
    
  
    
      
        
      

      Author’s Note

      This is a slow-burn story about heroism, recovery, and forbidden love between mothers and sons. Don't be disappointed when the first sex scene is not among the first three pages. Be patient. Heroes often are.

      This is a work of fiction. All characters and events are products of the author's imagination. This story has been self-edited; any errors are my own. The narrative intentionally begins in the third-person perspective for its initial sections before transitioning to a first-person main story. All characters involved in sexual relations are over the age of eighteen.

    
  
    
      It Takes Courage to Love

      Part 1

      
        "True courage isn't the absence of fear; it's the willingness to act even when afraid. Only emotion powerful enough to overcome fear is love." -the author.
      

      Chapter 01. Afghanistan, March 2014

      "Tonight, Mark. I want a rematch and this time, no excuses," Sergeant Miller said from the front seat.

      Corporal Mark Jenkins snorted, "Sure, Sarge. If you wish to lose once again, I'm ready to provide." The two men had played pool during their tour many times and Jenkins had won every match, making Miller beg for a rematch once again.

      "You are going home soon, so you have to give the poor guy one more chance," said Private Chris Madigan, who was sitting beside Jenkins in the backseat of their M-ATV. "By the way, Miller, I'm putting my money on Mark."

      "That's a mistake, Chris. He's just been lucky, but that's going to change tonight."

      
        "Lucky for seven months in a row?" Chris burst out laughing. "Dream on... What you call luck, I call pure talent."

      "How long you have left, Mark? A week? I bet Silvia is waiting for you to bring home your own stick and balls," Miller needled Mark.

      "I sure hope so, but yeah, I'm ready to go home. What about you Chris? How're your wife and kids doing?"

      "This tour has been hard on them, especially for my wife. I think this is my last."

      "Don't count on it," Jenkins said, before focusing his attention back to the rocky scene. His eyes screed the arid landscape as the vehicle snaked along the path that was supposed to be a road.

      Then a sudden flash. No sound, but a blinding, concussive wave tore the ground. The blast hit both vehicles, but the one in front took the worst hit and it bucked. The amount of explosives used in the IED was huge, since the blast peeled back the armored shell of the M-ATV like an aluminum can.

      Mark's world tilted. His ears ringed and adrenaline flooded his body. Once the dust and smoke cleared a bit, he recognized a steady crackling of an AK-47 coming from high-ground.

      "Contact!" someone screamed.

      Mark didn't hesitate. He forced the door open and saw the lead vehicle in a twisted, burning wreck. One of his mates, Private Davies, lay face down, motionless. Mark got out and crawled forward. Bullets flew past, raising clouds of dust inches from his body. He reached for Davies, grabbed his vest, and pulled. Davies' weight dragged over the sharp rocks as Mark pulled him toward the cover of their own vehicle.

      Another figure, Staff Sergeant Bell, cried out, clutching his leg, trying to crawl. Mark didn't stop. He pushed Davies behind a large, jagged rock, then lunged back into the open. Bullets zinged, chipping stone. He grabbed Bell, slung an arm over his shoulder, and half-carried, half-dragged him. Bell's breath hitched, and he gasped in pain, but Mark kept moving. He laid Bell beside Davies.

      His gaze swept the scene. Two more were inside the vehicle; specialist and the driver. Mark crawled back, cursing out loud as the bullets kept flying. He looked inside and saw immediately that he couldn't help them. Specialists was dead, his eyes looking into emptiness and the driver had a huge shrapnel sticking out his neck.

      "Mark, take cover," Sargent Miller ordered. Mark was about to sprint to Miller when he remembered Chris, who had sat beside him.

      "Where's Chris?" He shouted to Miller, who was giving cover fire and couldn't hear Mark. He sprinted back to their own vehicle and found Chris laying in the back. His right leg was severed below the knee. Mark reached for the vest, taking out his individual first aid kit and a purpose-built tactical tourniquet, tightening it above the right knee. He then grabbed Madigan's vest, pulling him out of the vehicle and behind the cover.

      Before he managed to take cover himself, Mark felt a sharp pain piercing his shoulder.

      Once everyone was behind the rocks, Mark lifted his rifle. No words passed, only grim, determined glances. He sighted down the barrel, controlling his breathing. He saw the muzzle flashes high on the ridge. He fired. A controlled burst. Then another. He moved, shifting his weight, finding a new firing position, his movements fluid despite the gear and pain. He laid down suppressive fire, buying time.

      "Your radio, Miller," Mark shouted. "Call for back-up." But Miller didn't react. He was crouching behind the rock, blood running down his neck, trying to change a magazine. Mark crawled to him, taking the radio, when a sudden, sharp impact ripped through his left side.

      He stumbled, a gasp escaping his lips. He shouted to the radio. No response. Mark aimed his weapon again. Another controlled burst towards the enemy. His vision blurred for a split second, then cleared. He felt the warm, wet rush. He kept firing. His world reeled. His rifle clattered to the ground. He tried to stay upright, his legs giving way, the rocky terrain rushing up to meet him. Colors blurred, the shouts of the firefight fading. He fell, a distant echo of his fallen mates were the last thing he heard before darkness claimed him.

      Chapter 02. San Antonio, March 2014

      I will never forget the day my daughter-in-law, Silvia, called me Mark had been wounded in Afghanistan. She told me it had been an explosion and said he was already in Landstuhl Regional Medical Center in Germany. They were going to evacuate him with in hours for further treatment.

      
        Later, I heard they had been clearing a suspected insurgent route in a remote, mountainous region, when an IED blast had killed two men from his squad and wounded five, including Mark. His war and career ended that day, and our struggle begun.

      ***

      We were waiting for him at Brooke Army Medical Center when they brought him in. We only saw a glimpse of him as the nurses rushed him to the operating room. He looked awful. I couldn't hold back my tears. He was only 24, in the prime of his life, and seeing him in that condition almost broke me. Only thing that kept me intact was the knowledge that he was going to need me in the following months more than ever.

      At the time, we all lived in Oklahoma. Mark and Silvia had a house near Fort Sill, where Mark was stationed and Silvia was studying at Cameron University. I lived in an old house in Indiahoma, which was left to me when I divorced Mark's father over ten years ago.

      To be honest, it wasn't a divorce; he just didn't come home one day, leaving me at 39 to take care of a teenage boy, work, and the house. Before Mark had met Silvia, it had been just the two of us, taking care of each other, and now my son needed me again.

      Once we sat down in the waiting room with Silvia, she told me she couldn't stay overnight. She said she had to prepare for her International Language finals.

      I was dumbfounded. "What? But he needs us. He needs his wife to be here when he wakes up." I couldn't believe what she was saying. "He's your husband."

      "I know that, but I have to pass these exams or all my work will be for nothing," she said, but to me it sounded like what had happened to my son was indifferent to her. Less important than her exams.

      I tried not to argue. "I'm sure they can give you time considering the situation? Have you asked?"

      "I can't help it. Besides, you'll be here with him. I'll try to get back as soon as possible," she said, taking her phone. "I need to make a call... be right back." She was restless and wanted to end the conversation. I watched as she walked out, trying to light a cigarette. I felt I didn't know my daughter-in-law anymore.

      
        When Mark left for his tour almost eight months ago, we were close. His absence made us rely on one another. She visited my house often, and we had video calls with Mark weekly. But as the weeks and months passed, her visits became more irregular, and our encounters grew awkward. The few times when I called her and asked if I could come and visit her house, she always had other plans.

      My son was in operation for several hours. The surgeon who treated him came to talk to us after they moved Mark to PACU.

      "Silvia Jenkins?" The doctor came to greet us. We both stood up, waiting to hear the news.

      "Yes. I am Silvia, Mark's wife," she introduced herself.

      "Mark's mother, Sarah." I extended my hand.

      "Please sit," he said and explained the situation. "We have operated on Corporal Jenkins, and he is sleeping. We could save his leg, and he's no longer in danger. However, in addition to the two bullet wounds, there was extensive shrapnel damage. Numerous smaller pieces of had peppered his body, particularly his torso. While many were superficial, some required surgical removal. The bullet lodged close to his left hip, caused some localized nerve damage, and that can result in occasional numbness and tingling in his left leg."

      All I understood from his speech was that my son was no longer in danger. Thank God. "When we can see him?" I asked.

      "You can see him now, but like I said, his still asleep. After he is well enough, he'll go to ICU and you'll be able to talk to him, but longer visits need to wait until he is in general ward. Do you have questions?"

      I had a million, but those could wait. Most important thing was he was alive. The doctor looked at Silvia, but she just shook her head.

      "Okay then, follow me, please."

      The doctor led us to PACU, and we saw Mark from behind a glass. He had bandages everywhere and lines running all over his body. I couldn't hold back the tears anymore. I leaned on Silvia's shoulder and she comforted me. We looked at him for ten minutes before the nurse came and suggested we go to rest.

      
        
      

      Right after we got outside, Silvia said she was returning home. I tried to plead with her. "Please, Silvia, stay until he can see you. He needs to know you are here. You know how much it would mean to him."

      Family was important to Mark. It was one of the reasons he joined the Marine Corps after he had graduated from high school. He felt as his duty to do his part and keep his homeland safe.

      "I can't. I need to go," was all she said before she left.

      ***

      It took two days before Mark was moved to the general ward. I had made visits to the ICU, but he was sleeping most of the time and was a bit disoriented so we didn't get to talk much. All he asked about was, were his mates alive?

      "Hi, Mom," he said when I came to his room. He had the familiar, sincere smile on his face I had last seen when we had our video call before he left for his final mission.

      "Hi, baby." I went to him and we hugged. I couldn't prevent the tears from coming. The last few days had drained me and the emotion simply overwhelmed me, even when I had promised myself I wouldn't cry.

      "Thank God, you're alive, Mark. I don't know if I could live without you."

      "It's okay, Mom. I'm not going anywhere. I missed home anyway, so I thought this was the quickest way to get back," he joked.

      "That's not funny," I said. Still, he made me smile.

      "Is Silvia here?"

      I had thought how I would tell him that his wife had returned home to study rather than wait here, but decided I owed my son the truth. It was not my place to explain Silvia's decisions.

      
        
      

      "But she's coming, right?" Mark asked in disbelief. "I have to call her." He looked for his phone.

      I laid my hand on his arm. "I called her already when the doctor informed me you'll be moved to general ward, and she promised to come as soon as possible."

      A hint of a smile returned to his face. "Okay, she's got her finals coming, so I guess it's understandable," He said calming down, but I think he was trying to convince himself more than me.

      We talked about future and I promised I would help him and that we would tackle all the problems as a family. He wasn't keen to discuss what had happened in Afganistan, and I didn't press. Also, his doctor came to visit, but because Mark was tired, we agreed he would visit again the next day. We hoped Silvia would be here listening to what was ahead of us.

      I slept right beside his bed the next night.

      ***

      Silvia came the next day, and I immediately noticed something was going on with her. While she talked with Mark, she acted distant, kept fiddling with her hair and gave only short, evasive answers. Mark didn't notice anything. He was happy his wife had come and kept repeating to us both how much he wanted to get out of the hospital.

      When the doctor came, he told us what to expect.

      "Looking already better, Mark. Good. First and foremost, I want you to know that you're incredibly lucky. Those two bullet hits and that IED blast were no joke, and you came through it alive; we should all be grateful. Now, let's talk about what's next."

      Mark interrupted him. "Just tell me how long I need to be here?"

      The doctor gave a dry laugh. "I understand. You're eager to get on with your life. That's a good sign, but you need to take it slow. Recovery and healing will be your work from now on." Mark nodded and assured they were ready to face anything together with Silvia.

      
        The doctor continued. "We successfully removed a significant amount of shrapnel from your body. Your vest covered your torso, but your legs and arms took damage. But thankfully, nothing vital was permanently compromised. The bullet that hit your shoulder was through and through."

      "Lucky us," Mark said.

      Doctor took a note before continuing, "You will have scars. The ones on your face can be treated with plastic surgery at a later stage, but they are not our primary concern now." The doctor looked at Mark, making sure he understood what he was saying.

      "The bullet that hit your left hip was a bit trickier, but we managed to get that out too, and the hip joint itself appears to be sound. Here's what you can expect in the coming days."

      He went on to tell us about the pains he was going to experience and about the physical therapy he need to start to regain strength and mobility. Wound care would also be a big part of his treatment, and he would need help to do it.

      "My wife will help me and I'm sure Mom will cover if you need to focus on your exams. Right, baby?" Mark asked, looking at Silvia, but she could only nod. There were tears in her eyes, and when Mark tried to ask what was wrong, she stormed out, leaving us all stunned.

      "I'll go talk to her," I said.

      ***

      I found Silvia outside. She was trying to light her cigarette, but her hands shook so much that she couldn't do it.

      "Let me," I said, taking the lighter from her. "Now, tell me what's going on?" She didn't say anything for a minute, just inhaled the smoke, trying to control her shakes.

      Then she said it calmly. "I'm going to leave Mark... I'm pregnant by another man." She dropped the half-smoked cigarette and pulled out another one.

      
        I was dismayed. "What? No. This can't be happening, not now." I sat on the edge of the flower bed and buried my face in my hands. "Why haven't you told me this before? Why haven't you told Mark earlier?"

      "I was going to talk to him after he got home, but then all this happened," she said, gesturing towards the hospital. "Could you speak to him?" she asked, looking at me with a desperate look on her face.

      "No, and neither will you, not yet. You tell him yourself once he gets out of here."

      "Now we'll go back inside and you act like you're still the loving wife, you understand?" Silvia nodded. "Put out that damn cigarette and wipe your tears."

      ***

      "Are you okay, baby?" Mark asked as we walked back to the room. The doctor had left. "I know this is hard, but don't worry, I'll be up and running before you know it. I've been thinking that since my military days are over, I could apply for the university and get a degree. You could help me find courses," Mark said to her.

      Silvia glanced at me before answering. "Yeah, sure. I can do that," but there was no enthusiasm in her words.

      Chapter 03. Oklahoma, May 2014

      The two months after returning home were difficult for Mark; Silvia's announcement of divorce broke him mentally, and the fact she was pregnant by another man added feelings of failure to his shoulders. He doubted his manhood, and the injuries he was struggling with didn't make things any easier.

      Mark moved in with me, trying to get himself in shape. He still had a long way to go physically, but I was more worried about his mental state. He was having nightmares and most of the nights, I found myself sleeping next to him, trying to calm him down.

      When his company commander came to see him, Mark refused to meet with him, citing his pains. He didn't want to see anyone, and it worried me. The Captain told me Mark would receive a medal for his extraordinary bravery and asked me to persuade him to come to the ceremony. I promised to do my best. Mark had not told me anything about what had happened, so I asked the Captain about it.

      "All I can say, Mrs. Jenkins, is that if it weren't for Mark's actions under fire, five children would have lost their father. There are many people who want to thank him."

      ***

      It was a crisp morning in Fort Sill when I parked my car in front of the auditorium and helped Mark get out of the car. It had taken several days for me to convince him to come, and it wasn't until I told him about the families who wanted to thank him that he accepted the invitation.

      We were sitting in the front row of the large auditorium full of people. Uniformed soldiers, some with their own combat patches, filled half the seats. The other half was a mix of local dignitaries, and ordinary citizens from our small Oklahoma hometown, who had driven to support Mark.

      Every few minutes, Mark changed his position nervously.

      "What's wrong, baby?"

      "It's the damn hip. Hurts all the time."

      I took his hand, squeezing it. "Try to hang on. This is important to all of them." I pointed at the surrounding people, and for the first time, Mark glanced around and nodded.

      "That's Chris Madigan." He said when a man sitting in a wheelchair gave Mark the thumbs up. "Looks like his got his whole family with him," he said and offered a shy smile in return.

      "You've got yours, Mark. Our little family is only us, but it's all we need."

      When the lights dimmed, a silence fell over the room. On the stage, an array of flags -- the Stars and Stripes, the unit colors -- stood at attention. A podium stood ready, and beside it, a small table draped in velvet held three pristine medal cases.

      
        A senior NCO announced, "Ladies and gentlemen, please rise for the arrival of the official party!"

      I tried to help Mark get up. "It's okay, Mom. I can handle it."

      A wave of movement swept through the audience as everyone stood. A General, clad in his dress blues, rows of ribbons adorning his chest, entered from a side door, accompanied by Mark's Brigade Commander. They moved with measured steps to the center of the stage.

      "Please be seated," the NCO directed us.

      The General approached the podium, his gaze swept over the audience before settling on Mark. "We gather today to honor a true American hero, a soldier whose actions exemplify the highest ideals of courage, selflessness, and devotion to duty."

      A blush creep up his neck and he whispered, "I ain't no hero. I was just doing what anyone would do."

      The NCO stepped forward again. "Corporal Mark Jenkins, front and center!"

      "I love you, baby." I said when Mark rose slowly, his hip protesting. He walked to the stage and stopped crisply before the General. He saluted, and the General returned it with a firm, respectful snap.

      "Corporal Mark Jenkins," the NCO's voice resonated through the room, "for exceptionally meritorious service and gallantry in action against an armed enemy of the United States, as set forth in the following..."

      He began to read the citation for the Silver Star. This was the first time I heard what had happened. The words painted an almost surreal picture of the day that I almost lost my son.

      "On 17th March 2014, during a mounted patrol in Kandahar Province, Afghanistan, Corporal Jenkins' patrol was struck by an improvised explosive device, resulting in multiple casualties. With complete disregard for his own personal safety, and despite sustaining immediate shrapnel wounds, Corporal Jenkins moved through intense small arms fire --"

      
        I was keeping my eyes on Mark and from his being I could tell he relived that day, as he had done almost every night since his return. His gaze wondered, and he was biting his lip, trying to adjust his position so the hip wouldn't hurt.

      "...while continuing to draw enemy fire, Corporal Jenkins successfully extracted three severely wounded patrol members from the kill zone, securing them behind cover before collapsing from his own injuries."

      The NCO finished, and the General stepped forward, holding the Silver Star. Its five points seemed to catch the light, a stark contrast to the reality of its earning. He pinned it carefully on Mark's chest.

      "Corporal, it is an honor," the General said, his voice low and sincere, as he shook Mark's hand firmly.

      Next came the Bronze Star Medal with "V" Device. The citation for this award spoke of his heroic achievement in leading his remaining squad members to establish a defensive perimeter and call for medical evacuation, all while still wounded. The "V" device, a small bronze V-shaped insignia, was affixed to the ribbon, denoting acts of valor. This medal, too, was pinned in his chest.

      Finally, the NCO's voice took on a softer tone. "For wounds received in action against an armed enemy, as set forth in the following..." The Purple Heart. This citation was brief and factual: "Corporal Mark Jenkins is awarded the Purple Heart for wounds sustained on 17th March 2014 as a direct result of hostile enemy action in Kandahar Province, Afghanistan." The General, his expression somber, pinned the deep purple medal.

      After the General returned to the podium. "Corporal Jenkins's actions that day were not merely brave; they were extraordinary. They embody the very spirit of our fighting force -- an unwavering commitment to one's comrades, even at the greatest personal cost. He didn't hesitate. He didn't falter. He put the lives of his fellow soldiers above his own, and that, ladies and gentlemen, is the definition of heroism."

      Everybody's applause erupted, but Mark was holding back his tears. He glanced at me and I tried to give him a smile, but it was difficult after hearing what he had been through. I don't think I could have been anymore prouder of my son than I was at that very moment.

      Mark adjusted his stance and winced slightly. He gripped the edges of the podium, clearing his throat. "Thank you, General. Thank you all for being here." He took another deep breath. "I... I appreciate these awards, truly. But what I did... it wasn't for a medal. It was for my guys. Sergeant Miller, Private Davies, Bell and Madigan. They're my brothers. We look out for each other. That's what we do. Let's never forget that two of our friends never made it back."

      
        
      

      He paused, swallowing to hold back his tears. Then he looked at me. "Mom... your support means everything. And to my unit, to everyone still over there, stay safe. And keep looking out for each other."

      Then he stepped back, saluted the General, and walked back to sit next to me. A quiet murmur of admiration followed his steps. The ceremony concluded with a benediction and the playing of "Taps" -- a poignant reminder of those who didn't come home.

      As the crowd dispersed, I turned and hugged him. "Why didn't you tell me what you did over there?" He just shook his head, holding on to me, before sergeant Miller carefully walked to us.

      "You saved us, all of us."

      "We saved each other. Besides, I wouldn't have saved you, but I was supposed to give you one more chance to beat me at Pool." He smiled at Miller and it was so good to hear him joke again.

      Then we heard another voice from behind us. "Hey Mark, come here." It was Chris and when Mark turned to him, they hugged. His other leg was amputated above the knee and his wife was pushing the chair.

      "I want you to meet my family," he turned to introduce his wife, but she just took Mark in the tightest hug I've ever seen, thanking him. She was crying and whispered something to Mark.

      Then Chris asked the question I knew Mark had been afraid of. "Where's your wife? You told me so much about her that I want to meet her."

      The question was uncomfortable for Mark and his expression turned sad. "She left me," he almost whispered.

      Chris was quiet for a second. "I'm sorry, man. I don't know what to say."

      "It's okay, don't worry about it. I moved back home and Mom's been taking care of me." He took my hand and smiled at me.

      
        "Hey, with all those medals on your chest, you can have any girl you want." Chris tried to cheer Mark up.

      "Yeah, they will appreciate these medals on my face for sure," he said, pointing to scars left by the flames and shrapnel.

      Chapter 04. June 2014

      I was hoping to see some improvement in Mark's mood after the ceremony, but as soon as we got home, he returned to the same apathetic state he had been before. He helped me in every way he could and did what chores he could, but when I tried to get him to talk, he always retreated back into his shell. The mental and physical distress he was dealing with must have been tremendous, and I was worried about him.

      It wasn't until one day, when I came home from work early, that I finally understood what the problem was. I didn't see him downstairs when I came in, so I went to look in his room. When I got to his door, I heard moaning and sounds of sex. First, I thought I would leave him be, but something made me take a peek at the door.

      He was at his computer, watching porn and masturbating, but he didn't look like he was enjoying it. He was frustrated, frantically stroking his penis, but it was obvious he didn't have an erection.

      That was when I understood why his recovery was so slow psychologically; all the physical trauma combined with what Silvia had made him go through in the midst of the pain he was suffering from, had made him lose his ability to get an erection.

      For a moment I thought about going in, but decided against it, and returned quietly downstairs. I would need to get him to talk to a professional or I would have to find another way to help him.

      When he came downstairs, he was surprised to see me. I didn't let him see that I knew what had happened.

      "You're home early. Everything okay?"

      "Yes, it was a quiet day at the office, so I left early. Just came in. How was your day, baby?" I asked cheerfully.

      
        
      

      "Fine." That was his usual way of responding to any questions related to his wellbeing.

      As we sat down to eat, I suggested once again that he go talk to a psychologist, which was supposed to be part of his rehabilitation.

      "I don't think so, Mom. I'm happy the way things are and don't need any outside help." That was an obvious lie, but without revealing what I had seen, I couldn't do more. I had tried to persuade him more than once during the weeks, but the answer was always the same. I understood that it wasn't easy for a young man to admit he was having problems with erection.

      "I'm just worried about you, Mark."

      "Don't be," he said, and came to give me a kiss before returning to his room.

      ***

      Two days after the incident, I woke up again to his mumbling and screams. When I went to his room, he was restless and disoriented. I lay beside him, wrapped my arms around, pressing myself against him like so many nights before. He relaxed almost instantly. While I was holding him, listening to his breathing, an overwhelming need to help him with his problem washed over me. Seeing him in that state in his room, trying to get an erection, was painful for me.

      Without thinking about it further, I rose quietly and pulled my nightgown over my head, leaving only my panties on. I pressed myself and my bare breasts against his back and held him. I didn't know how I was going to make him better, but by letting him at least be near another almost naked body could give him comfort. His closeness felt right, and I fell asleep.

      When I woke up. Mark wasn't in the bed, but the shower was running in his bathroom. "You need help, baby?" I asked him through the door.

      "Almost done, Mom, thanks." My covers were still on when he limped out of the bathroom.

      "All done." He was smiling and looked more energetic. "Did I scream again?" he asked, subtly querying why I had come to his bed during the night. I nodded.

      
        "I'm sorry. Hopefully, someday, I can sleep without waking you, Mom."

      "It's okay, Mark. Don't worry about it."

      "You want to use the bathroom? I can leave." He asked. I understood he knew I was half-naked. I couldn't help but wonder if it had anything to do with his mood. For a second I thought about letting him see my naked breasts, but before I had time to make that decision, he walked out.

      "I'll make us some breakfast... maybe some chili," he said, closing the door.

      "Chili? For breakfast?" I shouted after him, but he didn't hear me. He was whistling as he walked downstairs.

      ***

      It became our routine from that day forward. Every night that he had nightmares, I slept with him, wearing just my panties. I held him close until he calmed down and I fell asleep. Most mornings, he was up before me and we went through the same play as before. Me covering myself, even though I knew he had seen me and Mark pretending he had noticed nothing.

      There were subtle changes in his demeanor and our communication got better. One night, as we settled into the familiar ritual of TV and quiet conversation on the couch, he caught me off guard.

      "Why haven't you remarried, Mom?"

      I hadn't been with anyone since Mark's father left us. The truth was, I had lost all my trust in men, and even though I occasionally missed the warmth of a partner, I had gotten used to being alone.

      It was hard to trust anyone after your dad left, and I didn't want to bring just anyone home simply to be with someone. Besides, I had you.

      "We weren't designed to be alone. We all need someone," he said.

      
        "Are you talking about Silvia and you?" He turned to look at me. We hadn't talked about her since she left.

      "Maybe," he answered, touching the scar on his temple and cheek.

      "You'll find someone one day. I'm sure of it," I said and took his hand in mine, squeezing it gently.

      "I'm not sure if I want to find anyone new. It's not like I miss Silvia, I just... I don't know." He stared at his hands. "I guess it's the same you have... I'm finding it difficult to trust people."

      My heart ached for him. "Do you trust me?"

      "Of course, Mom. If it weren't for you... I don't think I'd made it through everything. Well, I still haven't, but I'm getting there."

      "If you'd have someone who you'd trust, would it change your mind about being in a relationship? Someone you could share all your thoughts and problems with?"

      He looked at me for a long time. "Yes, I think so."

      I gave him a peck and pressed my head against his shoulder. "I'm sure that day will come, Mark. We just need to be patient."

      ***

      It was that same weekend when his shallow breathing woke me in the morning. I had come to sleep beside him early, drawn by the unsettling mumbles that had begun almost as soon as he'd drifted off. Since I hadn't gone to bed myself yet, I had simply taken my place beside him.

      When I woke up, I was facing him, but I didn't open my eyes. Instead, I parted my eyelids and saw the blanket covered him from the waist down. His chest was bare and both of his hands were under the blanket. The movement beneath revealed what he was doing.

      
        He leaned against the headboard, keeping his eyes closed and moved his hand rhythmically. A sudden need to help him filled me, and spread excitement in my belly, but I didn't dare move. My covers had shifted during the night, and he stole a glimpse of my body--a glance before he looked away, like he'd seen something forbidden. Then his hand movement quickened.

      Understanding he was using me to arouse himself made my heart flutter, and my excitement grew. My nipples got hard and wondered if he would notice. Then he glance at my crotch and a muted breath escaped from his lips and his hand moved faster. I wanted to help and opened my legs more, just to give him a better view, but when I parted my legs, he startled and his hand stopped. He knew I was awake.

      "Don't stop. It's okay," I said with a loving voice, opening my eyes.

      He looked at me. "I'm sorry, Mom."

      "Don't be. I want to help." I kept my voice calm and, keeping my eyes on him, I raised my other hand to my breasts. He sighed. My nipples were fully erect and when he saw me squeezing my soft tit, his hand movement started again. Now, he moaned deeply and this time, he didn't avert his gaze. He stared at my breasts and masturbated. I let my other hand slide to my crotch and teased myself through the panties. Our eyes fixed for a few passing seconds and his breathing kept getting faster.

      Looking at him, I reached for his cover. He didn't resist as I dragged it off, revealing his hand and cock. He was fully hard. I gasped; the sight was so erotic, forbidden and beautiful. My watching, my breasts in his view, my hand in my crotch, was too much for him. His hand movement intensified before a huge stream of cum flew to his stomach and chest. He groaned loudly, making a few erratic movements before stopping.

      I was dripping wet and wanted to orgasm myself, but this was his moment, not mine.

      "I'm sorry, Mom." He started.

      "No. Don't be. This is progress, Mark. I'm so happy for you." I reached for him and gently laid my hand on his chest, showing my approval and support. We stayed like that for a while, digesting what had just happened.

      "I need to shower." He rose and walked to the bathroom. I wanted to go with him. I wanted him to ask me to go with him. I don't know why, but I wanted him to do it.

      
        
      

      The moment he closed the bathroom door, I slid my hand inside my panties and started rubbing my clit. His groaning, the raw movement of his hand and the view of his hard cock made me orgasm in less than a minute. I had to bite down on a pillow, quieting down my moans.

      That morning, we talked about every mundane thing we thought of and laughed together. It was good to see him laugh like that. Neither of us mentioned what had happened, but I knew we would do it again.

      ***

      We progressed slowly, but deep inside, I knew our moments in the mornings were not just about him getting better anymore. They were about us and our relationship, and it was changing.

      My need to help him turned into a desire to see him masturbate, since seeing him do it turned me on. He had awakened feelings inside me I thought I would never need to deal with again. Needs I thought I never would experience again.

      When he stroked his cock, looking at my breasts and body, I often caressed my pussy through my panties. I didn't do it to tease him, but share the glee. But I hadn't been totally naked with him yet. Three weeks into our new morning routine that changed.

      My eyes were fixed on my son's erection, that he slowly stroked. I was once again pressing my clit through my panties and massaging my breast with my other hand when he said in a hoarse voice.

      "I know you make yourself come every time I go to the bathroom, Mom."

      I nodded, confessing the fact that he turned me on just as much as I turned him on.

      "Can I watch it this time?"

      I swallowed hard. The thought turned me on and the truth was I had dreamed of doing this together with him. I didn't say anything, just raised my butt and gave him an approving nod. Mark slid his fingers under the waistband and pulled off my panties.

      
        A strong, lustful aroma wafted between us as I opened my legs for him. I don't think I have ever been that aroused, and I am sure he heard the slurp as I opened my labia for him. He kept stroking his cock as I played with my pussy and slowly slid my finger over my clit.

      "Oh my god, Mom. You look so beautiful... I want... I want to --" For a moment I thought he was going to say fuck me, but then he continued, "...see you orgasm." I smiled at him and started to rub my clit faster.

      "Let's come together, baby." I said, because I needed to see him cum as well. And there we were, both masturbating, our eyes fixed on each other's genitalia. When I imagined what his cock would feel like inside me and when he licked his lips, staring at my pussy, I came. Hard.

      "Mom is going to cum, baby." I moaned as my body started twitching and the shakes took over. The orgasm was stronger than I had experienced in years. I was breathing hard for a few minutes, enjoying the new sensation I had shared with my son, and when I opened my eyes, I saw his lustful gaze. He was stroking himself furiously.

      I didn't think about it. I just did it; rose and kneeled beside him. Everything happened like in a dream. Mark's stroking stopped, and he just held his cock. He offered it to me by lifting his hips and pointing that beautiful piece of meat at me. He was giving me a permission.

      I looked him in the eyes as I wrapped my fingers around my son's shaft and slid his organ as deep into my mouth as I could get.

      He groaned, "I love you, Mom."

      I pressed my lips around the shaft and sucked his cock. I knew we had crossed yet another line, but I loved it. The veined, hot, and pulsating organ was amazing. I sucked him slow and gently, exploring every inch of my son's erection. It had been a long time since either of us had been this intimate and it wasn't for long before he started cumming.

      "I can't hold it," he sighed and soon his hot seed filled my mouth. At first I didn't know what to do. It had been so long since I had had a cock in my mouth, but I knew didn't want to let him go. He pulsated several times, filling my mouth with his sperm, before I just swallowed it all.

      The feeling his silky, but still hard organ, gave me was simply perfect. I licked and held his cock for a long time after his orgasm had passed and then pressed my naked body against his. We caressed each other, and I kissed his chest. Not like a mother, but like a lover. I was ready to go all the way.

      
        
      

      "You want to shower with me?" I asked when we had lain for a long time, once again, processing what had happened.

      "Yes." He took my hand and led me to the shower, where we washed each other and kissed properly for the first time. I think we both knew it would be only a matter of time when we would make love.

      That morning was a tremendous step for us both, but it took weeks before we took it further. We weren't in a hurry, since we both knew where our relationship was heading. Mark's recovery had taken huge leaps forward and even when he still experienced pain in his leg, his mental state had improved significantly.

      He had finally agreed to go talk to a psychiatrist. The session together with the sex-therapy we practiced most mornings made him see his future in a different light; he talked about wanting to help others who had gone through the same as him. Mark joined a local volunteer organization called Crossroads and found his calling.

      Chapter 05. August 2014

      The night that made us take the final step began when one of our neighbors invited us to a BBQ party. They wanted us to be there, since Mark had become some kind of local hero in our small community and there were a lot of people wanting to talk to him.

      I was prepared to do a lot of convincing to get him to go with me, but when I mentioned about the party to Mark, he said he would love to go together. The way he said it made it sound like we were going there as a couple, not as a mother and a son. The mere thought made my heart flutter.

      It was a nice gathering of five local families. Marty, a Vietnam war veteran in his eighties, and his wife were the ones who had arranged the barbeque and Mark talked with him most of the evening. They had a lot to share, since Marty had also been wounded in action.

      Younger boys wanted Mark to tell them again and again what he had done. They were disappointed that he hadn't brought his medals for them to see.

      I was talking to Marty's wife, and she was telling me how hard it had been when he had returned home from Vietnam. She spoke about how long it took him to settle into a civilian life and become the husband she'd hoped for when they married.

      
        "Did you ever doubt your love during that time?" I asked.

      "Never. It only got stronger. I fell more in love with him because of the hardship we had to go through together."

      I looked at Mark, listening to her words about their love. Mark was talking to a family whose son was still in Afghanistan, and our eyes met. His gaze was full of love and the smile he gave me sent warm shivers through my body. I wondered if all that happened to us was meant to bring us together.

      Then I understood my feelings. They became clear as the sky above us that evening; I was in love with my son. Truly in love. Not just because of the things we had been doing in the mornings, but because he was the man I admired, needed, and wanted. The realization made me scared. I knew I had to tell him about my feelings.

      As evening faded into night and Marty played slow music from his LP collection, Mark asked me to dance.

      As we swayed with the slow rhythm, his hands studied my body. He was touching me inconspicuously; if anyone had looked, they wouldn't have noticed anything out of the ordinary, but the sensation his hands gave me was magical, and we both knew the true meaning of those touches.

      "I am afraid, Mark," I whispered in his ear.

      "What are you afraid of, Mom?"

      "My feelings... I'm in love with you." I said, so quietly that I didn't even hear the words myself. But he did.

      "I love you too, Mom," he breathed.

      "I know, but I mean, I'm in love with you... like a woman loves a man." My confession made him stop, and we looked into each other's eyes.

      "Say something, Mark. Please." His gentle gaze just examined me.

      
        He pressed me tighter against his body, whispering to me. "I want you, Mom. I love you and want to make love with you like a man wants to make love to his woman, tonight and every night, for the rest of our lives." His words were so perfect for the moment that we almost started kissing right there, but then the realization of where we were hit us and we giggled.

      "Take me home and make me your woman," I said, and he took my hand as we walked to say goodnight to everyone before leaving.

      ***

      We walked hand in hand towards our home under the starry sky. Mark still had his cane, slowing our pace, but he'd insisted we walk. We kept feeling each other's touch, and every once in a while, we turned to kiss. Each time, those moments of intimacy turned into more passionate expressions of the hunger we both felt inside.

      His hands explored my body and breasts for the first time, until now he had only watched. Feeling his cocksure touches made me aroused. We stopped next to a small meadow to kiss once again. His hand found its way under my blouse and he was teasing my already erect nipples, making me moan. His hand covered my breasts perfectly, like a glove covers the hand.

      I was stroking his hard organ through his jeans. "Do you want to take me now, Mark?" I asked, opening his zipper and taking out his steel hard cock. The thought that I, his mother, was making him this hard was amazing.

      "Yes," he sighed.

      "Then come here," I said, leading him to the meadow. I asked him to lay down on the ground and lowered his jeans so his manhood got exposed for me to impale myself on. I removed my panties and lifted the hem of my skirt, showing him my waiting pussy.

      I squatted over him. "I've been waiting for this for so long, baby."

      He was panting, "Me too, Mom. It's been a long time since I've done this."

      "I know. For me too." The situation was so arousing, so exciting for both of us, that I knew we wouldn't last long. It didn't matter. I just wanted to feel him inside me.

      
        
      

      I took a hold of his shaft and slid the tip between my pussy lips. His pre-cum was already oozing from his cock when I took him into my cunt.

      "Oh my god, Mark. You feel amazing. You're so hard and big." When the tip touched my cervix, I rose and lowered myself again slowly and his cock started pulsating. I kept him inside me.

      "Ahh, I'm sorry Mom... I couldn't hold it." He gasped, his body trembling.

      "It's okay, baby. Just let it all come," I said softly, taking his seed in my pussy. I was close to orgasm as well. I kept rubbing my clit against his abdomen and my slit flowed with my juices, and when I felt his cum dripping between us, I came.

      "I'm cumming, Mark." I moaned and leaned to him, holding him tight. "I love you." We said almost with one mouth when our breathing evened.

      "I think we waited a tad too long for this," he said when I was still laying on top of him, his cock pulsating in the rhythm of my pussy.

      His comment made me burst in laugh, "I think so too. We should have done this weeks ago." We kissed for a while before I helped him up.

      "Maybe we should go home and continue this there?" I asked and didn't need to say more when he started half limping, half running towards home, making me laugh.

      ***

      When we got home, Mark lead me straight to the bedroom. He undressed me, kissing every inch of my body, concentrating on my neck and breasts. His touch made my body shiver in excitement. When it was my turn to undress him, and I saw how hard his gorgeous cock was again, I dropped to my knees. But before I started to suck him, he stopped me.

      "Wait Mom. I want to eat your pussy. I've wanted to do it for weeks." he said, guiding me on the bed. I spread my legs and opened my pussy to him. I sighed hard, before his tongue even touched me. The way he stared at my leaking cunt was so arousing.

      
        "Please, do it. I want to feel it, baby."

      He was gentle. My son used his tongue to explore each fold of my sex. He slid his tongue between my labia, circling the clitoris, sucking my juices. I was in heaven. I caressed his hair and pressed him against my pussy. I loved the way he gave oral sex to me.

      "I love your taste, Mom," he moaned as he pushed his tongue inside me, making me confess my love once again.

      "Baby... baby... please bring your cock in my mouth while you eat me," I moaned. I never knew how much I loved sucking cock before I had my son's hard organ in my mouth. Now I wanted to feel it the same time he ate my pussy.

      He moved over me and when I saw his beautiful, rigid dick standing in front of my face and him taking my pulsating clit between his lips, I took the shaft into my mouth. I had never been in this position before, and sharing the experience with my son was so naughty and arousing.

      "I never thought we'd be doing this, Mom." Mark said at one point when the room filled with our moans and sighs of pleasure. I had to pull his cock from my throat to answer.

      "I love it when you are in my mouth, Mark." I stroked his shaft, remembering the day when I saw him masturbating in his room for the first time. The agony and frustration that filled his face that day was gone. The throbbing organ I held in my hand was the proof. I reached upwards, taking his balls into my mouth.

      "I want to fuck you, Mom," he sighed as he dipped his finger inside me and my pussy squelched.

      I turned to my knees, pressing my head against the pillow, and offered myself to him. "Make me your woman," I pleaded, pushing my cunt to him. Mark positioned himself behind me, teasing me with the tip of his cock, before he pushed in with one strong motion. He made me cry out in pleasure, as his cock hit my cervix.

      "Oh, my god you are deep in me, baby. Make love to mommy. Fuck me. Make me cum." I couldn't believe the words coming out of my mouth. Mark had found a new side of me that had been buried in the depths of my soul for far too long.

      
        He fucked me with powerful, deep thrusts, reaching for my breasts with his hands, biting my neck. I never wanted this to stop. My first orgasm washed over me when he pinched my nipples while keeping his organ inside me, but it was just a start. I orgasmed over and over again as he impaled my pussy relentlessly.

      "You're killing me with these orgasms, baby."

      "I'm close, Mom," he groaned.

      I withdrew, turning to my back. "I want to look into your eyes when you cum inside me, Mark." Opening my legs and pussy to him, I guided his cock inside me again. As he started sliding his cock in me, I took his head between my hands and our eyes fixed on each other.

      "Cum, baby. Fill me again. I want every drop." I said, and he must have seen how much I wanted it. As he started cumming and his warm sperm filled me, I pulled him close, whispering into his ear that I'd love him always.

      Chapter 06. August 2017

      The past three years with Mark had been wonderful. Our relationship bloomed and once we had confessed our true feelings for each other that night in the meadow, everything had found its place in our lives.

      Mark was now working part time with Crossroads, helping other veterans and people with severe injuries to cope and move on in their lives. At home, we were living a happy life that any other couple would live, sharing a bed, and love.

      I was on my way to the Crossroads center from work. We had agreed that I will pick Mark up, since we were going to grocery shopping. We had a date tonight, just the two of us. Nothing special; we would make food, have some wine and of course make love until morning. I parked my car in front of the center where he worked.

      As I got out of my car, I saw Mark talking to a young man who used crutches. His other leg was partly amputated, and he had a prosthesis. He was with an older woman who stood beside him. I walked towards them, and when Mark saw me approaching, he smiled, gesturing for me to come closer.

      
        "I want you to meet my mother, Sarah," Mark introduced me. The young man turned, extending his hand.

      "Hi, I'm Ethan Jones. Nice to meet you. This is my mother, Eleanor."

      I shook hands with both of them and Eleanor gave me a friendly smile. "We were just asking your son if it would be possible for Ethan to join the discussion group, even though he's not a veteran... and Mark welcomed him."

      "Mark will help anyone who's in need," I said proudly.

      "Well, they need to want it. You can't help someone who's not ready. But I'll see you next week, right, Ethan?"

      "For sure." Mark gave Ethan a high-five, and we turned to walk to our car. Then Ethan shouted after us, "Is it true that you are a war hero?"

      Mark stopped and a heavy silence fell over him. Before he answered, he gave Ethan a faint smile. "It's true I survived Afghanistan. They even gave me medals for it, but that's all. I survived those few minutes, but I ain't no hero... You want to know who the true hero is, Ethan?"

      Ethan nodded, and Mark took my hand. His touch was warm and firm. He looked at me before he said, "It's my mother. She's the one who never gave up. She's the one who kept me alive. She's the true hero of the story." Mark gave me a kiss. He wasn't afraid anymore that someone might see us together as lovers.

      "You see, there's a difference between surviving and being alive. See you next week, Ethan."

      Part 2

      ***

      "There is no true love without pain." -unknown.

      
        ***

      Chapter 01. Offshore Wind Farm, West Coast of the USA, May 2017

      The wind screamed at Ethan's ears even through the thick helmet. Rain lashed almost horizontally, turning the wind turbine's already slick ladder into a death trap. Below him, the fire was no longer just smoke; orange flames shot out from the access panel of the nacelle, sending acrid fumes up towards him.

      "Ethan! How's it looking up there?" Foreman Dave's voice crackle through his comms.

      "It's bad, Dave! The fire's spreading. I... I can't see Larry!" Ethan shouted back. He had seen Larry, the new guy, disappear inside the nacelle just before the alarms went off. By now, he must be unconscious from the smoke. The thought that he had to go in was like a lead weight in his gut. Every instinct screamed at him to descend, to get away from the roaring inferno and the swaying structure.

      He gripped the cold metal ladder. The turbine groaned, a deep, metallic moan that vibrated through his boots. He glanced down, and for a terrifying second, the ground and the sea below seemed impossibly far. His heart hammered against his ribs.

      He forced himself to move. The heat intensified as he neared the access hatch, the air burned his lungs, making him cough. He tried to see through the smoke and noticed a form slumped near a control panel inside. Larry.

      Breathing hard, Ethan pushed open the hatch. The metal burned against his gloved hand and a wave of super-heated air blasted him. His eyes stung. He took a few more deep breaths before going in.

      With a gasp, Ethan squeezed through the opening. The smoke was blinding. He tripped over something, but kept moving. His arm slammed hard against a piece of equipment, and a searing pain shot up to his shoulder. He bit back a cry.

      He crawled forward on hands and knees, calling out Larry's name. He found him slumped, a deep gash on his forehead. Larry was barely breathing. Ethan's mind raced, a jumble of panic and fragmented memories of the training they received before they could work on an offshore wind farm. He knew he couldn't carry him down the ladder alone, not with his throbbing arm, not with Larry's dead weight.

      
        Then he remembered; the emergency harness and winch system. He pulled Larry towards it, ignoring the pain in his arm. Fear and adrenalin made his hands shake. He tried securing Larry two times before succeeding. Ethan clipped him to the winch, and then, with his good hand, operated the descent.

      The winch groaned, slowly lowering Larry. Ethan stayed behind, pushing and guiding him through the narrow opening. The heat kept getting more intense. He felt a sudden, sharp pain in his back as a piece of burning debris fell, scorching his protective suit. He flinched, but kept pushing Larry out. Only when Larry was clear and slowly descending did Ethan finally began his own retreat. He crawled backward even when every fiber of his being wanted to collapse, but he knew he couldn't. Not yet. Not until they were both safe.

      Then a sudden, terrifying crack rent the air.

      The turbine screamed, a sound of tearing metal and stressed steel that drowned out the storm. A section of the outer casing, weakened by the fire and the incredible stress of the storm, buckled. Ethan instinctively threw his arm over his head, but it was useless. A massive, jagged piece of composite paneling tore free.

      It struck him with a terrifying blow that ripped through his leg. A blinding agony exploded in his right knee, followed by a sickening crunch that resonated deep in his bones. He screamed and collapsed backward, half in, half out of the burning nacelle. His helmet clattered against the metal floor.

      He looked down, dimly aware of the twisted angle of his lower leg. Blood bloomed rapidly across his trousers. The sight of it made his vision swim. He could feel the warm, sticky liquid soaking through his pants.

      "Ethan! What was that?! Are you okay?" Dave's voice was frantic in his earpiece, but it sounded distant, distorted.

      Ethan tried to answer, but only a gasp escaped his lips. His arm felt numb compared to the agony in his leg. He felt himself slipping, but the burning inferno behind him pushed him forward. He was stuck and his leg was pinned. The fire was closing in.

      Chapter 02. Oklahoma, May 2017

      "Where am I?" my son asked the moment he opened his eyes.

      
        
      

      I had sat next to him since he was brought in, waiting for him to wake up. "You're in a hospital, baby. Everything's going to be okay," I said and kissed my son's forehead.

      "Mom? How come you're here?" He looked around the room like he couldn't comprehend what was going on.

      "You were transferred back home. You needed treatment after the accident. We're in Paul Silverstein Burn Center, honey." I said. As my words sank in, he remembered what had happened and tears filled his eyes.

      When he saw his leg, he cried out in desperation. "No... no. Not my leg." He tried to get up.

      I had to hold him down, calling for help. "Please, honey, try to stay still. It's going to be alright," I repeated, knowing very well nothing was to be the same ever again. As the nurses arrived, they gave him a sedative and Ethan calmed down. Looking at his desperation and pain felt like a knife in my heart.

      ***

      When Ethan's foreman called me after the accident that they were transferring him to Oklahoma, he told me what happened. There had been a catastrophic failure at the wind turbine they were working on. Ethan's actions saved his colleague Larry, but he couldn't save himself. A massive, jagged piece of composite panel had torn free and struck him, ripping through his leg.

      A rapid deployment unit from the wind farm's rescue vessel saved Ethan from the emergency platform, but he had already sustained severe burns and his left leg was badly damaged.

      On the Rescue vessel, Ethan was immediately rushed to the ship's medical bay. The medic, a former Navy corpsman, took one look at his leg and knew instantly that it couldn't be saved. The bone was shattered, the tissue irrevocably damaged, and the limb was almost completely severed above his ankle.

      They had worked quickly, stabilizing him, giving him powerful pain medication, preparing for the long, rough journey back to the mainland for emergency surgery. Ethan saved Larry, but the cost was profound.

      
        ***

      He slept for several hours after the sedatation.

      "I'm here, Ethan," I said, pressing my head close to his as he opened his eyes. As soon as he woke up, tears filled his eyes again, but he stayed calm. His sorrow brought a lump to my throat, but I fought to remain strong. I had to. This was all on me. The fact was, it was my fault that my son was lying in this hospital bed. The way I had pushed him away... it led to this.

      "I'm so sorry, baby. I never should have said those things to you... I drove you away. I'm the one to blame for what happened. If you had stayed here with me --"

      Ethan interrupted me. "Don't say that, Mom. It's not your fault." I just shook my head.

      "Is Hank coming?" he asked, caressing my hair. The fact that he called his father by his first name told a lot about their relationship. I wiped my tears.

      "His on the road again, driving to the North and won't be back until next week. I asked him to call you tonight." Hank was a trucker and spent weeks in a row behind the wheel.

      "So no surprise there. I don't want to talk to him, anyway." He said indifferently.

      Ethan's relationship with his father had always been distant and difficult. I didn't blame Ethan. Most of his life, it had been just the two of us. Hank always put his own needs and work ahead of his family. Ethan had often told me during the years I should divorce Hank.

      He said I deserved better. But as I looked at my son in his hospital bed, injured and in pain, I couldn't deny my responsibility in this, no matter what Ethan said. I wasn't any better than his absent father, and Hank wasn't the only one who had treated him unfairly.

      I only wished I could turn back time a couple of years, to when he turned twenty-two. That was when our relationship began to veer into territory I never dared to explore with him. Everything had progressed slowly, but when I noticed my forbidden feelings towards my son, I got scared.

      The increased intimate moments between us became unsettling for me. He hadn't been ashamed or afraid like me, but I wasn't ready for what Ethan felt for me. I wasn't ready for what I felt for him. When he confessed that his feelings for me were more than normal love between mother and son, I panicked.

      In the ensuing argument, I drove him away--the only person I truly loved, the only person who truly loved me. I destroyed everything, simply because I was afraid.

      He left home to work on an offshore wind farm. He purposely sought an opportunity to get far away from me, and when the energy company he worked for offered him a chance to work at their new location, he packed his bags and moved away.

      I wish I had acted differently. Ethan wasn't afraid to risk his life for another person or his heart with me. Now, if given the chance, I would return to that evening and take the risk with him.

      I had no clue where things would go from here, but I wanted to stay close and take care of him. It was obvious the accident had ended his career in the field, and there would be a long, arduous recovery process ahead of us and neither of us knew where our lives would lead us.

      Chapter 03. June -- July 2017

      For nearly three long months, the hospital became our home. The burns on Ethan's arms and legs, the immediate amputation and managing his pain were a full-time job for the nurses and doctors, and a heartbreaking agony for me. He was recuperating fast, they said, a proof of his resilience, but the road ahead of us was so long.

      I stepped away from my job and my life outside that room shrunk to nothing. I watched the mental toll etch itself onto his face, the moments of despair as he grappled with his new reality, but he stayed adamant and I was prepared to do everything to get him back home with me.

      We talked a lot, but he refused to talk about the reason that made him leave Oklahoma. I think he was still afraid that opening those old wounds between us would cause him being left to face the future alone. Still, the moments we shared during those months convinced me his love for me was still there; the way he looked at me, how his touches lingered and the way he relied on me.

      I had had a year to examine my own feelings and think about my life with him. I was able to process my own behavior more logically and knew my reaction to Ethan's confession of love had been unfair. I got scared and reacted blindly. Now, as I looked at my son, I didn't see a child anymore; I saw a man that risked his life for another human being, knowing the possible consequences. Was true love any different? Isn't love about taking the risk and doing the sacrifices?

      
        
      

      But no matter how much I would have liked to talk with him about my regrets, I didn't want to burden him. We would have time to explore our feelings again.

      ***

      Ethan's workmate Larry, the man he saved risking his life, came to visit with his family in early July. Larry had suffered severe burns himself and part of his lungs were damaged, but he had been discharged from the hospital. It was an emotional reunion.

      When Larry came in, he was unable to say anything when he saw Ethan's injuries. He went straight to him and they hugged. I saw him whisper something, and Ethan nodded. I understood what he had said when Larry went back to the hallway and in came his seven-year-old twin girls with self-made cardboard medals for the hero who saved their father. I had tears in my eyes.

      "Thank you Uncle Ethan for saving our father," they said with one voice as they gave him the medals and hugged him. The gift those two girls gave him was far more precious than anything anyone could have given him, and I saw from Ethan's face how much it meant to him. He hadn't known Larry well before the accident, but the sacrifice he made hadn't been in vain.

      After a few minutes of small talk about Ethan's recovery, a shadow fell over Larry's face. He shifted his weight, his gaze sweeping the floor. "The company's launched an investigation into the accident," he finally admitted, the words tumbling out quickly. "And they're looking into my actions inside the nacelle. I'm afraid they're going to try to blame me for what happened, for the fire, for everything."

      Ethan rose in his bed. "What? How's that possible? I talked to the engineer in charge. He didn't mention anything. He told me the company's insurance covers everything, so I assumed it's all clear."

      "I think they are trying to find a scape coat, by saying that the fire happened because of something I did."

      "That's not going to happen. The alarms went off after a lightning stroked the nacelle. It caused the fire. I can testify to that. It was an extremely powerful strike and compromised the system. Not a human error."

      "I agree, but they are playing time. I think I'm in deep waters."

      
        "Don't stress yourself about it. If it comes to that, I'll testify for you. You didn't cause the accident."

      The mood of the two men changed when Larry's girls came to sit on the bed and asked Ethan if he'd like to come with them to the amusement park where they were going to go next. Larry looked at Ethan questioningly, a smile on his face. The girls suggestion surprised Ethan, but he replied fast.

      "Let's make a deal. As soon as I get out of here and get my leg in order, we'll all go together and spend a whole day there. Would you like that?" It took the girls a fraction of a second to accept his suggestion.

      When Larry was leaving, Ethan went serious and said to him. "If there's any sign of trouble from the company or they start to blame you, inform me and I'll call them and tell them what happened up there."

      Larry shook his hand before he left.

      Chapter 04. August, 2017

      Ethan was released from the hospital in early August. He had a temporary prosthesis fitted in his leg and had to use crutches. His burns healed well and most of his pains were gone. He still had a long way to go before he could live a normal life.

      Hank returned home the same weekend the doctors discharged Ethan. He hadn't gone to see his son the whole time. Hank tried calling a couple of times, but Ethan didn't want to talk to him. Their reunion was expressionless and after Hank told how hard his trip had been, he started drinking beer.

      We had just eaten a dinner with Ethan and I was doing dishes when I heard Hank's drunken voice from the living room. "Hero, huh? More like a damn idiot. What in God's name were you thinking, risking your worthless neck for some... nobody?" His words slurred.

      I wiped my hands and went to see what was going on. Hank was half sitting, half laying on the armchair sipping his beer. The glaze in his eyes revealed he had reached the state of drunkenness, where he had enough courage to speak his mind.

      Ethan sat on the couch, trying to adjust the prosthesis again. "He would've been burned alive, Hank. Someone had to do something,"

      
        
      

      "Someone else. That's what a man with a brain would think," Hank sneered, finally casting a dismissive glance at his amputated leg. "You had a life, a career. And you threw it all away for what? A pat on the head? A participation ribbon?" He pointed at the cardboard medals hanging on the wall, made a fake laugh, and took a long, loud gulp.

      "Heroism. It's for simpletons who don't know the value of their own skin. Just look at yourself, legless wannabe hero... who's gonna hire you now... fucking nobody."

      That was too much for me. "Hank." I shouted, but Ethan raised his hand.

      "Let him talk. I wanna know how Hank would have handled the situation," he said, massaging his leg. "For me, it was about doing what was right. About not letting someone get killed when I could stop it."

      Hank leaned forward in his chair. "You know what's the only right thing to do in this world, boy?" Without waiting for an answer, he continued, "Taking care of your own ass. Fuck others."

      Ethan looked at me expressionless gaze on his face, but his message was clear; are you still unable to see what kind of person he is?

      Hank slurped the last drops from his bottle, telling me to bring another one.

      "Get it yourself." I went to Ethan. "Come on. Let him drown himself in his noble ideas of taking care of his own ass."

      He let out a barking laugh. "What's wrong Eleanor? He's got a mangled leg and a lifetime of 'what ifs'! You honestly think that clown would've done the same for him? Wake up, woman. Most people are out for themselves. Our son needs to learn that lesson." He slammed his bottle down, rattling the cheap coffee table. "Heroism is a lie they feed to rubes. In the real world, it's just plain stupid."

      "No, Hank, it's called being a decent human being," I retorted. "He acted because it was the right thing to do. That's not stupid, that's courageous."

      "Courageous?" He snorted, picked up his bottle, and tried to take another swig, forgetting it was empty. "You think decency pays the bills? You think 'courage' is going to get him ahead in life? He just needs to remember who has to clean up his messes when his 'decency' gets him planted six feet under."

      "And who do you think taught him to be decent, Hank?" I noticed my voice dropping to a dangerous whisper. "It certainly wasn't you, with your constant cynicism. I'm proud of our son. He did something truly good. And you should be proud of him too, instead of sitting there drowning yourself in self-pity."

      I laid my hand on Ethan's arm, and his presence felt like an anchor in the storm.

      "Come on Ethan, let him be. We don't need to listen to a coward." I helped him upstairs and into his room.

      "Thanks, Mom." I don't think I could have listened to that a second longer. He's such an asshole, I still can't understand why you tolerate him when you could have a man who --" he stopped in the middle of the sentence. "I'm sorry. I promised I won't say anything about that anymore." He turned away from me.

      I grabbed his hand, turning him towards me. I leaned to him and almost whispered. "I'm sorry Ethan. This is my fault... Only if I could turn back time."

      "It's not your fault, Mom. I shouldn't have put you in that situation... I left for both of us."

      "I know... but I didn't want you to go, if I could return to that moment I would..." I looked him in the eyes and kissed him on lips like so many times before, but this time I didn't pull away. At first he froze, but when he realized I wasn't just giving him a peck, he parted his lips and our tongues touched softly.

      His hand slid to my neck, caressing it and pulling me gently closer, until my body pressed against his. It felt so good. His hands explored my waist and my lower back as our tongues danced slowly together. When I felt him getting hard, I didn't flinch away. On the contrary, it made me feel like a woman again and I pressed myself against him harder.

      "Stay here with me, Mom. Sleep with me tonight," he breathed in my ear as we hugged. He made his feelings clear again. I wanted to stay. I wanted to keep him close, but I couldn't.

      "I want to, Ethan, but I can't... not yet."

      
        
      

      Chapter 03. August 2017

      Right after Hank packed his bags, heading for another two week hauling gig, the mood around the house changed.

      It was like a visitor had left our home and we finally had room to breathe. We shared the responsibilities and as I returned to work, Ethan spent his days planning for his future. I hoped he would stay with me, but I knew it wasn't going to happen unless I could find the courage to let myself accept my feelings towards my son.

      One day after I got home from work, Ethan was putting on his outerwear and asked me to give him a ride to an organization called Crossroads.

      "They have a meeting today and I want to see what's it like. They offer support for people who have severe injuries and we might make it in time to talk to the man who's leading the group."

      "Could you just call him?"

      "No, I want to see what's it like." Ethan said, and I didn't question his enthusiasm.

      When we got to the center, people were already leaving. We were late, but then Ethan noticed a man, probably a few years older than him, locking the front door. "That must be him," he said, getting out of the car.

      I handed him his crutches, and we walked to meet him. "Hi, are you Mark?" Ethan asked as we got close enough.

      The man turned and smiled. "Yes, I'm Mark Jenkins. What can I do for you?"

      "I'm Ethan Jones," he said, shaking his hand. "This is my mother, Eleanor." Ethan introduced me and Mark shook my hand.

      "I was wondering would it be possible to join your group. I'm not a veteran... but I could use... you know, to talk to someone who's been in the same situation," Ethan said, glancing at his leg.

      
        
      

      "Can I ask what happened?"

      "An accident at work... they had to cut off part my leg, and I... I don't know. I guess I could use some tips to where to go from here."

      "Well, we do offer peer support and help with retraining into a new profession... so if that's what you are looking for, then yeah, you're welcome. You don't need to be a veteran for that. Our next meeting is on Tuesday. You could come then?" Mark suggested.

      "Yeah, okay. Sounds good."

      "Is it okay if I'd come too? I'd like to see what you do here?" I asked from Mark, but looking at Ethan. Neither of them objected.

      "Of course. My mother is also involved in the work we do here." Mark said and smiled at a woman who was walking towards us. She was about my age. "In fact, maybe you'd like to say hello to her." Mark gestured her to come closer.

      "I want you to meet my mother, Sarah," he introduced her. Ethan turned and shook her hand. Sarah was smiling and greeted me as well.

      "We were just asking your son if it would be possible for Ethan to join the discussion group, even though he's not a veteran... and Mark welcomed him," I said.

      "Mark will help anyone who is in need," she retorted, clearly proud of her son.

      "Well, they need to want it. You can't help someone who's not ready. But I'll see you next week, right, Ethan?" Mark asked.

      "For sure." Mark gave Ethan a high-five, and they turned to leave.

      Before they walked away, Ethan asked, "Is it true that you are a war hero?" The question made Mark stop and drop his gaze. He took a moment before answering.

      
        
      

      My eyes were on Sarah as Mark told about her and how she had saved him. She was looking at her son adoringly, and I recognized the feeling on her face. When Mark kissed her, my heart missed a beat. There was no doubt in my mind; the way they looked at each other, how they held hands and that kiss. They were lovers, and they didn't hide it.

      "You see, there's a difference between surviving and being alive. See you next week, Ethan." Mark said, and they walked hand in hand to their car.

      "They seemed nice," Ethan said as we walked away. "I think Mark could help me find something to focus my energy on," he continued, but my mind was racing.

      Over a year ago, the day Ethan left, he argued that an intimate relationship between mother and son was natural. He had tried to convince me that many such couples existed, but I didn't believe him. Now, seeing the love between Sarah and Mark made me rethink his words. He might have been right after all.

      I looked at him again, and our kiss in his bedroom returned to my mind. It had felt right and good, just like Mark's and Sarah's kisses and touches looked right and beautiful.

      Ethan was still talking about the possibilities that taking part in Crossroads group could open for him, but my mind was going through a battle: the guilt of not believing him a year ago, driving him away, and the responsibility for the resulting accident was hammering my conscience and at the same time I wrestled with the thought that I want to be in an intimate relationship with my son.

      "Mom?" His voice pulled me back from the well of self-blame. "Are you okay?"

      I touched his hand. "Yes. Everything's okay. I was just thinking that maybe I could talk to Sarah while you take part in the discussion group next week? If you don't mind? We could have a lot to talk about."

      He glanced at me like knowing why I wanted to talk to her. "I don't mind. I would love if you'd be there with me." For a moment, we looked into each other's eyes and I wanted to lean over and feel his lips against mine again, feel his touch on my body, but I didn't. Instead, I started the car and drove home.

      ***

      
        
      

      On Tuesday, we drove back to the Crossroads center. Mark welcomed us at the meeting room. Sarah was also there. She said she makes sure the people participating have enough coffee to drink, and helps her son clean afterward.

      I think Ethan was a bit nervous as he kept glancing at me when he talked with Mark and Sarah. As other people started coming, Sarah said we should wait in the other room.

      "Why don't we wait for them here," she said, leading me to a space, where there was a small kitchen in the corner and a coffeemaker. She started preparing coffee as I sat down at the table.

      "Ethan seems like an upstanding young man," Sarah said as she poured the water into the maker.

      "He is. I'm so proud of him. Everything that he's been through... he's been more than brave," I said, thinking about how to approach the question I wanted to ask.

      Sarah's friendly eyes gazed at me. "You're important to him. I'm guessing your relationship has always been close?" she asked.

      "Not always... well, most of his life yes, but --" I couldn't look her in the eyes when I told her I drove him away a year ago, and that it was me who should be blamed for the accident.

      "You can't blame yourself," she said. "It could have happened anywhere, and the most important thing is that you're supporting him now." She rose to take two coffee mugs and asked, "What happened between you two? What made him move away?"

      If I wanted to know about their relationship, I would need to tell her the truth. "This stays between us, right?" I asked.

      "Of course." Sarah stopped what she was doing and leaned against the counter, giving me time to arrange my thoughts.

      "He... his feelings towards me..." I faltered, then managed to begin anew. "You see, my marriage with Ethan's father has always been a difficult one. He treats us like we are extra ballast in his life. I guess that's why we grew close with Ethan, always supporting each other. Then we grew too close, and I was terrified, and..." I couldn't say it. Tears welled up in my eyes.

      
        
      

      "You weren't ready for what he was feeling?" Sarah asked in a soft voice, sitting next to me. I just nodded my head.

      "And you saw what I have with Mark?" she asked, and I nodded again. Sarah laid her hand on mine in support.

      "You can talk openly with me, Eleanor. I'm not judging. And because I am in love with my son and have been for years, maybe I'm able to help you?"

      I raised my gaze. She said it so calmly. "How... how did you find love in each other?"

      "Life brought us together. I like to think it was meant to be, and everything that happened led us to each other's arms." It sounded so perfect, beautiful.

      "I think I have ruined the possibility between Ethan and I."

      "No, you haven't. I saw how he looks at you. He loves you. He needs you. He's afraid you'll leave him, say no to him. You need to tell him you weren't ready before, but you are now. If that's what you mean?" she asked.

      I nodded my head. "I think I'm ready to love him, like he loves me."

      "Have you been intimate yet?" she asked, like it was the most natural thing in the world. I shook my head.

      "Are you ready for it? He's a young man and... well, you know how they can be." She smiled and made me laugh. Giggling together with her eased the tension, and I confessed I want to be intimate with him.

      "You'll love it... it's the most beautiful thing," she said, and I believed she knew what she was talking about since her eyes glowed when she said the words.

      We drank the coffee, and she told me how her relationship with Mark started. I told Sarah how we kissed with Ethan and how wonderful it made me feel.

      
        When the discussion group finished and people left, we found Ethan and Mark chatting in the meeting room. Sarah went to Mark and gave him a kiss.

      "We agreed with Eleanor that Ethan and she will come to our place next weekend. I promised you'll cook your delicious chili for them, baby," Sarah said, smiling at me.

      "Sounds good to me," Mark answered, looking at Ethan, who was nodding.

      "So, it's a date then. We see you on Saturday," Sarah said.

      ***

      Mark and Sarah lived in a nice house in Indiahoma. We saw smoke coming from the backyard as we stepped out of the car and since no one was there to greet us; we walked around the house.

      "Hi, welcome," Mark greeted us. He was making his chili in a cast-iron pot in a pellet grill. It smelled delicious.

      Sarah came to say hello. "Nice to see you," she said, hugging us both.

      Mark shook hands with Ethan and gave me a hug. "It's going to be another 30 minutes before the food is ready. There is some beer for you in the fridge. Bring me one too," he pointed to the patio and Ethan went to grab bottles for them.

      "Would you like some wine?" Sarah asked when we went to sit on the patio while the boys took care of the grill.

      "I'd love some."

      As Sarah poured us the wine, she asked, "So, how are things going between you two?"

      "Small steps. I think Ethan is making good progress. He's been looking into the possibility of taking his studies further and now that it's just the two of us again, everything is more... how would I put it... normal?"

      
        
      

      "Also Ethan's friend Larry called him and told that the investigation is over and that the accident was caused by lightning. It's one thing less for him to stress about."

      "That's wonderful news," she said. "What about you? How are you doing?" Sarah continued.

      "I think I've made an important decision. When Hank gets back, I'm going to leave him. I've been looking for a place for me and Ethan, but please say nothing to him. I haven't told him; I want to surprise him."

      Sarah smiled and sipped her wine. "What about your relationship?" she asked, glancing at the boys, making sure they didn't hear us.

      I felt a blush creep up my cheeks. I had thought a lot about Ethan and me since our talk in the center. "We haven't taken the step, if that's what you mean... but I think we are getting there. The more I think about it, the more I want it. But after everything, the moment always seems wrong."

      "I understand. It's a huge step and no one can take it for you... it takes both of you to take the leap. It takes courage."

      "I know he's ready," I said, glancing at Ethan, who was just explaining something to Mark.

      "And you?"

      I thought for a second. "I'm ready. I... I want him." A smile spread across my face as I confessed my desire out loud.

      Sarah giggled. "I know the feeling, Eleanor. It's exhilarating. You know, I was without sex for over a decade before Mark, and when he opened the dam that I had closed all those years ago... I don't know, I guess you could say I became a new person."

      She leaned to me, whispering in my ear. "A horny one. I love having sex with him."

      We both laughed, and the boys turned to look at us. "What's so funny?".

      
        
      

      "Just girl talk. Is the food ready?"

      ***

      Mark's Chili was superb. Talking to Sarah and Mark felt like we were talking with old friends. I think our experiences made us more alike than we even knew. The boys got along great and it was so nice to see Ethan interact with other people. When he talked about his accident with Mark, I got the feeling he had made peace with the fact that his choice to save Larry cost him part of his leg.

      Mark served us some Irish coffee in the living room after the dinner and we continued chatting. Sarah was sitting next to her son on the couch, and I couldn't help but notice how intimate their touches were. They kept kissing every once in a while. I think normally it would have been awkward, but since it was just us, it felt normal, natural and looked beautiful.

      I felt Ethan's hand on mine while they kissed. I smiled at him when he laid his hand on my thigh and gave him an approving nod. I have to admit, his touch turned me on. Ever since the kiss in his bedroom, I had been aroused in his proximity, but now his touch made my pussy moist.

      At some point during the evening, our conversation calmed down, and we watched as Sarah and Mark started kissing again. Their touches were more bold, and they seemed to let go of their inhibitions. Like they forgot we were there.

      We watched as Mark touched his mother gently and their lips explored each other. They looked to be deeply in love. I was jealous. I had never experienced anything like that, but at the same time I couldn't help but wonder, could I have something similar with Ethan?

      Then Sarah turned to us, "Oh, I'm sorry. We got carried away... Maybe we should go to the bedroom, baby?" she said to Mark. "You're welcome to spend the night. There is a guestroom over there. She pointed to a door next to the living room."

      But as they started to get up, I noticed myself saying. "It's okay, you don't need to leave. We don't mind. Right, honey?" I looked at Ethan, laying my hand on his bare knee.

      He glanced at me with a surprised look on his face, but retorted. "Right, we don't mind."

      
        When Mark sat back down, Sarah sat on his lap and wrapped her arms around his neck. As they started to kiss again, Ethan turned to me, and we smiled at each other. It was the moment I knew it was going to happen. He brought his lips closer, and our tongues touched.

      It was no longer just about feeling out of one another. It had an obvious goal, telling us both what was about to happen. All the barriers were gone and nothing was holding us, me, back anymore. I wanted us to have what Sarah and Mark had.

      As we kissed, I let my hand slide to his crotch and as soon as I touched his manhood, he started to get hard. The feeling of his cock growing under my touch was electrifying, like a lightning traveling through my body, making me instantly aroused. I moaned into his mouth.

      "I want this with you, Ethan. Touch me." I almost begged, and I didn't need to ask twice. He had waited for so long. His warm and soft hand slid under my loose top, rose to my breast, taking my tit out of the bra, gently cupping it.

      My nipple got hard immediately. I had large nipples. They were sensitive and now, as Ethan was caressing them, I think they grew faster than ever before. He was lightly rubbing them between his thumb and forefinger, making me shiver in excitement.

      "I love the way you touch me," I moaned in his ear and lifted the hem of my blouse, exposing my tits to him. He leaned in and took my nipple in his mouth.

      Another electric jolt went through my body when he sucked my breasts. It sent a clear message to my pussy, and I felt my panties getting wet. "Oh, my god, that feels so good."

      His breathing got heavy and his cock grew even bigger. I traced its shape with my fingers, squeezing it carefully.

      "Oh, Mom... I waited this for so long," he sighed, switching to my other nipple.

      "I know, honey... I'm sorry I kept you waiting. Tonight, you can have me, all of me, just be gentle."

      I wasn't just holding my hand on his crotch anymore. I stroked him through his shorts eagerly and pressed him to my chest with my other hand. His lips on my tits and the touch on my back and belly felt amazing. It was like I had missed his touch for years.

      
        
      

      I don't know how long we were caressing each other when I noticed Mark and Sarah looking at us. Her breasts were bare and Mark was sucking her nipples, kissing them. She was grinding herself against his crotch.

      "Are you sure you want to share this moment with us?" she asked quietly. She had a lustful gaze in her eyes.

      I glanced at Ethan, and he nodded. "Yes, we'd love to share this with you," I said, keeping my hand on my son's erection.

      As Sarah pulled Mark's shirt away and removed her bra, I pushed my hand under my son's shorts. I didn't want to wait another second to feel his manhood in my hands. When I finally wrapped my fingers around his hot, pulsating shaft, he lifted his butt and pushed his shorts down. When I saw his cock, hard and ready for me, I gasped.

      "Is this all for me, honey? It's so beautiful." I examined it carefully, and I knew I wanted it inside me every day from now on.

      I started to stroke him slowly, but when I glanced at Sarah, and saw that she was already on her knees in front of Mark, sucking his cock, I rose, took my blouse and bra off, and kneeled before my son. I wanted him in my mouth.

      The look on Ethan's face was a mix of desperation and lust as he watched me getting down on my knees and grabbing his cock. Our eyes fixed as I slowly slid my hand along his shaft before lowering my head and taking him into my mouth.

      He groaned loudly. I felt his fingers on my hair as I started taking him deeper. His cock was long, not too thick, but a gorgeous pillar that reached heights from the middle of the pubic hair. I tasted his sweet pre-cum and my saliva dripped down on his shaft as I devoured my son's throbbing organ in my mouth again and again.

      I thought of myself as a fool for not doing this sooner. I loved every second, and he hadn't even been inside me yet. My pussy was literally soaking. I felt my juices running down on my thighs and I knew I needed to have him inside me.

      
        I took his cock out of my mouth, running my tongue along the rigid shaft. I was kissing his belly when I heard Sarah's deep moans next to us. As we turned to look, she was lying on her back on the floor and Mark was eating her pussy. She looked like she was floating in a paradise, massaging her breasts and moaning how much she loves his tongue.

      "Keep eating Mom's cunt," she groaned, pressing her crotch against Mark's mouth.

      "I want to lick your pussy, Mom," Ethan said as he pulled his shirt off and I lowered my trousers and panties.

      "Not yet, honey. I want to you inside me first," I said with determination in my voice. To show him why, I took his hand and guided it to my hairy mound.

      As his fingers slid between my labia, he sighed. "Oh my god, Mom." I nodded and smiled at him. He felt how wet and ready I was.

      "Yes, honey... you did this. I need your cock inside me." The language coming out of my mouth was something I couldn't believe I would ever say to my son, but now it felt more than appropriate and natural.

      I climbed on his lap, reaching my hand between us, and when his tip touched my cunt, we both sighed. Slowly I sat down, and his cock slid into my pussy easily. I took him as deep as I could.

      I wrapped my arms around his neck, and looking into my son's eyes, I started undulating. Rubbing my clit against him.

      "I love you," I whispered in his ear. The words flowed out. All I had to do was to surrender to him and to my true feelings.

      "I love you so much." I repeated, keeping him as deep inside me as possible. Ethan kept his hands on my waist, moving together with me. He brought his lips to mine, and we kissed like lovers, slowly making love.

      "Don't they look lovely, Mark?" I heard Sarah's voice next to us. She was still laying on her back but now Mark was between her legs, fucking her slowly. They both looked at us, smiling.

      
        I glanced at my son, my man, and as our eyes met, I felt a long forgotten feeling in my pussy. I moved faster, holding on to his shoulders. As Ethan sucked my nipple into his mouth, I came the first time. It had been years since I felt an orgasm like that.

      Shivers ran through my body, and I pressed my face to his neck, groaning loudly. The amount of fluid that flowed out from my pussy wetted the couch, and the tremors seemed to be endless. As Ethan kept thrusting upwards, keeping his cock inside me, I came again.

      When my orgasm passed and I was just leaning against my son, he whispered to me, "I want you to be my wife, Mom." His confession brought tears to my eyes and we kissed. We would be together forever.

      Mark's groaning and Sarah's moans brought us back to reality. Mark had his mother leaning against the couch and he was taking her from behind. He massaged her breasts, kissed her neck, and we heard every thrust he made.

      "Fuck mommy. Just like that, baby," Sarah moaned, and when I saw how they enjoyed, it made me want more. I lay on the floor and spread my legs to Ethan, who came between my legs, stroking his cock.

      "I want your cum inside me, honey," I whispered, urging him to enter me again.

      Ethan didn't waste time. He slid the tip of his cock between my pussy lips before entering me. He looked so handsome on top and I was glad that I would get to experience this with him from now on whenever we wanted.

      "You feel amazing, Mom, and look so sexy," he mumbled as he thrust his cock into me again and again. My breasts danced in the rhythm of his movements.

      "Fuck me, honey. I need you to cum inside me. I want to feel it." I urged him.

      Sarah's voice next to us told Mark to bring his cock into her mouth. I looked at how he stroked his cock in front of his mother's face, spraying his cum all over her tits and neck. She sucked his pulsating cock, stroking, milking every drop out of him.

      "I'm coming, Mom," Ethan breathed, fucking me with long strokes.

      
        
      

      I pulled him deeper by placing my hands on his butt. I needed to feel his orgasm.

      "Now, Mom... I'm cumming," he said just before I felt the strong, warm sprays of cum filling me.

      "I love you, honey. Give mommy all of it," I said, pulling him to me. We kissed as his cock kept pumping his seed into me.

      When our breathing evened and we opened our eyes, Mark and Sarah were lying next to us holding each other, looking at us with wide smiles on their faces.

      "How was it?" Sarah asked.

      We exchanged gazes with Ethan and smiled, before answering with one voice. "Amazing."

      "Come on, Ethan," Mark rose, handing his mother and me a blanket. "I think we need another bowl of chili and a beer if we're going to keep our mothers happy this night."

      Ethan chuckled, "Yeah, sounds like a good idea. I need the energy, besides I have to take two girls into the amusement park tomorrow, but before that we're going to take back the lost time with Mom."

      We giggled with Sarah. As the boys walked towards the kitchen, both limping a little, Sarah turned to me, smiling. We both wrapped the blankets around our naked bodies. Her cheeks glowed, and I was sure so we're mine. We had both been fucked and loved by our sons. It was a perfect moment.

      It looked like she was searching for the right words before she said.

      "It takes courage to love when you are afraid. They were afraid," she said, glancing at Mark and Ethan. "but they acted despite fear. The least we could do is let go of ours and love them, as they deserve to be loved."

    
  EPUB/nav.xhtml


    

      It Takes Courage to Love



      

        		

          Author’s Note

        



        		

          It Takes Courage to Love

        



      



    

    

      

        		

          Start of Content

        



      



    

    

      

        		

          1

        



        		

          2

        



        		

          3

        



        		

          4

        



        		

          5

        



        		

          6

        



        		

          7

        



        		

          8

        



        		

          9

        



        		

          10

        



        		

          11

        



        		

          12

        



        		

          13

        



        		

          14

        



        		

          15

        



        		

          16

        



        		

          17

        



        		

          18

        



        		

          19

        



        		

          20

        



        		

          21

        



        		

          22

        



        		

          23

        



        		

          24

        



        		

          25

        



        		

          26

        



        		

          27

        



        		

          28

        



        		

          29

        



        		

          30

        



        		

          31

        



        		

          32

        



        		

          33

        



        		

          34

        



        		

          35

        



        		

          36

        



        		

          37

        



        		

          38

        



        		

          39

        



        		

          40

        



        		

          41

        



        		

          42

        



        		

          43

        



        		

          44

        



        		

          45

        



        		

          46

        



        		

          47

        



        		

          48

        



        		

          49

        



      



    

  

EPUB/media/cover.jpg





