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Dr. Pastor's Recovery Plan Ch. 01

All Characters involved in sexual situations are 18 years or older.

Colton quickly grabbed a flute off the tray of a passing waiter. He started attending these hospital functions when he was fourteen and learned early on that you could get away with a lot in a crowd. Now, after four years of practice it was even easier. Colton was strapping at 6' 2" and 190 lbs, and he had the air of confidence that many young men from wealth have. He had sandy blonde hair with a little bit of wave to it, that he'd started growing out. It was now down to his chin. It made him look like more of a surfer than he was, but the girls at school seemed to like it.

Colton's father, Grant, was a venture capitalist and had reached the level of success where you no longer earned status through buying things for yourself, but by giving it away. His father's frequent contributions to St. Mary's meant that Colton and his family were regulars whenever the hospital christened a new wing or named a new head of surgery.

Colton knocked back his champagne and walked over towards his parents. His parents were talking to a woman who looked to be around his mother's age, the mid-forties. His mother, Linda, was average height with shoulder length blonde hair, and trim like a runner, with perky C-cups and a small but firm looking ass. The woman, on the other hand, was probably just around five feet, but had a killer hourglass figure. She had dark hair and gently tanned skin.

"Colton, meet Dr. Pastor. Dr. Pastor this is our son, Colton," said his father.

"Pleasure to meet you Colton, but please call me Beatriz," she said. She smiled sweetly up at Colton. Up close Colton noticed that Beatriz had inviting light green eyes.

"Colton's about to start his senior year of high school," his mother chimed in.

"You must be very excited," said Beatriz. "Ugh, to be young and unburdened again. Live it up while you can, Colton." She winked at him.

"Oh, Colton works very hard, we're very proud of him." His mother wrapped her arm through his and rubbed his shoulder.

"Yes, we've made it very clear. There's a job waiting for him after college...IF he applies himself," added his father.

Colton supposed it was better than the alternative that his parents trended towards effusive, but it could be a lot to take.

"Mom, Dad, I'm pretty beat. I think I'm gonna take an Uber home, if that's alright."

"Of course, sweetie," Colton's mother leaned towards him, and he brought his face down to kiss her on the cheek. "If we don't see you in the morning don't forget to schedule your physical. You won't be able to play lacrosse unless they have that physical, okay?"

"Yes, Mom, I know."

"Colton's old internist was the best, top of his class, but he went down to Cedars Sinai," said his father.

"Well, I can see him," said Beatriz. "I'm going to head home too. Linda, Grant, it was lovely meeting you. Colton, let's schedule as we wait for the cars."

They bid his parents adieu and walked out toward the street. Beatriz pulled out her phone and opened her calendar, and they found a time after school that week for Colton to come in.

"So, you play lacrosse? You any good?" asked Beatriz, a twinkle in her eye.

"Yeah, I'm alright. Good enough to be team captain this year."

"And modest too," she smirked. "So, you're good at handling a long stiff pole, are you?"

That got a laugh out of Colton. "Yeah, um, unfortunately I think I have to say that's true."

A car pulled up in front of them. "Well, I think this is me," she said. She walked towards him and pressed her clutch against his abdomen as she said, "I'll see you Wednesday at 3:30, ok?"

"See you then, Doc."

Beatriz walked to her car, a bit of a sway in her step. As her car drove away Colton said to himself, "Mrs. Robinson, are you trying to seduce me?"

Colton stood on the curb waiting for his Uber and looked back at the hospital. Through the large glass windows, he could see his mother looking glamorous in her gown. He thought back to a year ago, the last time he attended an event like this with his parents. He'd gone home early then too and was lying in bed when they got home. They were making a lot of noise in the kitchen and he'd gone downstairs to ask them to keep it down, but as he got to the bottom stairs, he saw something he'd never expected. His mother had taken off her gown and bra and was on the kitchen island facing the stairs as his father fucked her. At first her eyes were scrunched but she opened them, and locked eyes with Colton. She didn't scream out or yelp, she just looked at him as his father continued pumping his cock into her. They looked at each other for probably 30 seconds, though he remembered it felt like much longer. Colton's eyes dropped to take in her gently jiggling breasts and then back up to her eyes. His mother closed her eyes again, and Colton quickly and quietly went upstairs. The two of them had never spoken about it.

His Uber driver honked his horn and broke Colton's reverie. He got into the car and went home.

"Colton Rivers?"

Colton stood and raised his hand as he walked over to the nurse.

"The doctor will see you now."

She walked Colton back to an examination room and told him to change into a thin gown. He put the gown on and sat on the examination table for a few minutes before Dr. Pastor entered. Colton had expected the white coat, but Dr. Pastor wore a rather form fitting coral colored dress, with a deep neckline that revealed some of her tan cleavage.

"Colton, how are we today?"

"I'm good, Doc, how are you?"

"Call me Beatriz."

"How are you, Beatriz?"

"I'm doing well. Alright, so we're doing a physical today. So, I'm gonna listen to your heart, look in your mouth, all that jazz, then I'll ask you a few questions, and then we'll be done, sounds good?"

"Sounds good."

Beatriz put her stethoscope in her ears and walked over to Colton to listen to his heartbeat. She placed the stethoscope on his chest and listened for a few seconds. He was naked under the gown, and her close proximity made him nervous and excited. It didn't help that with her their height difference and her standing right next to him he got a view right down the top of her dress.

Beatriz looked up, and Colton thought she might have caught him looking at her breasts. He knew she had when she asked, "Any reason in particular you'd have an elevated heartrate right now?" Colton played it off by saying he always got nervous during medical exams, but she smirked at that. When she moved to listen to his lungs, one hand guided the stethoscope around his back while her other hand rested on his knees, inches away from the hem of the gown.

"Alright, so..." she looked at his chart, and her brows raised in surprise, "Oh! You're eighteen!"

"Yeah, I'm a summer baby, my parents decided to put me in the lower year, apparently it has 'educational benefits'"

"Right..." Beatriz grew quiet for a moment, then briefly squeezed her eyes hard, and opened them again, as if to refocus.

"Okay, question time." She sat on a rolling stool and asked if he smoked, how much he drank, how often he exercised.

"Are you sexually active?"

"I'm always confused by that question, like right now?"

Beatriz smiled and said, "Have you had sexual contact with anyone?"

"Yes."

"Are you having sexual contact with anyone currently?"

"No."

"Handsome guy like you, really?"

Colton felt his face turn a little red at that question.

"Really, doc. Uh, Beatriz."

"And how long has it been since your last sexual partner?"

"Um, like 8 months?"

"And did you use contraceptives of some kind?"

"Yeah, we used a condom."

And then she asked very plainly, "Would you like a release?"

"What?"

She rolled her stool closer to him. "I would love to make a young hot guy like you cum, Colton. Would you like that? Feel free to say no. If you do, I'll walk out of this room, you'll get changed, and we can act like this never happened. But I'd really like it if you said yes."

"Isn't this like against doctor's ethics or something? Won't you get in trouble?"

"To be honest, I'm in the middle of a divorce, and I'm about to take my ex-husband for all he's worth. Ethics be damned, I'm getting out of the game, anyway. They could take away my license, but as of a few weeks ago we're just two consenting adults." She placed her hands on his thighs and squeezed.

"Um, yeah, Doc, I'd like a release."

"Wait, how are you getting home?"

"Um, my mom is picking me up, why?"

"Damn, well. I can't have you leaving this room smelling like sex, which is bad news for me but not for you."

Beatriz reached behind her and unzipped her dress enough to slide her arms out, and she pushed the top portion of her dress down so her bra-clad breasts were visible. She reached behind again to undo her bra and free her breasts. They were tan and full, with dark brown, large areolae and delectable nipples.

"What do you think?"

"Fuck, Beatriz, your tits are perfect."

"Play with them."

Colton sat forward a bit and reached out and grabbed her breasts, one in each hand, and gave them a gentle squeeze; he ran his thumbs over her nipples. Beatriz slowly reached forward under Colton's gown and found his cock. She started slowly, simply squeezing with gentle pressure. Between Beatriz's glorious tits, and the tender stimulation he was receiving, his cock quickly grew in her hand, until it was its full, rigid seven inches.

"I knew when I met you that you had a big cock," she laughed softly as she began stroking his cock. Colton was in heaven as Beatriz alternated between sequences of slow strokes and sequences of quick strokes. He loved watching her tits bounce as she jerked him off.

"Take off you gown," she said. Colton removed his hands from her breasts and untied the string at the neck of the gown and pulled it away from his body.

"My god, you're hot," she said. She ran her other hand over his muscular chest, down his abs, and then cradled and gently tugged on his balls

"Haha, thanks Doc, you too," he panted out.

Beatriz picked up the pace and Colton muttered out, "Oh fuck."

Beatriz giggled, "Oh god this makes me feel like I'm in high school again. Turning a guy to putty just by giving him a handjob, sneaking around, your mother in the other room." Colton had closed his eyes, lost in the sensations, but when she mentioned his mother, Beatriz noticed that Colton said something like "oh yeah." Beatriz leaned forward and spit onto Colton's cock.

"You like sneaking around? You like getting a handjob with your mother in the other room?" Colton nodded his head and whimpered out "yeah."

"Do you like the risk? What would happen if she caught us huh?"

"Fuck, that would be so hot." That confirmed Beatriz's suspicions.

"Yeah, you want to be caught by mommy?"

"Yeah."

"You want mommy to open that door and see you cumming on me?"

"Yeeaahhh."

"You want to come for mommy?"

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, fuck I'm gonna cum!" Colton began bucking his hips.

"Cum for mommy, Colton." Beatriz leaned forward and put her mouth on Colton's cockhead and began to suck, while she stroked his cock as fast as she could. She felt his cock spasm as a load of hot cum erupted from him and into her mouth, she had to swallow several times to get it all.

Colton slumped back against the wall panting. Beatriz told him to open his eyes. Before him he saw Beatriz, her dress pulled up above her waist, her lacey underwear pushed to the side as she rubbed tight circles on her clit.

"Watch me cum for you, Colton." It didn't take long; she'd been so worked up from feeling his hard cock in her hand that she came within a minute.

The two of them got cleaned up, and Beatriz walked Colton out to the waiting room where his mother was waiting for him.

"Hi Linda, here he is, fit as a fiddle, and ready for the lacrosse season. If anything comes up just give me a call." She smiled and walked off.

"Are you feeling okay, honey?" his mother asked. "You look a little flushed."

"Huh, no, I'm fine Mom." Colton left the hospital in a haze.

A week later and Colton found himself on a hospital gurney which was, admittedly, sooner than he expected. Every year his team had a scrimmage match with another school's team. Usually, it was a pretty chill game, with neither squad going for broke. This year was different.

It turned out one of Colton's friends, Declan, had been hooking up with the girlfriend of a player on the other team. Declan hadn't known, but the other player didn't care, he started a fight on the field as soon as he could. As team captain, Colton had felt it was his job to keep it civilized so he rushed into the fray and tried to separate the growing mob. As he was trying to break up the fight, somebody's foot tangled with his and a pile of them fell--onto Colton's arms.

So here he was, back in the hospital, back in a gown. This time he was behind a thin curtain in a bustling emergency room and had both his arms wrapped and splinted up to the middle of his biceps.

Then curtain was pulled open quickly and Dr. Pastor walked in with his X-rays. Colton was surprised to see her. She drew the curtain closed again.

"Your mother called, she wanted to make sure you got the best care," she winked at him. She put the X-rays on the screen and walked over to Colton, placing her hands on his thighs. She rubbed him gently as she explained that he'd broken bones in both forearms and that he'd be in casts for at least 6 weeks, but probably more, and that he'd likely miss most of the lacrosse season. Colton let out a disappointed sigh.

"I know, sweetie, I know it's disappointing." She moved up towards him to gently stroke his face, but she left her other hand on his thigh which pushed up the hem of his gown. Colton felt cool air on his balls. "Can I make it better for you? Do you want momma to take care of you?" Colton felt his cock begin to rise at the suggestion.

"Won't we get caught?"

"No one is going to open a closed curtain here, and there's so much hustle and bustle around here no one is going to notice a thing. Let me make you cum, I promise it'll make you feel better." She swiftly moved her hand under his gown and began massaging his balls. "Let me coax all that hot, teenage cum out of you." She moved her small hand up to the root of his stiff cock and squeezed before beginning to stroke him. "Let momma stroke your cock until you cum."

She climbed up on the gurney and leaned in and kissed Colton as she stroked his cock, faster and faster. "I want you to make a mess for me and let momma clean it all up." Colton was driven wild by the dirty talk. He loved that Dr. Pastor kept referring to herself as 'momma.' She began whispering in his ear while she slowed her stroking.

"Colton, you know what I find really hot. I think it's so hot that you want to fuck your mom. Do you want my help?"

"Wha?" Colton couldn't tell if he'd hit his head or something, or he was just lost in the euphoria of his sexy doctor jerking him off, but he was confused.

"Do you want to play a game? I can help you fuck your mother. Do you want to fuck your mother?" Dr. Pastor began picking up the pace of her stroking.

Colton had never voiced his desire before, but somehow Dr. Pastor knew, and he figured why not? "Yeah," he whispered, "yeah, I wanna fuck my mom."

"Fantastic. Now, first, I've got to get you off."

Dr. Pastor scooted down on the gurney and knelt in between Colton's spread legs, she told him to bend his knees. As she continued stroking him, she stuck her middle finger in her mouth, coating it with saliva, before bringing it down to Colton's anus. She rubbed in tight circles.

"Oh, whoa," exclaimed Colton.

"You like that, baby? You like momma playing with your ass?" Colton nodded. She brought her finger back towards her mouth and dropped more spit on it, then returned it to his ass. After rubbing a little more, she began slowly sliding her finger into him. She stroked him faster, at the same time quickly pressing on his prostate. "Let momma know when you're about to cum and I'll slurp it all down."

Colton felt his balls beginning to tighten, and the tingling sensation that told him he was about to cum grew. "Beatriz, I'm close."

"Not Beatriz. Momma. Tell momma you're about to cum."

"Momma. Momma if you don't stop, I'm gonna cum all over the place." Beatriz quickly brought her mouth down on his cock as he exploded. She guzzled his cum down. Colton's cock pumped and pumped; it was the longest orgasm he'd ever experienced.

"Fuck that was incredible."

"Yes, it was." She pulled his gown back down and made sure he looked presentable. "I'm going to bring your mother back here. Are you ready?"

Colton waited a few minutes until Dr. Pastor and his mother reentered. Colton was anxious to see what was going to happen and how the doctor was going to enact her plan. His mother rushed over to his bedside to coo over him and ask how he was doing.

"I'm fine, Mom."

"He's okay?" she asked Dr. Pastor.

"Yes, he should fine, but given where the breaks are in his forearms, we needed to stabilize the elbow as well, so Colton is going to be in full arm casts on both arms."

"I see."

"That means that Colton won't be able to do very much for himself, lack of elbow flexion means that simple tasks like getting dressed or cleaning himself will be nearly impossible."

"What should we do about that? Should we hire someone?"

"That's certainly a possibility. However, there have been studies conducted on adequacy of care, and with low skill tasks, like the ones required here, we've actually seen better patient outcomes when the primary care is being offered by someone they already know." Colton was surprised, it was like a switch had flipped in the doctor, she spoke so confidently and professionally, he would never have been able to guess that she had some kind of ulterior motive with the instructions she was giving.

"Why is that?" his mother asked.

"Trust is an important element in any care relationship. So far it appears that the only major issues from the clash on the field are Colton's broken forearms, but other complications may arise and it's important that Colton feel that he can trust the person taking care of him and can speak candidly about any issues."

"Of course, that makes sense."

"If I recall correctly from our conversation at the gala, your husband travels quite a bit for work, but you're a stay-at-home parent?"

"Yes, that's right."

"For that reason, I'd recommend that you be the primary point of care at home. Colton is mobile so he'll still be able to attend school and the school is obligated to provide assistance for him there, so we won't need to worry about that. But as I said, getting dressed, daily hygiene, preparing food, those sorts of things will fall to you."

Linda gently squeezed Colton's muscular upper arm out of concern. "Okay, yeah, that should be fine."

"I imagine those duties I just described aren't too surprising, but I'm interested in making sure the whole patient is cared for. Colton is entering senior year, and that can be a very stressful time, even absent a life disrupting injury like this. Many young men turn to masturbation as a form of stress relief. This is a healthy option, there's evidence that regular ejaculation has a positive correlation with long term prostate health. Colton will be prescribed pain medication, and there is some concern among physicians that, while appropriate, the addictive nature of these medications present serious risks. In order to reduce the likelihood of abuse I would advise that we provide Colton with a method of sexual release as a way of managing stress."

"I'm sorry. I'm not quite sure I understand..."

"Well, given that Colton will not have the use of his hands, the traditional method of male masturbation, it is my medical advice that you manually stimulate Colton to completion regularly." Dr. Pastor said this without much affect, as if it was any normal clinical prescription.



The idea of being jacked off by his mom was causing Colton's cock to stir again. He imagined her kneeling in front of him, his cock in her hand, her face inches away from his cock. His mother looked taken aback.

"I know this may sound extreme, but we really are aiming to make sure that this injury presents the fewest obstacles for Colton. I remember what it was like applying to college and then medical school, it can be incredibly nerve-wracking. It is essential to patient care that we provide healthy outlets for stress release, and in this case that includes using the dopamine release associated with ejaculation as a natural method of stress relief."

Linda looked at her son, "How do you feel about this Colton?"

Colton looked at Dr. Pastor, who gave a subtle nod of her head. "Well, Dr. Pastor is right, when I get stressed out, I tend to exercise or, you know, jack off, and I can't really do either right now. And yeah, I'm stressed about college applications, especially now that I won't be involved in lacrosse." He tried not to seem too pitiful, which he thought might give things away. "Yeah, I guess it would be a little weird, but I trust Dr. Pastor."

"Um, okay. Sorry, it's just a lot to take in."

"I know, but you'll be fine. Before I go, I just want to add another thing. Colton is 18 now, he's an adult, which means that you're no longer entitled to his medical records simply because he's your child. Colton chose to involve you in his care. I ask that you respect his medical privacy and not share this course of treatment with anyone Colton doesn't authorize, and that includes your husband."

"I understand."

"Great, I'm confident that with this course of treatment we'll have Colton out of his casts in no time. Colton, this is my card, call me with any question, and you'll schedule your appointment for your casts as you leave. Take care." With that, Dr. Pastor left he and his mother alone.

"Well, I suppose we better get you in to some real clothes and take you home."

Colton shuffled off the gurney and stood up. He turned around to give his mom access to the string at the top of the gown. With the gown off he was now completely naked in front of his mother, with his ass facing her. He turned around to face his mother. She looked down at his cock and then back up to his face, a blush spreading across her cheeks.

"Colton, why don't you turn around, at least for right now." He did as he was asked, and she helped dress him.

When they got home, Colton went up his room and managed to fish Dr. Pastor's card from his shorts pocket. He flipped it over and saw a note she'd scribbled on it, "Call me as soon as you're alone." Colton was grateful for Siri because it made navigating his phone considerably easier.

"Hello, Dr. Beatriz Pastor."

"Hi Beatriz, it's Colton. I'm alone now."

"Good. Your mother loves you, so she'll do as I asked, but that's only the first step. She's going to attempt to make her handjobs a clinical exercise, she'll try to deny the inherent sexuality of the act, and so you need to fight against that."

"Well how do I do that?"

"Don't let her look away from you. Make her look at your cock. Oh, how many times a day can you get strong erections?"

"I dunno, two times a day for sure, maybe more."

"Your father is very handsome, but you're young and virile, asking multiple times a day for relief will implicitly impress your mother. Once she's reliably giving you handjobs we'll have moved past the barrier of the taboo. After that it's a matter of degrees."

"Fuck, this is exciting, Beatriz. I'm getting turned on just talking about it."

"Well, you were sweating during practice, right? And you haven't been cleaned since?"

"Yes..."

"So why don't you go ask your mom to get you clean you dirty boy? Call me again when you're done."

He ended the call went downstairs to find his mom in the kitchen.

"Hey honey, how're you feeling?"

"I'm good, all things considered. But I feel a little scuzzy, I haven't been able to shower since practice...could I, um, could you help me with a shower?"

"Sure thing honey, just give me 10 minutes, I'll come get you in your room."

10 minutes later he was greeted with a knock on his door. His mother came in wearing a silk robe that ended mid-thigh and flip flops. "Come with me."

Colton had figured that his mom would clean him in his bathroom, but he followed her as she led them into the master bedroom. His parent's bathroom had a large shower with a bench, two shower heads, and a wand on each end of the shower. On the counter were two trash bags and some rubber bands.

"These will have to do for now, we'll figure something else out to keep everything from getting wet. Lift your arms." Colton did as he was told, and he felt his mother's fingers on his abs as she grabbed the hem of his shirt and lifted it off him. She pulled the trash bags over his arms and secured them with the rubber bands.

She undid the sash on her robe and revealed a sporty light blue bikini. His mother had a great body, like a model, with a flat, lightly muscled tummy, and a perfect set of perky C-cup breasts. The top of the bikini was low cut and showed off her lightly tanned cleavage. He'd always wondered if she'd had some work done on her breasts, but either way, right now, he just wanted to squeeze them. When she turned around, he gazed upon her ass, nearly half of it was visible given the severe angle of her bikini bottoms. He admired her strong but slender legs.

She turned back to Colton and looked in his eyes, offered a weak smile and muttered under her breath, "Here we go!" She undid the drawstring of his shorts and they immediately slid to his ankles. She then grabbed the waistband of his underwear and began tugging them down. Colton could tell from the angle of his mother's head that she was trying to avoid looking at his cock. She had to bend down to get them below his knees and that brought her face agonizingly close to his cock. "Go sit on the bench, sweetie, and we'll get started." Colton could see a flush on her face.

Colton sat on the bench and was sure to spread his legs, not enough that it was obvious he was showing off his cock, but he definitely wasn't hiding it. His mother joined him in the shower, she brought a silicone scrubber and a hand towel. She walked over to Colton and gently draped the hand towel over his cock, "I think that will make things a little less awkward," she said with an uncomfortable chuckle. She started the water and then brought the wand over to Colton and began washing him. She stood with one leg in between his and the other on the outside of his right leg. As much as this shower was part of a larger ruse to get his mother into bed with him, the warm water did genuinely feel good. His mother told him to lean forward so she could get water on his back and that brought his face close to her breasts. He just wanted to inch closer and wrap his lips around her nipples.

She put the wand down to add shampoo to her hands and began massaging it into his hair. The vigor of her massaging made her breasts jiggle and bounce, inches in front of him. He thought back to that night in the kitchen and wished that her breasts weren't trapped in her bikini top.

"Colton." She'd caught him staring. "How about you close your eyes while I do this part?"

"Sorry, Mom," he said sheepishly. Then, "...they're just very nice." She looked at him with an expression he didn't quite understand, a mixture of confusion and satisfaction, and then he did as he'd been asked and closed his eyes. Well, mostly, he peaked a few times. She washed the shampoo out of his hair and then put conditioner in. He loved being touched by his mother, and he loved being practically naked in front of her. He felt blood beginning to fill his cock and make it grow.

"Alright, let's wash your body now. Stand up sweetie." Colton stood and the hand towel immediately fell to his feet, revealing his slightly engorged cock to his mother. His mother looked down at his cock and up at him. He'd expected the same flushed expression as earlier but this time his mother just laughed and said, "Well, that won't work," as if it wasn't a big deal. "Sit back down, sweetie." His mother picked up the hand towel and replaced it over his cock. She was less careful this time and she briefly made contact with his cock through the towel. He felt blood rush to his cock and fill it so that it started resisting the weight of the towel. His mother picked up the scrubber and slipped it over her hand and added bodywash to it. She knelt down between Colton's legs and began scrubbing in tight circles over Colton's muscular chest, steadying herself by putting one hand on his hip. Her stomach was nearly against his crotch.

Colton thought she might be able to avoid acknowledging his erection while she worked on his chest, but surely as she got lower, she'd see it. He was right, as she scrubbed his six-pack he caught her looking at the impression his cockhead made on the small towel.

"We'll finish getting you cleaned up and then I'll take care of that, okay sweetie?" Colton was stunned, and excited too. He felt his heartrate increase at the thought of his mother's hand wrapped around his cock, jerking him off until he came on her. His mother sat back on her heels as she began scrubbing his thighs. She occasionally brought the scrubber down to wash his inner thighs, and a couple times the scrubber brushed against his balls.

When she finished with his legs, she told him to stand up again, but turn around; again, the towel fell. She scrubbed his back, and then his ass. She took the silicon scrubber off her hand and picked up the towel. She told Colton to lean forward a bit and she used the warm towel to gently clean between his butt cheeks. She ran the towel up and down a few times and then used her middle finger, through the towel, to focus on his anus. This drove Colton crazy, and he felt as though this blurred this lines between cleaning and teasing him.

She told Colton to turn around and was about to use the towel on his cock and balls, but Colton mentioned that it felt a little dirty to have the towel that was just used to clean his butt used anywhere else. It was true, but Colton also was trying to take the doctor's advice and thought this would be a good way of making it more difficult for his mother to ignore his penis.

"Of course, honey. My mistake." His mother dropped the towel on the floor of the shower and grabbed the scrubber again. She gently dragged the scrubber over Colton's balls and pubic hair. The attention made his cock grow until it jutted out from his body. His mother noticing this laughed softly. Colton couldn't tell if she was surprised...or pleased, maybe? "Sit down, sweetie."

Colton could feel his pulse quicken as he sat down. This was it, and it was going so much more smoothly than the doctor predicted.

"I brought the towel as a way of...containing the mess," his mother blushed, "but, you're right it's dirty now." His mother knelt down in between his legs and placed her hands on each side of his cock. Colton could feel his breath catching in his throat. His mother used one of her thumbs to press on his perineum, while the fingers of her other hand, almost absentmindedly, played with his pubic hair. "So just let me know when you're close, sweetie?" His mother closed her delicate fingers around his rigid cock and she began slowly stroking his cock. She stroked him gently along his entire length for a minute or so. Colton loved feeling his mom's tiny hand on his cock, but he imagined it going further. Her mouth slowly descending onto the head of his cock, her tongue lapping along his glans. He thought about how thrilling it would be if she stood up, revealed her glorious tits and pussy, and climbed onto him, spearing herself with him, sinking down onto his seven inches.

He looked down at his mom's face. She smiled sweetly at him, "How is this honey?"

"Um, this is great. But, maybe, you could go a little faster?" It felt so weird saying that to his mom, as much as he enjoyed it.

"Faster, is that how you like it?" Colton couldn't believe his mom. This didn't feel perfunctory at all. These older women were helping Colton understand his own sexuality in a new way. His mother had always been dutiful and looked after him. Taking that motherly love into a new sexual place was an incredible turn on for him.

"Yeah, I like it when the girl, uh, I, when I get steadily faster until I get really close and then I slow down." His mother smirked at his pale attempt at catching himself.

"I'm sure I'm not the first girl you've fooled around with. I mean, I guess this isn't fooling around." His mother blushed again, but she also picked up the pace. Colton grunted in pleasure.

"Mom..."

"Yes, honey?"

"Can you, um, caress I guess, my abs and hips while you do it?" His mother smiled and began trailing her fingers over his stomach. At first, she simply rubbed him, but as her pace picked up she began dragging her nails, leaving red lines on his skin. His mother's ministrations were working, and Colton could feel his balls begin to tighten. His breath became ragged.

"Are you close sweetie?"

"Yeah, momma, I'm close, I'm gonna cum soon." Immediately his mother brought her left hand down and began massaging his balls, while her right hand tightened on his cock and slowed. Each time her hand got to the head of his cock she quickly swiped her thumb across his glans. Each time she swiped Colton twitched and he heard his mother giggle.

He tried holding off his orgasm for as long as he could, but the dull tingle that had started at the base of his cock had spread up to the tip and Colton's cum shot up out of his cock and then fell onto his mother's hand. She kept stroking her son, coaxing more glossy white cum out of him and onto her fingers.

"Hey mom, um, that's good." He smiled weakly at her, he was in bliss and he felt as though he could drift off to sleep. She let go of his softening cock and looked at her hand.

"You made a BIG mess mister! I'm gonna have to clean down there a little bit again." She picked up the shower wand again and washed as much of Colton's cum off her hand as she could. She used the scrubber and some warm water to rinse off the cum that had dribbled down into Colton's pubic hair. The force of the water stream hitting his cockhead made Colton twitch.

"Mom, I'm still--I'm still pretty sensitive."

"Oh, you are, are you?" His mother aimed the wand away, and then back onto his cockhead, making him twitch again. She did this a couple more times.

"Mom, please!"

His mother stopped with a small pout on her face. "I'm sorry honey, I should be taking care of you, not teasing you. Do you feel better?"

"Yeah, thanks, Mom."

They stepped out of the shower and his mom quickly dried him off, took his arms out of the bags, and dressed him again.

"I worked up a bit of a sweat, so I'm gonna shower now, but I'll be done in a few minutes, okay?"

"Sure thing, Mom."

Colton walked back into his room. He couldn't believe what had just happened. He went over to his desk to give Beatriz a call, but when he dialed her the line was busy. He decided he would try again later and went to lay down. He was asleep within minutes.

Linda shut the bathroom door after her son left and processed what had just happened, and how it made her feel. The playful spirit that had animated her for the past twenty minutes started to be replaced with anxiety. Her mind flew to that memory of her father. She shook her head quickly, banishing it, and picked up her phone and dialed.

"Hi Beatriz, it's Linda Rivers."

"Linda, I wasn't expecting to hear from you so soon. Is everything alright?"

"Well." She paused. "This is confidential, right?"

"Linda anything you say to me about your son's care will be held in the strictest confidence, I can assure you. So, what's going on?"

"Well, um, oh god. I'm worried I'm not fit to take care of Colton..."

"And what makes you say that, Linda?"

"I just finished helping Colton with his...relaxation..."

"I see." Linda waited for Beatriz to say more. "So what is the problem? Could you not make your son ejaculate?"

"No no, that went fine, it's not that."

"Linda, I'd like to help you, but I'm going to need you to be a more direct than you're being right now."

"Oh god, this is, you know. Very sensitive." Linda huffed, as if to purge herself of any anxiety in order to forge ahead. "The problem is...that I'm concerned I enjoyed it too much." Linda had hoped that saying it aloud would make her feel better. But Beatriz's silence hung there making Linda feeling more and more judged.

"Beatriz?"

"Mm," responded Beatriz, "Sorry. I got a distracting email. Linda, there is nothing to worry about."

"There isn't?"

"Linda, this may surprise you, but I've had to prescribe this course of care for a quite a few patients, and almost always I hear from the mother or father helping their child that they're uncomfortable with how--I'll say this bluntly--how turned on they are."

Linda started feeling some relief with what Beatriz was saying. "Really?"

"Yes! But let's be realistic. Firstly, you care about your child, and parents naturally derive a sense of pleasure when they help their child, we're biologically wired this way. There's already a sense of intimacy and vulnerability you share with your child. Secondly, because you already have this intimate relationship that triggers a physiological response. When we are in an intimate setting and we see an erect penis, or a wet and plump vulva--depending on our own sexual proclivities--we react with arousal. This is entirely natural."

"Oh, thank god, Beatriz."

"Furthermore, let's say I didn't hear this from other parents, let's consider Colton's position. Here he is, injured, he's not going to be able to do much for himself for quite some time, and then he's told that part of his care is to be tended to, sexually, by his mother. Now imagine that you had reacted with disgust to this. Do you really think that Colton would be forthcoming about his needs if you'd reacted like that the first time you engaged in his care? Of course not! He would feel intense shame about his sexual needs, and consequently, his care would suffer."

"Of course, that makes complete sense!"

"So, if anything, Linda, I would say you should lean into these feelings. If you feel good, so will he. If you're having fun, Colton will too, and that can only lead to better outcomes. So, how are you feeling now?"

"A lot better to be honest," she let out a relieved laugh.

"And a little turned on, I'm guessing?"

"Oh my god, Beatriz!"

"Why be shy about it?! We're of an age where society is telling us to fade away into sexless retirement. I say fuck that."

Linda couldn't help but laugh. She said goodbye to Beatriz and hung up the phone. She looked into the shower. "The shower where I grasped my son's thick cock and stroked him until he came," she thought.

She peeled off her bikini and looked at her body in the mirror. Beatriz was right, she was hot, and she deserved to feel good. She thought about the lust she saw in her son's eyes, and his comments about how nice her breasts were. She reached up and pinched her pink nipples and they quickly hardened before reaching down to feel her pussy. She was so wet. She ran her fingers up and down her lips and felt pleasure somewhere deep in her body.

She ran into the shower, picked up the wand and turned on the water. She leaned up against the wall of the shower as she aimed the steady stream of the wand right at her clit. She thought about her son's cock and cum until her orgasm rippled through her body.

Colton woke up and looked at the time on his phone. It was around 6:30pm. He'd been asleep for about forty-five minutes. He also had a message from Beatriz that said, "Call me back ASAP."



He told his phone to call Beatriz and she answered swiftly.

"Hey Beatriz, is everything okay?"

"Better than okay! Colton, this is going to be easier than I thought."

"What is?"

"Fucking your mother. I just got off the phone with her and she confessed to being turned on the whole time she was jacking you off!"

"Yeah, that's why I called earlier, like, I didn't even need to say anything, she offered to 'take care' of me. And then she was, like, flirty!"

"I'm very excited for you! I think you should proceed slowly, let it feel like it's her idea."

"Okay, sure. I mean that handjob was incredible so I can wait."

"Colton, can you switch over to video?"

"Um, sure."

When the video came on he saw Beatriz sitting in what looked like her office. She was wearing a tight-fitting white cardigan, and he could tell that the buttons were straining against her ample bosom. He wished that her hair wasn't hanging down in front of her chest so he could get a better look.

She looked at him coyly and said, "Hi Colton."

"Hi Doc," Colton had a big grin on his face.

"Why don't you walk me through everything that happened?"

Colton began telling her but stopped when she started to unbutton her top.

"Colton, why did you stop?"

"Well, um, I mean, you started undressing..."

"Yes, but that doesn't mean you should stop."

Colton picked up where he left off and Beatriz undid the rest of her buttons, and then the front clasp of her bra, revealing her rich brown nipples.

"No, Doc, you can't do this to me, I'm already getting turned on and I can't do anything about it."

"Almost as if that is the point," she said gleefully. She reached into her desk drawer and pulled out a little object that was roughly bullet shaped but made of what looked like purple plastic. "Colton, you're gonna keep telling me what happened, so I can get off. I started playing with myself while I was on the phone with your mother but didn't finish. It's no fair that both you and your mom had some fun this afternoon and I haven't!"

"What do you mean?"

"Your mother played with herself after our phone call, I'm sure of it. Now, enough delaying! I need to cum. Keep going!"

Colton felt that familiar strain in his crotch as he relived what had transpired between his mother and him that afternoon and watched Beatriz take use her vibrator. He found it especially hot that she needed to try so hard to be quiet because she was in her office. He watched Beatriz's face screw up in pleasure before releasing, and she sunk into her chair.

"Thank you for that, honey. For the story and for watching." She blew him a kiss and told him to keep her updated.

Colton wanted nothing more than to touch himself, or better yet have his mom play with him again, but he couldn't do the first, and he wanted to take Beatriz's advice and not force it. He resigned himself to his predicament and figured he'd go downstairs to watch TV.

He came down to the kitchen to find himself working on dinner. She'd changed into some loose-fitting pants cotton pants, the kind she wore when she did yoga, and a loose long sleeve top. Even with the looseness of the garments, they didn't hide her trim stomach, the bareness of her midriff provoking images of her in a bikini. Her hair was up in a messy bun. Colton couldn't help but notice how effortlessly sexy his mother was. He wished he could bury his head in her breasts while she toyed with his cock until he "was relaxed."

"Hey, sweetie!"

"Hey, Mom!"

"I'm just getting dinner sorted out, how about you take a seat, should just be a few minutes."

Colton took a seat at the kitchen island on one of the bar stools. It was a bit awkward; normally Colton would be able to lean forward on the counter, but with his arms bandaged up he had to just sit upright with his arms at his sides. Watching his mom work made it easier. Even in the loose pants he could appreciate the subtle curves of his mother's firm butt. And as he watched her stir the pot, he imagined pressing into her from behind and reaching up to grab her breasts. Given what Beatriz had said it seemed like that wasn't too unrealistic, but it would be at least six weeks until he could reach up and grab anything.

After a few minutes of daydreaming his mom came over to sit beside him with a bowl of chili. She had to scoot close to Colton to keep the distance from the bowl to his mouth from being excessive. Colton had to admit, having someone else feed him was not a perk of being bandaged up. It was quite infantilizing. But it was nice being this close to his mother. As she fed him, he pressed his leg into hers and she didn't move it. He moved his foot to brush up against hers and she let him.

It reminded him of being back in middle school, the first unsure attempts of pursuing someone. It was reassuring to have his mother be as receptive to his efforts at closeness as she was. Of course, he wanted more. So, when his mother got up to do the dishes, he stood up too.

"Mom," he said, "Um, I just wanted to say thank you for earlier. And not for the reasons you're guessing. Um. I'm just grateful to have such a caring mother. You'd go to any length to help me...and I know there are plenty of other kids who don't have that. And, yeah. Thanks." He meant it too. A part of him felt guilty for a moment, that this plan was maybe taking advantage of his mom. But then he remembered what Beatriz had said, about how his mom had enjoyed what had happened in the shower just as much as him.

"Oh, Colton." His mom put the dishes down and came over and gave him a hug.

"Sorry I can't hug you back, Mom."

"When you started high school sports I'd give you hugs, and feel how much bigger you were, and I'd always think to myself, 'Wow my son's really growing up, isn't he?' And then you say things like that, and I realize you've grown up in more ways than one. I'm very proud of the caring young man you're growing up to be, sweetie. Intelligence and charisma can take you places, sweetie, but more than anything, it's how you treat people, the respect you show them, that matters more than anything." She looked down and away for a moment, then said, "Some people lose sight of that."

Colton could tell that there was something more to what she was saying but didn't know how to draw it out. Instead, they just stood in silence as his mother hugged him. His mother rubbed his back. In spite of the serious tone the moment had taken, he was a teenage boy and having a sexy woman's arms wrapped around you, your pelvis pressed into her body, it elicits a certain reaction.

His mother looked down and chuckled.

"Really, Colton?"

"Sorry, Mom, it just kinda happens. I sprout boners in Chemistry class when we talk about chemical attraction."

"And just like that you're a teenager again!"

"Well, have you seen my chemistry teacher?" he joked.

"Alright, Colton, settle down." His mother rolled her eyes at him. "But. Do you need some 'help' with that?"

Colton decided to try and play it cool, "Oh, Mom, that's okay--"

"No, Colton, the doctor said the dopamine is good for you, and I doubt you'll sleep well if you're frustrated so let's just take care of it okay, and then we can take it easy for the rest of the night."

"Okay, Mom, if you say so..."

Colton could see concern on his mother's face. "I know that this is unusual, to say the least, but it is for your own good, honey. If the doctor had recommended you undergo surgery for the breaks you would've had the surgery, right?" Colton nodded. "Well, the doctor told us this is what we have to do, so we're gonna do it, okay? And let's be honest, this is more fun than surgery, isn't it?" Colton had to laugh at that, it was a good point. It was also satisfying to hear how okay his mom was with the whole situation.

Colton decided to be a little bolder, "Is it fun for you?" he asked.

His mother paused before answering. She was measured when she answered, "Do you need this to be fun for me?"

Again, the feeling in the kitchen had changed, the air felt charged. Colton was equally measured when he responded, "I mean...I'm not sure I need it to be fun for you, but I would like to know you're not doing something you don't want to do." He realized as he said it how much he meant it. He realized that depending on how his mother answered he might have to tell Beatriz the plan was off.

"Well...I would say that first and foremost, I'm your mother, and that means that I derive...satisfaction...from helping you. And it makes me feel good and useful to be part of making you better. And so whether or not it is fun, or any feelings I would have had about this in the abstract beforehand, shouldn't matter, because it's my job to take care of you, and I love doing my job. So, I don't want you to worry about that." His mother paused before continuing, blush slowly spreading across her cheeks. "Having said that, I did have fun this afternoon."

"You did?"

"I did."

His mother walked over to him and undid the drawstring of his shorts. Colton hadn't put underwear back on after the shower, so the thin fabric of his athletic shorts was all that kept his penis hidden from the world. He could feel the blood begin to rush to his cock and it twitched and grew.

"Mom, you want to do it here?"

"Why not? It's just us here." His mother let go of the draw string of his shorts and they crumpled at his feet, so he stood naked from the waist down in the kitchen. He thought back to that night from a little over a year ago.

His mother reached down and gently grabbed his cock, that simple action provoking a strong twitch and an accompanying surge of blood as he quickly stiffened. She stroked him slowly as she looked up into his eyes.

"Um, what was fun about it, Mom?"

"Don't you mean 'momma'? That's what you called me earlier."

"Okay, what was fun about it, momma?" Colton couldn't think straight as his mom stroked his cock at such a torturously slow pace.

"Well, I suppose, it was fun seeing how much you enjoyed it, and it's gratifying seeing a handsome young man have a strong response to me...and, uh, you came a lot." Colton had never heard his mom say something like that. It felt transgressive to hear his mom talk about enjoying the size of his orgasm.

"Do you like, um, a lot of cum?"

"I guess I can be honest with you," she looked down at her hand on his cock, "considering the circumstances. Yes, I do." Even with the slow pace, the conversation he was having with his mother was rushing him toward completion. He was leaking pre-cum and his mother dragged her thumb across the head of his cock to pick up the natural lubrication and spread it around the head of his cock.

"How is this sweetie, are you enjoying this? Is momma making this fun for you?"

Colton was about to answer when the sound of the garage door opening stopped both of them in their tracks.

"Oh shit!" exclaimed his mother, she quickly pulled up Colton's shorts and fumbled with his drawstring. She wasn't able to get it tied by the time Colton's father walked into the house. As his mother stepped away from him Colton pressed his waist into the island, hoping he would be able to pin the waistband between him and the counter and keep his shorts up.

"What're you doing back?" asked his mother.

"Well, when I got your call earlier today about the incident, I rescheduled everything in New York and rushed back." Grant walked up to his wife and gave her a quick kiss hello. "How are you feeling champ?"

"A little worse for wear, but, you know, it could be worse."

"Grant, why don't you put your things upstairs. There's still some chili left; I'll heat it up for you."

"Ah, thank you." Grant walked out of the kitchen and upstairs. Linda quickly went over to Colton and tied up his shorts, but she couldn't help noticing that he still had a prominent tent in his shorts.

"Mom, what're we supposed to do know that he's home?"

"Don't worry, I'll come up with something."

Grant came back downstairs a few minutes later and Linda brought him a bowl of chili.

"Mmm, thank you, this looks delicious."

"Colton and I are gonna go pick up his pain medication from the pharmacy, so we'll be back in a bit."

"Oh, come on, I just rushed home to see you, Colton. Stay here with me."

"Grant, Colton's been cooped up all day and he wants to get out of the house."

"Alright, I'll see you when you get back, I guess."

"We'll watch something when we get back, okay Dad?"

Colton's mother grabbed her purse and keys and Colton tried to obscure the bulge in his shorts with his bandaged arms as he exited their kitchen. They hopped into his mother's Range Rover and drove out into the neighborhood.

They drove for a few minutes before pulling into the parking lot of a woody park. The lot had plenty of parking spots that were not well lit, and Linda pulled the car into one.

"I'm sorry, honey, but we're gonna have to be kinda quick right now."

"That's ok."

Linda undid Colton's shorts and pulled them down until his cock was exposed. She started jacking him off quickly until he was back to full hardness. She then leaned over and lowered her head a bit, making Colton think she was about to give him a blowjob. Instead, she pursed her lips before dripping saliva over the head of his cock. She spread her spit over his cock and resumed pumping his cock quickly. His mom's eyes were focused on his cock.

"You know, I think it's kinda hot, you jerking me off out here."

"You do?" she looked up at his face.

"Yeah. Like somebody could come by and see us..." Linda slowed her pace a bit.

"And that turns you on?"

"Um, yeah, I guess, like sneaking."

"Yeah?" Linda had a delicious smile on her face. "You like the risk?"

"Yeah."

"You want momma to sneak around, and make you cum? Is that what you want?" His mom's talk was getting Colton close.

"Mom, where am I gonna cum?"

"Oh shoot, um, let me think." His mother kept stroking his cock but at a slower pace while she thought before withdrawing her hand. Without explanation Linda sat back and pulled her top off, exposing her nude bra. She reached behind and undid the clasp of her bra. Colton gulped with anticipation as he took in the beautiful sight of his mother's C-cup breasts.

"Cum in my bra, okay? Just let me know when you're close."

Colton wasn't going to question it. He'd wanted to see his mother's breasts again, and now, not only did he get to see them, but he got to see them bounce as she jerked him off.

"Do you like seeing momma's breasts?"

"Fuck yeah, I do. Your breasts are incredible, momma."

"Yeah? Do they make your cock hard?"

"Jesus, momma, yeah they do!"

"Yeah, is seeing them getting you close?"

"Yeah, fuck, I just wanna cum all over them." Colton wondered if that was too much, but it was true.

"No, baby, you've gotta cum in momma's bra okay. Momma's gonna milk you out into her bra."

"Momma, I'm about to cum." Linda took her bra and put one of the cups just beneath the head of Colton's cock, and made sure that the cup rose so that it would catch any particularly explosive shots of cum. Colton burst in her hand and covered the cup of her bra in cum. He thought he might have cum more than he did that afternoon.

"Yes, baby, you did great." She continued stroking him gently until she was sure there was nothing more to coax out.

They sat in the car, the only sound both of their heavy breathing. His mother set her bra down in the center console as she tried to sort out her shirt to put it back on.

"Mom, wait."

"What's wrong?"

"Well. You've gotten me off twice today, and well. Um, I guess, I know how I react to you, and I figure that, well, you might also need some taking care of. And well if you need to you can. You can take care of yourself in front of me."

"Colton, I don't know."

"Momma, you've made me feel so good. And I just want to make sure you're doing okay."

"Oh, god. Okay, you need to close your eyes and turn your head away."

Colton wanted to protest, but he figured this was as far as he was going to get. He closed his eyes and turned away. At first, Colton couldn't tell if anything was happening, but then Colton heard his mother's panting. The panting gave way to gentle moaning. The moaning started to come more frequently. Despite his mother's clear instructions Colton needed to see. He turned back towards his mother and opened his eyes.

He saw her writhing in ecstasy in the driver's seat, her right hand buried in her pants, her left hand pinching the nipple of her left breast. His mother's eyes were clenched, her face a mask of pleasure. He got the sense that she was close.

"Momma, look at me."

His mother's eyes flashed open and they locked eyes and her mouth opened wide as the loudest moan yet filled the car. Colton could tell from the spasms of her abdomen that she was cumming. When she finally came down, she looked over at Colton and smiled sheepishly as she covered her breasts.

"You weren't supposed to look," she said, though she didn't sound angry.

"I'm sorry, momma, I just couldn't help myself."

"Alright, let's get sorted out, and then we actually do have to go to the pharmacy."

She reached over and pulled Colton's shorts up before doing something Colton didn't expect at all. Without making any effort to clean his cum up, his mother put her bra back on. Colton's cum was now all over one of his mother's breasts, he couldn't believe it. Once she had her shirt pulled back on, she smiled wickedly at Colton and restarted the car.

To be continued...

