
    
  
    
      
        Kay, The "Perfect" Mom

      Chapter 1

      My name is Kay Price. I’ve been married for 23 years and have 4 children. My husband, Jim, 44, is in IT at a reputable company here in Scottsdale, AZ. I am 42 years old, 5'1, 110 lbs, curly brunette hair (with some grey streaks), blue eyes and glasses. Having been told I could be a young doppelganger of Judy Garland makes me scoff at that comparison.

      I'm blessed to have never needed

      employment outside my home, rather, I am a homemaker. From Color Guard, to band, to sports, leading Bible Study, or involved in PTA, I lived the perfect life. Rather, everyone thought I did.

      I am going to try to explain in detail, how, through my actions and allowances, I permanently altered and irreparably damaged my marriage, and how life is today.

      
        2 Years ago, Sunday Valentine's Day
      

      "UNH! UNH UNH!! The sounds of the illicit coupling, having taken place for the last few hours, echoed throughout my bedroom. Every thump of the headboard against the wall, every annoying squeak and creak of the bedsprings, reverberated throughout, unmistakably. The harder the thrust, the more my head flopped around my pillow.

      Outside though, on this cold, Winter day, neighbors were braving the cold, walking their animals, even playing in the snow, still on the ground from earlier in the week.

      With dusk setting in, now 5:30 pm, I was in the throes of ecstacy, from the frantic plunging into my maternal womb.

      OH COL..COLTON! OH HONEY YE..YESSS! HAR...HARDER BA...BABY!"

      
        Looking up toward the ceiling, I could only admire the determination on his face. Sweat accumalating on his forehead, chest, and back, was proof-positive of his intentions. The slurping sounds, mixed with the quelch of my vagina from the nonstop thrusting invading my womb, could only be described as surreal.

      Ever since I arrived home from church earlier in the day, knowing Jim was with our 13 and 14 year old girls in Phoenix at a Color Guard symposium, my legs, sheathed in suntan colored pantyhose, were currently being pushed back by big broad shoulders. With one of my tan high heels lying innocently on the bed behind him and the other, dangling off my toes from every violent thrust into my matronly tunnel, there were no worries of interruptions.

      "OHYES! OHYES! COL.. COLTON! YESSSS!" My cries, only encouraging him more and more, are now 'part-and-parcel' of our torrid, 4 month affair. Stuttering and not being able to coherently express the feeling of his penis rearranging my insides in a way, and at depths, that my husband never could have attained, has become normal during our sessions. 4-5 days a week, my insides get plunged at least one time, but mostly multiple, like tonight.

      Working on filling his 3rd condom, I could only hold on, as he carefully maneuvered his 270lb. body above me, so as not to crush me. Having sex only in the missionary position (Which is his favorite position) can be difficult, as he can't keep himself pushed up on the mattress very long. Being overweight limits his ability so, at times, his face is buried in my neck, while he relentlessly pounds away at my pussy. Rather, his pussy. The light green dress I'd worn to church, unbuttoned, but still on my body and the lace bra, pushed over my motherly tits, were covered in my sweat from lying on my back with my legs up all this time.

      "UNH! AHH! UNH! AHH!!" As we both expressed our love one glorious thrust at a time, I was also exhausted, as we'd been going at this, literally, when I'd put my purse and shaul down in the foyer.

      "ARE..YOU..CL..CLOSE.. HON..OH GOD YES.. HONEY?" I submissively posed, noticing changes in his breathing.

      _________

      Meanwhile, unbeknownst to us, Jim was pulling into the driveway. Learning later that, my daughter Olivia, had forgotten an important item for Color Guard, I wasn't expecting them home until 11 or midnight. Being it 50 miles away, I knew they had an early and later evening show spread apart, giving the schools breaks in between. So Jim devided to come home to retrieve her white shirt she needed.

      
        _________

      Feeling his balls tightening and not understanding how anyone, without the help of medicines, could have so much semen stored up in them, his pumping became more frantic.

      "YES HONEY!! YES HONEY!! FUCK ME!! OH COL..COLTON!! YES!!" Trying vainly to look into his eyes, as he asks me to do when he finishes in me, my hair had intruded my sight. Once splayed across the pillow my head rested upon, the intensity of the fucking I was receiving, assisted in my head jerking back from every thrust. "YES HONEY! YES! YES! YES! CUM IN....ME!" I yelped, fully prepared for his final release.

      "AHHHHHHHHHHH!" The roar I awaited finally arrived. After slamming forward and holding himself suctioned against my lower regions, I knew he was unloading in his condom. Feeling pulse after pulse, and the condom expanding in my well-used cavern, I ran my wedding ring laden hand through his bushy hair.

      "Oh Colton," I passively uttered, as I kept my right hand firmly on his shoulder. "Empty that nastiness in the condom, sweetie."

      Finally finishing and his hips ceasing from the,

      seemingly, hours and hours of thrusting, I whispered in his ear, "I need you to pull out, for now. I think we've built up quite the appetite." Pulling out, I saw his penis. Coated with a thick white froth glistening in the dusk-affected bedroom, I also realized that his condom has broken. IN ME. Seeing just the ring around the base of his softening phallus, I panicked.

      "Colton! baby! your condom broke!" Able to see the remnants protruding out of my swollen, well-used cunt, I raised my tired legs again, and managed to pull the remainder of his condom out. Gushing out of me was a torrent of our combined juices on the linens underneath me. Saturating my pantyhose that I had pushed a hole into for easier access, the volume of the cum he unloaded a third time, was mind-blowing.

      Seeing the look on my sons face, one of sheer horror, I reassured him with a tired smile. "Honey, I'm not mad, condoms break." Continuing, I added, "You were so focused on how hard you were pumping me, I assume it broke earlier."

      
        Colton, who's demeanor suddenly relaxed, quipped, "I don't like wearing them anyway, mom. But you told me you haven't used birth control and that dad had a vasectomy after Livvy and Katie were born."

      "I can go get a morning after pill from the pharmacy later sweetie, I have time," I said, running my hand seductively up and down his neck. "But first things first. I need to change these linens and put new ones on; 2nd, you've worn mama out. I'm going to cook us a romantic, quick dinner for us, put some lingerie on for you, and you can have your way with me until your father calls me to let us know they're heading home." Looking over at the candy striped corset and the red high heels, we needed energy for our "lovers" evening"

      ------

      Outside, James was murmuring to himself, "Teenage kids. They'd forget their heads if they weren't attached." Frustrated for having to have driven all the way home, just for a specific shirt, he got out of his car.

      Looking at his phone, he also realized Kay hadn't returned his calls. Seeing her car in the parking lot, he saw that she was home.

      "Probably cooking her and Colton dinner, or ensconced in her Bible," he said, shrugging his shoulders.

      Entering the house, he noticed the dinner table romantically set. 2 place settings, a candle, already lit, incense filling the air, a glass of her favorite Cabernet and a Coca-Cola. Smiling, he thought, "Late night dinner and Valentine's Day sex? I'm sorry I just ruined her surprise. She isn't letting me have wine, I see."

      Walking into the living room he called out, "Kay?" Obviously not wanting to startle her, unaware of his arrival home, he'd calmly called out. Not being able to locate her, he thought to himself. "She's probably showering, then she'll prepare whatever it is for our late night."

      Realizing he might have just dodged Kay's loving wrath for ruining her surprise, he figured he'd have time to run up to Livvy's bedroom, retrieve her shirt and Chapstick, and be out before she noticed him there.

      
        Walking into the kitchen, he saw a bag sitting on the counter from the grocery store. Mushrooms, unthawing steak, etc. Seeing the receipt he wanted to see just how much of his hard earned money she'd spent as the steaks were clearly top-quality.

      "Steaks, milk, mushrooms, con... condoms?"

      Scratching his head, he chuckled, "I had a vasectomy 13 years ago, I can't get her pregnant. But if she wants me to use condoms tonight, I'll be a trooper."

      Just then he heard some sounds. Pausing, he could faintly hear what seemed to muffled 'Thumping' somewhere in the house. Suddenly eager to find the sound, he immediately headed to the laundryroom assuming one of the kids threw their wet shoes in the dryer, to dry. As he reached the room, he realized nothing was in there at all. "Ah nevermind, I don't have time," he said to himself.

      Figuring he needed to get his daughters things and head back to Phoenix, he headed for the stairs. As he began his ascent, the thumping sound was increasing in volume and frequency. Once a periodic thump, suddenly became continuous. Curious, he realized it was coming from upstairs.

      Not having gotten halfway up, he heard the one voice, that would soon convey to him, there was more to this story. "OH YES..OH HONEY, FUCK ME," was being said so intensely, so seductively, his blood began to boil.

      "Kay? What the hell?" Hearing the F-word was so unbecoming of his very religious, prude wife. Heck, she would scold the kids and Jim for uttering the word, "Gosh."

      One more step and a very loud, "AHHHHHH!"

      bellowed from the once quiet home, at the far end of the hallway leading to the Master bedroom. When the creaking and thumping ceased, the realization his wife, his Kay, could do this to him, weighed heavily. Furious he thought, "Throw away 23 years of marriage for what? She had things to do at church, huh? Is this why she lied to the girls about not being able to go to their symposium?"

      With his anger beginning to rise, he had to confront this. Continuing upstairs, he marched to the room. Stopping, he heard muffled words and chuckling. Reaching for the door handle he quietly turned it. Locked. "Damn her!"

      
        Having made up his mind, he figured he would surprise his adulterous wife and her lover when they came downstairs. Getting blood in the hallway, near the girls rooms was a bad idea.

      Once downstairs, he, again, saw the romantic set up. Realizing it obviously wasn't for him, he decided to take a seat at the table. Awaiting their appearance, he quickly left his lawyer friend a message.

      ___________

      "Fuck mom, you suck a good dick," the 18 yr old commented.

      Releasing her suction from cleaning off the tool that had pummelled my insides for the last few hours, I scolded Colton. "Language, young man," I said, slowly stroking his member. "I'm not some harlot you can speak to in that fashion. I'm still your mother."

      "Sorry mom," Colton said, literally remembering her seductively tell him to "fuck" her.

      "Good boy. Mama forgives you." Taking his hardened pole back in her mouth, she finished cleaning him off. Standing, I wiped any remants of his milky substance off my mouth. Taking off the linens, I bunched them into a ball. "I'll remake the bed when I come here to change into your Valentine's gift." Continuing, I picked the condom wrappers Colton would toss on the ground, throwing them in with the 3 filled condoms and the pair of pantyhose I wore to church earlier.

      Standing at the beds edge, I reached for the top of my nylons. "Leave then on mom," Colton piped up. "I want to fuck my date with those still on you, and the runs that are visible down your inner thighs."

      "Colton! Oh my word!" I said, aghast at the language my son was using.

      "Mom, you're beautiful, I can pound you forever." He said, matter-of-fact.

      Relenting, and with a chuckle I responded, "Oh I know you can. But tonight don't hold back. We have till your dad informs me they're heading home, then our fun ends."

      Starting to button my dress, "Leave that unbuttoned, too," Colton pointedly ordered.

      
        
      

      "Let me guess, shall I also keep my bra where it is as well so you can visualize my breasts?"

      Vigorously nodding his head, I shook my head, "Men."

      Pecking Colton on his lips I reminded him, "I'll be starting to make a quick dinner for us."

      With that, the two incestuous lovers headed for the stairwell.

      Giggling, I told Colton, "Let me put these linens in the wash, be a dear and bury your condoms deep in the trash can."

      ---------

      Off on different paths, I turned the corner. "Happy Valentine's Kay."

      "James!" I screeched, not realizing my husband had come home. Dropping the linens, my open dress, visible breasts, and soiled pantyhose came into view.

      "Why..Why are you..you here?" I frighteningly asked. Seeing my husband sitting at the table, where I had planned on having a romantic dinner before retiring to my bedroom and allowing Colton to fuck me senseless, he took a sip of the wine.

      "Well," he started, looking at me with daggers in his eyes. "Olivia forgot her shirt and I came home to retrieve for her. But a funny thing happened a long the way. You weren't down here."

      Waving my cell phone my direction, he continued, "I see you were too busy to answer my text or calls informing you of the issue."

      "Jim, I.."

      Holding his hand up, he stood, voice beginning to rise. "When I was going upstairs, I heard, what i now know to be my wife having sex with someone."

      
        
      

      "Jim please, I can.."

      "Explain?! Explain?! Who and where is he?" My husband demanded, his veins forming in his large neck. James is overweight himself, and not a fighter, but the anger he showed was scaring me."Is that mother fucker in my shower!"

      Just then, the "mother fucker" came walking around the corner. Quickly and absentmindedly wrapping his arms around my tired body, "Hey mom, I buried the cond..."

      Seeing the tears in my eyes, and the horrified look on my face, he noticed someone sitting at the table.

      "Shit," Colton said.

    
  
    
      Chapter 2

      "SHIT!"

      Standing in my kitchen with my son Colton's hands cupping my tits after having come up from behind me from throwing away some evidence, my husband James sat stone-faced at the kitchen table.

      Seeing our 270 lb. son, in just a pair of shorts, and myself in my unbuttoned dress, lace bra up and over my tits, as well as my cum stained nylons with runs down my inner thighs, James swirled the wine in the glass.

      With disbelief clearly apparent on his face, I expected him to react in a violent fashion. Seeing the content, yet serious look in Colton's face contrary to the exhaustion in mine, James simply stood up from the table, downed the wine and began toward the front door.

      Stopping at the open door, Jim said one simple sentence that changed the trajectory of our marriage. "He needs to be out of this house by the time the girls and I get home." And with that, he left.

      
        The fallout of our illicit affair was swift. Jim kicked Colton out of the house. I wanted, desperately to fight my husband on that, but knowing the damage already caused, Colton was the "cooler head that prevailed." After Jim had left to go and get our girls, I cried in Colton's arms.

      "I'm sorry, baby," my sobs, pronounced. "Oh my God what have we done!" Surveying what once was a serene, quiet evening, with the background set up for a romantic dinner, the air had suddenly grown into quiet pandemonium. "Honey, what's happening?" I asked, my eyes full of tears.

      Colton, the ever-loving young man I've cultivated into a kind hearted, sincere individual, pushed the loose hair over my ear. "Mom, it's best I go. For your sake, the girls sake," he pointedly said.

      "I'll call your Aunt Penny and see if you can stay there," I said, hope filling my cloudy eyes, trying to calm the storm.

      "Mom, I need to handle this myself. If I'm here, you might see dad and me get into fisticuffs and I know you detest violence, right?" The seriousness in his face removed some doubt, but I was still concerned where he would go.

      "But where will you go? How will I know you're safe?" I lovingly quipped, with my hand tenderly holding his face.

      In typical Colton fashion, he tried making light of the situation. "Remember, you need to get a morning after pill right? You look exhausted." Surveying the MILF that he'd spent a good portion of the afternoon fucking, he turned to start packing his things.

      Forcing out a chuckle, I replied, "You're the reason for my exhaustion, young man."

      As he made the trek up to his bedroom, I sat at the table and rubbed my temples.

      ___________

      After that day, I ended up going to my sister Penny's house a couple hours away. Jim didn't say the dreaded "D-word" immediately. Rather, when he and the girls arrived home from their symposium, Jim, not wanting to fight with our girls in the house simply told me it was better if I left. He was in no position to look at me, see me, deal with me, be in my presence. For 2 long weeks, I waited for the call, text, or meeting declaring our marriage over, and him wanting a divorce.

      
        
      

      Hearing your wife and your grown son mating in your marital bed and her, seemingly, in unbridled seductive ecstasy, was grounds enough to end our marriage.My daughters were old enough to understand why Colton wasn't there anymore, and why I was at my sister's. Explaining to them, in a PG version of mom not adhering to her wedding vows, I understood my daughters being upset with me and how I damaged our family.

      On a Thursday afternoon I'd received a call at Penny's house from Jim, saying we needed to talk. Giving me a brief idea, I agreed to coming to the house on Saturday as the girls were going to be away at their ColorGuard practice. Still not hearing the "D-word", I was a bundle of nerves.

      Saturday arrives and I pull into my the driveway. Walking to the front door, I found myself ringing the doorbell. Having lived in this house the past 20 years, I felt like a guest, coming up to the door. Opening the door, I saw my husband. Not saying a word, he moved aside and I walked in. Walking to the couch, I sat down. Seeing my husband for the first time since that fateful day, I was on pins and needles. Seeing an awkward, eerie peace about him, he soon broke the ice.

      "Let's just cut to the chase, Kay," He muttered.

      "I thought HEAVILY, about divorcing you. Your actions were abominable, disgusting. I don't want to hear your excuses, the 'whys', nothing. The ONLY reason I have not filed for divorce is simple. I wanted to hear what the girls thought." Taking his words in, I nodded understandingly.

      "The girls want you in their lives. They said they desperately want you to stay here, to be their mother, and I relented for THEIR sake. THEIR desires and wants, for now, trump my disgust I have for you."

      As the shame built up in me, hearing those words of disgust, disappointment and hurt, I tried to speak. "Jim I..."

      Holding his hand up, his voice rose a little. "Just listen. DO NOT SPEAK. What I am proposing to you, is because of our daughters. You will either accept these parameters or not, but I don't want to hear anything out of you. Are we understood?" As tears began to well up, I nodded, in surrender.

      "1. You will be staying in the guest bedroom from now on. You can move your clothing and whatever else you need; 2. Our dealings are strictly on a co-parenting basis. I expect our dealings to be cordial. Do not bring up his name or anything to do with the past; 3. I will check your phone and social media on a continual basis. ANY trying to reach out to him will bring immediate revocation of this agreement; Finally, unless it deals with this home or our daughters, do not initiate conversation with me. If there is anything needing talked about, I will initiate. These are the parameters," He spelled out. Closing, he said, "All I want is a simple acceptance or denial of these demands."

      Processing what was just said to me and thankful my daughters did what they did for me, in a quiet, acceptant tone, I uttered, "Yes, I accept. Thank you."

      "One more thing," He added. "When Katie turns 18, divorce proceedings will begin."

      Not surprisingly, I knew we had no future, but for our daughters sake, it was best I stay. With Penny living 2 hours away, that was too far for me to be away from my kids. With that he got up, and left my presence.

      __________

      Slowly, a routine developed. I settled into my new role. Understanding, any slip-up meant an automatic divorce, I danced a careful dance in my own home. I resumed my homemaking duties of cooking, cleaning, etc.

      A couple weeks after Jim and I spoke, I developed severe morning sickness. Hoping it was just a bug, I went about as if I just had flu. But as the days went on, I kept having the symptoms. "Oh God, no." I'd thought to myself. Already knowing my predicament, I scheduled an appointment with my OB.

      2 days later, my suspicions were confirmed. I was pregnant. I was never able to get me the Morning-after pill under the circumstances. Immediately thinking of Colton, I was frightened knowing I would have to inform my husband.

      That evening, after I made my family dinner, I I cleaned up the kitchen. After the girls headed up to their respective rooms, I went over to Jim's den. Knocking on the door, he motioned me in.

      "Make it quick, I have deadlines to meet at work." Keeping his focus on the computer I walked in.

      "I need to inform you of something," I said, flicking the hem of my dress. "I'm... I'm.. Preg.. Pregnant, James."

      
        Looking over the top of his laptop, and with his glasses sitting on the bridge of his nose, he coldly stated, "Good for you, Kay. Please leave my den."

      The indifference and the lack of empathy came as a shock. Jim has always been patient in his assessment of things, but how quickly and dismissively he brushed it off just reassured me of the loveless life I now live.

      "James, pl...," I tried retorting, but with a wave of his hand, that told me our conversation was over.

      _____________

      The months had passed and I was showing. Learning I was having a boy, I meticulously went about my days. The neighbors and our friend circle learned of my pregnancy, calling it a miracle. Even as some knew of troubles in our marriage, we played it off as Kay got pregnant at 40, being a joyous occasion. As my relationship with my daughters was slowly improving, James even lightened up just a little on his end. Being told, specifically, he will not be a part of any appointments I may have, he did allow the girls to come with me to my appointments, if they so choose. Thankfully they were thrilled with the idea of having a new baby in the house.

      On November, 12th, I gave birth, at 41, to my 4th child, Caleb Michael Price. Weighing in at 9 lbs. 8 oz. and 22 inches, the doctors were amazed that I pushed him out of my petite body. He undoubtedly looked like my son, Colton. Holding my hand were my daughters Olivia and Katie. Going through la maze classes with me, they were my biggest cheerleaders.

      The day Caleb was to come home, James suddenly informed me that he was going to pick us up. Learning that my daughters scolded their dad for not being more empathetic during my pregnancy, surprisingly, he showed up. The baby being born had a profound impact on my marriage. Little by little, my husband warmed up to Caleb. After telling me, under no uncertain terms, that he was "my problem", James was becoming more involved in his life. Even though James was loving, and accepting of Caleb, his attitude toward me didn't change. Grateful for his contribution, I could only smile when I'd see my 6 month old bouncing off the knee of my husband while he was doing his work.

      One day, I was home alone when the mail carrier came to my door, holding a box. I saw it was addressed to me. Accepting it, I could tell by the writing that it was from Colton. Knowing of the dangers of any correspondence with Colton, I opened the contents. Inside, was a letter and a burner type phone.

      
        Unfolding the letter, it read. "Mom, If you get this, find a way to hide this phone. I know you're still at home, as I've had private investigators make sure you're ok. I don't know if dad's forgiven you or whatever, but I'm not mad. I know my sisters need you and I'm letting you know I am fine. I want to see you, feel you. I need to be with you. You are the most beautiful woman in the world. I have my own apartment now and found work as an apprentice electrician. Its not a lot of money, but I wanted to get a hold of you letting you know I never lost the feelings I developed for, and still have, for you. Love, Colton."

      As tears filled my eyes, I fixated on 2 particular sentences. "I need to be with you and to feel you." As well as, "the feelings I developed for you." Hitting me like a thunderbolt, I realized Colton was in love with me. His mother.

      Yes, I know it should bother me, but I had willingly spread my legs for him, multiple times, for 4 months after he turned 18. I was more shocked by his admission. Looking at my wedding ring and the fact I was still married to his father, albeit in a loveless, intimacy lacking marriage, I let a loving smile purse my lips. "I'll make sure you see mama, baby," I said to myself.

      -------------

      I'm sure many of you have thought, "How in blazes did this "Christian" woman, find herself in this situation?" It's a very complicated, long- fought dilemma that I will gladly share with you.

      Colton had never had a girlfriend in his life. Because of his weight issues and how "unattractive" he keeps telling himself he is, he was always an afterthought at school. Not athletic enough for sports, not handsome or popular enough for girls to show interest. As a mom, I should have known better. Being there for my son, is one thing. To vent at, to cry on, to just listen to. But, when he told me about a certain group of boys, I made some choices, that changed our filial relationship.

      When it came time for the Homecoming Dance in October, he saw how everyone, seemingly, had a date for it. The depression he felt, the jealousy of everyone going, and him, "the tall, obnoxious fat kid," as he would inform me they'd call him, weighed heavily on him.

      One night, after everyone went to bed, I was reading a book in Jim's den, when Colton came in. "Mom, can I talk to you?" The sad look in his eyes already had me on edge.

      Removing my glasses, I replied, "What's on your mind, sweetheart?"

      "I want to go to the dance. I'm a Senior and have never been to one," he quietly said.

      
        
      

      "Well, have you asked anyone?" I began.

      "Lol, I get laughed at all the time," he pointed out.

      "Well if you want to go, just go, just hang out," I replied, trying to give him alternatives.

      "Will you go with me?" The question stopped me in my tracks.

      "Wait. Why would you want to be seen in public with your old mom, Colton?" my question, genuine.

      "Why not, they mock me anyway? And besides, you're not old," Colton admitted.

      After another few minutes, I told Colton I'd think about it and talk to his father.

      -------------

      After talking to James, I told Colton I'd be his date to the dance. With it a month away, I had time to find a dress appropriate for the dance.

      During this time, I noticed Colton would have his gaze fixated on me as I did chores, read my books, etc. I would talk to him and notice his eyes looking at my chest.

      "Eyes up here, young man," I'd say, breaking him out of whatever reverie his mind was in.

      I caught him looking at my legs one day as I was rubbing my feet. Having just about enough, I confronted him.

      "Ok Buster, what's going on," the question, simple, but pointed. "I've noticed your eyes glued on me and it's creepy, Colton."

      His face, a mixture of lust and embarrassment chokes out, "Sorry, mom."

      
        
      

      "No, what is going on, Colton? We're not leaving this room until you spill the beans," I'd rebutted, forcing the issue.

      "Mom, please don't make me talk, I said I was sorry, alright?" I could see shame in his eyes.

      Running my fingers in his hair, my voice softened. "Colton, whatever it is, I won't be upset with you. What you're doing is creepy ok?"

      "Ok.," He said, unsure of himself. "I've been having impure thoughts of you since I turned 18," his admittance, telling.

      "Thoughts? Like what?" I countered, probing further.

      "Mom, please." The look on his face was now sheer terror. Standing my resolve, I demanded him to answer. "I have had dreams of sleeping with you...... sexually."

      There it was. Out in the open. Seeing him turn away, he was scared. "I'm sorry mom, I really am. I just have no girlfriend and when I see you, wow, you're beautiful." Not knowing how to react, I let him finish.

      Once he was done, I, then, spoke. "Honey, I thank you for being open and honest with me. I said I wouldn't be mad, and I'm not. Im just....shocked."

      Explaining to him how wrong it was to think of me that way, and how our Christian following is very important to adhere to, we ended our talk sometime later.

      _________

      After Colton's admission, I found myself thinking back to his words. The more I went back, the more something inside of me was stirring. Wrestling with unwanted thoughts, I put my nose in my Bible.

      Day after day, I'd have this pull, this feeling. A feeling I know I shouldn't have. As a married, Christian woman, I have always prided myself on having strong ethics and morals. But I am now finding myself struggling with that morality. Hearing my son's declaration of being lonely, the feelings stirring up inside me, were feelings I'd never had before. Not even with my own husband.

      It all came to a head, a week before the Homecoming dance that I realized I couldn't fight this ethical battle. We were having dinner one night and everyone was talking when I felt the hem of my dress traipse slowly over my legs. Looking to my left, Colton was staring ahead. When I felt his hand on my nylon clad leg, I froze. As his fingers began moving up my inner thigh, I applied my left hand onto his. Adding pressure, I needed him to stop. As Livvy and Katie were engrossed with Jim, as to who gets the front seat for practice, I was in a tug-of-war under the table. When realizing I was in a losing battle, I lessened the pressure and found myself tracing my fingers over Colton's hand.

      Over the next couple days, I avoided Colton. Losing my battle with my beliefs, my morals, my ethics, his admission of 'loneliness' sat front and center in my mind. At dinner, I couldn't change seats as I wouldn't have a good reason to mention. So Colton would play with my legs under the table. Once we were finished eating, everyone would disperse. Except Colton. While cleaning the dishes, I could feel his eyes on me. As soon as I'd finish, I would remove my apron and scurry from the room.

      The next morning, I found a letter in the pocket of my apron. Opening it, Colton had penned it. "Mom, I can see how uncomfortable you are. You won't talk to me. I now understand that what I'm doing is hurting our relationship. It's better we don't go to the dance."

      Seeing that broke my heart. Honestly, I wasn't avoiding Colton, I was avoiding myself. And I was losing. Returning a note into his book bag, I went about my day.

      ---------------

      Friday arrives and Jim and the girls had already left. Coming down the stairs I see Colton. As he sat down to eat his breakfast, I broke the ice. "When you get home, get dressed. We're leaving at 4."

      Questioningly, he countered, "Mom I thought we..."

      Cutting him off, I sensuously reassured him. "Honey, just be ready." Knowing his dance began at 7, I lied to Jim and told him we were going to have an early dinner. Telling him we would be home late, I set my plan in motion.

      At 3, I was upstairs in my bedroom. Hearing the front door open, then shut, I knew Colton was home. Sending a quick text to him, I told him I'll meet him downstairs soon.

      
        
      

      Looking at myself in the mirror, I admired how a woman at my age, could be so alluring. Wearing a burgundy colored ballroom type gown, it was open in the back. The lace bra I adorned meshed perfectly. Lifting the hem, the glistening shine from the suntan pantyhose I put on, only highlighted the look I wanted. Stepping into my 4" black heels, I twirled in a circle. "Colton, baby, you're about to become a man tonight. You wont be lonely anymore." Applying the choker around my neck and making sure my hair and makeup were done, I made my way to the door.

      Knowing we had to leave at 4 since Jim comes home at 4:30, meant I wouldn't have to answer as to why I was so, clearly, overdressed. As the sounds of my high heels click-clacked on the hardwood floors, I had my own butterflies. "Colton, honey?" I called out.

      Walking over to the stairwell, I saw his mouth fall agape. "Holy..." Spinning around, I let his eyes suck in the beautiful MILF at the top.

      "I see you approve?" The look on his face was priceless. Himself, standing there embellished in a navy blue suit and slacks, I complimented him as well, "You look very handsome honey."

      Walking downstairs, my legs made their appearance with every step from the slit in my dress. Watching this boy, seemingly salivating in his mind, I held my gloved hand to him.

      "Shall we go?" I said, as I grabbed my shaul and purse. "I know it's early to leave, but I have a little detour I'd like to take, first."

      "Detour?" Colton, confusingly, quipped. Tossing him the keys to my car, I simply said, "Drive."

      _______

      Approaching my planned destination, I told Colton to pull into the parking lot.

      "Mom why are..." Cutting him off, I took his right hand. Parked, I said to him the line I hoped I didn't mess up.

      "Sweetie," I seductively began, putting his hand under my dress at my knee. Feeling my nylons, I saw confusion on his face. "Since you enjoy feeling my legs, I want to you move your hand up, until you feel something. Once you do, stop."

      
        Slowly moving his hand, the slit parted more and more until his hand stopped. Removing his hand, he held a small square item.

      Realizing what it was, a careful, yet, wry smile appeared on his face. "Is this what..." Again, cutting him off, I deferentially finished the sentence.

      "Oh yes, honey. It's a condom. Go check us in to our room." Handing him a $100 dollar bill, I never saw a human as large as he, move that fast.

      ________

      An hour later..........

      __________

      "UNH! UNH! UNH! UNH!" The room had developed a musky, sex smell. With my dress pushed over my waist, and my matronly tits free from their lace dungeon, the runs developing in my pantyhose were formed by the hard thrusting of my 18 yr old son.

      "Col.. Colton! Oh honey..!" Developing a rhythm, my son was pummeling my pussy. The headboard was making a continuous thumping melody, countered in part with the bedsprings that sang a different tune.

      After taking him in my mouth as soon as the door closed, I knew he'd immediately cum, as this would be his first time with a woman, sexually. He mounted me immediately after, cumming quickly a 2nd time. After a brief respite from me checking in with my husband, telling him we're almost finished with dinner, I learned he, and the girls were indulging in pizza and a soccer game on TV.

      "Oh, Colton," I dreamily cooed, watching my son focused on the woman lying under him. "Nice and easy sweetie, just like that," I lovingly said, looking in the mirror by our bed displaying my black heels on my feet, and his arms locked around my nylon clad thighs. Seeing such a huge man between my legs, I could barely see my own head lying on the pillow.

      "Ah! Ah! Ah! Fuck mom, yes!" Deciding not to scold him for the foul language, I continued to lovingly encourage him. Tightening my grip on his shoulders, I said the words every 18 year old boy, in love with his mother, wants to hear.

      
        
      

      "Harder baby. Give it to me."

      Soon enough, his hips started thrusting. Harder and harder, into my womb, my Colton, minus his blazer and slacks, yet still wearing his white buttoned shirt and socks, was endulging on the task at hand. "Yes! Oh Col..Colton..Yes!!

      Hearing the squelchy sounds of our mating, his hands were mauling my motherly tits. I could make out his laborious breathing, that signified a pending release, I upped the ante. "Fill that condom honey. Let's get more in there than your first one!" As my moaning ramped back up, Colton's grunts also got louder.

      Suddenly Colton slammed forward, suctioning our lower regions. "Ahhh mommmmm!" He bellowed, uncontrollably thrusting. Feeling all the ooey-gooey batter filling the confom, his hips ceased.

      "Ho..Holy shit, mom," Colton breathlessly said.

      Running my fingers down his sweaty back, I lightly scolded him. "Language, young man."

      Now, knowing he had just fucked his mother, a good 15 minutes non-stop, I could have let his words slide. But I've always been one who found swear words as horrid.

      Trying to regain our breath, I looked at the clock on the side table by the bed. "5:22," it showed, in bright red numbers.

      "Sweetie, we need to freshen up now. We have a reservation for dinner across the street at 5:45," I softly said, patting his butt.

      Slowing pulling out of me, I saw a full condom hanging there, the tip filled like a miniature balloon. Also seeing white foam around the base of his phallus, our conjoined juices left no doubt as to our incestuous coupling.

      Slipping into a new pair of pantyhose and fixing my dress, I said, "So.......?"

      Buttoning his pants and shirt, Colton replied, "Wow. Dang mom." Simple. Typical.

      
        
      

      Chuckling, I added, "I assume you'll be wanting more, later?" As I was smoothing my dress down and touching up my make up, I recommended we eat dinner and get over to the high school.

      __________

      Colton and I had a wonderful dinner. Famished from our motel room rendezvous, I let my date play with my legs at our table. Seeing a newfound confidence, we spoke about the boundary we just crossed, how our relationship just permanently changed, and what is in store for the future. "Your father can never, ever know," I quietly stated, as the restaurant was fullof patrons.

      "Don't worry mom, I'm not giving this up," Colton added, as I sensed some arrogance.

      "Oh, really now," I muttered, amazed at his sudden machismo. "Giving what up? You do realize I am a married woman with a husband who won't give this up, either," placing his hand on my quim. "Honey, you need to understand, we can only do things when your father and sisters are not in the house."

      Nodding, he understood.

      _______

      Arriving at the School, we made our way to the gymnasium. Entering, the place had balloons, streamers, a photo booth, a DJ and his band, and several people already enjoying the festivities. Teachers and parent chaperones were strategically placed around the venue. Recognizing a few parents, as I am also part of the PTA, I quickly said my greetings, but excused myself to focus on my handsome date.

      Not 5 minutes after our arrival, A group of boys were already near Colton. Making my way to him, I heard, "Where's your date fat boy? He must have come here alone!"

      But just as I reached my son I heard, "Dam! Dude looks like he just got laid!" Laughing and snickering followed. Seeing my presence, they realized, I was Colton's date. Knowing a couple of the boys, they quickly changed course.

      
        "Boys...?" I said, inquiringly. Standing there with hands on my hips, one of the guys says, "Oh, hey Mrs. Price."

      "Watch your mouth young man," I poignantly stated. "I don't mind informing your mother of the vile assumption you said to my son." Knowing my Christian faith and my status in our neighborhood, the boy backed down and solemnly apologized, "I'm sorry, again, Mrs. Price."

      Looking at Colton, I slid my hand through his arm and said, "Shall we dance, honey?"

      About 7:20, we were dancing a slow song. Learning there were other parents chaperoning their kids as dates, Colton relaxed. "See, there are other moms here with their sons, as well as a couple fathers with their daughters." With Colton nodding earnestly, and my voice, submissively raspy, I continued, "But I'm going to assume none of those boys will be intimate with his mother later." With a look of surprise, Colton just looked down at me.

      Carefully cupping his manhood, in the dimly lit gymnasium, I said," Don't you agree?"

      Slowly nodding his head once more, I whispered in his ear, "Then I think you need to drive your 40 yr old mom back to the motel and give her some lovin'." Taking my hand, we hastily left the dance early.

      __________

      "Col..ton.! Ba..by.. oh...yes!..Oh..God..yes!"

      Now 8:30 pm and Colton's back between my legs. Having literally torn my dress I'd specifically bought for this dance, Colton mugged me as soon as our door closed. Not even allowing me to drop my shaul or put down my purse, I found myself at first pushed over the beds edge. Pushing my arm sleeves down, he then proceeded to rip my lace bra off, thus exposing my tits. Dropping his pants, he quickly putting on his condom. I helped him by hitching the lower part of my dress, up and over me. Pushing the remainder of what I couldn't over my back, Colton then took charge, giving me an order.

      "Push a hole in those things!" He demanded, talking about my nylons.

      Doing as instructed, I achieved that task. As soon I put my hands flat on the bed, he gripped my motherly hips and pushed his length all the way into my 110 lb body. "Oh yes!" I cried, feeling the walls of my vagina clamp down onto his thick phallus. "Oh Baby, Oh yes!"

      
        
      

      For about 10 minutes he pummelled me, doggystyle. Tiring of that position because he couldn't see my face, he pulled out and I lie on the bed. Looking at that condom, gripping his penis in a 'deathlock', I also noticed our mutual lather, glistening from his sheathed pole, awaiting re-entry into my soaked, and achy cunt.

      Spreading my legs, I crooked my finger at him. "Come and get it, honey," the lust over taking my morals.

      ________

      10:40 pm....

      "Ahh! Ah! Ah! Ah!"

      Every powerful thrust, shoving my body back into the headboard connecting with my head, Colton was now in a rhythm. Having since cum, 3 previous times, He was busy churning up his 4th batch. As each filled condom lay innocently on the rug, tied to prevent leakage, the words being exchanged would have sickened anyone walking by, had they known us.

      "Harder!" I ordered, feeling my cunt muscles grip my son. "Fuck me, young man! Fuck your mother!" Surprised at the verbiage his prude mother was using, Colton doubled-down on his thrusting. Pounding down into my overused body in a way my husband hadn't achieved in over 20 years, I was in ecstasy.

      "UNH! UNH! UNH! UNH!" As my moans elevated, my wornout, exhausted body was at it's end. "Are.. Are.. you.. cl..close.. hon... honey.?"

      Ready to answer my question, my son pushed forward one last time. Emitting a loud roar, he gripped onto my already tattered pantyhose, and my exhausted legs. Locking my high heels around the back of his head, I joined him in his triumph. "Colton! Oh baby yes!"

      Spurt after, incestuous, spurt, his latest condom filled to the brim. Releasing my legs, I unlocked my high heels from his head. Dropping on the soiled mattress, we both continued our heavy panting.

      
        After a few minutes, I picked up my cell phone. "11:15." Seeing the time, I said, "We need to head home baby." Trying to stand up, my legs were jello, catching myself on the side table, I could only wryly smile at my son.

      "You fucked my brains out, sweetheart," I wearliy admitted.

      After that night, Colton and I proceeded with our incestuous affair.

    
  
    
      Chapter 3

      
        2 years later
      

      Receiving the package from Colton was a surprise. Now 20, I had not heard from him since that fateful night. Reliving the horror of James learning about our affair, a sense of peace made its' way into my psyche.

      Still extremely grateful that Livvy and Katie wanted me in their lives, has given me a bit of a reality check. My girls have always looked up to me. Having re-focused on what I had always laid my life on; my moral, ethical, and spirituality attitude, I had found my prior footing once more.

      Now, almost 14 months old, Caleb was growing up. Since he began walking, he has been keeping, not only myself on my toes, but also the girls. Looking, more and more,

      everyday like my son Colton, I desperately wanted Caleb to know his father. But James made it clear, Colton was not allowed in his house and I was forbidden from trying to contact him.

      Since my son left, he never learned of my pregnancy, or that we bore a child from it. Having him wear condoms 99% of the time protected us from making a baby, but I would always think of him. Remembering after the school dance, how the shyness, the anxiety, the sadness he had exhibited, suddenly disappeared, warmed my heart.

      4-5 days a week, as soon as he would get home from school, I would be lying on my back with my legs up. Unveiling his new found aggressiveness, we would fuck more than we would make love. Since he was a Senior, he had half days, so I would pick him up at 11:30, knowing the girls bus arrived by 3:50 each day. We always made sure our intimate time was done beforehand. I'd always be at the bus stop, feeling his cum saturating the nylons I would wear for him. I ended up purchasing items of clothing, specifically chosen by him, when he'd go shopping with me.

      At dinnertime, we would act like nothing happened and we were just your traditional American family. But under the tablecloth, Colton's hand made it's normal journey along my nylon-clad inner thigh. After everyone would leave the kitchen and go their separate ways, Colton and I would steal a kiss here and there. Telling him I couldn't wait for tomorrow always made him smile.

      I'll be honest, For the first couple months of our affair, I thought I was loving a lonely, desperate, 18 year old. Yes, it was against everything I proudly stood on, ethics, morality, right and wrong. I lost the battle, for my son. I began getting feelings for him in ways no mother, ever, should. I would anxiously be awaiting his entrance. When his penis would repetitively tap my cervix, the exuberance I felt, made it so worth the risk.

      ________

      Looking at the cellphone, I was honestly afraid. Afraid, that, if Jim or the girls found it, Jim would surely expedite a divorce, no matter the girls pleas. But, after reading my baby's letter, I felt it was his right to know he has a child, and to see him. Making my decision, I thought of where to store it. Knowing that no one goes anywhere near my sewing or crochetting things, I decided to hide it in my box of spool.

      But my first order of business was to call him. See only one number saved in it, I hit 'dial'. After 2 "rings", I heard the voice I've yearned to hear in almost 2 years.

      "Mom," the now huskier voice, began.

      "Colton, honey," I said softly, tears forming in my eyes. "Baby, I've wondered where you were. I was so worried."

      "Mom, I'm fine. As my letter said, I've found work as an apprentice electrician. I will become a journeyman in two years I'm told, so when I am, Katie will be 17. I want you to leave dad." The wheels in my head were spinning at the words he was saying.

      "Hon..honey," I stuttered, trying to find my words, "I can't just, up and divorce him. It's not that easy; And what about your sisters?" I continued, trying to process everything.

      
        "Look, I don't care mom. I can only imagine what it's like now, at home, whether James has forgiven you, or not," he voiced, the first I ever heard him use his father's first name.

      Trying to make it seem better than it is, I stated, "Honey, it's fine here, I..."

      Cutting me off, Colton pointedly said, "Bullshit, mom. Don't lie to me now." Staying quiet, I just listened.

      As the silence over the phone call mounted, Colton asked me point-blank, "Is there something you're not telling me? You seem distant."

      Feeling the pressure mount, I sighed into the phone. "Baby, please don't be upset what I'm about to tell you ok?"

      Colton, worried, said, "Why would.."

      "Honey, just promise me. Please," I said, again.

      "OK," was all he added before I spoke, once more.

      "Well...," I began, the anxiety building in me. "Remember.... that night?"

      As he answered in the affirmative, I continued, "And your condom broken inside of me?" The words, carrying weight.

      "Yes, and you ended up getting that pill thing." He said, not remembering its' name.

      "The Morning after pill, yes," I answered, correcting his forgetfulness. "Well, I never was able to get one."

      Waiting for him to respond, he didn't. Just silence. For about 10 seconds, I anxiously awaited.

      "Wait, Mom?" He began, again.

      
        
      

      "Yes Sweetheart," I calmly said, realizing he knew what I was meaning. "Mommy became pregnant....that night." Obviously not knowing for certain, that was the only time his condom had broken in me. "I gave birth to your son, a boy, on November 12th, 14 months ago. I named him Caleb."

      Unsure of his reaction, I said the only thing I could think of at that moment. "Honey?"

      "I want to see him." The confidence in his voice, just from those words, brought a smile to my face. "Fuck yes!" He screamed, proud of his accomplishment.

      "Colton?" My voice voice moving up one notch, garnered his attention. "Language, please."

      "Sorry, mom," was his sheepish response, underneath the tsunami of joy I sensed in his deeper voice.

      "Sweety, I need to go, ok? Your sisters' bus pulls up shortly. You will see us, soon. I promise. I just need to figure out how, so your fath.. err, James doesn't find out. I love you, Colton."

      Ending the call, I cried happy tears.

      _____________

      As the days and weeks past, Colton and I would talk. Sending him pictures of his son, seemed to brighten his day, each time. He sent me an updated picture. He's still overweight, but I could now see a confident young man. ( I guess losing your virginity to your mother can change a boy for the better). Our talks went from just normal talks you might have, to more risque things that mothers and their sons, normally, would never talk about.

      "I want to put another baby inside you," Colton boldly stated one day, as Caleb was napping. Trying to maintain any shred of morality I hoped I still had, I'd calmly scold Colton.

      "Sweetheart, I'm sure, in time, you will do just that, but just remember that I'm almost 42 and my own clock is ticking," The words I uttered, filled with submissiveness. "Legally, I am still married to your fath.... um, Jim."

      
        Being asked by Colton to refer to his father only by his first name, I could sense the man he was becoming. Colton has admitted to me how he's fallen for me. Giving up on my explanation of how he shouldn't have those feelings, he then reminds of many days he would have my legs on his shoulders. as I encouraged his actions.

      Being, now, 20, the Colton who was so ashamed of his body and weight, depressed because he felt lonely, was replaced with a much more grown up, confident man. I admit, I have very deep feelings for Colton, but for whatever reason, I cannot get over the hump of admittedly "falling in love".

      I am still his mother, he is still my son. Having been regularly attending church and keeping myself busy with the girl's activities, I really haven't had much thought on the future for Colton and me. More concerned with the goings-on in the house, I still had Jim to contend with.

      Every morning and after my husbands' work days were complete, I had to stand by his desk as he went through my cell phone, perusing through my call logs, my social media, anything, making sure I was not trying to contact our son. The shame I'd feel, slowly began turning to resentment, but I never questioned him.

      One night, when the girls were at practice, I put Caleb in his swing. Next thing I realize, Jim forces me over to the bed in our old room, and tells me to take my nylons to my hips.

      "Your still my wife, Kay," the lust in his voice. "I need this, more than you." Taking my pantyhose down, he mounted me.

      _______

      "Unh! Unh! Unh! As Jim was animalistically thrusting in me, I had my head turned to the right, as it lay on the pillow. After having Colton in me numerous times with the thickness of his penis, sex with Jim was not the same anymore. Treating me as a receptacle and not his wife, he would remind me of the disgust he held for me.

      "Are..you upset.. it isn't..Colton.. Kay?" Every thrust in my vagina made me feel worthless. "It's a shame..I have to..treat you..like a.. whore now." Emphasizing his words, I felt so ashamed, so dehumanized.

      "Oh James, Oh honey!," Not able to look at my husband, he held my legs apart giving me everything his 44 yr. old body could muster. The thumping of the headboard, not nearly as frantic as with Colton, played a melodious tune until Jim felt the need to orgasm.

      
        
      

      "Ahh! Ahh! Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!" Gripping my hips, he pushed forward locking our nether regions together. Throwing his head back, I felt his ejaculate enter my passage. Shaking uncontrollably, my husband was focused on finishing.

      Once satiated, he pulled out of me. As our combined juices began its' journey to escape from my tunnel, he dropped my legs. Bouncing a couple times off the mattress, he gets off the bed, quickly dresses and simply says, "Get dinner ready, I'll pick up the girls." Leaving me panting on the bed, I heard him scuttling down the stairs.

      ________

      "Honey, I think I have a plan," I was telling Colton, a few days later. "If you can fly out here, I will tell Jim I am going to see your Aunt Penny, and I'll have her rent us a motel room near her house."

      "Just tell me when!" he excitedly exclaimed.

      Trying to quell his joy, I had to calmly explain the obstacles of everything I do. "Honey, Jim has a tracker on my cellphone. Everywhere I go, he needs to know who, what and where. That's where I have to, carefully, think about this."

      "I've waited long enough, mom," the words in his voice, authoritative. "I think you should just tell him to begin the divorce and not wait until the girls 18."

      "Colton!" I exclaimed, "Your sisters need me, as well. It's not as easy just to, up and go. I want to be with you. Our son needs to know his father, but WE need to approach this wisely."

      Bluntly and pointedly, Colton added, " I need you too, Kay."

      Using my first name, I sighed with mild displeasure. "Colton, please don't use me first name?"

      "Mom, just figure it out, I need to be between your amazing legs!" Colton brusquely announced. Ending the call, I prepared to call my sister.

      ____________

      
        
      

      "Pen, I need a favor." The urgency in my voice was telling. "I spoke to Colton."

      "What! How? Jim said not to contact him. Are you crazy?," My sister was ranting.

      "He sent me a burner phone. I've hidden it, ok?" The unsure demeanor in my answer, was carefully placed. "I told him about our son."

      "Ohwow! How'd he take that," Penny asked.

      "He was happy," I admitted. "He said he wants to make another one with me."

      Penny, surprised, responded seriously, "Wow.. OK, then. You made that boy smitten with you."

      "Well, he wants me just to save Jim the trouble and ask for a divorce," I let out, pointedly. "He has his own apartment, and is an apprentice electrician."

      After a few back and forths, I got to the point.

      "Look, we want to see each other, so I mentioned him flying out and staying near where you are. If I tell James I want to spend a weekend with you, he will demand to know my whereabouts at all times."

      Penny, with her wheels turning said, "Ok... so?"

      "Well, I was thinking, if you could rent a motel room for us, I could make this all work. I'll just need you to watch Caleb and help me." My sister couldn't believe her ears with the chance I was going to take.

      After a few more minutes of idle banter, I ended our call saying my husband would be home, shortly.

      ----------

      
        The next day, after everyone had left, I called Colton. With my plan gaining traction, with assistance from my sister Penny, I had swiftly begun plans for our rendezvous. Telling him about it, he was beyong giddy. Anxious to "plough me through the bed" when he sees me, I reminded him of his language, and yes, I am still his mother. But I had another barrier that I had to go through, first. After James finished work, I brought up my suggestion.

      "Jim I know. Penny needs a little assistance this weekend, and I figured I would ask you if I could go spend a couple days with her," As I was broaching the subject, my husband sat at his desk, attentive. "We won't be leaving her house, and even if we do, you'll know where I'll be. I'll FaceTime you if I need, so you SEE where I am. The tracker you put on doesn't lie, remember?"

      As Jim processed my words, the distrust was apparent. "Kay, I do not trust you anymore. Sure, it's been 4 months. You've dutifully held to your end of our the agreement, but how do I know you haven't been in contact..."

      "Darn it James!," I lashed out. "You check my phone everyday, you've had T-Mobile send itemized call logs. Whomever I contact, it's all on paper. I just want to help Penny out. I'm even going to take the baby."

      Seeing how flustered I was portraying myself as, Jim replied, "I want to know when you get there, via FACETIME, So I KNOW you're at her home. When I call your phone, it better be picked up. Unless you are sleeping, there is NO EXCUSE for not answering. Failure to answer, ends our understanding.

      "Your understanding," I thought to myself.

      Throwing my hands up in the air, I "reluctantly" agreed saying, "Yes honey, I understand."

      After a few more minutes, Jim ended our conversation.

      ____________

      That evening, after dinner, I phoned Penny, in front of Jim, to tell her I wil be able to come out to see her. With her on speakerphone, so that James heard our conversation, I explained when I'll be there, but that James has specific instructions I have to follow.

      
        Surprisingly, Penny, usually calm and cool shot a dagger at Jim. "Jesus, Jim. She is going to be here with me and my kids. If you're that damned paranoid, why don't you save Kay more humiliation and just file for divorce!"

      Not believing what I just heard, I saw the expression on my husbands face. Not one to be speechless, Jim listened as my sister bore on. "And another thing, she's been proving day in and day out, from our calls, that she is 100% in compliance with your demands. She deserves this weekend away. Livvy and Katie have their showcase this weekend anyway. Kay has taken them to everything. Give her a break Jim."

      After a few seconds processing everything, Jim began to speak. "I mean it Penny, I dont care if she's taking a shower, or tending to her kid, if YOU have to answer the phone, she'd better be nearby. Otherwise, she doesn't need to bother coming back."

      Just the vitriol in his words, each arrow released, brought forth more and more shame, discontent, and even resentment in me.

      "James, fine. I don't care. That is easily attainable," I sighed. "Call me every hour, I dont care. You'll see exactly where I go, if we do leave."

      Thinking intently, Jim finally broke down. "Ok. Don't fuck this up, Kay. I want you checking in every hour. ON THE HOUR." About to chide him for his use of certain verbiage, he cut me off. "Don't try to pull your righteous bullshit on me, woman. I'll say whatever words I choose. You're the incestuous whore, remember?"

      Hearing those words, Penny was ready to blow, but I put my hand up so she saw through the phone. Biting her tongue, I proceeded to finalize the understanding.

      Agreeing, I asked one last thing. "I only ask for a little empathy and respect for Caleb. When were asleep for the night, I'd like for him, to sleep. He does take a lot of out me, so I need my rest, as well."

      Ending our talks, I was relieved Jim backed down.

      ___________

      
        The next morning, as soon as Jim shut the front door, as he has to go into the office 3 days a week, I immediately retrieved my cellphone.

      Bringing up the text feature. I began typing. "Mama's coming baby. Just be here Friday. I want you fucking me through that mattress, young man." Sending it, I waited.

      Noticing the little dots appearing, I knew my son was sending me a reply. "Wear what I like, mom. I can't wait."

      With a little heart emoji and the lips kissing emoji, I simply put, "Make mama fall in love with you."

      And with that, I carefully began preparing my wardrobe.

    
  
    
      Chapter 4

      Knowing I had sold the lie to James, I now had to begin the arduous task of packing. From Caleb's things to mine, Jim would be checking our bags for ANY improprieties. Knowing what Colton wanted me to wear for him, I had worked out an arrangement with Penny. She would come over Wednesday while Jim was at work, and I would give her the clothing, the heels, some packages of pantyhose, everything I knew would be suspicious to Jim. With that part being situated, I texted Colton, reminding him we still need to be careful and that he needs to purchase condoms.

      "I'm not doing that mom," Colton began. "I won't be wearing condoms anymore. I meant what I said about wanting to pump another baby in you." The confidence in his voice was beyond alluring.

      "Sweetie, You need to work with me," my voice, feigning apprehension. "I want to feel you in me as well, but until you become a journeyman in your field, it's better I stay for your sisters. Jim has made clear we have no future after Katie graduates. So the importance of my presence around them is necessary."

      Trying to act resolute, Colton responded, "Get those 'morning after' pills. We have a lot of catching up to do."

      "Colton James Price!," my voice, now in mom-mode, "What is wrong with you? I've told you, several times, you will treat me with respect! I am your..."

      
        "Mother, I know," Colton interrupted. "But I'm also not afraid to express that I'm in love with her, either."

      Softening, I submissively queried, " Oh, Colton honey."

      "I'll buy condoms, mother. Just make sure you have those pills," he pointedly ordered.

      "I will honey," I finally agreed, "I'd better go, my husband and the girls will be home shortly. I'll see you on Friday, lover."

      Ending our call, I began preparations for dinner.

      ____________

      Friday morning, after getting the baby ready, I was in the bedroom with my husband as he sorted through my bags. Each item, each compartment warranted a thorough check. Making sure I had nothing with me that could be considered suspicious, James meticulously sifted through the bras, panties, sweatpants, t-shirts, and socks that comprised the contents I was bringing.

      After searching through the diaper bag and Caleb's stroller, James was sufficiently satisfied.

      "Alright, all clear," He stated, zipping the bag back up. "It's too bad we had to resort to this, Kay. I can't trust you so this is how it has to be."

      Softly, I nodded my head. "I understand. I'm just trying to regain your trust, James."

      "Oh, that ship has, long since, sailed," he bluntly pointed out. "Don't think for one second there is any chance of reconciliation."

      Holding my tongue, I stayed silent. Picking my bag up for me, we made our way out to the car. As I began putting Caleb in his carseat, James was shuffling from seat to seat. Looking under each seat, feeling around them. Opening the glove compartment, he, once again failed to strike gold. Once the bags were in the car, I told James I would call the girls as soon they got home from school.

      
        Trying to initiate a simple hug, James held his hand out in an attempt to prevent my advancement. "I initiate, Kay. Remember that."

      With that, I settled into my seat, putting my seatbelt on. James began speaking. "I will see everywhere you go, I will know where you stop. I will also keep tabs on your phone. One sli.."

      "I know, James," I cut in. "Don't bother coming back. I think you've made that, abundantly, clear.

      "Good," James retorted, "ON THE HOUR!. Not one second later." Nodding, Jim closed my door.

      _________

      As we pulled off, a sense of relief rushed over. Later on this evening, I would be in a motel room, alone, with the only man on this Earth who loves me. Yearning for his 20 year old loins to be snug in my motherly cavern, I let out a chuckle when I reached under my dress. "You forgot to check one place, James.

      Since you don't touch me or hug me, I put a garter on underneath and put Colton's cellphone in the strap."

      While I sat at a red light, I freed the phone from its' hiding place and quickly texted him. "Mama's coming baby, I just left."

      A few seconds later, a response appeared and it simply stated, Oh you'll be coming.... mother."

      With a sly smile, I drove, happily to Penny's.

      ____________

      After a quick potty stop, Caleb and I were back on the road. Checking in with Jim, I quickly ended the call, just as fast as I made it.

      
        About 4 pm, I made it to Penny's house. Calling Jim, I moved the phone around so he saw I was, indeed, in her home. After putting my cell on the counter, I sent Colton a text, "I'll be there about 10 pm. I want you in me all night." Hitting send, I went about the evening.

      With the paintstaking annoyance of checking in hourly, I was just about to make my last call for the night to Jim. After waiting on him to pick up, I told him how Caleb and me were calling it a night. "I'm putting Caleb down, Jim. He had a tough evening being in an unfamiliar setting, so we're going to bed; I, too, am exhausted."

      Livvy and Katie let me know about their symposium the next day and how excited they were. Telling them how mom loves attending them, it was daddy's turn to go to one. "Just do what you know how to do and do not overthink yourselves," I explained. "Have daddy take video for me. I'll see you on Sunday."

      In the background, my sister Penny was "helping my cause" by letting Jim know that mine and Caleb's room was ready and thar her kids would keep their volume at a lower level. Acting grateful, I ended the call with Jim and my girls, and told them I loved them.

      As soon as I closed my phone, I told Penny, "He usually sleeps all night, but after a quick change.. he's good to go."

      With a quick nod, Penny changed the subject.

      "Girl, you're crazy, you know that. Once he sees Caleb, you know he isn't going to want Jim anywhere around him, right."

      Undressing out of my regular clothes, I opened a pair of the L'eggs Suntan colored pantyhose Penny kept for me. Slipping them over my legs, I told Penny, "It's a risk I'm taking even being here. I just hope Jim is naive enough to believe Caleb and I will be asleep. Colton will put me threw the mattress tonight, and yes, I want this."

      "Damn, Kay, you really brought that?" The look in her face was astounding, as I stepped into the dress.

      "Just zip me please," I said, a reserved smile on my face.

      
        After applying my makeup and fixing my hair, I stepped into my heels, smoothed out my dress and looked at the clock. "9:35"

      "I need to go, I told him I'd be there by 10." Handing me the key to her car, Penny said, "At least let me know when you're coming back here."

      Reassuring her, I grabbed my little bag and left.

      ___________

      Pulling into the lot, I privately chastised my sisters choice. "Ughh of all places, you rented a rundown, old motel." Chuckling, I was searching for Room 12. Reading Colton's message, he'd already arrived. My sister Penny had already seen my son, and thus, gave him all information for our motel.

      Stopping the car, I texted Colton. "I'm here."

      Looking ahead, there were a couple shady looking people about the premises, but my focus was on the door of '12''. As it opened, I saw him.

      MY Colton.

      Having shed a few pounds, he was still, noticeably, overweight. But I saw a much, much more confident young man. Finding Penny's car with his eyes, I gulped. Knowing people will see me, I had a moment of uncertainty. But as soon as I opened the car door and put my left leg out, any anxiety I might have had, disappeared.

      Never taking my eyes off Colton just 30 feet from me, I exited the car. Seeing the look of realization on his face, that his own mother, me, was standing in view of him dressed like a....new bride.. was a sight to behold.

      A young man, that big and that intimidating in his size, his jaw was on the floor. "Holy shit, Mom." No loudness, just matter-of-factness.

      Spinning ever so slowly, I scolded my son, "Tsk Tsk, Colton," I seductively mewed, twirling my hair with my finger, "Such language, young man."

      
        
      

      Stepping towards him, high heels clicking in the pavement, the attention I, an almost 42 yr old mother of 4 children, was garnering, paled in comparison to the young man literally undressing at the door.

      "Like what you see honey?," as the lust permeated the air. My wedding dress, that I wore for James 23 years earlier, still fit. The veil, that sat perfectly on my wispy hair, covered my face that only Colton could see. Every step, my nylon clad legs displayed the gloss from the suntan color embellishing my legs. Ballroom style lace gloves, with sequins and all, adorned my arms. A white choker, snug comfortably around my neck, and then 4" white, pointy toed, fuck me pumps, encapsulated the sexiness of this MILF, about to willing to give herself, permanently to her own son.

      Reaching the door, we briefly stared at one another for what seemed, a lifetime.

      "Mom."

      "Colton."

      Stepping aside, Colton cleared a path for me to enter. Not quite paying attention to the nastiness of the motel room, my focus was solely on Colton, his naked body, and that think 8-inch sledge hammer that will soon claim his territory, permanently.

      Reaching up, I put my arms over his shoulders. "Kiss me," I softly ordered. Picking me up, I did my best to try and wrap my little legs around his big body. Using one hand to feel up my legs, the dress parted, exposing his gold mine. Putting me down and slowly backing away, I seductively unbuttoned the 3 buttons on top. Once unbridled, I pushed my lace bra over my freckled tits. Lying on the bed, I hitched up my wedding gown. Pushing a hole into the gusset of my pantyhose, I opened my legs. Admiring the sight of his middle-aged mother, I crooked my index finger ar him softly telling him, "Fuck your mother, young man."

      _________

      An hour later........

      Colton! YES! Oh ba..by Yessss!

      
        Pounding my insides, Colton was a man on a mission.

      "Make.. me... fall.. in.. love.. wi.. with.. you.. Ba..by!" Every thrust into my depths elicited a mish-mash of jumbled words that a kindergarten would have put together, easier.

      "Fuck me, Colton." The incessant thumping of the headboard, beating a rhythmic tune against the wall, elicited yelp, after incestuous yelp from me.

      "Oh, hon..honey..own..your.. pu..pussy!" The filth, spewing from my own mouth, surprised, even Colton.

      "Fuck yes! Fuck mom, Yes!" Slamming into my maternal home, Colton was making up for almost 2 years without the carnality we had enjoyed for 4 months.

      ""UNH! UNH! UNH! UNH!," I repeatedly chanted, as the melodic squeaking of the bedsprings under us, grew louder and louder. As the sounds of skin slapping skin made a trek to its' crescendo, my incestuous cries could be heard for miles. Hearing his breathing labor, I ran my wedding ring laden left hand ever so lovingly over his chest, "Fill that condom honey. Show me how much you love me!"

      The encouragement I had been giving him, was all he needed as his pumping sped up. Then, with a roar, "AHHHHHHH!," Colton slammed forward one last time as his body began spasming over my prone body. Holding my legs tight, he jerked and jerked, emptying his balls a second time. Having filled his first condom, almost immediately after pushing into me the first time, He lasted a lot longer this go 'round.

      "Oh Colton, honey. Oh yes," I sighed, breathing heavily.

      Finally slowing his ministrations, the chaotic fucking we partook upon, came to a temporary respite. Pulling out of my swollen pussy, the tip of the condom, was fuller than the first one he filled. "Damn mom," Colton panted. "God, I missed this pussy."

      Resting my tired legs on either side of his body after he released them, I was running my fingers through the hair on his chest and head. "Colton, please sweetie," I asked. "The language you use is not proper. I know we just had intense sex, but after you finish, be mindful of your words."

      "Mom you're such a prude," Colton pointed out. "If I am correct, the language you were using was very unlike yourself."

      
        
      

      Letting out a laugh, I relented. "Fine honey, I'll let it slide.... tonight."

      ____________

      After taking a break, we each used the restroom. Changing into a new pair of nylons, Colton and I were kissing. As he was lapping on my nipples, the organ I had in my hand began to grow.

      "Looks like someone is awakening from his nap," I lustfully stated. "I guess this thing needs a cocoon for a little while?" Stroking back and forth, I was getting the result needed.

      Releasing my breast, Colton said, "Lie back, mom, I want to fuck my bride."

      Reaching for the box of condoms, I took them from him. "Throw them away, sweetie. I don't want you wearing them anymore." Taking the little pill sitting on the nightstand, I tossed it in the trash can.

      "Mom?," Colton said, surprised.

      "I thought you said you wanted to put another baby in your mother?," I reminded him.

      Nodding furiously, I then ordered Colton, "Then fuck it into me, young man."

      Doing as requested, my lover mounted my raised legs and resumed putting his stamp on his woman

      _________

      "Fuckkkkkyesss!!!"

      Now 5am and Colton was almost there. Having climaxed 4 times, he was ready to erupt a 5th time. His 3rd without a condom. As the sweat billowed from our bodies, He continued jackhammering my maternal cavern. "Yes honey! Oh God, yes!"

      
        Gripping my legs one final time, Colton exploded inside of me. Wave after wave, painting my cervix, the sperm slipping past the cervical wall into paradise, was a deluge.

      Pulling out of my sodden tunnel, his semi-stiff pole glistened with a mixture of our juices. The thick frothy ring around his phallus, was coated with my vaginal juices. Having cum on my pubis a little bit, the matted flakes lay on my pussy, as a trophy for the manic scene of the night. Scooching over, and sitting on my legs, I took him into my mouth. Cleaning him off, we silently stood.

      Seeing that the clock read, '5:26', I pecked him on his lips. We'd better get to Penny's house. You have a son to meet, and I have my husband, expecting my correspondence.

      After changing into my sweats and sweater I brought with me, we made our way to my sisters house.

      ___________

      "He..hello?" I sleepily said.

      "You answered," Jim bluntly said, the indifference brewing. "Show me where you are.. Right now."

      "James, my Goodness, you just literally woke me up," I lied, feigning a sleepy stretch. Turning my phone around, he could see my nieces bedroom, where I slept, plus Caleb, babbling a few feet from me. Walking in, my sister Penny took Caleb and said she would change him while I spoke to Jim.

      "See? My goodness, James." The thickness in my demeanor put Jim on his heels.

      "Walk around the fucking house, open every closet and room," he tried demanding, prompting Penny to interrupt.

      "Knock it off, James," the venom escaping my sister. "I didn't let her out of my sight. Wanna see her fuel tank? Lay off of her!"

      Backing down, James apologized to my sister. Reminding him that his actions are insane, we ended the call.

      
        "Phew! Thanks sis," I sighed, as Colton walked back inside.

      "Where's my boy?," He quipped.

      Taking him in his arms, I saw the happiness oozing out of Colton. The pure love he was showing our son, only made me smile. Walking up to them, I pecked Caleb's cheek, and kissed Colton's lips.

      "Let me do a little research honey," I said to Colton. "I've made up my mind."

      After spending the day with our son, we ended up giving Caleb to my sister and we went back to the same motel and cemented our new relationship during the night.

      The next morning, Colton left, having a 10 am flight. Packing Caleb and myself up, we left Penny's at noon. Arriving home about 2:30, We met the girls, and Jim at the Events Center, where I wearily watched my daughters perform. Exhausted from the weekend fuck-a-thon, I went right to work on what I needed to find out Monday morning.

      ____________

      "Jim, I want the divorce," I said, right after dinner Tuesday night. "I cannot live like this anymore," I admitted.

      Seeing I had a couple boxes and 2 suitcases filled, I continued, "I've seen how the girls have been on eggshells lately, and frankly, I don't want to see them like that," I stated.

      After telling him I was going to stay with Penny, Jim, immediately went nuclear, claiming I was inconveniencing him.

      "Just file," I said, as the confidence in my voice showed. "I've done my own research and so I'd like to make this as quick as possible. Sure, I had the affair, but I also know 23 years allows me a severance. You made clear we have no future after Katie turns 18.

      Wanting to speak, I put my hand up. "No! Its my turn to speak. I don't want the house. Our girls deserve this home. I want a fair result. Plus alimony." Reaching into my pocket, I pulled out the cell phone. Waving it at Jim, I said, "Yes, I'm in contact with Colton. Have been for 3 months. I'm going to be with him." With that I left the room.

      
        
      

      ___________

    
  
    
      Epilogue

      James and I divorced, I didn't fight it, but I did get alimony as we were married for 23 years. Splitting our finances, I was set for the foreseeable future. Admitting to my affair with my son, the judge, legally, could have given me jail time. Colton, though, through a sworn affidavit, said he took advantage of me and was not interested in pressing any sort of charges against me.

      Now, 4 months pregnant, carrying twins, the judge signed off on the divorce, thereby freeing me from my marriage. I conceived the weekend I saw Colton.

      Livvy and Katie, understandably took it hard. Yes, it was my fault, but the way their father treated me after the fact, I explained how I couldn't accept it anymore.

      Katie ended up disowning me. At 16, I ruined her family. Understandably, I accepted her decision. Livvy, on the other hand, was a little more forgiving. It took a while for her, at 17, to reluctantly accept my relationship with Colton.

      James, ended up meeting another woman. According to Olivia, Katie really likes her and is happy for him. I truly am happy Jim is moving forward himself.

      After I received my portion of the settlement,

      Colton and I bought a 4 bedroom, 2 1/2 bath house in Colorado. Learning that is where he moved to when his father kicked him out, He took his savings and started a life. He found a person willing to give him a job doing welding, where soon, he became an apprentice. In about 18 months, he should be a journeyman welder, which will allow him to provide, earnestly for his growing family.

      Every few months, Livvy will spend the weekend with us, allowing her to enjoy Caleb. Excited that I'm carrying twins, Livvy said she might attend school near us, now that she has graduated high-school.

      Seeing Olivia graduate, warmed my heart. Yes, it was awkward, but she made sure her dad and Katie did not make a scene. I came with Caleb, as Colton had classes he was mandated to take.

      
        
      

      Now, at 42, Colton and I live as though we're married. Obviously not being able to legally wed, the neighborhood we live in sees a younger man and a much older woman. Unless you knew us, you would never learn we were related. Colton looks identical to his father. And as large as his stature is, the petite woman beside him easily passes as a "cougar."

      Not having any worries now, my son and I enjoy a very robust sex life. When he gets home from work, or class, I'll have our son down for a nap. Walking into our bedroom, he will see my legs sheathed in tan colored pantyhose, a pair of close toe heels, and a dress or some type of lingerie. I just lie there, legs spread, awaiting my stallion to mount his filly.

      We've talked about having more kids after our twins are born, but reminding him that at my age, there will be a point where we will have to forego that. But I am all-in on giving him all the kids he can "pump into me", as he so poignantly says.

      I fell in love with Colton that night in that nasty motel. Being alone, hearing him panting relentlessly as he slammed his baby maker into me over and over, was my finality. Every time the sound of skin slapping skin echoed, my moans and his grunts highlighted the total love we shared. Every climax in me and the happiness I saw in him, made my case closed.

      Last night, after he put Caleb, now 2, asleep for the night, we were having sex. Being it Friday, I was dressed how he wants me on this day, FULLY, in my bridal attire. Over those couple hours, the words, "C'mon sweetheart, fuck your mother," are music to my sons' ears.

      Hearing his usual, "AHHHHH Fuck yes mom!" as he empties his contents deep in my maternal womb, I still have to pull my "motherly card" from time to time.

      Even lying there with him buried balls deep in my quim, my nylons lathered with his ejaculate, and my legs pointing upwards at the ceiling, he knows what I'm about to say.

      Panting after the long fucking he gives me, he looks at me, breathing heavily. "Colton?" I'd say, a slight displeasure in my voice. "Language, young man."
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