through my fucking motion.

      The hot water splashed over my back as I increased the pace of my fucking. Mom's cunt was slick and receptive, even tighter than normal from her bent-over position. Her hand was busy adding to both our pleasure and picking up speed as I increased my pace. Every time I stuffed it all the way in, she made a grunting sound that I had never heard from her before. Perhaps it was the angle of her upper body causing some constriction of her vocal chords, but it was low and guttural, coming with an exhalation of air from her lungs.

      Mom's probing fingers finally got me so worked up that I couldn't keep up the pause at the top of each stroke. I held her even more firmly by her hips and started ramming my cock in and out of her. The top of her head was hitting the tiled wall of the shower and I was afraid I might be hurting her, but when I heard her call out, "Harder!" I knew that she was okay.

      After another two or three minutes of taking a pounding, I heard her yell, "Fuck!" and felt her hand drop away from my balls. Her entire ass started vibrating in my hands, shaking violently as I plunged in and out. She was in the midst of a massive orgasm, her legs quivering and her ass shaking as spasm after spasm hit her. With each spasm I could feel the muscles of her cunt tighten around my cock. I feared that she might lose control of her legs and fall, so I slid my arms around her waist and interlocked my fingers on her stomach while I kept pumping away, supporting her with my arms around her waist.

      
        
      

      Mom quieted for a brief moment, then groaned again as a second orgasm hit. Not as strong as the first, she rode it out, bucking against my pounding cock. When it was over she suddenly stood, causing my cock to pop out of her at a somewhat painful angle.

      She immediately spun and sat on the seat, grabbing my cock in her right hand. Using my cock as a handle, she pulled me towards her, aiming my slick, throbbing cock for her mouth. Leaning forward, she opened her mouth and pulled my cock right into it. Her hand became a blur as she jacked me off, sucking the head of my cock in and out of her mouth.

      I watched Mom as she expertly blew and wanked me at the same time. I felt my climax approaching from far away, and it moved slowly up my body. When it was at my shoulders, it rushed the last 25% up, up, up until I felt it in the top of my head. When it reached there, my cock went off in Mom's mouth, pumping thick blasts of my sperm down her throat. She kept wanking, squeezing and swallowing quickly, milking every drop of cum out of my pulsating cock.

      As my orgasm subsided, I realized that I had been tightly gripping the top of Mom's head with both hands, and I loosened my grip and let my hands fall by my sides. Mom stood up and pressed her body against mine. Her nipples were like small bullets, stiff, erect, poking into my chest.

      "I just can't get enough of you," she murmured as we hugged, our naked, wet bodies holding each other close. I just held her to me.

      We stood that way for a couple of minutes before I realized the hot water was running out and that the water splashing against the lower part of my body was now tepid at best. I spun with Mom and reached out and turned the hot water tap up. I turned Mom so her back was to me and let her get the last of the hot water spray to wash the remnants of my cum off her face.

      When we got out of the shower and had dried off, Mom told me she was going to call the attorney to make the change to the Trustees. She asked if I'd call the Buckhorn to make sure they were open on Mondays and to make a reservation, if they took them.

      Standing naked in the middle of the bedroom, watching Mom dress, I did a quick Google search of the Buckhorn Exchange and pressed the "call" icon as Mom pulled on her bra, fitting her full breasts into each cup before fastening the two cups together.

      How could life get any better than this? I didn't think it could, but I would find out later that night that if life couldn't get better, our sex life could.

      
        
      

      *****
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      Chapter 7

      I sat on the couch in our family room sipping a small shot of bourbon over crushed ice, paying half-attention to a 'Friends' re-run on the T.V. while Mom was getting ready for our celebratory dinner at the Buckhorn Exchange. After our shower I had dressed quickly in a pair of khakis, a pinstriped, button-down shirt, and Sperry loafers. Mom was taking over an hour to get ready. At that moment I was glad that I was a man.

      I had a lot on my mind, feeling very unsettled from suddenly learning that I was wealthy earlier in the day. At the same time, my mind was swimming with the possibilities in front of me. I was ecstatically happy on one hand, but my Spidey-sense was telling me that there were great pitfalls to suddenly coming into money, and I needed to use all my super-powers to move forward in a sensible way. I thought to myself that Mom could help me with that. She was accustomed to her wealth and lived a normal life. I wanted that.

      The holiday season hadn't quite started and I had been fortunate to get a 6:30 reservation for dinner at the Buckhorn on short notice. There was a light-rail station right across the street from the restaurant, so we decided we'd park at the structure near us and ride the light-rail in. Denver has such a great public transportation system.

      Exactly at the time I had asked her to be ready, 5:45 pm, Mom appeared. My jaw dropped when she walked into the room. She was wearing a tight, black cocktail dress that had some kind of luminescent thread sewn in that sparkled in the light. It was sleeveless, but rode high up to her neck, exposing her bare arms, and profiling the luscious shape of her ample breasts. It clung tightly to her stomach and hips, and ended at mid-thigh. It was the kind of dress that begged to be taken off by a man. Her outfit was topped off by black pumps with 4" stiletto heels.

      Her shoulder-length blonde hair was perfectly half-tousled, half-arranged. She had put on makeup, which she rarely did, and her blue eyes seemed to shine out of her face, while her painted red lips were full, sensuous, and inviting. Toned arms, legs super-defined in her 4" heels, Mom was a knock-out.

      
        
      

      And as beautiful as I had come to realize that Mom was, I saw her in a completely different light yet again. She was a beautiful, classy, confident woman who could move easily in any circle. Again, I felt blessed.

      "Wow!" I said, as I took in the full picture of my beautiful mother. "You look absolutely stunning!"

      "I'm not wearing any underwear," she announced curtly as she transferred her wallet from her normal Coach purse to her tiny black clutch. Then she looked over to me and smiled sweetly. "I hope you'll take advantage of me tonight if I have too much to drink."

      Completely devoid of a witty comeback to that, I gestured towards the front door. "We'd better be going," was about the only thing I could come up with.

      I drove Mom's Mazda the three miles to the Light Rail Station and found a parking spot easily. We boarded the train before 6:00, which gave us plenty of time to make our reservation. Mom seemed nervous on the train, looking around frequently. I realized that she was searching for a dreaded familiar face; someone from the Golf Club or from her former life who might see her out with this younger man, dressed to kill.

      "Relax," I whispered in her ear. "It's just dopers going downtown to score and nannies and housekeepers going home from the suburbs on this train." I put my arm around her. "Nobody's going to recognize you."

      I felt her relax and lean into me. I held her, cuddling and reassuring her on the entire ride in. Every time we arrived at a stop, the doors would open, and she would tense up, afraid that a familiar face might board the train. Her hand wasn't near my crotch, teasing me, as it had been a couple of weeks ago on the train on the way home from the ball game. Evidently reality had fully intruded on our paradise.

      Our stop finally arrived, and we jumped off the train. Sad-looking mothers with small, unkempt children waited to board as we disembarked. Again, I felt blessed to be living the life I was living.

      We walked the 20 yards across the street to the front door of the Buckhorn. It was a dilapidated brick building, over 120 years old. We entered the narrow foyer where an older gentleman, thick in the waist and butt, sat over a table-top podium staring into a reservation book.

      
        "Two for Joe," I said as I walked up.

      "Wait is two hours," he replied in a thick accent. "You can go to bar."

      "I made a reservation about three hours ago," I said, moving closer to his podium and trying to peer over the top at his book. "Two for Joe, or Joey, at 6:30."

      "Six-thirty for Joey, let me see," he said as he studied the reservation book intently. "I see here. Is 6:15 now, go to bar, we call you." Was he incompetent or canny? I couldn't decipher which.

      "And you'll call us up there?" I asked, worried that he just might be incompetent.

      "We call you, Mr. Joey. No worry."

      Mom and I walked up the creaky stairs to the bar. There was a 2-piece band playing at the far end of the room. They weren't very good.

      Now in the middle of a bustling, modern downtown, the Buckhorn Exchange had started as a restaurant sometime in the 1890's in this building. It remains as one of the last vestiges of the Denver that existed when Cattlemen ruled the high desert and Denver was the center-point for Cattlemen, Sheep Herders, Prospectors, and Snake-Oil Salesmen. There are over 100 mounted wild animal heads on the walls, peering down on diners. It was one of Big Joey's favorite places in the world.

      Mom ordered a cosmopolitan, up, and I noticed a bottle of Breckinridge Bourbon on the back bar. A small craft distillery had started up in the old mining town of Breckinridge, west of Denver. Now known for its ski mountain, I thought they made better bourbon than ski runs. I ordered a Breckinridge Manhattan, straight up, no cherry. The sour-faced woman bartender served our drinks and attempted a smile as she did.

      People coming up the stairs and into the bar jostled by our backs as Mom and I sipped our drinks.

      "So how are you feeling about finding out you're rich?" Mom shouted at me above the din of the duo and the bar-goers who were trying to talk over them.

      
        "Okay, I guess," was my reply, although it didn't reflect any of the conflict I was feeling. "Kind of blown-away." I shrugged.

      "You'll be fine," Mom shouted at me. "We'll work through it together!"

      Mom downed her drink and I raised my index finger to the bartender. When she saw me, I pointed at Mom's empty glass and mouthed "One more."

      The bartender delivered Mom's second drink just as the singer went into a horrible rendition of "Your Cheating Heart" by Hank Williams. I sipped my Breckinridge Manhattan and waited for our name to be called, not wanting to have to yell at Mom to communicate.

      Another five minutes passed and the singer had started mangling a George Jones song when a cute young gal came up the stairs and called out, "Joey for 2." I motioned to her and stood.

      I dropped a couple of twenties on the bar and told the bartender to keep the rest. Mom stood, picked up her stemmed glass, put it up to her lips, leaned back, and drained it. I had never seen my mother drunk, but I thought this might be the night.

      The young woman escorted us to our table downstairs and we sat down, settling ourselves at the table, surrounded by the dead animals peering at us.

      "This was Big Joey's favorite restaurant!" Mom blurted out, and I realized that the alcohol was hitting her. Our waiter showed up with hot bread and asked if we'd like a cocktail or wine.

      "Cosmo," said Mom. "Straight up!" The waiter looked at me and I nodded assent.

      "Coming right up," he said politely and backed away from the table. When we were alone, I brought up what was on my mind.

      "I want to go back to Houston, move out of my apartment, then come back here and go back to school," I told her.

      "That sounds great, honey!" Mom slurred slightly. "We can make a fun trip of it after Thanksgiving."

      
        "We'll fly down," I continued, "then drive back in my car. All I want to bring back is my clothes, TV, Play Station, and a few personal items. They should all fit in my Yukon."

      We sat and chit-chatted about the trip and planning how we'd dispose of my furniture, settling on a donation to Goodwill. I had made the drive many times, but Mom usually flew when she came to visit. I could make it in just under 15 hours, but with Mom I'd split it up into two days.

      The waiter came and I ordered the Buffalo Prime Rib and Mom ordered the Venison, and another Cosmo. I asked for a glass of Pinot Noir with my steak.

      Mom continued to sip her Cosmo through the bread and salad course, then ordered a glass of wine with dinner. I thought I'd better limit myself to two drinks, even though the drive from the parking structure home was only a few miles.

      Dinner was great, but by the time we finished Mom was pretty sloshed. I supported her when we walked across the street to the light-rail station, and when we stopped to wait for the train, Mom looked around before stepping in front of me, moving in close, and then locking me in a sloppy, wet, open-mouthed kiss.

      "I want you to take me home and fuck me," she said quietly, pulling away. "You make me so hot!" The train pulled up and I helped Mom up the steps.

      "You sit here," she said, pointing to a side-seat that was parallel to the wall of the train. "And I'll sit across from you." She giggled and took a seat with its back against the opposite wall.

      I wasn't sure what the deal was, but I went ahead and sat where she asked. I looked across at Mom and as the train began moving, she looked slowly around the almost-empty train car. Then I realized why she asked me to sit across from her.

      While still glancing casually around the train and out the window, but without looking at me, she slowly began to spread her legs apart. Little by little her dress crept up her legs as the gap widened. She wasn't looking at me, but I had laser focus between her knees.

      Her legs kept slowly spreading and with each inch I could see further up the inside of her thigh. Slowly she let me see further and further up. Within a few drawn-out moments, her bare pussy came into view, in the shadows, her slit clearly visible. She didn't stop there, though. Her legs kept going and her dress kept riding up until it was bunched around her waist, and her bare cunt was completely exposed in the fluorescent light of the train car.

      
        
      

      Still casually looking around, she brought her hand to her pussy and slid it up her slit. Her fingertips came away wet and glistening in the harsh light. Then casually, she brought her hand up to her mouth and slipped her index finger into it. "Mmmm," she purred quietly. Her hand went back down to her cunt and she started tracing slow circles around her clit. Her legs were spread about as far as they could go.

      She stopped circling her clit and started rubbing the lips of her pussy. I saw her middle finger disappear inside her and heard her low moan again. My cock was pointing down, straining against my pant legs as it grew hard. I didn't want to break the spell of the moment my standing to adjust it.

      Mom's wet finger slid out of her, and with it she began flicking at her clit. Side to side, then up and down, she pushed on her clit, then let her finger quickly slide across it. Her eyes were closed, now, her breathing uneven and heavy. Then we both felt the train slowing down. We were coming to another stop.

      As the train slowed down, Mom withdrew her hand from her pussy, closed her legs, and lowered her dress back down to mid-thigh. Just before the train stopped one of the two other riders stood and walked towards the exit. The other had his back to us. I was looking forward to the rest of the show.

      But, just as the doors were about to close a middle-aged man in a business suit boarded and walked to the rear of the train car. Putting his briefcase down on the seat nearest the window in the back row, he sat next to it, facing us.

      As the train doors closed I saw Mom glancing his way. I hoped in her inebriated state that he wouldn't assume she was flirting with him. I knew that she was calculating how much he could see from where he was sitting.

      As the train started moving, Mom slid over on her seat, as far as she could on it towards the back of the train. Nice move, I thought to myself. The back of the seat to her right would shield the lower part of her body from his view. As the train picked up speed, so did Mom.

      Still looking vacantly around the train and out the window, she spread her legs again, making her dress ride up. I could see the moisture forming at her opening, glistening in her bald cunt in the harsh light. Gazing out the window, she let her hand drift down between her legs and started absently playing with her pussy again. She moved her fingertips up and down her slit and rubbed slow circles around her clit.

      
        I glanced back towards the businessman in the rear, and it was obvious that he was oblivious to what she was doing, fiddling with his phone. I went back to watching Mom fiddle with herself. She glanced back as well and, seeing that the man was busy with his phone, brought her fingers up to her mouth again and sucked them between her lips. I could see her tongue licking them inside her mouth.

      Glancing back again, she dropped her hand to her breast and squeezed her braless nipple a couple of times, making it stand out straight and proud in her black dress. Her hand dropped back down into her lap and she went back to lazily playing with her cunt. Her legs were splayed open as far as they would go.

      I was hard as a rock watching my mother expose herself on the train car and masturbate. I shifted in my seat, reaching down quickly and adjusting my cock so it was pointing straight up in my pants. It was becoming painful for it to be constrained, pointing down. Mom seemed not to notice as her eyes closed and she picked up speed rubbing her clit.

      I was wondering if she was going to make herself cum when the train slowed down again. As it drew to a stop, Mom closed her legs again, pulled her dress down, and sat very primly and proper as a group of teenagers boarded the train.

      Unfortunately, they sat right there with us, and Mom's exhibitionist show came to an end. When the train started moving again, Mom moved across the aisle and sat next to me, slipping her arm through mine. It was obvious that the kids were high, and their conversation entertained me for the rest of the trip to our stop.

      I helped Mom off the train and as soon as we were away from it she said under her breath, "God, I want to cum so bad right now."

      I leaned my head over and said, "I can help you with that." She reached over and gave my dick a squeeze, right there in the parking garage.

      "I know you can, Joe," she answered. "I can hardly wait."

      But she did wait, and when we got home I helped her to our room. She was still pretty drunk, but definitely not sloshed like she had been before. I wondered if alcohol acted like truth serum with Mom and I decided I'd find out.

      
        We went in and brushed our teeth, and when we came back into the bedroom, I sat on the edge of the bed as Mom stripped naked in front of me, taking her time pulling off her dress. I could tell that she was enjoying that I was watching.

      "Would you like me to put on some music for you to strip by?" I asked, laughing.

      Mom's speech was still a little bit slurred when she said, "I have to get naked for my little Joey-boy."

      Her striptease didn't last long, as she was wearing only her dress. When she was naked, she moved towards me. I took her into my arms and pulled her to me, burying my head in her breasts.

      "Make me cum, Joey," she said as she stroked my hair.

      "Lay down, Mom," I answered and moved aside. She crawled past me onto the bed and lay with her head on the pillow, naked and lovely. I stood and unbuttoned my shirt and took it off. I kicked off my loafers and dropped my pants and underwear in one motion. When I was naked I lay next to Mom and started lightly stroking her body with my fingertips.

      "So Mom," I started.

      "Hm, honey?" she responded, enjoying the sensations I was giving her.

      "Some things you said the other night have got me thinking."

      "Like what, honey. What did I say?" she murmured.

      I brushed my fingertips across her nipples and she gave a slight groan of approval.

      "Like you said when Dad and you did it in the back door, you'd put a vibrating dildo on your clit and in your pussy." I drew a lazy line with my fingertips down to her mons, lightly rubbing around her most sensitive parts, but not touching them.

      "I probably did say that," she answered softly. I traced my fingers ever so lightly down and up her labia.

      
        
      

      "So you like using vibrators and dildos?" I asked, tracing back up her stomach and around her boobs.

      "I do," she said and smiled. "Although that's a pretty personal question."

      "Well, I was just wondering if you still have a dildo," I answered with no hesitation. I lightly tweaked her nipple and she inhaled suddenly when I did.

      "I do, sweetie," she smiled again. I thought she was enjoying this game.

      "Where do you keep it?" I asked.

      "I keep it in a safe place with all my dainties," she giggled as I tweaked her other nipple.

      "With your underwear?" I probed.

      "Mmmm, yes, sweetie. Nice and safe all these years from a little boy's prying eyes." She moaned when I pinched and pulled on her nipple.

      I got off the bed and went to her dresser. On the second try I found her underwear drawer and began running my hand around between her silky, lacy underthings. My hand hit something hard and plastic.

      I removed the pile of folded panties and saw not one, but two dildos laying on a clean washcloth at the bottom of the pile. The first was just a plain old ivory-colored cylindrical plastic vibrating dildo, tapered at one end for easy insertion.

      The other was quite a contraption. It was made from some kind of rubber or silicon, and was shaped like a very large man's cock. It was skin-toned and very detailed, even showing the veins on the side and the mushroom-shaped head. Protruding from the top in a curve pointing forward was an appendage that I instantly surmised was designed to go against the clit when the fake cock was up inside a cunt. I thought to myself that this must be a "rabbit" that I'd heard about.

      "Joey, come back," Mom whined from the bed. "I thought you were going to make me cum!"

      
        
      

      "I'm coming, Mom," I said, turning with a dildo in each hand. "And so will you be soon."

      I got back up on the bed and started with the plastic dildo. I turned the base and put it on a low vibrate. Mom opened her eyes when she heard the vibrator start.

      "Well, look what you found," she said, her eyes still bleary from the alcohol. She spread her legs apart.

      I placed the vibrator flat on one side of Mom's pussy, not touching any sensitive parts, but letting the vibrations travel over the entire area. It turned me on to see the dildo against her bare cunt.

      "Mmmmmm," Mom cooed. "That feels good." I moved it to the shaved puffy lip on the other side and kept it up.

      "Mom, you also said that you and Dad used to watch porn videos, right?" I asked, letting the vibrator slide a little bit towards the center between her legs. I hoped the alcohol would open her up to my questions.

      "Mmmm, yes," she answered dreamily. I moved the vibrator up so it was just to the side of her clit, but not touching it.

      "Did you like watching them?" I asked, holding the vibrating dildo to the side of Mom's clit.

      "Yes, I did," she answered, starting to move her pelvis in an attempt to get the vibrations closer to her clit. I reached over and turned the vibrator up to medium and held it on her mons, next to her clit.

      "What did you like about them," I asked, still teasing.

      "They got me so turned on," she answered.

      "What kinds did you like?" I probed further, both verbally and with the vibrator, moving it to the other side of her clit and just a smidge closer.

      
        "I liked most of them," she answered, furrowing her brow and moving her pelvis, searching for the buzz on her clit.

      "But what kinds got you really turned on?"

      "The ones with two women and a man, and the women were doing stuff to each other, too," she groaned as I briefly let the vibrator touch her sensitive clit.

      "You liked seeing the women do stuff to each other?" I asked, running the tip of the dildo up and down her seeping slit.

      "Yes!" she said, pushing up, trying to will the dildo inside her.

      I let it brush lightly against her clit on each upstroke. "Have you ever fantasized about being with another woman?" I asked as I left the vibrating tip on her clit for just a moment.

      "God, yes!" she called out, trying to grab my hand to guide the vibrator back to her clit.

      "Ah, ah, ah!" I said, withdrawing my hand and the vibrator away from her crotch.

      "Oh, Joey, please let me cum," Mom said in an anguished voice.

      "I will, in good time," I said, smiling and turning off the dildo. I grabbed the fake cock and turned it at the base. The entire cock vibrated with a low thrum, but the little appendage had a higher sound to it, and obviously vibrated faster.

      I rubbed the head of the cock up and down her wet slit, pausing near her hole.

      "Put it in me, Joey," Mom begged.

      "First tell me what else you did with Dad that you thought you wouldn't like, but did," I teased, pushing lightly on the life-like dong so it pushed against her opening.

      
        "Just other stuff," she cried out, raising her hips off the bed, seeking the feeling of the big silicone cock sliding into her.

      "Like what?" I asked, feeling the head pop in.

      "Ungh," she said as the tip of the cock entered her. "Like going to strip clubs!" Mom blurted, and I pushed it in just a little further.

      "What did you like about the strip clubs?" I asked, somewhat surprised because the Prosecution at my Dad's murder trial had said he'd never been in a strip-club before.

      "Seeing the girls naked turned me on, and seeing me turned on turned your Dad on," she said and I gave her another inch.

      "Did you ever have a private dance?" I asked, backing it out a little.

      "Yes, yes," Mom panted. "I did."

      "Did you touch the girls?" I pushed in another inch.

      "I wanted to, but they wouldn't let me! It wasn't allowed! Please, Joey, push that thing in me, all the way!"

      Mom was almost crying now, and watching as I did, I pushed the huge cock all the way up inside her and positioned the little rabbit part right on her clit. With my other hand I turned up the vibration. It was so hot to see the huge fake cock stuffed up my Mom's cunt. With my other hand I started stroking my cock.

      "Oh, holy fucking shit," Mom cried out as I pushed the cock deeper, making sure to keep the little vibrator right on her clit. She could see that I was stroking my cock and reached out to help, moving her hand with mine on my raging, hard cock.

      "Hold it right there, right there!" Mom screamed. Obviously I'd found the perfect spot. Mom was making unintelligible sounds as she built towards her climax.

      
        "Fuck!" she cried out and soaked my hand with a gush of hot liquid out of her cunt. I held the cock stuffed in her, the vibrating bunny still pressed to her clit. "Fuck!" she called out again as another splash emanated from her stuffed cunt. "Fuck, fuck!" again, as a third spray hit my hand and the fake cock.

      I started moving it in and out of her, fucking her with it, and she sped up the stroking of my cock. I let my hand fall away from my cock and got up on my knees on the bed facing her. As I gave her a thorough fucking with the fake cock, she jacked my cock faster and faster.

      I could feel my climax coming and I gave the fake cock a mighty shove up Mom's soaking cunt. Mom pointed my cock-head at her tits and with a few more of her strokes I painted them with my white jizz, watching as it spewed all over her pale orbs, her nipples, even hitting her chin with one pulsing squirt.

      Mom milked my cock of every drop, then let go and began rubbing my sperm into her breasts and neck as if it were the finest skin cream made on Earth. I let go the fake cock and watched intently as it slowly emerged from Mom's cunt. I was still so turned on I wanted to go again.

      "Suck me and get me hard again," I told Mom, not sure I could, but desperate to try. She immediately leaned up, turned and supported herself with one elbow. With the other hand she grabbed my cock and brought it up to her mouth. She started by licking me and when my cock started getting a little bit hard, she took it into her mouth and began sucking it, taking special care to run her tongue along the most sensitive part, on the bottom side, just below the head.

      My cock was getting hard again, and when it was finally at full staff, I pushed Mom back down on the bed and climbed on top of her, between her open legs. I didn't need to position my cock, she was so wet that it slid around her squishy lips until it just slid into her, almost of its own volition.

      She gave her low groan as I pushed myself up where the fake cock had been only moments before.

      "The real thing is so much better," Mom whispered in my ear. "Give Mommy a good fucking with a real cock, now Joey. Mommy wants a real-cock fucking."

      I lay down on her, feeling my sticky sperm on her breasts, and started long-stroking her, still so turned on by what we had done, and what I had heard. My perfect Mom was a secret slut. An angel in the living room and a whore in the bedroom. Thoughts of Mom watching nasty porn videos, visions of her going down on another woman, fantasies about her getting a lap dance from a slutty-looking dancer. All these weaving in and out of my mind as I drove into her, filling my need, craving to be inside her, to go home again, to keep fucking her forever, over and over again, without end.

      
        
      

      Mom was writhing below me, probably lost in fantasies of her own from our conversation, her skin sticking to mine with the glue of my drying man-cream, humping me harder and harder, driving me to go deeper and deeper, to fuck her mercilessly, yet with the most love I had ever felt for a woman.

      My orgasm hit me like a race car going 200 miles per hour. It was just suddenly on me, instantly in every part of my body. I yelled as I unleashed the first blast, forcefully striking the deepest part of Mom's cunt. I pumped in and out of her in time to match each powerful explosion from my cock into Mom. I was so lost in the moment that I was completely unaware of her, contorting herself below me as she was rocked by orgasms as powerful as mine.

      I must have shot off eight or nine times, further drenching Mom's already soaked cunt. I was amazed at the power and the duration of the orgasm, having just cum twenty minutes before.

      Our bodies slowed as our orgasms faded, and I ended up laying with all my weight on Mom, feeling our bodies meshed together, skin-to-skin, heart-to-heart, me fitting inside her, linking our bodies as if we were one.

      What must have been only a few minutes later Mom woke me up, telling me she had to get up and go pee. I rolled off her and followed her into the bathroom. When I looked at myself in the mirror, I laughed. I looked like a train wreck. I was covered in dried goo, my hair looked like it was on backwards, and I generally looked awful.

      Then I looked at Mom and really got a laugh. There she was, sitting on the toilet, with sperm in her hair, on her face, all over her chest, and even down her arms. I looked down and saw that her lap was in even worse shape, a mixture of my and her love juices smeared everywhere, drying to a shiny finish.

      "We need a shower," I said, reaching in and turning on the tap.

      I stepped in when the water was warm and Mom followed a moment later.

      "I'm getting a head-ache," she moaned.

      "Well, you were certainly on a mission tonight," I answered, smiling at her and looking into her eyes. Then I added, "I'll get you a couple of aspirin before we go to sleep and you'll be fine tomorrow."

      
        "So all those things I told you," she said as she washed her arms and chest. "Do you think I'm a horrible person?"

      "No, Mom, I think you're a fantastic person, and a wonderful life partner, and the most exciting sexual partner I can imagine."

      "That was pretty amazing," she said and reached for my cock and balls with soapy hands. She gently washed me, then continued on to my entire body.

      When we got back to our bedroom, I drew back the sheets to straighten the bed. Unfortunately, the bed looked like we had before we showered. Soaked in her juices and mine. I put the covers back over.

      "Uh, we're sleeping in my old room tonight," I said, taking her by the hand and leading her down the hall. As I fell into dreamland, I had only a fleeting thought of my new-found wealth. I knew right then that it would be okay, and that I'd deal with it in a good way.

      I had a dream that night of Dad and me at a strip club. We couldn't find Mom, and I was panicking. We looked everywhere, and although neither of us would acknowledge it, we were both afraid she had left with the stripper that gave her a lap dance and let her touch her most private places.

      I was worried that at that moment, Mom was in her arms, watching a porn video, and becoming tremendously excited. I felt a terrible loss. And then I realized that Dad had never been there, because he was dead, and then I woke up with the most horrible feeling I'd ever had.

      I rolled over and spooned myself behind Mom, wrapping her in my arms.

      "Don't ever leave me," I whispered in the night.

      Mom snored quietly and peacefully.
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