
    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 1

      There is no doubt that my mother spoiled me rotten. As a young lad my father was unbearably tough on me emotionally and physically. His expectations of me were impossibly high, and no matter that I was an exceptionally good student, a gifted athlete, an altar boy at church, exemplary in every way it was never enough for him, and he never let me forget it. Punishment for any infraction of his insanely strict rules or any disappointment in a test or performance on the field often led to beatings and belt-whippings. He constantly assaulted me verbally with disparaging comments as well.

      My mother provided a sanctuary from my father. She was kind and loving with soft hands and a nurturing spirit, offering words of comfort and encouragement. A sort of dichotomy developed between my father's harsh discipline and my mother's caring and indulgence in me. This dichotomy grew over time as I pushed harder to achieve what my father expected and at the same time reveled in being a Mommy's boy, getting whatever I wanted from her. Mother and I were co-conspirators in our secret relationship of her indulging my every wish. As I went through my teen years, I learned that all I had to do was complain about my father, then ask my mother for something and she would always provide it. I became conditioned to get whatever I wanted from my mother. I called her mom most of the time, but when I wanted something from her, I always called her Mommy. And it always worked.

      The day after I graduated from high school my mother announced that she was divorcing my father. They went through a bitter contest and, being a Mommy's boy, I stuck by my mother's side as she navigated it and won. I signed up for Community College and lived with her in the family home after my dad moved out. We both basically cut him out of our lives.

      The dichotomy also grew inside me. The side of me that my father developed was a strong student, a good athlete, and well known, if not popular, at school. But inside I was a mass of insecurity, lacking in maturity, angry when I didn't get my way, yet feeling like I deserved nothing because I was worth nothing. My father had trained me well.

      As I went through school, rather than make lots of close friends and date like the other kids, I liked to stay home with my mother, where I felt safe, loved, and understood. By the time I was in high school, my parents' relationship was so bad my father would be gone for days at a time, doing God only knows what. Those were special times for Mom and me. We would shop and she would buy me all the clothes or tech gear I wanted, or go to a movie, or just hang out at the house together. If I had a game, we'd go out for dinner afterwards and celebrate my victory, or comfort me in my loss.

      I remember an afternoon when I was about 13 or 14 years old. My mother came into my room and sat on the side of my bed and asked me to turn off the music that I was listening to while doing my homework. I noticed she was wringing her hands, something she did when she was upset with my dad. She started with, "Most boys have this conversation with their father." She held my rapt attention as she went over the birds and the bees, starting with how varied species procreate. Then she came to mammals and made a quick leap to humans. She explained that for a human couple to make a baby the Daddy put his penis into the Mommy's vagina and after a certain amount of rubbing, sperm came out of the penis. I knew a lot of this already, but there were gaps in my knowledge. I knew the basics, but I didn't really know how it worked. Being close to my mother and getting anything I wanted from her I had no pause about asking specific questions. And she, wanting to indulge me, had no qualms about answering questions in detail.

      I asked her how did the penis get into the vagina? The details are sketchy now in my mind, but she gave me a full account of a couple kissing, then touching each other in intimate places, the man's penis getting hard and the woman's vagina getting wet and lubricated so the penis would slide in easily. She described the in and out movements, then said the man would get a very good feeling and ejaculate the sperm deep into the woman where the sperm would swim up and race each other to the woman's egg in order to fertilize it. Then from the fertilized egg, the baby would begin to form. I remember this because I had never heard the word ejaculate before, and I had to look it up afterwards.

      This answered a big question I had been having. I had been masturbating for a few years to orgasm, but only recently something had begun shooting out of my penis at the end when I got that good feeling. Suddenly I could put it all together, but something had formed in my mind. The fear of failure, hammered into me by my father, made it very risky to ever try that with an outsider. As my mother had been describing what happened between the man and woman, the only breasts and vagina I had pictured in my mind were hers.

      Thus began a new era for me. Prior to that when I masturbated, I just did it because it felt good. After that conversation, I began to fantasize about touching my mother's breasts and wet, lubricated vagina. I often thought about what it might feel like to slide my own hard penis in there.

      ********* *********

      Five years later, after my parents' divorce, I was still fantasizing about my mother on a constant basis. Fearing that I was being damaged by the divorce, my mother ramped up her indulgence of me. Rather than waiting for me to ask for something she would come home with a new computer for me, an X-Box, an iPhone. She even surprised me with a car. She also began showering me with affection, which of course I loved.

      After Dad moved out, Mom became freer with walking around the house in skimpy underwear or nightwear. I don't know the reason, but I guess she just felt that she was free now that Dad was gone. It drove me crazy. I was an 18-year-old male virgin who had never had a girlfriend, and my mother was driving me crazy. I began to find reasons to walk in on her when she had just got out of the shower or was dressing so I could catch a brief glimpse of her naked. If she scolded me, I would just say, "I'm sorry, Mommy" and she would instantly forgive me. One time I must have looked particularly repentant, and she came over and hugged me wearing only a bra and panties. I had to go to my room to masturbate.

      My mother was still good looking. She was only 39 years old, having had me when she was 21. She was strawberry blonde, very slim and athletic, with large breasts and a tight ass. I worried that as good as she looked, she might start dating and I feared that I would become jealous. My obsession with her grew.

      I came home from a late class at the Community College one day at about 5 o'clock. I had been particularly horny all day and was looking forward to getting to my room so I could relieve my achingly hard dick. Mom was just getting home as well, and we met in front of the house. She had the mail in her hand and opened an envelope as we stepped into the house. As we stepped in, she said, "Yes!" I asked her why she had said it, and she told me that the divorce was final, and showed me a very large check that my father had written.

      "Now we are truly on our own!" she said. "Free of him forever." With that she pulled me towards her and gave me a deep full hug, pressing her entire body against mine. She kissed my cheek, and still in an embrace pulled her head away. I turned my head to look at her.

      "We don't ever have to deal with that ugly, ugly man anymore. We are free of him now," she said. I looked at her and she was so beamingly happy, and she felt so good to me in our embrace, that I closed the gap between our lips and kissed her. She kissed me back thinking it was just a short, chaste kiss between a mother and son, but I didn't pull away. I could feel her surprise for just a brief moment when I kept my lips pressed against hers and tightened my embrace. Then, for another brief moment, I felt her fall into the kiss and return it. Then abruptly, she pulled away and moved away from me a couple of feet. I could see she was flustered a bit.

      She put the check back into the envelope and announced that we were going out for dinner that night to celebrate. I went to my room and got myself off, thinking about that one moment when I felt her enjoying our kiss with her body pressed against mine. It was just a brief moment, but it was there.

      She let me choose the restaurant, of course, and we had a great meal and a great conversation. There was no hint of any awkwardness over our brief kiss earlier in the evening. Her marriage fully dissolved, she opened up to me about what life had been like with my father. He tried to control her completely and was just as harsh with his criticism of her. She was afraid of him physically, although he never actually beat her. Life with him had been miserable and lonely but she had stayed with him for me, even though she could see the damage he was doing. She told me it broke her heart to see how he treated me because she loved me more than anything or anyone in the world.

      
        
      

      I had never really considered what living with him might have been like for her, and I told her I was sorry she had to go through all that and that I loved her too, more than anything in the world. She smiled at me, then leaned over and gave me a short, chaste kiss on my lips. "I love you, honey," she said when she pulled away. "Love you too, Mommy," I replied.

      We got home and went to our respective bedrooms to prepare ourselves for bed. Before we parted ways in the hallway, she came close to me and gave me another chaste kiss on the lips and told me goodnight and thanks for a great evening.

      I brushed my teeth, put on my pajamas, and got into bed. I lay there, thinking about the three kisses with my mom that day. Usually, we might kiss once a week, but three times today! As I went over them in great detail, especially the extended one, I knew I wanted to kiss her again. I got out of bed, walked down the hallway to her bedroom, opened the door, and walked in on her. She was standing completely naked, looking at herself in the mirror. She jumped when I entered and quickly grabbed a robe, slipping into it in one fluid motion.

      "Jason!" she cried out as she covered herself. "You have to knock before coming in!"

      "Sorry, Mommy," I replied as she tied the belt on her robe.

      "What is it, honey?" she asked, sitting down on the edge of her bed.

      "Well, I've never kissed a girl before, Mommy. And when I kissed you today, I really liked it. I want to do it again but longer to see what it feels like."

      She paused for a moment, then said "I really think you need to find a girl your own age to do that with, honey. I'm not sure that would be appropriate."

      Please, Mommy?" I replied. "I really want to see what it's like to kiss. It's just a kiss, Mommy. We kiss all the time."

      "I know, dear, but what you're asking is different. That would be more like making out than a mother's kiss for her son. I don't think I can do that." She paused for a moment, then added, "I mean, I don't think it would be right."

      
        I quickly jumped on that. "So do you mean you can't do it, or you don't think it's right?"

      "I don't think it's right," she answered without hesitation.

      "So, you can do it," I replied. "Please, Mommy, please? I really want to see what it's like to kiss a girl. Please, Mommy?"

      "I don't know, Jason." I could see the familiar look on her face and change in her attitude when she was just about to give in to something I wanted and indulge me.

      "Come on, Mommy," I coaxed. "It's okay; it's not wrong. After everything Dad did to me I'm too shy and unsure of myself to find a girl my age to kiss. And I love you more than anything! We kiss all the time!" I could see her relenting as I spoke.

      She sat there for a moment in silence, and I knew she was talking herself into indulging me once again. I just needed to wait for her to work through it in her mind.

      "Okay, one good kiss," she finally replied and patted the seat next to her, then stopped and said, "Turn off the overhead light first." I walked back to the doorway and flicked off the light, leaving only the dim light of her bedside lamp in the room. She patted the bed next to her and I walked over and sat down.

      She turned her body towards me and put her right arm around me behind my neck and shoulder and pulled me towards her. "Softly," she said, as she pressed her lips against mine. I closed my eyes and pressed my lips gently against hers. She tightened her arm around me a bit as she closed her eyes as well. I put my arm around her and pulled her a little closer as our lips brushed each other's, then pressed together again. I was suddenly very aware of the smell of her hair and the feel of her skin. The kiss intoxicated me and heightened my senses. I was keenly aware of her body next to mine and the arousal growing in my own body as we both melted into the kiss. After a minute or more, she slowly pulled away. I opened my eyes just a moment before she opened hers.

      "Wow!" I said quietly. "That was really nice."

      "It was, Sweetie," she said, looking right into my eyes. "Now you know what it's like to kiss a girl. Time for bed now."

      
        I got up, trying to hide the boner in my pajamas, but not able to do it very well. She smiled and pointed at it. "Remember when I told you about the Birds and Bees? How the man and woman kiss and touch each other, and the man's penis gets hard? Well now you know how that works." She chuckled, not in mockery, but in delight. "Nothing to be ashamed of. Good night, honey." I moved my hand away and let my boner stick straight out, forming a tent in my pajamas. "See," she added, "Perfectly normal response."

      I walked down the hall and climbed into my bed. Yes, I remembered her telling me that kissing and touching made the man's penis hard. But she also told me it makes the woman's vagina wet and slippery. I wondered if her vagina was wet and slippery. Then I rubbed my hard cock until I shot a huge load into my pajamas, then I drifted off to sleep.

      The next day was uneventful, but I was at maximum horniness, even though I had masturbated twice the day before. The memory of the kiss with my mother haunted my thoughts all day and I couldn't wait for bedtime to come again. I was fidgety all through dinner and a TV show afterwards. When Mom turned off the TV and announced she was going to bed I leapt from the couch, saying a quick good night and hurried to my bedroom where I undressed and quickly got into a fresh pair of pajamas. I heard the shower start and I waited outside her bathroom door with my toothbrush in hand for her to turn it off. After another ten seconds I walked in. She was still in the shower, completely naked, using the squeegee to dry the glass shower enclosure.

      "Jason!" she cried out as she always did when I walked in on her.

      "I'm out of toothpaste," I answered as I walked to the sink and picked up her Colgate. She opened the glass door and stepped out onto the bathmat. As she stood there, I had my back to her, but I could clearly see her in the mirror above the sink. I squirted some toothpaste onto my brush.

      She stood there with her hands on her hips and said, "You really have to knock before you just barge in on me like this." As I began brushing, I noticed that she was just standing there naked, dripping wet, and making no move for a towel. Her breasts were full, with light pink areola and stiff nipples from the shock of chilly air after stepping out of the shower. I could see just the top of her pubic hair through the mirror.

      "I'm sorry, Mommy," I mumbled around my toothbrush. "I just needed to brush my teeth."

      "I wonder about you, Jason. You seem to walk in on me way too often by accident." She finally reached for the towel and began drying herself while not attempting to hide any of her nakedness. "And I know you go through my laundry hamper for my underwear, and I know you masturbate an awful lot based on the number of pajama bottoms you soil with your sperm." I was shocked to hear this but kept on brushing. "I guess it's just a teenage boy being a teenage boy," she said as she wrapped the towel around her hair, making her breasts rise as she raised her arms. I had stopped brushing and was just standing there in shock, both at the view I had and what she had just said. With her head wrapped in the towel, she walked through the door into her bedroom. Now I was trapped. I was embarrassed, and I would have to walk through her room to get to the hallway. I had a huge boner. I rinsed my mouth out and walked into her room with my hard-on sticking straight out and again forming a large tent in my pajamas.

      "I'm sorry for walking in on you, Mommy. I really am", I said not wanting to address the other two issues. She was putting on her nightie, a short piece of lingerie with lace. She smiled as she pulled it over her head. Goodbye beautiful nipples, I thought to myself.

      "It's okay, honey, really it is," she said. I understand. You're a man now and you're curious. And I'm sorry I brought up the other two things, but you really couldn't have thought I wouldn't know that, could you? I'm your mother. I do your laundry. I do my own laundry, and I know if throw a sweatshirt in my hamper after a pair of panties, the panties shouldn't be on top the next day." I was mortified and turned red. I completely forgot I was standing there with a huge boner pointed at her.

      "I'm sorry, Mommy. I......." I really didn't know what to say. I was horribly embarrassed, and all my insecurities were bubbling up to the surface.

      "Oh, honey, come here," she said. She smiled at me as I moved towards her, and she met me halfway. She hugged me and gave me a kiss that lasted just a beat longer than a normal mother's kiss, then said, "It's okay. Mommy understands. You're not weird about any of it. You're a perfectly normal 18-year-old male. It's the Birds and Bees thing that makes you do it all. Now off to bed with you. I pulled away and took one last look at her in her lacy satin short-short nightie. As I turned to go to my room, toothbrush still in my hand, I realized I still had a raging erection, and it must have pushed against her when we hugged. I felt even more embarrassed.

      I got to my room and was feeling bad about myself and insecure. I had never considered that she knew I masturbated or that I sometimes used her underwear to stimulate me while I did. I lay there stewing until I heard Mom call out my name. I got out of bed and padded down to her bedroom, finding the door open. Mom was lying in bed, uncovered from the waist up except by her sheer satin nightie. I instantly noticed the swell of her breasts beneath the thin fabric.

      "Come here, honey," she said. "I'm sorry I embarrassed you just now. I don't know why I said those things. It was mean of me. It's really okay." I walked closer to the bed.

      "Do you need a goodnight kiss?" she asked as she smiled. "You always liked to have a goodnight kiss when you were little." I nodded my head, and she patted the bed next to her. I sat down and she instantly pulled me down to her.

      
        
      

      As I moved my face close to hers, she said, "Gently," then put her lips up to mine. The kiss lasted more than a minute. It was soft and intimate, and my entire body felt light yet stimulated at the same time. She had both arms wrapped around me and she hugged me to her as we kissed. I pulled away for a moment, burying my face in her neck, smelling the scent of her hair and her skin, then went in for another kiss. We held that kiss for another thirty seconds or so, then she broke it and said, "Good night, sweetie. Don't fret about it." I took my boner to my room and made it go away.

      And so, for the next week or so, that became our ritual. I would show up at her bedside and ask Mommy if I could have a kiss goodnight. A long, lingering kiss would follow. No tongues, no groping. Just a more-than-chaste, extended kiss goodnight between a mother and son. Each night the kisses or kisses lasted a little bit longer until we took ten to fifteen minutes to say goodnight to each other. We progressed to me lying on the bed next to her with our arms around each other as we kissed and held each other.

      Then one night when I arrived, I found her door closed. I knew I should knock and when I did, I heard her tell me to come in. This time, however, when I asked for my goodnight kiss, she told me that she felt things were getting a little out of control and she thought we shouldn't have any more goodnight kisses. I returned to a former strategy that had worked.

      "We can't, or we shouldn't?" I asked.

      "We shouldn't," she answered.

      "But we already have." I took one step closer to her bed, where she lay completely covered by her blanket.

      "I know we have," she said. "But we shouldn't. We shouldn't have started."

      "But we did, Mommy. We did, and I like it. I want to keep doing it, every night like we do!" I gave her my saddest face.

      "Jason, it's going to lead to other things. We both know that. You probably think about it all the time when you're playing with yourself, and I'm starting to do the same. The Birds and Bees aren't meant for sons and mothers." I sat down on the edge of her bed and turned towards her, looking her right in the eye.

      "But look, we've already been kissing every night and nothing bad has happened to us. The skies haven't opened, and God hasn't struck us with lightning. If anything, it's brought us closer together and that's what I want with my mother. I love you, Mommy. I like kissing you, and I don't have anyone else to kiss." She furrowed her brow and pursed her lips while studying my face. Slowly, I saw her face soften until she had a gentle smile on her lips. After a minute, I knew she was close to relenting and indulging my desire.

      I knew it was time to keep pouring it on. "Mommy, neither of us has anyone else. Dad damaged us both. Maybe this is what's meant to be. Maybe this is how we both heal, through love and being close to each other, building each other back up." I looked at her and pleaded with my eyes. Her brow furrowed briefly again but quickly returned to being relaxed.

      "And you're the most beautiful woman in the world and I love you!" I added with complete truth and honesty.

      She hesitated for a moment then said, "Okay, come over here," and pulled down her covers to reveal a granny-type nightie buttoned up to her neck. Whatever line she had drawn in her mind, whatever resolve she had made was evaporated. Only the buttoned up full nightgown remained.

      I lay down next to her and she took me in her arms. We began kissing so gently and with so much feeling behind it. I got completely lost in the moment with our arms around each other, rocking gently as we held on and melted into our kisses. Then suddenly I felt her lips slowly part. My lips followed hers, and we were kissing each other with open mouths for the first time. Then I felt just the tip of her tongue against my lips and teeth. I moved my tongue to meet hers and within seconds our tongues were moving against each other as our kiss intensified.

      We lay there for at least fifteen minutes, embracing, tongue kissing, and stroking each other's backs with love and caring. Finally, she pushed me away and said, "Okay, that's enough for tonight." I felt tempted to beg for more but decided against it. Perhaps sensing my desire she added, "More tomorrow night."

      As I got up from her bed, I wondered what she meant by that. More kissing, or more than just kissing? She was correct about one thing: I had been thinking about doing more, and evidently so had she.

      ********** ***********

      Mom was like a new person the next day. She had been happier since my dad had moved out, but now she was bright and sunny. She made me a big breakfast and kissed me on the lips both when I came into the kitchen and when she put the breakfast in front of me. Evidently the line she had drawn yesterday had been replaced with a far more liberal boundary. As I went through my day at school, I was excited by the new possibilities.

      When I got home that evening, Mom ordered pizza and salad. I took a quick shower and showed up in the dining room just as she had the pizza, salad, and a soda pop ready and on the table. We sat across from each other enjoying the food. Mom had a glass of wine while I sipped on my Coke. When I was stuffed, I told Mom so, and she told me she'd clear the table, but she wanted me to stay so we could talk.

      When she returned, she told me she had been thinking all day about last night.

      "I had made up my mind that we couldn't do that anymore. But honey, you convinced me that maybe this is how we heal, through expressing our love for each other." I sat quietly and listened, a trait that my father had evidently never developed because I could feel how happy my mother was that I didn't cut in or try to correct her.

      "I do love you so much, and your happiness means everything to me," she continued. "So, I've decided that I am completely open to us having a more loving relationship that is, is...." She was searching for the right words. "......is a bit more romantic in nature." She looked at me.

      "I'm not sure that mothers and sons are meant to be romantic, but I do believe that the damage your father inflicted on both of us has created special circumstances that are not normal or customary in most families."

      "Amen to that," I answered, then shut up.

      "So yes, I do want to have more kissing; even more kissing just around the house and when we're alone together so we can both feel loved, needed, and protected. But...." She paused here. "I think we've gone as far as we should go, and we should prevent ourselves from going any further. Kissing is one thing, sexual is something completely different." She paused again and searched my face for my reaction. I remained quiet.

      "So yes, let's kiss at night before bed, even like we did last night. And let's kiss each other as much as we can when we're alone together and show our love for each other. I would really like that. But no sex allowed. Are you okay with that? Do you think you can do that?"

      
        My mind worked quickly. "Is touching your breasts sex?" I asked. I could visibly see Mom flush and I wondered how committed she was to her new proposal. "I mean, I've sucked on Mommy's breasts before, so that really isn't a new line that we haven't crossed."

      "But that's when you were a baby, and I was giving you milk," she answered.

      "But it was me sucking and it was your breasts, so it really isn't something that would be new to either of us, for either of us." I waited to let that sink in. A minute or more passed.

      "Well, I'll have to think about that, you may be right. But no, like, below the waist sex stuff, okay?"

      "Okay, Mommy. I think I could agree to that if I could have the breasts," I answered.

      "Again, I need to think about that. So, for now, let's just kiss and we'll talk again in a few days about my breasts." She gave me a very coy smile when she said it, so I knew she was going to give in. She got up, came around the table and gave me a big smack on the lips. "There," she said. "We've started."

      That evening, I again used the toothbrush trick. When I walked into her bathroom, she didn't even bother to scold me.

      "You can't possibly be out of toothpaste already," she said. " I just put a fresh tube in your bathroom."

      "Well, not really," I answered. "Maybe I just like brushing my teeth in here more." She chuckled and kept on using the squeegee on the shower door, going over the same spot four or five times. When she stepped out, she grabbed her towel but made no attempt to cover herself. I rinsed out my mouth and turned to her.

      "Smell," I said. "Colgate fresh!" She leaned in to smell my breath and I quickly gave her a kiss, grinning at her like a Cheshire Cat.

      "You are so naughty!" she said with her breasts in plain view. I think I knew what her answer was going to be.

      
        "See you in a few minutes," I replied as I went back to my room. I took a quick shower, put on a T-shirt and gym shorts, and wandered back down the hall to her bedroom. She was lying on the bed, wearing the skimpiest, sheerest, piece of lingerie I had ever seen in person. No covers over her, just lying on the bed looking incredibly sexy. Her long, tanned legs glistened with the lotion she had just applied.

      I lay down next to her and we began French kissing and holding each other. My hands roamed all over her body, staying away from breasts and private parts down below, but she did not object and seemed to enjoy being caressed. Our kissing that night was very passionate, but I decided not to press the breast issue just yet. I did tease her very close to her breasts, however, and it felt like she was getting more turned on than usual during our kissing. After almost thirty minutes I got up and went back to my bedroom. As I lay in bed playing with my cock, I wondered if she was stroking herself as well, maybe even burying a finger or two in her pussy. That's all it took for me. It was over, and I was asleep a minute later.

      I did the same the next night. Passionate kissing. Hands roaming. Teasing close to her breasts, but never quite touching. She was breathing heavily when I quit.

      The following day was Saturday, and we were together most of the day, except when Mom said she had to go out shopping for an hour or so. Lots of kissing, lots of hugging and banter throughout the day. She was wearing short shorts and a short top that showed her midriff and exposed her cleavage. Very sexy. I watched a ballgame on TV, and she spent about an hour cuddling up to me on the couch, paying attention to me, and trying to get my attention away from the game by giving me kisses and demanding attention. It was a very cool day for a guy who was obsessed with his mom.

      That night before I could get to her bedroom she came to mine. She was wearing a robe, and she turned down the covers on the bed. "May I join you in here tonight?" she asked.

      "Absolutely," I answered.

      "Okay, then, lie down," she told me. I was in my gym shorts and a T-Shirt, and I asked if I could change into my pajamas. "No, she said. I want you to lie down now. You're dressed fine." She had changed the sheets that day and they smelled fresh and clean. When my head was on my pillow, she said, "I went shopping for something special today," and slowly untied the sash to her robe and let it fall open. I could see lace and satin right away and as she pulled it open and took it off, my breath escaped my body and I wasn't sure it would come back.

      She was wearing what I think is called a bustier. It was black and red, very lacy, very sheer, and the most outstanding feature of it was that it supported her breasts from below, but left the nipples exposed and her cleavage fully open to view.

      
        
      

      "Do you know the answer to your question now?" she asked coyly.

      "I'm pretty sure I do," I answered without having to think about it.

      "Okay, but remember a deal is a deal. Nothing below the waist, okay?" I nodded. "Then can I join you in bed now?" I nodded again.

      "Please," I said, and she lay down beside me on the clean sheets.

      I took her in my arms and began kissing her neck and ear. I was on fire, and it must have shown because she whispered in my ear, "Slowly, honey. Gently. The way you've been teasing me."

      I kissed her deeply, pulling her to me. Our tongues moved against each other as the kiss swelled and our hearts raced. As we kissed, I let my hand begin roaming over her body. I would get close to her breasts, but not touch them, although they were exposed and available to me now. Little by little I let my hand brush up against the swell of the side of her breast, but still not going for them.

      Mom's breathing was becoming faster and heavier. Each time I got close to her breast she moaned softly, and I could almost feel her willing me to touch them, to fondle them, to caress them. I took it slowly and gently as she had asked, teasing her with each pass close to her breasts. After a time, her moaning became constant, only increasing in volume each time I passed her breast or let the back of my hand brush against the swell where it met her torso.

      We were kissing passionately, and I teased for as long as I could hold out. Finally, on one pass I let my fingertips slowly move across her breast, gently raking her stiff nipple as I did so. She let out a gasp and pulled me tighter to her. I teased for a while, then raked my fingertips across her breast and nipple again. Again, a gasp from her.

      A few more passes, a few more rakes across the nipple, then I whispered in her ear, "I love you Mom," and took her entire breast in my hand, at least what I could fit, gently squeezing and kneading it, then pulling my hand slowly away until I had only her nipple in my fingertips. I gave it a slight squeeze and she jumped and moaned. I gave it a slight twist and she moaned again. I pulled it lightly and she moaned deeply with a combination of happiness and desire.

      I rolled her completely over onto her back and got both or her breasts in my hands. I played with them, I squeezed them, I kneaded them. I alternated between sides at times, but most of the time I was playing with both at once. I took her nipples into my fingertips and manipulated them until she moaned in ecstasy.

      She broke our kiss and put her hand behind my neck. I wasn't sure what was happening until she began to pull my head down towards her breasts. I went for her left breast first, taking her nipple into my mouth and swirling my tongue around it. It was hard, like a pebble, and her reaction was instantaneous.

      "Oh, my god!" she cried out. "Oh my god!" She moaned as I sucked, licked and nibbled on her areola and nipple. I began to caress her other breast as I did so, and she took my head in her hands and moved it over to the other side. I moved my other hand up and began flicking and pinching her other nipple. "That feels so good, honey," she cooed as I pleasured her breasts with my hand and mouth.

      As I was lying on her, mouthing her breasts, I felt her involuntarily begin to thrust her hips in time to my attention to her breasts. She had made me promise nothing below the waist, but it was obvious that my breast play was arousing her down there by the way she was moving and thrusting her pussy up and down. It was turning me on more and more and finally I moved up to kiss her and pressed my hard cock against her pelvis as she thrust up.

      She froze for a second, then pushed me away, squirming out from underneath me.

      "No!" she said. "That wasn't our deal! We said nothing below the waist!" You can't have it both ways!" I felt that the moment was ruined, and it was my fault.

      "I'm sorry, Mommy. It's just that I could tell that you were turned on down there by the way you were moving, and I thought you wanted it."

      "Wanting it and doing it are two different things," she answered sternly.

      "So, you were excited down there?" I asked.

      "Of course I was. How could I not be with you making my breasts feel so incredible?" Her face brightened a bit.

      "So, you did want it?" It was turning me on to talk about it and I wanted to keep the conversation going, maybe getting her aroused again and getting the moment back.

      
        
      

      "Well, yes. I wanted it. I knew we both would and that's why I made us promise not to. But again, wanting and doing are two different things. Just because I want a million dollars doesn't mean I get to have a million dollars." She came back to me and laid close.

      "What made you want it, Mommy?" I asked, wanting to keep her talking about it.

      "Well, when a woman has her breasts stimulated and played with, if feels good, and it readies her for intercourse. So as you were making my breasts feel so wonderful, and kissing me, my body responded by getting ready for and wanting intercourse." She looked right at me as if she was giving me directions to Walmart.

      So, you were ready for intercourse?"

      "Yes, my body was."

      "Were you wet and lubricated?"

      "Yes, I still am. I can feel it."

      "Can I feel it?"

      "No, honey. As much as I would like that, I shouldn't let it happen. I have to be the smart one here."

      "Okay, but it's still okay with your breasts?" I looked at them and they were just magnificent. Right there, nipples and all.

      "Yes, honey, just so long as you honor our deal." She sat up and reached for her robe. "I think that's enough for tonight. We can do more tomorrow."

      Again, more tomorrow. Doing more of the same as we did tonight, or more meaning doing more than we did tonight? I was eager to find out.

      ********** **********

      
        
      

      The next day was Sunday and again we had the day to ourselves. Mom was perky and dressed in almost nothing all day as she cleaned the house and did chores. I helped out all morning, then in the early afternoon, as I was watching a football game on TV, she walked through the room and flashed her boobs at me with a wicked grin on her face. Other times, she would come over and sit on my lap for a few minutes and make out with me. I squeezed her boob once, not sure that it was going to be okay, but she just gave a little squeal of delight and told me she hoped there was more where that came from later. I couldn't believe how it had come to pass that mom, and I were more like boyfriend and girlfriend than son and mother. I also marveled that it wasn't just me that was so into it, but Mom seemed to be totally into it as well. And she certainly did seem a lot happier than when my dad was around.

      That night we had another make out session in her room, with unlimited access to her breasts. She did start to move her hips a couple times when she really got into it but caught herself and stopped. After an hour or more, I excused myself and went to bed where I relieved the sexual tension that had built up over the previous hour and then lay there thinking about Mom's tits. After a few moments, my boner was back, aching for relief again. It was just turning me on too much to make love to my mom's breasts. I got out of bed and walked down the hall. Her bedroom door was closed, but I opened it and walked in, intending to show her my boner and ask her if she could help me get rid of it. I didn't stop to think it out, I just did it. I wanted something from my mother, and I intended for her to indulge me like she always had.

      When I walked in the door, I must have caught her in mid orgasm or very close. She was writhing on the bed with one hand on her breast and the other buried between her legs. There was a dildo on the bed next to her shaped like a penis. She didn't hear me come in, and I waited a minute or more, amazed at what I was seeing. She continued to writhe, then bucked a few times, then began settling down.

      When she had stopped moving, I said, "Hey Mommy." Her eyes flew open, and I think she jumped a foot off the bed and came back down.

      "You scared the shit out of me!" she hissed, then realized that she was naked with her hands on her genitals and a dildo laying next to her on the bed. "Oh, honey. God, I'm sorry. I didn't want you to see that." She grabbed the dildo and slid it under her pillow. "You really need to learn to knock!"

      I started right in on why I had come. "Well, you see, I did the same thing tonight when I went back to my bedroom."

      "Don't you every night?" she asked, arching her eyebrows. Then she laughed a little. "It's okay, honey. It's normal and natural." She was still lying on the bed in almost nothing.

      
        "Well, the reason I came down here is because even though I already did it, this came right back." I pointed down to the tent in my pajamas. "Mommy, can you make it go away?"

      "I don't think so, honey. We have a deal, you know."

      "You don't think so, or you absolutely won't?" I asked. "Because if you say you don't think so, it sounds like maybe you would." I pulled it out from the fly in my pajamas. "Look, I said. It's hard like a rock and it needs to go down."

      Mom looked at my hard cock pointing straight at her. "Well, you certainly take after your father. Look at the size of that thing!" she gasped.

      "Will you, Mommy? Pretty please? It almost hurts its so hard." She looked at me with that 'Well, you've got me again' look and I knew she would.

      "Honey, I'm really not sure that I should do that."

      "Do you want to?" I asked immediately.

      "Well, yes, I do. But remember what I said that...."

      "Yes, but you want to, and I already play with your breasts and bring you pleasure. Why can't you just play with this and bring me pleasure? And help it go down. Please, Mommy? Please? You said you want to."

      She sat up on the side of her bed and said, "Get over here." I walked over and she yanked my pajama pants down. She studied my cock which was less than a foot from her face. Then she took it in her hand and gave it a slow stroke.

      "Oh, Mommy. That feels so good." She gave it another stroke. She leaned over and let her drool fall onto it, then spread her drool all over so it was wet and slippery. Then she began stroking it up and down.

      "Mommy will help you get this down," she murmured as she watched her hand go up and down my cock. It felt incredible and I had to fight to not blow almost immediately. Then a thought occurred to me.

      
        
      

      "Mommy, you know how I kiss and suck and lick your breasts?" I asked.

      "Yes, and you do it quite well," she answered.

      "Will you do that to me?"

      She hesitated for a moment, then leaned over and took the entire head of my cock into her mouth. She began working her hand up and down my hard shaft as she licked and sucked the head of my penis. I was getting closer and closer and she didn't seem to be stopping, and I finally cried out, "Mom, I'm going to shoot it out," and she still didn't stop but kept sucking on the head and speeding her hand up and down.

      I grabbed the sides of her head and with a great explosion of pleasure in my body began pumping load after load of hot sperm in my mother's mouth. I was shocked that she didn't pull away, but the feeling was incredible to unload in Mom's mouth and not have her pull away or scold me for it. I think she actually liked it. I felt like I was going to collapse after such a strong orgasm, so I slipped my cock out of her mouth and sat down on the bed next to her. She reached across me to the bedside table and grabbed a couple of Kleenex, then spit my huge load of jizz into the tissues.

      "I am so sorry, Mommy!" I cried. "I should have pulled out before I did that".

      "It's okay, honey. I could have pulled it out, too, if I wanted to. I used to really like that, but I couldn't bear it with your father. It's been a long time, but I liked it very much."

      "Thank you, Mom." Thank you so much." I went to kiss her, then realized that her mouth had just been full of my cum so I held back. She laughed and said, "You need to learn that it is not polite to refuse to kiss a woman after she had been nice enough to give you a blow job." With that, she moved to me and gave me a nice kiss. Luckily for me, she kept her mouth closed.

      I went off to bed and slept soundly with no more boner problems for the rest of the night.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 2

      I wasn't all that shocked that my mother had given in so easily when I asked her for a blow job. I was more surprised just before that when I was so easily able to coax her to help me relieve myself and get my boner down. That was really the big step because it was "down there" and she had said we couldn't do anything "down there". After that, all I had to do was call her Mommy and ask nicely. She had a long history of giving me whatever I wanted to try to make up for the horrible way my father treated me.

      When I woke up the next morning, I was horny again with a hard on so I went back to her room and climbed into bed with her. At first she didn't wake up so I reached over and began lightly rubbing her breasts through the thin material of her nightie. She shifted slightly, rolling over to her back and I began tweaking her nipples, then squeezing them, then pulling lightly on them. She moaned softly, then slowly woke up and when her eyes opened, she looked startled to see me there.

      "Honey, what.....?" she mumbled as I leaned over to kiss her breast. She gently pushed me away. "No, baby, not now. I'm not even awake yet."

      "But Mommy," I said. "My boner is back."

      "Honey, Mommy needs her coffee. You're just going to have to wait or deal with it yourself." I pulled back and got out of bed and headed back to my room. I considered jerking off but decided against it and went downstairs to the kitchen and made coffee and by the time I finished, my boner had gone down all on its own. I brought two mugs upstairs, took one to Mom in her room and told her I was sorry for waking her up. She told me it was okay, she understood. I took the other back to my room and after a few sips, stripped down and started the shower. I took a few more sips as the water heated up and then stepped into the hot shower.

      I was soaping up when I saw the bathroom door open. Through the steam I saw Mom enter, drop her nightie to the ground, open the shower door and step in with me. She came up close to me, face to face, to get in the hot water. I could feel her stiff nipples against my chest. She looked up at me and smiled.

      "Sorry I kicked you out of bed, but you startled me," she said. I felt her reach down and grab my cock, which was hanging between us. "Oh, what happened to your boner?" she asked, laughing.

      "Making coffee got my mind off it," I answered. "But I think it might be coming back." I could feel my cock beginning to fill with blood as soon as she stepped in the shower, but now that she was holding it in her hand it was rapidly engorging.

      
        
      

      "Give me the soap and turn around," she told me. I handed her the squeeze-bottle of liquid soap and spun until I was facing away from her. She pressed her body against mine and reached around, squeezing soap on my dick with her right hand as she stroked it with her left. She got up on her tip toes and whispered in my ear, "Mommy will help you, baby. You deserve it."

      With that she began stroking my cock in earnest as the water washed over both of us. Every time enough soap washed away that her hand didn't glide smoothly, she'd squirt a little more on it. I could feel her nipples brushing against my back as she began to piston her hand up and down my cock. God, it felt good. So much better than my own hand. My cock had become rock hard, and Mom's small, smooth hand glided effortlessly up and down the full length. I looked down and watched it go up and down. As I watched, she stopped up near the large mushroom head and swirled her fingertips around it two or three times before resuming her long, smooth strokes. Her hand looked so small wrapped around my fully erect cock. She did the fingertip thing again, swirling around and around four, maybe five times before resuming the stroking.

      She stroked in earnest, and I was getting close, but just before I was ready to blow, she did the fingertip thing again around the head of my cock, and my orgasm receded. Again she started the stroking, and again I felt like I was getting close to coming. Again, she stopped and swirled her fingertips. Again and again, she brought me close, only to back off and tease the head of my cock.

      It was beautiful agony. I wanted so badly to come, but she just wouldn't quite get me there. Finally, she squeezed out more soap on my cock, closed the bottle and dropped it on the floor of the shower, then took my cock in both hands. The long smooth strokes began to get faster and faster. I could feel my balls filling with sperm, the pressure building up as she jackhammered my cock up and down.

      "Come for me now, baby," she said softly, and I exploded against the shower wall, four, five, six powerful jets of cum splattering against the hard tile and washing away before the next stream of sperm followed. Then a milder series of ejaculations followed, the cum being washed away before it hit the wall. Mom stroked my cock increasingly gently as she slowly brought me down. Then she wrapped her arms around my chest and gave me a tight hug. "I love you, baby. I'm so happy to be able to help you. You're incredibly special and I love that about you." I turned around and hugged her back.

      "Now are you going to help me wash, or not?" she asked, with a twinkle in her eye. I haven't had anyone to wash my back in a long time!" I bent to the floor and picked up the bottle of soap, opened it, squeezed some on my hand, and turned to face her. She spun around and I began washing her. I washed her upper back, then her lower back, then tentatively began washing her tight butt cheeks. There seemed to be no negative reaction, so I washed down the backs and sides of her legs. I began washing the insides of her knees, then slowly moved up and was washing the insides of her thighs, slowly inching up and up. I wanted to wash her vagina, and as I got up close to it, just inches away, she suddenly spun around.

      "Uh, uh," she said. "Why don't you wash my breasts instead?"

      "But Mommy...." I started, but she cut me off.

      "Just stick to my breasts honey. They like the attention." I began soaping up her breasts, squeezing and kneading them as I did. After a couple of minutes, she took hold of my hands and brought them down to my sides. She spun me around and made sure I had all the soap off me, did a final rinse on herself, then turned the water off.

      "You've got a busy day and you'd better get started," she said as she stepped out of the shower and grabbed a couple of towels.

      Best shower I ever had.

      ************ ***************

      She was right, though, I did have a busy day. I had two classes that day, then the first day of Spring baseball practice. I had been recruited by the coach as soon as I signed up at the Community College. He was aware of my youth baseball and high school career and was eager to have me on the team. From that day until the season started, there would be gym time and practice every afternoon and on Saturdays. I was looking forward to playing again and getting back into the gym.

      I studied and did homework between classes, so got that out of the way. By the time I had finished the first day of practice and a workout in the gym afterwards, I was pretty tired. I got home and plopped my bat bag on the floor by the front door, then collapsed on the couch. I heard Mom holler from the kitchen, and I answered that yes, it was me.

      She came out and looked at me. "You look pooped!" she said. She came over and gave me a very pleasant lingering kiss on the lips. "I'm making dinner, why don't you go up and have a shower. You'll feel refreshed after, I promise." I stood up and she gave me another kiss. "Go on, upstairs with you!" I wondered if I was going to be showering alone. I was.

      She was right, though, I did feel better after the shower. I threw on a T-Shirt and gym shorts and went back down. Mom was in the kitchen, wearing very short shorts, a skimpy tank top with no bra, both of which made her look very sexy. The only problem was, she was also wearing a frilly apron that made her look silly. Silly. Sexy. It all worked for me.

      We had a great dinner, and afterwards, Mom told me we needed to talk again.

      "I spent all day thinking about our new situation. I never should have let it get this far, but it has gotten this far, and overall, I'm okay with it." I was relieved to hear this right off the bat. I was worried when she said, "We need to talk."

      "But I have two parts I want to discuss," she continued, "and the first is what's going on sexually and romantically with us. Here are my thoughts" She paused and after an uncomfortable moment, I said, "Okay, what are your thoughts?"

      "Well, I'm going to start way back and work my way up to now," she said. "When I first met your father, I was so much in love with him, and he with me. We had a wonderful relationship and a great sex life. You were conceived in love. In fact, I'm sure I know the night you were conceived, and it was a beautiful night of lovemaking." I must have grimaced, because she added, "I'm sorry to be so blunt, but there are things you need to know now that you are a man."

      "Your father was dominated by his father, who had unrealistically high expectations of him. Sound familiar? Your father tried so hard to live up to those expectations, but when his Dad died, when you were about five, something in your Dad snapped. Maybe it was that he was finally free to be his own person. Unfortunately, that person was mean-spirited and ugly. He had always been hard on you, overly demanding like his father had been to him. But after his father died, he intensified his verbal and physical assaults on you, and when I tried to protect you, on me as well." I know that this was a time to just listen and not speak up. She wanted to get this off her chest.

      "I tried to protect you, and tried to be overly loving and understanding with you to compensate for the damage your father was doing to you. But, Jason, he was also damaging me. He had his first affair that I found out about when you were about six. After that, I forgave him, but I told him I would never give him another blowjob after he had stuck it in another woman. God only knows where his dick had been. That's why I told you that I used to like it, but I didn't anymore with your father." She let this sink in for a moment. It dawned on me that this was a strange conversation to have with your mother, but it didn't feel strange. It made me feel bad for her.

      "After another affair, again I forgave him, but I told him I'd never have sex with him again without a condom, because I couldn't be sure that he wasn't disease-ridden. Jason, he flew into a rage, and threatened me. He tried having sex with me and I fought him off for a while, but he was too strong. He finally overpowered me and pinned me down and fucked me with no rubber. I fought the whole time. When I think back now, it was rape. He raped me against my will. I was horrified, and horribly afraid that I would get an STD or worse yet, become pregnant and bear another child for him to bully and abuse." This was shocking.

      "But you stayed with him," I said.

      "Yes, but only for you. Your life was bad enough without going through the trauma of divorce and the stigma in school. You were doing so well in spite of all the hate he heaped upon you, I didn't want to upset your apple cart."

      "Hmmm," I answered. I wasn't sure if that was the best plan, but I was grateful and I said so. "Thanks for that, Mom."

      "So after that, the only time we ever had sex was when he raped me, and he refused to wear a condom. Do you remember when you and I went to my sister Jane's for a few days in Santa Barbara when you were about 7?"

      "Sure, I remember going to the beach with Auntie Jane," I answered.

      "Well the reason you went to the beach with Jane was because I was having minor surgery to have my tubes tied. I couldn't bear the thought of bearing another child for your father to abuse. Your father never knew."

      "Wow," was about all I could say. "I never had any idea about any of this."

      "Of course you didn't. You were a child. But the reason I'm telling you this is because your father didn't only damage you, he damaged me as well. He constantly berated me and belittled me, taking down my self esteem chink by chink. Do you know what he would do after he raped me?"

      "No, what?"

      "He would go into the bathroom, take a shower as if to wipe me off him, then come back in and tell me I was a slut, and that it was my fault that he got so carried away. That I teased him, and if he didn't fuck me every week, I'd probably be out fucking three different guys because I was such a whore. That I was begging for it. He told me he was doing it for my own good."

      "Oh, my God, Mom!" She had started crying just a bit but pulled herself together.

      
        
      

      "Okay, so I spent all day planning out what I want to say. The next thing I tell you will sound weird, but you'll understand why I'm saying it. I think that there are different reasons why we masturbate. For me, there have been times when I would see a cute man at the grocery store, and he would say hello, and then I would have a little fantasy about him and get turned on, which would lead to me masturbating before you or your father got home." She smiled a weak smile. "I know, too much information, but you'll understand why in a minute."

      "Then there were other times I masturbated," she continued. "Times when I felt really bad about myself, times of really low self-esteem and feelings of worthlessness that your father had instilled in me. It was a coping mechanism. Almost like alcohol, or a drug, or people who work out incessantly. I used it to escape for a moment. To have a moment of self-care, where I didn't think any negative thoughts about myself, just got caught up in feeling really, really good." She paused again and looked at me. "Does that sound familiar to you at all?"

      I was kind of shocked when she turned the question on me. I had never thought about anything like that.

      "How often do you masturbate, Jason? I mean, I know it's a lot. Your dried semen is on your pajamas, in your bed, on the hand towel in your bathroom, on my panties in my hamper, and on every one of those tissues wadded up in the trash can by your bed. I can't keep up with cleaning your jizz up around the house. I'm shocked that you're not walking around dehydrated all the time!"

      "Well, I don't think it's that much," I answered, offering up a weak defense. "I mean, I think most 18 year old guys are probably doing it a lot."

      "I'm not criticizing you, honey," she answered softly. "I guess I was trying to be funny there, but ask yourself the question: are you doing it because you're thinking about sex, or because it makes you feel better overall?"

      I didn't say anything right away. I thought about it, and as I did, I realized there was truth in what she was saying. I mean, there were times I thought about girls at school, or Mom, but a lot of the time I was just jacking off to feel better for a few minutes. I had never realized it.

      "I guess there are times I do it because of that," I finally answered. "I never thought about it that way,"

      
        "Exactly!" she cried. But it's just coping, it's not healing. It's just coping for a few short minutes with your feelings, but it's never going to make it get any better!" Again, she looked at me. "Are you still with me?" I nodded.

      "Okay, so have you noticed that when we kiss, or do whatever, I always tell you that you deserve it, or that you are special and I love you for it, or something like that?" I nodded again. "I do that to help you feel that you are worthy, that you are deserving of love and everything good in life, and that there is nothing wrong with you. I know you don't feel that way inside, because I don't either. Your father saw to that with both of us. So what we're doing together isn't just coping with our feelings for a moment, it's building our self esteem and self worth back up. That's why I'm willing to go against every social norm and do these things with you. For us both, it's coping and it's healing."

      "Whoa," I answered. "That's a lot." I pondered for a moment. "So, if I understand correctly, then I need to be making you feel the same way you're making me feel, so that you can heal too."

      "Exactly!" she exclaimed and threw her hands up in the air. She got up off her chair and came around to me and held my face, looked into my eyes, and gave me a huge, wet kiss on the lips. "Yes, Jason, we need to help each other heal. We need to build each other back up. I'm going to believe in you so fiercely and love you so fiercely that you can't help but believe in, and love, yourself too."

      "And I need to do the same for you," I added.

      "Yes!. Oh, honey. I was so afraid you wouldn't catch on to what I was saying. I am so happy. You are so smart and emotionally mature." I got it.

      "You just did it, didn't you?" I asked with a smile.

      "Yes, honey, and I'm going to keep on doing it until you believe it too." She walked back to her seat.

      "And I'll do it for you as well, Mom, because you deserve it too. You are an awesome mother and an awesome person."

      "Thank you honey." She folded her hands in front of her. "So, until you go away to University in two years, I propose that we keep on doing what we're doing right now and love each other as hard and as often as we can. That we constantly support each other and build each other up. Then, at the end of two years, you go to college and meet a pretty girl, and I'll move on with my life and maybe, just maybe, find a good man to spend the rest of my life with. Are you in?"

      
        
      

      "I'm totally in, Mom."

      She continued. "So, we won't do anything more than we're doing now. We've gone as far as we'll go, the only difference is that I may need to get relief from time to time when we're together, but I'll handle that myself."

      I screwed up my face. "Meaning?"

      Meaning I might need completion from time to time when we're together and I may have to masturbate a little to get there. But the vagina zone is off limits for you. There are limits to what can happen between a mother and son."

      "But Mommy," I answered. "We've already gone way beyond the normal limits. Why not be able to fully love each other and...." She cut me off.

      "That leads me to the second part of what I wanted to talk about." Uh oh. I didn't like the sound of that.

      "Jason, I'm perfectly aware that you manipulate me, and I've allowed it all these years to compensate for the hateful way your father treated you." Damn! Busted!

      "I know you only call me Mommy when you want something. I've always known. But I allowed it, and I gave in when I thought it appropriate in contrast with the situation you had to go through with your Dad." I felt the tops of my ears burning and I must have been turning red with shame and embarrassment. She must have noticed.

      "Oh no, honey. It wasn't wrong. You needed it. I wouldn't have gone along if I wasn't sure you needed it. But....." Again, she paused for effect. "We're past that now. You're 18 years old, you're a man, and you shouldn't be calling me Mommy. Call me Mom, or call me Judy if you're more comfortable with that at times. I prefer Mom or Mother. And no more manipulation. My God, you should become a trial lawyer the way you build up your case for something!" She laughed, and it made me feel better.

      She looked me directly in the eye. "You weren't wrong or bad to do it. It was a survival instinct. I knew what was happening and I approved of it at the time. But things are different now. Our situation is different, and you are a man, not a child." She took her hands and placed them palms down on the table.

      "Okay," she said. "I've said everything I wanted to say. I think you've understood. We're going to continue where we are until you want to stop or go to University. You may not try to manipulate me to go any further so you can touch me down below or do even more. No more Mommy. No more manipulation to get anything else that you want. Communicate what you want and ask for it for good reason. Are we set?"

      "We are set, Mom. I read you loud and clear."

      "Happy?" she asked.

      "Yes," I answered.

      "Okay then," she said. "I want you to really think about everything I've said, and we can talk again in a couple of days if you want or need to." I knew there was a lot for me to unpack about all the things she said.

      ************** *************

      I went to my bedroom and started to really think about what she had said. I hated my father even more after hearing how he treated her. She certainly didn't deserve it, although he tried to make her feel she did. Perhaps after so much bullying, she began to believe it. That's why she needs me to build her back up, to help her heal those wounds. I had never considered that she was undergoing the same hell I was in all those years. I was a kid. I was selfish. But I don't need to be selfish anymore. I love my mother so much, and I want to help her in any way I can.

      Then there was the second part, about me manipulating her. I thought I was the smart one, outwitting her with my perfectly crafted arguments. In reality, she was the smart one. Here again, I was selfish, thinking only of myself. I never stopped to consider that she knew what I was doing all along and metered it out as she saw fit.

      I thought about what she said about taking care of herself when she was with me. That kind of excited me to think that she might masturbate with me right there. I had seen her in the throes of her orgasm once when she didn't know I was there. It would be exciting to have her know I was there and still do it.

      
        I really wanted to do more, but I was also kind of afraid of it. I had never touched or seen a woman's vagina, and it was a little intimidating. I mean, Mom had been naked in front of me quite a bit in the past week, but all I really saw was her bush. In the shower when I was washing her legs from behind I looked up and I think I saw the outline of the lips, but it was hard to tell with all the hair there.

      But, she had said the vagina zone was off limits. But.....what was it she also said? That I should communicate what I wanted and ask for it for good reason. So what did that mean? Maybe I'm just looking for a way to manipulate her, but that seemed to leave a door open.

      That thought stuck with me. My nature was to build an argument around it and try to convince her to do what I wanted. But what if I was very careful to not be manipulative, but to actually just speak my truth? So, no manipulation, no matter what. I would support Mom, build her back up, and speak only my truth, not try to bend her mind to my will. Evidently, I wasn't quite as good at it as I thought I was. She knew. She knew. So if she knew, why has she given in as far as she had already?

      It was a lot to think about and I knew I wouldn't unpack it all that night. Just as I was about to get up and go find Mom, there was a gentle knock on my door and she entered. She was dressed in a very tiny nightie that was so sheer I could see her nipples through it and she was holding a plastic bottle in her hand.

      "Hey," she said. "Are you up for some company?"

      "Of course I am," I answered. "I was just kind of thinking about everything you said. You're pretty smart, Mom. I never knew what you went through and I never realized that you were one step ahead of me." She came over and sat next to me on the bed.

      "Oh, honey," she said. "I love you so much and I'm so proud of you that you understand what I'm getting at."

      "I'm going to really try, Mom. Really try to support you and build you back up, and to not manipulate you." She put her arms around me and gave me a big hug and pulled me in for a kiss. I started to pull out of the kiss to talk more, but she held me to her and parted her lips. Her tongue entered my mouth, and I responded by sucking it in and moving my tongue against it gently.

      She broke the kiss for a moment and said very quietly, "Enough talking for tonight."

      We went back into the kiss and I put my arms around her as well, holding her close to me. Our tongues worked against each other as I laid back onto the bed and pulled her down next to me. I was falling deeper and deeper into the kissing, and I was aware that my cock was getting hard, pushing against the smooth material of my gym shorts. I pressed it against Mom's stomach in an almost unconscious move before I realized I was doing it. She didn't push back, but she didn't object, either.

      I broke the kiss and began giving her small little kisses in the nape of her neck as we embraced and I rocked back and forth, moving my hard penis against her tummy. She reached for my hand and brought it up to her breast. I held it in my hand for a moment, not moving. Her breast was full, round, firm in my hand. I moved the material of her nightie aside and tweaked her stiff nipple with my thumb. She sighed as I continued to give her small little kisses and love bites on her neck and ear and pinched and pulled gently on her nipple.

      I began kissing and licking my way down to her breasts, leaving a trail of moisture from her neck to her chest and then continuing down to the magic space between those two lovely mounds. I slowly kissed all over both her breasts, kissing and licking every spot except her areola and nipples, teasing her slowly with my lips and tongue. When I finally took her left nipple into my mouth, she gasped.

      "Oh, baby," she cooed. "That feels so good. You are so good at that! Kiss my other nipple, yeah, just like that, honey."

      I took her other nipple in my mouth and sucked gently. I felt her reaching for my cock and shifted a bit so she could reach it while I kept her nipple in my mouth. When I shifted I had moved my cock away from her belly and when she found it she began rubbing it up and down with her hand, giving it gentle squeezes as she did so.

      After a few minutes of this she removed her hand and moved it away from my cock. By this time I was vigorously squeezing her breasts and more aggressively sucking on her nipples, lashing at them with my tongue. Suddenly I realized why she had removed her hand from my penis. I could feel her arm moving and realized that she was rubbing herself with her hand. I began to flick her nipples with my tongue while squeezing and rubbing her breasts. She started to moan as I did so and I felt her arm begin moving faster. As I sped up my tongue on her nipples, I could feel her arm moving faster and faster.

      Suddenly her body went rigid and moments later she gave a little bark and started shaking as her orgasm overtook her. Her body jerked and her legs shook as she had wave after wave of pleasure. Her arm was still going and I wondered if it was all just one big orgasm or if she was having two or three in a row. Little by little she calmed down and stopped moving her arm.

      "Mmmmm," she said softly when she finally stopped moving and I was just holding her. "That felt good. Honey, I don't know how you got so good with that tongue. Are you sure you've never been with a girl? You definitely know what you're doing!"

      
        
      

      I laughed and said, "I have a good teacher." My cock was achingly hard and I was immensely aroused by what had just happened.

      Mom brought her hand up to my cheek and I could smell the faint odor of her vagina. She kissed me and said, "Now I have a special treat for you. Stand up."

      I stood in front of her as she remained sitting on the edge of the bed. She jerked my gym shorts down and gave my rock-hard cock a big lick from the base to the tip. Then she pushed her nightie off her shoulders and pulled her arms through the sleeves, gathering the material at her waist, leaving her large and shapely breasts exposed. She found the plastic bottle on the bed and opened it, then poured some of the contents on the insides of her breasts and the space in between.

      "Why do you think I'm putting lube on my breasts, Jason?" she asked.

      "I hope it's why I think so," I answered, stepping forward.

      "It's because I want you to fuck my tits, baby." I moved a little more forward and she grabbed my cock and laid it on the spot between her breasts, then place one hand on each of her tits and pressed them together, engulfing my cock between them.

      "Do you want to fuck my tits, Jason?" she asked, looking up at me.

      "Yes," I answered and began moving my cock up and down between her tits.

      "This is how you can fuck me, baby," Mom cooed as I got a rhythm going. You can fuck me here anytime. Fuck me, baby, fuck me." I never knew Mom had a potty mouth, but I sure liked it.

      I was so turned on it didn't take long. Before I knew it, I was jack-hammering the space between her breasts and soon warned her, "I'm gonna shoot, Mom. I'm gonna shoot!"

      "Keep going, baby. Come on my face." She looked down right at the hole in the tip of my penis as I hammered it up and down.

      
        Suddenly my legs went stiff, and I felt my jizz rising from my balls. A sharp stab of pleasure hit me as I rocketed the first spurt of cum up onto Mom's waiting face. Another rub and another stab and another powerful squirt of sperm on her face. Again and again, I unloaded, each shot landing on her until I had coated her face in jizz.

      When I stopped coming, she held my cock between her breasts and looked up at me. She looked so beautiful with her face glazed with my cum. "I can't believe how much you squirt, honey. You soaked me with it." She picked up my gym shorts off the floor in front of her and began wiping off her face.

      "Mom, you are so beautiful and so wonderful," I told her. "I love you, and I think you're the greatest Mom and the greatest person I know." She smiled at me as she continued to wipe the cum out of her eyes. "Thank you, Mom, thank you." I leaned down and kissed her full on the lips, even knowing that I had just coated them with cum. Luckily, she had wiped it off by then and only a slight aroma remained.

      "Thank you for that, honey. And thank you for the kiss, you are a fast learner. I love you, too, and wouldn't do that for anyone else in the world. Only for my special Jason." She stood up. "But I do need to go wash my face." She got up and went towards her room.

      I waited for a few minutes, then went to her room to say goodnight. She was already in bed, and I leaned down and gave her a lingering kiss. "Goodnight, Mom," I said, and I could smell the fresh scent of Colgate on her breath.

      "Good night, my Prince!" she said. "Time for sleep." I padded back down the hallway to my bedroom and fell into a deep slumber.

      Good night, my Queen.

      ********** ************

      And so, we fell into a rhythm of life for the next couple of weeks. We did it almost every night and sometimes in the morning or afternoon. Usually if we did it in the afternoon, we wouldn't do it that night, and there were some days that we didn't do it at all. But most days we would.

      She would blow me, or I would fuck her breasts, and about half the time she would get herself off. I got used to the smell of her sex and found it very arousing and exciting. My life was school, baseball, gym, and Mom. Not a bad life at all.

      
        
      

      After about two weeks of this remarkable pattern of life, things shifted again. I was naked, kneeling on the foot of the bed and Mom was naked on her hands and knees in front of me, sucking on my cock. She stopped and lay back, putting her head on the pillow. This left me still kneeling on the bed, and she splayed out in front of me completely naked.

      I looked at her and saw that her legs were spread apart a little, giving me a full view of her bush and a hint of what was beneath it. It was obvious to her that I was looking, yet she didn't close her legs as I would have expected. In fact, she let them fall a little further apart. Then, looking right at me, she took her hand and covered her pussy with it.

      "You're not supposed to be looking at that," she said, smiling. Then she began moving her hand up and down on her sex, her palm flat against her pussy.

      "You turn me on so much," she said softly as she continued to rub her cunt. "Come up here and kiss my breasts."

      I lay down against her and began licking and sucking her breasts as she continued to move her hand against herself. It took her only about five minutes to get herself off and she came with a shudder. As soon as her orgasm subsided, she moved down and started sucking my cock. I was so turned on by the way she had been laying with her legs spread open and her subsequent orgasm that it took me less than five minutes before I was pumping spurt after spurt into her willing mouth. She sat up, grabbed a couple of tissues, and let my cum slowly drool out of her mouth into the Kleenex.

      "I know you like it when I do it that way," she said with a chuckle.

      "Oh, I do. I do!" I answered.

      We both lay there in each other's arms for a while, just feeling the bliss of the post-orgasmic moment. After a bit, I spoke.

      "Mom, you know I could kind of see your vagina just now." She mumbled a mild assent with no enthusiasm. "But I couldn't, like, really see it."

      She laughed and said, "I know because I covered it up with my hand. You're not supposed to see it!"

      
        Then I dropped the bombshell. "But I really would like to see it." That statement was met with silence. Finally, after two minutes or more she answered, and it wasn't the full denial that I fully expected.

      "Why?" she asked simply. And there it was. I was so tempted to go into manipulation mode, but I remembered what she said about communicating what I wanted and giving an honest reason why.

      "Well, I've never really seen one up close. Not in detail anyway. I'd just really like to see what it really looks like." I was going to leave it at that, but with some thought added, "And to be honest, someday I hope to have a girlfriend and it would be nice to know where everything is and how it all works down there, because it's a complete mystery to me." She giggled.

      "A mystery to you and every other man," she retorted with another giggle.

      "So anyway, that's why I'd like to see it, but it's completely up to you. I'll respect whatever decision you make because I trust you.

      "Well, couldn't you just get a book and learn all that?" she asked.

      "Yeah, I probably could. I just thought I'd ask because I'd really like to see the real thing, not just pictures."

      "I think they have those books in the library," she added. I was so tempted to build a phony argument to get her to indulge me, but I resisted the temptation.

      "Yeah," I answered. "I'll have to go see if they have one at the library. And that seemed to be the end of it.

      The next night, Mom called me into her room after her shower. I was shirtless, wearing only pajama bottoms, and she was laying on top of her covers with a lace baby doll negligee on, looking unbelievably beautiful. Her hair was splayed on the pillow, and I could smell a faint whiff of perfume. I could see the matching panties beneath. Not panties, really. More like a thong that just barely covered anything.

      "Why don't you sit at the foot of the bed," she said. When I did, she let her legs fall open, and I could clearly see the gusset of her panties right where her vagina was.

      
        
      

      "You said last night you wanted to see something?" she asked.

      "Yes," I answered hoarsely.

      "Why don't you slide my panties down, then." I reached up and grabbed the top of her panties on each side of her hip and slowly pulled them down. What I saw shocked me.

      Mom was almost completely shaved. Just a wisp of hair up top, a landing strip I think it's called. Her vagina was smooth and pink, and fully exposed as she laid back with her legs spread.

      "Go ahead and take a good look," she said softly. "It's okay."

      I moved my face to within about a foot of her cunt. I could see the slit. It was slightly open and there were folds of darker pink skin puffing out on either side. There were other folds of skin near the top, and near the bottom there was a small bead of moisture. Mom's hands appeared and she pulled it apart, widening the slit and allowing me to see more of the folds inside.

      "So, this is my labia, she said, lightly touching the folds of skin. And this is my vulva, she said, running her fingers along the outside of the slit. Then she put one hand at the very top and pulled back. I saw a little pink nub that was white at the tip sticking up. "This is my clitoris, or clit," she said. Then she went down near the bottom and pulled the lips way apart. I could see a smaller opening surrounded by moist pink skin. "And this is the hole where the penis goes in."

      "Wow," was all I could say. I know it probably wasn't the right thing, or the best thing, to say, but it was all I could think of at that moment.

      Mom continued, "So just like with a woman's breasts, you want to start slowly and gently," she said. "Start by lightly rubbing the outside, the vulva." She began running her fingers over her vulva. "Then, after a while you can start rubbing her at her opening a little. She should begin opening up, and you'll probably start to feel her moisture then, her lubrication that comes because she's getting ready for intercourse. Still gently, you can run your fingers up and down her opening, lightly stroking her labia." She began demonstrating by rubbing three fingers along the inside of her slit. It did open up, and I could see the slick moisture begin building up.

      "Now as you do that, her clit is going to become engorged with blood and will begin to get erect." She pulled back the skin above her clitoris and it popped out, a pearly nubbin jutting out at the top of her vagina. "This is a woman's most sensitive spot, but it's also the spot that feels best and most likely to cause her to have an orgasm. You need to start very gently here, with either your fingertips or your tongue."

      Whoa! I thought to myself. I hadn't considered that possibility yet.

      "A woman's clitoris has the same erectile tissue in it that a man's penis has." She again demonstrated by flicking her index finger back and forth over her clit. "You can take long strokes of her cunt, always coming back to her clit." She demonstrated by running her fingers down her slit, back up and then resumed flicking her clit.

      "It's always nice to try to give your partner an orgasm before or after intercourse because most women don't orgasm from intercourse. Some do, but most don't. You can work this all out with your partner when you have one. But.....Jason......it's always best to be a considerate lover and not just hog the orgasms for yourself."

      "Mom, do you come from intercourse?" I asked.

      "I have, like once or twice. But usually it takes attention to my clit. Sometimes a man can rub a woman's clit while having intercourse and give her an orgasm that way." She continued rubbing her clit, then gasped and orgasmed.

      "Oopsie," she giggled. "I didn't plan on that happening!" I could see that her vagina was now very wet and red and swollen. "Sorry about that!"

      Then she spread open her vagina down near the bottom. "Then it's time for the man to slide his penis into the vagina right here." She slid her index finger inside. It disappeared up to the second knuckle.

      "How deep is it?" I asked.

      "Seriously?" she responded.

      "Yeah, I'm serious. Mom, really, I know the basics of all this, but I really have no idea about how it all actually works."

      
        "Hmm," she said. "It's deep enough to accommodate a man's penis that is up to maybe ten inches long." She paused. "Hopefully ten inches long, I mean. They're not all that long like yours. Some are maybe five or six inches." Then she sat up.

      "Here, let me show you." She reached over the edge of the bed and came back with a small plastic case that had been hidden between the mattress and box spring. She unzipped it and pulled out the lifelike dildo I had seen on her bed the night I unknowingly watched her masturbate and come. She also pulled out the same bottle of lube that she often used when I tit-fucked her, but she set that aside.

      "I don't need lube right now because I'm highly aroused and my own body is supplying the lubrication," she added.

      With that, she laid back on her pillow, spread her legs, put the head of the fake penis up to the opening in her vagina and slowly slid it in until it all disappeared except the wide base.

      "See, the vagina is deep enough to accommodate this eight inch dildo. And in me, it can go deeper. In fact, I've been wanting something a little longer and a little fatter." She giggled like a schoolgirl, but I noticed she didn't take the dildo out of her. Instead she pulled it out about half way, then slid it back in.

      "So it feels good to have a penis going in and out of you, but it feels much better when the clit is stimulated at the same time." She took her other hand and began rubbing her clit as she moved the fake penis in and out. I sat there, watching, awestruck.

      She continued to fuck herself with the dildo and rub her clit until she was moaning loudly. Soon she was writhing on the bed, lost in her pleasure. When she came she almost screamed. It seemed to go on and on as she slowed the pumping of the dick in her pussy and her fingers on her clit.

      I jumped up from the bed and pulled my pants down. Motioning her to my cock, I moved up to the edge of the bed and she came forward and took my penis in her mouth. I was already so close after seeing what I had seen. Mom didn't start slow or tease, she just started jackhammering my cock with one hand and sucking and licking the head with her mouth. I reached down and took her hand off my cock so she was just sucking it, taking it in and out of her mouth like a vagina would. I realized this was the same hand that she had been using to pleasure her vagina, and I brought it up to my nose and took a deep whiff. I could smell her familiar vaginal scent, but this time it was strong and powerful on her hand and in my nose. On my third deep whiff of her scent, my orgasm snuck up on me from nowhere, and I blasted into the back of Mom's throat, five, six, seven powerful bursts.

      
        After she had spit, I kissed her and thanked her effusively for such a great lesson, being sure to reassure her and compliment her on her great teaching skills. Things had shifted again, and I wondered if she would feel any regret. Thinking about it, I realized she had gone to all the trouble to shave so she must have been completely at peace with it. I don't know if she planned on having two orgasms during the lesson, but hey, maybe that was just a bonus.

      I had asked for what I wanted and given a good reason, and she had gladly agreed without me having to manipulate her. The possibilities seemed endless at that moment. I wanted, very badly, to touch it and put my penis in it. Once I'd seen it, and smelled it, I wanted it and wanted it bad.

      Mom really liked Tom Petty and she listened to him a lot. There was a song of his that came into my head just then where he sings, "The future was wide open." That's what I thought. The future was wide open.

    
  
    
      Chapter 3

      I went back to my bedroom in a daze. Mom had just given me a complete lesson about how a woman's vagina worked. The labia, the vulva, the clitoris, and the hole where the penis goes in. Seeing it up close and explained was both educational and thrilling. The fact that Mom had two orgasms while she was showing me just made it all that much better. The fact that she showed me how deep it was with her dildo excited me more. But what was it she said? Lately she'd been thinking she wanted something a little longer and fatter than her dildo? I wondered if she was referring to my cock, which was about two inches longer and a little bigger in circumference. Could she be sending me a message? Or maybe she was just thinking about buying another dildo. I just didn't know the answer.

      I went to bed and fell dead asleep and didn't wake up until my alarm went off the next morning. When I went downstairs, I discovered a note from Mom saying she'd gotten up early to go to the gym. I poured myself some cereal and went over the events of the night before while eating it. Truly amazing, I thought to myself. We've raised it to another level, and just remembering the sight and smell of her freshly shaved pussy, and the dildo going in and out of her set me on fire. I briefly thought about getting myself off, but I had to hit class. I grabbed my book bag and my bat bag and left for school.

      When I got home after baseball practice and gym time, Mom was watching the news and having a glass of wine. I came in and plopped myself on the other end of the couch from her. She greeted me, but no kiss. I was a little surprised. Then, we just sat in silence watching the news.

      After a bit I asked her, "Is everything okay?"

      
        Without turning her head she answered, "I'm just a little embarrassed about last night."

      "Why?" I asked. "I thought it was incredible! Mom, don't be embarrassed. I haven't been able to think about anything else all day!"

      "Well, I meant it to just be a visual lesson. I didn't mean for it to go that far. I just got carried away." She still hadn't turned to look at me. I picked up the remote that lay on the couch between us and hit the mute button.

      "Hey," I said. "Look over here at me." She shifted on the couch and turned towards me. "Mom, I've been dreaming of something like that. I mean, that was beyond my fantasy. You shouldn't feel embarrassed. I should just be thanking you over and over. Like you said, I'm an 18 year old man now, not an 18 year old child, and I need to know these things. My future girlfriends and wife will thank you." This brought out a little smile from her. "But they won't know it was you that taught me all this."

      "God, I hope not," she replied. But I have to admit I was pretty turned on by it," she finally said. "I mean, two orgasms five minutes apart........." and she let the sentence die. I leaned over and gave her a kiss on the lips.

      "Maybe next time, you might let me hold the dildo?" I asked.

      "What?" she exclaimed. "First, I'm not sure there will be another time for that, and I don't know about you using a dildo on me. That's kind of over the line."

      "Well," I answered. "I couldn't think about anything else all day, and I think it would be amazing to do it, and yes, it's over the line, but not so far over. I mean, I wouldn't actually be touching you, the dildo would."

      "I don't think we should do that," she answered.

      However, thirty minutes later I was naked on her bed, holding the dildo and moving it in and out of her as she rubbed her clit and had a fantastic orgasm. The tips of my fingers would touch her wetness every time I pushed the dildo deep inside her. It was the first time I had ever touched her there, but I wasn't sure she was really aware that my fingers were touching her.

      
        When her orgasm subsided she looked at me and laughed. "Well," she said. "I guess I have no willpower left. I can't believe I let you do that to me." She reached over and grabbed my real cock and gave it a squeeze, then reached for the lube. She oiled up her breasts and I moved my cock into position between them and started moving my cock up and down as she moved her breasts in counter-rhythm and squeezed my cock between them. I was so turned on by using the dildo on her and being so close to her cunt that it didn't take me long and soon I was squirting my seed all over her chin, ear, and hair.

      ************ ************

      The next night we took a shower together in her bathroom and moved to Mom's bed before we were even completely dry. The night before had been an exciting new experience, and it seemed that we were both eager to repeat it. After a lot of naked hugging, kissing, and breast play, she asked me if I wanted to play with the dildo again. I thought it was an odd way to put it, but my answer was a definite yes. She reached under her pillow, pulled it out, and handed it to me. She asked me to kiss her breasts some more and I started with her right one, just barely touching the tip of her nipple with the tip of my tongue. This elicited a warm "Mmmmmmm" from Mom as I teased her nipple with the tip of my tongue. My cock was achingly hard, knowing that I was going to be plunging the dildo into her at any moment. Finally, I sucked the entire nipple into my mouth and swirled my tongue around the hard nub of it. She gave a slight moan and I felt her hand move towards her vagina. I moved to her left breast and repeated the teasing with my tongue as she moved her hand and fingers against herself. I felt her arm moving between us as I sucked her entire nipple into my mouth.

      "Okay," she said quietly. "I'm ready for the dildo. We won't need any lube, I'm soaked." She pushed my shoulders down and I took the cue and slid down her body until I was laying between her spread legs with her vagina right in front of my face. I placed the dildo against her opening and gave a gentle push, but she grabbed my hand.

      "No, honey," she said as she held my wrist. "You have to start slowly and gently, just like with kissing and breasts." She began moving my hand so the head of the dildo was sliding softly up and down her slit. With her other hand she pulled back the hood of her clit (something she had also taught me about).

      "And you can rub the tip on my clit. Here, get a little moisture on the end of it." She moved my hand so the dildo went right to where her opening was. She spread her legs a little further apart so her vagina opened up and I could see how wet and gooey she was inside. She rubbed the head of the lifelike fake cock in the small pool of goo just inside her. It seemed to be flowing out of her hole, but I wasn't sure. The entire thing was wet, slick, and shiny. Then she moved my hand so the lubricated head of the dildo lightly rubbed against her exposed swollen clit.

      
        "Yes, honey, just like that," she said and let go of my hand. She continued to hold back the hood of her clit as I gently massaged it with the head of the phallus. "Now just slide it all over, getting it wet again and coming back to my clit." I did as she asked and I could feel her breathing quicken. "Oh yes, baby. Just like that," she moaned as I ran the head of the dildo up down her slit and vulva, getting it nice and slick, then going back to lightly rubbing her clit with it.

      "Okay, I'm ready now. Put it in me, but slowly. Slide it in slowly, honey." She spread her legs a little more and she opened up again. I placed the head of the dildo into the goo I could see gathering at the opening to her hole and gave a gentle push. It slid in easily as I gently pushed in the entire length. Mom gave a low moan. "Okay, hold it there for just a moment, then slowly slide it back out." I held it for maybe three or four seconds, then slowly slid it almost all the way out. "Now do that again a few times," she instructed as she moved her other hand to her exposed clit and began lightly rubbing it with her fingertips, within a foot of my face. I could smell her womanly scent.

      I slowly slid the dildo all the way back in and became aware that my fingertips were slightly entering her as well. She was wet and slick, and my fingertips became wet and slick as well. I held deep inside for a moment, then slowly slid it out.

      "Oh, yes," Mom groaned. I repeated the long slow motions as Mom's fingers began to speed up on her clit. "Now you can start going a little faster," she directed. I began speeding up the long strokes in and out of her. The dildo was sliding smoothly and I could see that it was coated with a film of Mom's thick, creamy juice each time I pulled it out before thrusting it back in. Her fingertips were now a blur on her clit as I began ramming the dildo in and out of her.

      "Yes, yes!" Mom panted. "When I tell you, push it all the way in and hold it there, just moving it in and out slightly. Then when I tell you again, start sliding it slowly all the way in and out like you did at the beginning." She was almost too frantic to finish her sentence as I kept driving the dildo home and her fingers blazed against her clit.

      "Now, now!" she cried. "Push and hold!" I pushed it in as far as I could, with my fingertips inside Mom and gave it slight little motions. Mom's orgasm came crashing down on her, and she was repeating, "Oh shit, oh shit," over and over as multiple spasms racked her body. After five or more quaking peaks, she began to slow down. "Now, honey, now just slide it in and out slowly." I did so as she slowly came down from her intense climax.

      She lifted her head from the pillow and smiled down at me. Finally, she took hold of my hand again and pulled it so the dildo popped out of her spent pussy. "Lay back, baby," she purred, and I switched over to laying on my back with my head at the foot of the bed and my feet near the pillows. She moved to her knees and began slowly kissing her way up my leg. When she got to my stiff cock, she lifted it with her hand and took my entire nut sack in her mouth, gently swirling her tongue around my balls as she slowly stroked me with her hand. "Mmmm," I heard her throaty response to having a mouthful of my nuts.

      She popped them out of her mouth one by one, then began licking the taint underneath. We were both fresh out of the shower, so it must have been okay, but I did worry a little about her tongue being so close to my anus. She continued to lightly stroke my cock as she licked all over my taint, my balls, and the moist, dark area between my sack and the insides of my thighs. She was giving me a very thorough tongue bath and it felt wonderful.

      I raised my head and looked down at her. She looked up and caught my eye, then smiled at me again before taking both my testicles into her mouth and lightly shifting them around with her tongue.

      "Mom," I said as I lay my head back down on the pillow. "I really need your mouth on my cock now."

      With one smooth motion, she moved up a bit, placed her lips around the large mushroom head of my penis, and slowly slid it all the way into her mouth and down her throat. After a moment she began gagging and took it out. She took a moment with a couple of deep breaths, then slid my hard cock down her throat again. She gagged a little less, but removed it and took another breath. Then down her throat again. She repeated this until she built up a rhythm of taking me down her throat between short breaths. Three minutes later I was slowly fucking her throat and could feel my orgasm building. I brought the hand I had been using the dildo with up to my nose. My fingertips had been coated in Mom's juices, and I took a deep whiff. The pungent aroma hit me as my cock slid down her throat again. I brought my fingers closer to my lips and licked them, tasting her cum. It took me to another level of arousal. Then, after another ten or so strokes down her throat my legs began to shake. One more deep plunge and I came with an extreme stab of pleasure in my groin that then radiated out over my entire body.

      Mom took my cock in her hand and kept the head in her mouth as she sucked each huge spurt of cum out of my pulsing dick, squeezing and milking me as I ejaculated again and again, each time extreme pleasure washing over my entire body. I realized she was quickly swallowing each blast as she received it. She had taken the first one down her throat, so I guess she didn't see the need to spit, so she swallowed it all. And she seemed hungry for it as she milked every drop out of me.

      I took her head in my hands and lifted her chin so I could see her face. She looked so beautiful with her hair tussled and the head of my cock in her mouth with tiny rivulets of my cum streaming out around her lips. She let my cock pop out of her mouth, then licked her lips, capturing the stray bits of semen that had escaped. Then she swallowed again.

      Then suddenly, she seemed to come back to reality and sat up, saying, "Oh gosh, it's late! We've got to get some sleep! Off to bed with you now." I got up off the bed and began to move towards my room, but Mom called out to me. "Wait! What about my goodnight kiss?" I turned and leaned over her nude form, first kissing each nipple, then moving up and kissing her lips. She opened her mouth slightly and I took the hint and slipped my tongue inside, even though she had just had a mouthful of my cum. I wanted to show her how much I appreciated her shifting her boundaries and allowing me to use the dildo on her, then deep-throat me until I blasted down her throat.

      It didn't really seem any different, but just knowing that I had just cum inside her mouth made me a little uncomfortable. But I know that Mom appreciated it when she broke the kiss and said, "Thank you, baby." Off to bed I went.

      ********** **********

      The next morning was Tuesday and when I came downstairs Mom was in her robe in the kitchen. I came up behind her and wrapped my arms around her, taking each breast in one of my hands and giving them a gentle squeeze.

      "Ooh, honey, not today," she said and kind of winced. "My period's coming and my breasts are very sensitive." Over the years growing up, I was aware that my mother had her period. When I was little I had asked her what the tampons were for and she explained to me that women bleed once a month as part of how babies are made. I remember her telling me that every time she bled, it meant that there wasn't a baby in her tummy. After that, I would notice when there were tampon wrappers and applicators in the trash can in my folk's bathroom. When I started getting sex education in school I learned more about why and how women menstruate. I knew all the basics, but there was a lot I didn't know.

      "So your breasts get sore before your period?" I asked.

      "Yes, and I get crampy and feel a little bloated," she answered.

      "How long until it comes?"

      "Sometime later today or tonight," she replied.

      "Oh," I said, feeling at a loss to how to get to what I really wanted to know. So I decided to just blurt it out.

      "So how does that affect what we're doing?" I looked at her with raised eyebrows.

      
        
      

      "Well, generally, I don't feel very sexy the first couple of days. Especially if I'm having a heavy flow." I must have reacted to that visibly because Mom laughed. "Oh, honey," she continued. "It's all very normal and natural. In fact, I was on the last day of my period the first time you wanted to kiss me and I showed you how to kiss."

      "So......?" I asked again.

      "So probably the next day or two I can take care of you if you need it, but I probably won't be that interested doing anything to myself. Then, the last couple of days, I might be more interested, but I don't think we can do, like, what we did last night. I tend to just rub my clit if I get horny the last couple of days. Then, five days from now, I'll be over it and we'll be fine!"

      My head was spinning a little bit with all this new information and it must have shown. I wasn't completely comfortable with the thought of a woman bleeding out of her vagina. Especially the vagina I was so interested in.

      "Jason, when you have a girlfriend or a wife, this will be a very normal part of your life. Every couple deals with it every month, and you just kind of learn to work around it. It will be fine." Then she added, "You'll see. Menstruation is normal, sweetie, and you're normal and you'll get used to it."

      "Okay, I said. "I get it."

      "But!" she exclaimed. "Women still want to be held and feel loved, especially when they're feeling more emotional during their period. So, kissing and cuddling, kind words and thoughtful deeds, are especially welcome."

      "Okay, Mom. Well, I mean, you are being so awesome with me and teaching me so much that I'll shower you with affection the next few days."

      "That would be so sweet, honey," she replied.

      "You deserve it, Mom. You're awesome."

      I had my first game that afternoon after school, a practice game against the State University. We got crushed, but that was to be expected against a team in a higher division. I went 2 for 4, though, and made a great catch in the outfield which was good because this was the school I hoped to go to after Community College. I was glad I performed well so that perhaps they'd notice me and recruit me for their baseball team. Mom was there cheering me on. We stopped for dinner at an Applebee's on our way home, but Mom didn't seem her usual bubbly self. I guess her period had come.

      That night, and Wednesday, we didn't do anything, but I did cuddle with Mom on the couch both nights while we watched TV and kissed her often and told her how beautiful and how great she was. The next day I did all the dishes, took the trash out, and complimented Mom every chance I could. I even gave her a nice backrub and foot rub while we watched TV.

      Thursday night she came into my bedroom and gave me a long, slow blow job. She must have liked swallowing the time before because she didn't spit after I came. She must have swallowed it all. Afterward she stayed in my room for a long time, and we cuddled and kissed. I don't know how long she was there because I fell asleep and when I woke up at around 2 a.m. she was gone to her own bed.

      Friday night was cuddling on the couch again and she did touch my cock over my gym shorts a few times but I wasn't sure if it was on purpose or accidental. Maybe her interest was coming back.

      Saturday morning, I had a game and we took my car. I drove, but when we arrived an hour before game time, she got out and came over to the driver's side. As I got out of the car she asked me for the keys and told me she'd be back in an hour for the game. She gave me a crooked little smile and said, "I've got a little shopping to do." She got in, adjusted the seat forward and took off.

      "Wait!" I shouted, running after her, waving my arms. I saw the brake lights go on, and the car came to a stop. I ran up to it, opened the back driver's side door, and pulled out my bat bag.

      "Sorry!" Mom said as I closed the door and gave it a couple of taps to let her know she could pull away.

      We won this game and I went 2 for 3 with 2 runs scored and 2 RBI. I was on a roll, both with baseball and Mom.

      I think playing such a good game must have made me horny or something. On the way home, I kept looking over at Mom in the passenger seat and all I could think about was her pussy and the dildo. We didn't talk much and I wondered if she was thinking what I was thinking.

      "So, is your period over?" I asked while REM played on the oldies radio station she loved so much.

      
        
      

      "Pretty much. Nothing so far today," she replied.

      "Does that mean when we get home we can mess around?" I asked. "Like, for real?" I added.

      "Honey, I think one more day to be safe. She reached across the console and put her hand in my lap. "You can wait one more day, can't you?" she said sweetly, then gave my stiffening cock a little squeeze.

      "Not if you do stuff like that!" I laughed.

      "Oh, then I won't be such a naughty girl," she answered, and removed her hand. "You'll just have to wait until tomorrow. And I'll be a good girl and won't tease you."

      I guess the die was cast, because that evening we watched TV and cuddled on the couch, but she resisted any attempt I made to move things into a more sexual mode. And true to her word, she refrained from even bumping up against my stiff boner, avoiding it altogether.

      When we finally locked up and went to bed, I lay there thinking about how much our relationship had changed over the past month, and how much I had changed. I liked not being the calculating, whiny son who asked for and got anything he wanted from his Mommy. I felt more mature, more like a man than a child. I felt that I was a better version of my Dad, that I was the man of the house. It felt good.

      Little did I know what that naughty girl had in mind for the next day, or that we were about to take another giant leap forward.

      ********** **********

      When I woke up on Sunday morning, it was raining steadily. I grabbed my phone off the nightstand and looked up the forecast. Rain all day. Then it dawned on me that it was Sunday and I had no school or practice, and the whole day off. As I came further awake, I also remembered that it was the day that Mom's period was completely over. I reached down and grabbed my morning wood, wrapping the material of my pajama bottoms around it. One squeeze and I knew what I wanted.

      I got up and padded down the hall to Mom's bedroom, shirtless, with my boner tenting my pajamas. I was hoping to find her in bed and hoping that her dildo was handy, and hoping that she was ready to play. When I got to her bedroom, though, her bed had already been made, and she was nowhere to be found.

      Turning, I went to the staircase and as I descended, I could hear the sound of pots and pans coming from the kitchen. With my boner still tenting my pajamas, I walked into the kitchen where Mom was busy cooking what looked like an amazing breakfast. She was wearing a short nightie with a plunging neckline, and she looked absolutely beautiful with her tousled hair pinned up to the top of her head, her perky breasts jutting out, and her perfectly shaped ass hovering over her long, tanned legs. When she heard me enter, she turned and looked down at the pronounced tent in my pajamas.

      "Well, hello, big boy!" she laughed. "Looks like you've got a little friend there." She laughed again and added, "Well, maybe not so little." She giggled and I walked behind her, wrapping my arms around her and taking one of her breasts in each hand. She gave a slight moan of appreciation as I pushed my hard cock against her firm butt. I squeezed her breasts gently.

      "So your boobs are feeling better?" I pushed against her from behind, nestling my cock up against the small of her back.

      "My boobs are feeling absolutely wonderful at the moment," she answered, but reached behind her and gently pushed me away. "However," she continued, "I am making us a wonderful Sunday brunch and I need to pay attention to what I'm doing." She turned and gave me a soft kiss on my lips. "Go up and get a shirt on. Breakfast is in 10 minutes."

      I went back upstairs and put on a pair of shorts and a T-Shirt. I took a pee, and my morning wood began to subside. I washed my face and hands, brushed my teeth and went back downstairs where Mom had breakfast on the table.

      "Wow, this looks amazing!" I said as I took my seat across from Mom. Cinnamon rolls, Denver omelet, fried potatoes, bacon, coffee, and orange juice were all waiting at my place at the table. As I ate, though, all I could think about was getting Mom back upstairs and spending an hour or more in bed with her. I couldn't forget what it felt like to have my fingers brushing against her pussy as I used the dildo on her. It had been days since, and I wanted badly to do it again.

      When Mom took her seat, I started eating and for a few moments we sat in silence as we enjoyed her cooking. After taking a bite of warm roll, I looked up at her and said, "Thanks, Mom. This is awesome."

      
        She beamed with happiness when I said that so I added, "I can't believe how badly Dad blew it when he lost you." I searched for the right words for the next thing I wanted to say. "You're like a treasure, and Dad had a treasure right in front of him and he didn't even know it."

      "Honey, that is so sweet of you to say that!" Mom replied. She gave me the biggest smile and I held her gaze, smiling back. "You know, I'm starting to believe that," she continued. "I felt like such a piece of shit going through all that with your father, but I really am starting to feel like my old self. And I owe so much of that to you, my sweet boy." She reached across the table and touched my cheek. "I love you."

      "I love you, too, Mom," I said, never meaning it more. "You make me happy."

      "You make me happy, too, sweetheart," she said, pulling her hand away from her cheek. "Now eat!"

      I plunged in and soon had the entire meal devoured. As I sat back from the table, Mom said, "Our movie starts at 12:15."

      "What?" I answered. "What movie?"

      "It's a rainy day, Jason, and we're going to the movies together. I have it all planned out. Now get upstairs and get showered and be ready to leave here at 11:30."

      "Yes, ma'am," I answered. "You want me to help with the dishes?"

      "No, go get in the shower, and I'll shower after you so leave me some hot water!" I took my dishes to the sink and went upstairs. I wasn't a big fan of going to the movies. They charged too much for the tickets, for the drinks and popcorn, and you can just stream almost any movie you want right at home. But I could see that Mom was excited about it so I didn't protest.

      When we got to the theater, there were only about six other people there. It wasn't a new movie that had just come out, so I guess the demand for it was waning. We had our popcorn and our sodas, and we sat in the flickering light watching what turned out to be a pretty good movie.

      Mom was leaning her head against me, and even reached up and kissed my cheek a couple of times. I put my arm around her, pulling her close to me and kissing the top of her head. It felt very comfortable and very nice, and with the way the theater was situated, nobody could really see us. Mom shifted a bit so she was turned a little more towards me and nestled into the crook of my arm. She was sitting to the right of me, and I had my right arm around her and she had her right hand on my stomach. Every once in a while I would give her a gentle hug with the arm around her, and she would respond by lightly rubbing my stomach.

      Then, without a hug, she began rubbing my stomach. It felt nice. She was steadily rubbing me now, and I felt her hand begin to go lower to my belt line. She rubbed there for a while, then moved her hand down a little lower, just above my rapidly growing cock. She gently rubbed around there for a few minutes, then moved her hand lower, and I could feel that she was searching for something. It was pointing down and becoming uncomfortable as it hardened, so I reached down and adjusted it so it was pointing up in my pants. I felt her hand move over it, and she began lightly rubbing me. It was a soft and gentle motion, not one to make me want to cum. It felt very nice.

      After a few minutes of this, she removed her hand and reached across me for my left hand. She took it and placed it on her breast, then went back to gently rubbing my now completely hard cock over my pants. I responded and began gently rubbing her breast. She wasn't wearing a bra, which was unusual, and I could feel her stiff nipple beneath the fabric of her shirt. We watched the movie for a while, just gently rubbing each other and enjoying the feeling.

      Then, something happened that caught me completely off guard. Something I had been dreaming about but had little expectation that it would happen, especially in a movie theater. Mom removed her hand from my cock and placed it over the hand I had at her breasts. She took my hand and slowly moved it down across her belly towards her crotch. Spreading her legs slightly, she moved my hand so it was directly over her pussy, then pressed it against her, giving a slight forward thrust of her pelvis as she did. She moved her hand back to my cock, and I began gently rubbing her over her yoga pants. I could feel the lips of her pussy and I could clearly make out where her slit was, and where her clit jutted out. I rubbed softly, and I could feel the heat emanating from her. I could also feel the moisture building in the material of her pants and could tell that she was getting wet and squishy beneath them.

      I had completely lost the thread of the movie by now. I was lost in the sensation of finally touching Mom where I had been longing to touch her. She was gently rocking her hips back and forth as I paid attention to each part that she had shown me. The vulva on the outside, giving long, smooth strokes up and down. The labia, and rubbing light circles around her clitoris. I was getting more and more excited as I explored the shape and feel of her cunt. She hadn't sped up her gentle rubbing of my cock, but I was achingly excited.

      I wanted more, though. I wanted to feel the actual skin of it. The wetness of it. I moved my hand up to her waistband and began to slide my fingers down inside her stretchy pants. She grabbed my wrist.

      
        "Not here, baby," she whispered. "Wait till we get home." She gave my cock a squeeze and I went back to rubbing her over the top of her pants. By this time her entire crotch was soaked and if I pressed lightly I could push the material up inside her pussy. This was the border that we hadn't crossed, although we had come right up to it.

      Before I knew it, the movie was over and we were gathering our trash and raincoats. I had a huge bone, and as we exited the theater and threw away our trash, I held my raincoat in front of me to hide it. Mom was wearing black yoga pants, and I don't think anyone could have noticed that the entire crotch of them was soaking wet. But she, too, was holding her raincoat in front of her.

      We ran to the car and jumped in. I started it up, backed out of the parking space and headed for home. I was anxious to get there. I wanted to get those pants off Mom and explore every inch of her pussy.

      Mom buckled her seatbelt, then turned down the volume on the radio. She looked over at me and said, "Jason, what I'm about to say isn't coming from me being incredibly aroused right now, although I am. I've been thinking about it for the past few days and I feel that it's right and I'm okay with it. Not just okay with it; I want it. We have crossed so many borders. Each time we do, I'm sure the world will somehow change and come crashing down, but it hasn't. In fact, every time we cross a border, things get better. You gain confidence, I feel happier. I think we're getting closer to our goals."

      I was almost shaking from the massive amount of arousal I was feeling at that moment. I couldn't believe I was hearing what I was hearing. Did she mean we were going to fuck?

      "When we get home, I'm going to give you full access to me. You can touch my vagina with your hands, your lips, your tongue, any and all parts of you except one. You can't touch it with your cock. That is the one border that I am still convinced we shouldn't cross. You can touch your cock to any other part of me, but not there."

      That answered my question. We weren't going to fuck, but I was finally going to get to touch and taste her pussy.

      "Are we clear?" she asked.

      "Perfectly," I answered, although not without some disappointment.

      
        "Good, now get us home as fast as you can. I need to get these wet pants out from between my legs and get you there instead." She smiled at me. "Now that my period's over I can be a naughty girl again."

      I raced home through the rain and as soon as I pulled into the garage Mom reached up and hit the garage door closer. As the door went down, Mom came across the console and kissed me, pushing her tongue into my mouth.

      "Oh, God," she panted. "I've been wanting to do that for the last two hours!" She came back in for the kiss, and we sat in the car for five minutes making out. When I began rubbing her breast, she broke the kiss.

      "Let's go in the house," she said as she moved back to her seat and reached for the door handle.

      When we got inside, Mom told me she needed to go and clean herself up and that I should wait 10 minutes and then come up to her room. I got myself a can of soda and looked at my phone, counting the moments until I could go upstairs.

      Finally, 10 minutes had passed. I raced up the stairs and found Mom's bedroom door closed. Should I knock? I decided that I should or otherwise why would the door be closed? I rapped softly on the door and heard Mom say "Just a minute." I waited patiently outside until I heard her tell me to come in.

      When I did, the first thing I noticed was that Mom had pulled her drapes closed and the room was dark except for all the candles she had lit giving off their soft, glowing light. It smelled of vanilla and Mom's perfume. I looked down to the bed and I saw that Mom had stripped the top covers off, so it was just the bottom sheet. Mom was laying on the bed, posed for me. She was wearing absolutely the sexiest piece of lingerie I had ever seen. It was all white lace, with sheer, see-through cups. It gathered just below her breasts, then flowed open to just where her butt met her legs. She had her legs together, but I could see the white lacy panties that matched the rest of the negligee. She was so beautiful in the flickering candle light. She smiled at me as I stood over her next to the bed.

      "You like?" she asked.

      "Yes, very much," I answered. I almost choked on the words. For some reason, speaking was very difficult at that moment. I was in awe of how beautiful and sexy Mom looked.

      "Then why are you still wearing your clothes?" she said softly.

      
        
      

      I tore off my shirt and got out of my pants as fast as I could and joined Mom on the bed. She rolled into my arms and we began kissing. I moved my hand down to her belly and was about to touch her pussy when she whispered in my ear, "Not yet, Jason. Slowly. Go slow and be gentle."

      I went back to kissing her. We hugged and snuggled as we explored each other's tongues. I was incredibly turned on by it. I nuzzled her neck and gave her tiny kisses there and up near her ear. She hugged me close to her and I could feel the lacy, satiny material covering her breasts pressed against my bare skin.

      She took my hand and placed it on her breast, and I began lightly rubbing it. I gave a small squeeze and Mom shifted a bit and sighed. I switched to her other breast and lifted it out of the cup of her negligee. I rubbed this one lightly again until I gave it a gentle squeeze that elicited the same sigh. "God, you turn me on so much," she whispered, and I brought my head down and took her nipple in my mouth and began softly sucking on it.

      She reached down and found my cock and began lightly stroking it. I became lost in Mom's tits, pleasuring one with my mouth while teasing the other with my hand. I licked every inch of each breast, kissed everywhere, and swirled my tongue around her nipples while lightly sucking on them.

      Mom continued stroking me lightly as I went back up and began kissing her again. She removed her hand from my cock and found my right hand. She took it back to her breast, then held it there for a brief moment. Without releasing her grip, she began moving it down. Down from her breasts to her tummy, pausing briefly there before moving it down more to her belly button, then further down until I touched the top of her panties. Then slowly down more until my hand was covering the satin lace gusset of the matching panties. Then she began slowly moving my hand up and down, establishing a rhythm before removing hers and letting me continue on my own. We were still kissing, our tongues lashing at each other's while I rubbed her pussy over her panties and she softly stroked me. She was moving slightly in time to my movements, pushing softly against my hand on each upstroke.

      I began to feel the warmth and the wetness again through the material of her panties. It was so scant. There was so little between my hand and the warmth and wetness of her bare cunt. She took her hand off my cock and placed it gently over mine, not guiding it, but just moving her hand in time with mine. After a few moments of this, she broke our kiss and whispered in my ear. "Slowly, gently, baby," and she reached below my hand and pulled her panties to the side.

      At last, I thought to myself. I put my hand back down and felt the smooth skin of her vulva for the first time. Remembering her instructions, I began lightly running my fingertips along the puffy skin outside her opening. It was hairless, freshly shaved. Mom was just slightly moving her hips and up and down as I stroked her. I ran the tip of my index finger from the bottom of her slit up to the top, pausing at her clit and lightly rubbed a circle around it. I took my fingertip back down, and it picked up some of the cream that was oozing from Mom. I paused at the bottom and slipped my finger just barely inside, just between the folds of her labia. Again I slowly ran my finger up, just the tip buried inside the crease of her. When I got back up to the top, my fingertip was completely coated in her juice and it glided effortlessly around and on to her clit. She moaned into my mouth when I finally touched it, and pushed up against my finger, establishing more contact.

      I put my entire hand over her cunt, but kept my fingertip just inside her, and began going up and down from her hole to her clit, pausing there each time to give it pleasure and feel Mom's reaction. She sighed and moaned and pressed her clit firmly into my hand each time I got there. I could feel her opening up with each pass of my hand. Soon my entire palm was coated in her juice and her pussy was open and my hand was rubbing over the inside lips. Mom's breathing was becoming ragged, and she was moving against my hand with a fucking motion.

      Mom broke the kiss and pushed my shoulders down as if she wanted me to kiss and suck her breasts, so without missing a stroke on her pussy, I bent my head down and began licking and sucking on her nipples. This got Mom even hotter, and her fucking motion increased against my hand.

      Again she pushed on my shoulders, trying to get me to go further down. I kissed my way down her belly until I was just above her panties.

      "Take them off," she said quietly. I slid them down and she raised each leg in turn so I could pull them completely off her. I was surprised to see that her landing strip was gone. She had shaved herself completely bald for me. She again pushed gently on my shoulders and said, "Do what you were doing with your hand with your mouth and tongue."

      I moved down between her spread legs and put my face close to her pussy. It was beautiful. Smooth, wet, shiny. She was slightly open from her arousal and I could see the pink inner lips glistening wetly in the candlelight. I started at the bottom and took one long, slow lick up the entire length of her cunt. The taste was different, but I liked it. I took another long, slow lick up the entire length, stopping just short of her clit. Then I began lightly licking and sucking on her puffy outer lips, the vulva. I went back to the long, slow licks up her open slit, and on the fourth pass, finally let my tongue pass over her clit. Mom bucked when I licked her button and grabbed the back of my head, pressing my face more firmly against her.

      "That's it, honey. Lick me there. Lick my clit."

      I began flicking the tip of my tongue lightly over it and Mom moaned and pushed herself against my face. "That's it, baby. Right there."

      
        I sucked her clit into my mouth and I felt it pop out of its hood. I swirled my tongue around and all over it, and her moaning increased. She was bucking her hips against me.

      "Put a finger in me," she panted. I took my index finger and placed it at the opening to her hole. She gave a slight push and I slid my finger all the way in.

      "Oh yes, yes, yes," Mom moaned.

      I began moving my finger in and out of her, just as I had the dildo. I increased the pressure on her clit and was now lashing at it with my tongue while I finger fucked my own mother. Her moans turned to wails, her hips wildly bucking against my face, and then she tensed, her legs shook for a moment, and then she yelled out that she was cumming as she soaked my face with a fresh flood of her copious juices. She bucked and writhed as her climax played out.

      Before she was even finished cumming I was on her. Without thinking, I just went from kneeling between her legs to laying on top of her with my aching hard cock pressed against her cunt.

      "Let me put it in, I begged. I began moving it, trying to find the opening. Mom was still in the throes of her ecstasy and she was moving against me as I lay on top of her.

      "Please, Mom, let me put it in." She had been right. All that stuff was designed to get us ready for intercourse, and I was never more ready for intercourse than I was that moment. Then Mom came to her senses.

      "No, Jason. You can't put it in." She moved her hand down and took my hard cock and placed it against her belly. "Rub it here, honey. She reached further down and gathered up some of her natural lube from her pussy and smeared it all over my cock. I began humping her and she moved in time with me. I had never been more turned on in my life, and there I was laying on top of her, both of us fully making fucking motions, but instead of my cock buried deep inside her as I wanted, it was rubbing against her belly.

      She gathered up more of her lube and put her hand between our bellies and started stroking me as I rubbed faster and faster against her. It felt like I was fucking her even though I wasn't. My orgasm wasn't far away and I sped up my movements until I was hammering away on her.

      "Come for me, baby," she whispered in my ear. "Come all over me." Finally, the moment, the friction against her belly, and the feeling of laying on top of Mom and almost fucking her took me over the edge and with a sudden surge I blasted shot after shot of hot, sticky cum in the space between our bellies and chests. It was by far the strongest orgasm I had ever had. I wasn't sure I was even aware that an orgasm could be that much better than the ones I had in the past.

      "That's it, baby, that's it," Mom was saying as I began to regain my senses. I rolled off her.

      "Whoa!" I said, looking at my cum-soaked mother. She was a drenched down below and had drenched the bed, as there was a wide circle of wet sheet below where we had just lain. She had long ropes of my sperm across her stomach, breasts, and negligee. She had never looked more beautiful and I told her so.

      "Oh my God," she answered. "Are you kidding? I'm a mess!" She got up from the bed and went in to the bathroom and I could hear the water running for a short while. She came back with a warm washcloth and wiped my mouth and chin with it, then my chest and stomach, then my now-withering cock.

      " I should have taken this off," she said, holding out her negligee where I had spurted all over it. She had cleaned herself up, but the negligee was definitely soiled.

      "Well take it off now," I told her and patted the bed next to me. As she untied the front and unclasped the bra part at the back she told me, "I bought this for you yesterday before your game. That's why I went shopping." I gave her a smile and thanked her. She grabbed the comforter from the loveseat and lay down next to me, avoiding the wet spot, and pulled it over us.

      "I had already made up my mind that we were ready for the next step," she said as we fell into each other's arms. "And I wanted to make it special for you."

      "Well, it would have been pretty special even without the sexy lingerie, Mom," I told her. "But I really did like that you made the effort to look so damn sexy!" I laughed and reached down and touched her just above her pussy. "And thanks for losing the landing strip, too. That was a big turn-on."

      We lay in bed for the rest of the day, snuggling under the comforter, enjoying the candlelight and listening to the steady patter of the rain outside. Well, we did that except for when I was giving her two more orgasms and having two more of my own.

      We had come farther than I ever hoped, and once I got a taste of her pussy, it was like I couldn't get enough of it. There was still a ways to go, though. I wasn't sure if we'd ever get there, but I sure hoped so.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 4

      I was on my back, arms splayed and held in place by vines that somehow seemed to be complicit in my detainment. My naked mother squatted above me with her dark, wet, swollen cunt inches from my face. Her alabaster skin was now murky, shadowy, and forbidding. Some kind of evil forces were chanting, "Lick her and we will go" over and over. I tried to raise my head to lick her, but it felt like it weighed a thousand pounds, and I could not lift it to touch the lips on my face to the dripping lips of her vagina.

      "Jason, wake up." My mother began to slowly vaporize. No! I wanted the evil forces to go away, not my mother! She was dissolving.

      "Jason, wake up!" My eyes flew open to see my mother, looking completely normal in her nightgown, shaking my shoulder. "Wake up, honey, it's time to get ready for school."

      "Oh my god!" I said, blinking my eyes to wake up fully. "I was having a really intense dream!"

      "Well," she said, "Dream or no dream, you have to get to school and you're late. You overslept."

      I thanked her and leapt out of bed and jumped in the shower, noting on the way that I had to be out of the house in 15 minutes. After a quick rinse-off I got dressed, checked my backpack to make sure I had the right books for my Monday classes, grabbed my bat bag, and was out the door without breakfast. Eating would have to wait until lunch.

      Before I left, I reminded Mom that I had an away game in a town about thirty miles away at 4 pm. She told me she'd be there.

      Between classes I got most of my homework done and finished it on the bus ride to the small college we were playing. We won again and I went one for three with a double. I didn't have a lot of plays in the field but handled every one that came my way. Another good outing.

      After the game, Mom asked if I wanted to ride back with her or on the bus with my teammates. "Are you kidding?" I answered. "Ride with a beautiful woman who smells like flowers in a nice car or with a bunch of smelly teammates in a rickety bus?" She laughed and threw me the keys to her car.

      As we pulled away from the college and were a safe distance, Mom leaned over and kissed my cheek as I steered the car onto the highway. It was early evening just after sunset.

      
        
      

      She kissed my cheek again and whispered in my ear, "Yesterday was a wonderful day."

      "Yes, it was," I agreed. Yesterday for the first time I had openly touched and played with my mother's cunt for the first time, eating her and finger fucking her to three orgasms in one afternoon. Well, one time I used the dildo. We spent the entire afternoon and evening in bed.

      "I've been thinking about it all day. I hope we have more days like that," she said as she kissed my cheek lightly again.

      "I think we will," I answered. "Hopefully a lot more days like that, and nights."

      "Jason, do you have any doubts or misgivings about what we're doing? I mean, it's not conventional, and would certainly be looked down upon by most people." She went back over to her side and re-strapped her seat belt.

      "But not by us," I said. "Not by us, and we're the only ones who matter in this. You and me."

      "But I worry sometimes about where this is going," she added with a furrowed brow.

      "Mom, I hope I know where this is going. I want to make love to you. I want to go all the way with you."

      "I just can't, Jason," she replied. "That just seems so far over the boundaries. I don't regret a thing about the past five weeks, but I'm afraid that I would regret that." I stayed silent for a moment, letting both our minds work on what she had just said. "I don't want to live with regrets."

      "I wouldn't ever regret it, Mom," I answered. "I wouldn't ever regret making love to the most beautiful, wonderful woman on Earth."

      "Oh, Jason. I love you so much. I'll take good care of you in every way I can think of," she told me. "Except for that." I remained silent again, not sulking, just letting the moment settle in. After about a minute, Mom unbuckled her seat belt and leaned over again and gave me another kiss. "Anything you want, baby, I'll do it."

      
        "Except for that?" I asked.

      She didn't answer. Instead, she put her hand in my lap and reached for my cock as she kissed and murmured in my ear. What she was unaware of was that I still had my cup in my jock. When she reached for it, she touched the hard shell of the protective device, then laughed.

      "They didn't have a locker room for us at their field," I told her.

      "Oh, that must be so uncomfortable," she said as she started unbuttoning the pants to my uniform. "Let me help you with that." She unbuckled my belt and pulled my pants open, reaching in and grabbing the cup, pulling it out from the jock strap that held it in place.

      "There, that's better," she said as she pulled down my underwear and took hold of my now exposed cock. She gave it a squeeze. "Now you're free," she said and began stroking it slowly. I started to get hard.

      "Mom, I'm driving," I said, but I didn't really want her to stop. But she did stop and sat back in her seat and buckled up. My fly was still open, and my cock exposed to the air. "Can you close me up?" I asked.

      "No, she answered. I want to see it." She began rubbing her crotch looking at my cock, which was still growing. With her other hand she pulled at the waistband of her pants and thrust the hand that had been working her pussy down the front of her pants, under her panties.

      I kept glancing at her. She was looking at my cock, which was rock hard by now, and working one hand on her cunt while the other was under her shirt, rubbing her breast. "Oh, fuck," she said. "This is so hot."

      I continued driving and she continued playing with herself as I watched her, and she watched my cock. Then she slowly closed her eyes and sped up her hand in her panties. Her eyebrows pulled together as she began to get close. Soon her features began to scrunch up into her orgasm face. She started moaning. I was having trouble keeping my eyes on the road.

      She said, "Oh, fuck," again and started to come. She bucked in her seat as she rode the orgasm all the way through, grunting through each spasm of her release. She slowly settled down and then sat quietly.

      
        "You're a bad influence on me," she said. You make me do such nasty things."

      I laughed and said, "I don't really think I made you do that, Mom. I think you pretty much came up with that idea on your own."

      "Yeah, but you make me WANT to do it, though," she said, still trying to shift the responsibility onto me. She reached over and started stroking my cock slowly again. This time I didn't say anything, just let her go at it. She wasn't trying to make me come, she was just giving me pleasure as we drove on in silence.

      Before long I swung into the parking garage at my college so I could pick up my car. I had parked on the second floor and when I got up to it, it was the only car on that level in the darkness. I pulled into the spot next to it. Mom said, "Turn off the car and keep your foot off the brake."

      I pushed the ignition button to kill the engine as Mom leaned over the console and took my cock into her mouth and started giving me a blowjob. She paused for a moment. "You're a little stinky," she laughed.

      "Sorry," I replied.

      "It's okay, I like it," she said as she took my cock back into her mouth.

      Making sure I didn't hit the brake pedal, I reached down and lowered the back of the seat, so I was in a semi-reclining position, laying back. I basked in the pleasure that I was feeling from Mom's mouth as I reached over to her and tweaked her nipple through her bra. She was making 'mmmm' sounds as she licked and slurped on my cock.

      "Come in my mouth, baby," she cooed as she took me down her throat. She took hold of my hard shaft with her hand and began pumping it as she let her drool spill out around the head of my cock and down onto her hand, making my cock slippery. She pumped, licked and sucked until I felt my cum rising in my balls. I started to moan and move my hips in time with her mouth and hand.

      "That's it, baby, Come for me. Come in me. Come in my mouth," Mom mumbled as she began working her hand faster on my rigid cock. I could feel my sperm rising from my balls into my cock and then it shot out into Mom's mouth, giving me a wave of pleasure as it spurted. Again, I shot out another gooey string of white cum into her mouth and felt the wave wash over me. Again and again, I spurted and she took each shot, gulping and swallowing as I filled her mouth with my seed.

      
        
      

      When I was finished she let my cock pop out of her mouth, then sat back in her seat and looked over at me.

      "I just want to make you happy, Baby," she told me, wiping my cum from her mouth with the back of her hand. "The whole time at your game I was watching you and just thinking about how much I love you and how much you turn me on. I honestly didn't think I could ever feel as sexually awake as I feel now with you."

      I reached for the door handle to get out but paused before I did. "Think about what I said, Mom. I really want to put it in you. I want to be inside you. It would feel so right, not wrong." Again, she didn't answer.

      "I'll see you at home, honey." With that I got out of the car and she scooted over the console into the driver's seat. I got into my car and started it up. She backed up before me, then I followed her the mile or so to home.

      Mom pulled her car into the garage, and I parked mine in the driveway like usual. She waited for me to come into the garage before hitting the door closer. We entered the kitchen and I grabbed a sparkling water out of the refrigerator.

      Mom had a frozen pizza out and was preheating the oven. I told her I was going up to shower and she told me that she'd find a movie for us to watch when the pizza was ready. When I got back downstairs, Mom had her robe and house slippers on and was watching the bag of popcorn in the microwave, waiting for the last few kernels to pop.

      We retired to the living room and Mom started the movie she had chosen. I munched on pizza, grabbed a few handfuls of popcorn, and drank my sparkling water as we watched. Mom cuddled up to me as she ate her small sliver of pizza and sipped on her glass of wine. We laughed as we watched the Rom-Com. It wasn't really my type of movie, but I knew Mom liked this kind of flick and I was fine with it.

      Even though Mom had given me a blowjob in her car about two hours before, the cuddling and the closeness on the couch was getting me a little worked up again. When the movie ended, I sat up to grab the clicker off the coffee table and Mom was forced to unwrap herself from me and she sat up as well. I clicked off the TV and looked over at her and was suddenly struck by how absolutely beautiful she was. I was minorly sexually aroused by all the cuddling and when I saw her with her blonde hair and Nordic features, the swell of her breasts above the closure of her robe, her tanned legs and painted toenails, it just hit me what an incredibly beautiful woman she was.

      
        
      

      "Mom, you are so beautiful," I blurted, almost without thinking. "I can't believe that a woman as beautiful as you can also be incredible in so many other ways as well. You amaze me." Mom blushed when I said this. Then I saw her face slowly crumbling and she began crying softly.

      "Mom! What did I say wrong?" I said, moving over to her on the couch and taking her into my arms. I hugged her and began giving her small kisses on her forehead.

      "Oh, honey," she answered. "It's not what you said wrong, it's what you said right. I'm crying from happiness, not sadness or hurt." She pulled a little bit away from me and looked me right in the eye. "I just can't believe how happy you make me. I can't believe that I raised a son who is so loving, caring, and thoughtful. I can't believe that you are putting all that care and love into me. Before we started, I didn't think I was worth it."

      "Oh, God, Mom," I told her. "There's nobody in the world more worth it than you."

      It was as if time paused for a moment, both of us at the calm center of a spinning world. She leaned into me, and I into her, and our lips met as our eyes closed. I held her in my arms and there was nothing in the universe other than her and me and the kiss that we were sharing. Our mouths opened and our tongues found each other's. A warm mist enveloped me as we held each other and kissed deeply. A kiss deeper and more meaningful than I had ever experienced.

      I was only shifted a little bit out of the kiss by her hands pulling at my shirt to try to get it off me. I pulled my body away from hers a bit, my lips still glued to hers. She lifted my T-Shirt from my waist up to my chest and I briefly broke the kiss and raised my arms so she could pull it over my head. My lips immediately found hers again, and without breaking the kiss, I pulled my gym shorts off. We immediately regained the intensity of the kissing, and I almost felt like I was falling into her as we embraced and hungrily tasted and touched each other's mouths with our tongues.

      Mom pulled away from me for a moment and opened her robe. I hadn't been aware of it, but she was completely nude underneath, and I drank in the vision of her perfectly shaped breasts, her pink nipples, taut and pointed now with desire, her tight belly, and the smooth skin of her vagina. She lay back and I fell on top of her, our mouths again finding each other with passionate need.

      I moved completely on top of her, my arms around her and her arms around me, our naked bodies chest to chest, stomach to stomach. I moved my cock up against her bare pussy. I pushed the length of it against her and I felt it slide completely into her wet slit, only the head exposed, up against her clit. She gasped when I rubbed it up and down the length of her. My cock was nestled in the cradle of her cunt. I slid it upwards again, and I felt the intensity of her kiss increase. I moved it down and she moaned. I could feel the tip of my cock rubbing against her clit. She was clutching me in her embrace, her mouth locked onto mine, her tongue moving furiously against mine as I began rubbing the tip of my cock against her clit. I moved again and this time she pushed her hips down to meet my upward thrust. Then, as I moved down, she pushed up against me, pressing her clit against the shaft of my cock as it slid in her creamy juice.

      Again, I thrust up, she down. Then me down, her up. Soon, we were in a smooth rhythm, the head and shaft of my cock sliding up and down her clit. Each thrust allowing my cock to bathe in her juice, lubricating the friction. Our bodies were locked in embrace, our mouths connected when she gasped into my mouth, "I'm gonna come, baby. I'm gonna come so hard." I felt the first spasm of her body beneath me and suddenly felt my own climax imminent.

      Mom lay writhing below me, and on her second wave, I had my first. My cum shot out of my cock into the compressed area between our pelvises over and over. We held each other and rode out our orgasms together. When both our orgasms subsided, I just lay on top of her, gently kissing her face all over, my deflating cock still pressed against her pussy.

      Finally, I felt her heave a big sigh below me. I didn't move though. It felt so good to be right up against her entire body. After perhaps five minutes of just feeling the love, I pushed up off her and sat up. Looking down, I could see that she had drenched her robe underneath her with her juices, and that her entire belly, pelvis, and the upper part of her vagina was bathed in my sperm.

      "Mom, you are so beautiful," I told her again. I think that was where this all started.

      She laughed and said, "Why do you always say that when I'm a sticky mess with sex stuff?"

      "Okay," I answered. "You're beautiful and you're incredibly sexy." She smiled at me. "And incredibly incredible," I added.

      "Okay then, young man," she replied. "Get your incredibly incredible Mom a warm washcloth to clean myself up with. I don't want to get any of this mess on the couch or carpet."

      I went into the guest bathroom and ran the tap water until it turned hot. Adjusting the temperature to warm, I put a washrag under it and let it soak up the liquid. As I waited, I looked down at my still turgid cock. It was coated in my own cum and my mom's, slick and shiny. I touched my finger to it and brought it up to my nose and took a whiff. It smelled incredible. It smelled like sex. The sex I had never experienced until recently. We were so close to going all the way.

      
        I wrang out the warm washcloth and returned to the living room. Mom was still laying on the couch, robe open, legs spread. She was completely exposed to me and felt no embarrassment or shyness. I began cleaning her up. I gently wiped the insides of her legs, her belly, her pelvic area, then after refolding the washcloth, I began wiping at her vagina, cleaning off both my semen and her cum.

      "Thank you, baby," she said.

      "I love you, Mom," I said softly. "You don't have to thank me for cleaning up my own mess." I smiled and continued. "Well, partly my mess. I think a lot of this was you, too."

      "No," she replied quietly, then paused a moment. "Thank you for not putting it in." She paused another moment. "I'm not sure I could have stopped you."

      In truth, it never occurred to me. The moment was so intense, so perfect, so beautiful, that it needed nothing more than what it was.

      "You're welcome, Mommy," I said. She gave me a sudden look like, 'What the Fuck?' and I burst out laughing.

      She picked up a throw pillow from below her head and threw it at me, telling me I was incorrigible.

      Her comment about not putting it in her, though, fired up my imagination. She didn't think she would be able to stop me. She wanted it. I wanted it.

      ********** **********

      More school, more studying, more practice, more games, more Mom. I don't think I had ever been happier than I was at that moment in my life. My future, financial responsibility, dating, and everything else was on hold and I was concentrating on the things that were important to me and only on those things. School, baseball, Mom.

      One thing had been eating at me a little bit, though. My Dad was a major Dick. Based on how he had treated me my whole life, then on what Mom had told me about what he put her through, then with him just disappearing out of my life after the divorce, there was no other conclusion except that the guy, my father, was a complete asshole.

      
        But I wondered why he hadn't at least tried to call me or get in touch with me. I mean, I didn't want to talk to him, but what kind of person lets their kid go through a divorce, then just abandons them completely. My only conclusion was that he was an egotistical, self-absorbed, Grade-A prick. Fuck him. I didn't need him.

      Mom and I kind of cooled it the next day after the intense love-making we had experienced together the night after my away-game. Even though we didn't actually fuck, it was definitely making love with each other, rubbing my cock on, not in, her vagina. We were a little quiet around each other the next day. Both of us, I think, were a taken aback by the intensity of what had occurred. I studied in my room that evening, then fell asleep while listening to music on my bed. Mom poked her head into my room at one point, but I was barely aware and just felt like staying asleep.

      The next night when we did it together, I think Mom was kind of trying to keep me away from wanting to put it in her. I think it's called deflecting. It's like she was trying to keep me away from getting that close again.

      Right after she showered, she walked into my bedroom while I was doing homework. She was completely naked and holding the dildo. She asked if I wanted to try something completely new.

      "It's called 69," she stated.

      "Really?" I responded.

      "Have you heard of it?" I had heard of it but decided to play the game.

      "No, I haven't," I replied. "What is 69?"

      I think this threw her off a little. "Well, it's where you lay on top of each other, except kind of flipped around," I tried to look confused. "Like the number 69," she explained. I still tried to look like I didn't have a clue. Suddenly she became aware of her nakedness and began to get uncomfortable.

      "Well, I have some paper here," I said, easing the moment. "Why don't you draw me a diagram so I can understand."

      She walked up to me, set down the dildo, and grabbed the pen laying by my computer and put it to the paper, writing the number 69 in big letters. Then she looked at me like I should get it.

      
        I shrugged my shoulders.

      "69," she said. She pointed to the round part of the 6 and said, "That's the man's head." Then she pointed to the round part of the 9 and said, "That's the woman's head."

      I put my hands up by my head and said, "I have no idea what you're talking about." She stood there, naked, exasperated, and I could see that she felt like her entire sexy plan was crumbling and I felt guilty for putting her on. She picked the dildo back up and turned to leave, but before she could I stood up, turned around, picked her up, and threw her naked body on my bed. The look on her face was priceless.

      I started to undo my pants and said, "Spread your pussy lips apart so I can see what I'm going to be eating. As soon as I get my cock out, you'll see what you get to suck." She turned towards me, spread her knees as far apart as she could, reached down and separated her pussy lips so I could see everything inside. In one of the first moments that I ever felt like we were equals, she said, "Fuck you!" and laughed. I had totally gotten her with my "What's a 69?" game.

      I spun her around on the bed, stood over her with my cock dangling above her face, then moved forward until I was laying on top of her, my cock in her face, her cunt in my mouth. After about five minutes of me licking her and her sucking me, she tapped my back with the dildo and took my cock out of her mouth just for enough time to say, "Use this too."

      With my mouth and tongue buried in her cunt and my nose in her taint, I rubbed the dildo against her ass. I pulled away for a minute and put the tip of the dildo against her opening. I moved it around, gathering her juice on the tip, then ran it up until it met her clit. She jumped and moaned as I gently rubbed the head of the dildo on her clit, my mouth inches away. I slid the dildo back down and held it at her opening as I began to lick her clit again. I held it there until she began pushing against it, wanting it inside her. In one long, smooth, slow motion, I buried it all the way in her.

      Twenty minutes later, after a lot more licking, sucking, and dildo pumping, she bathed my face in her cum while I pumped sperm down her throat.

      The 69 had been a wonderful diversion, and so was the next night. Mom has suggested we take a shower together. For the first time, I watched as she shaved her pussy. It really turned me on to see her do it. When she was finished, she looked down at my junk and suggested she do a little manscaping on me as well. I told her okay, and she went to work cleaning me up. She didn't take off all the hair, but she shaved my balls and my taint, and trimmed up my patch quite a bit. The way she held my cock as she worked, moving it here and there to get at different areas really turned me on and I was as hard as a trigonometry when she finished. We toweled off afterwards, and when we came into her bedroom, still naked, I noticed for the first time that she had spread beach towels on her bed and there was a bottle of lube laying on top.

      "Want to try something new again?" she asked. I nodded.

      She dropped to her knees and began sucking my hard cock, getting me worked up. After a few minutes of this, she climbed onto the bed on her hands and knees with her ass pointed right at me. I could see her glistening, freshly shaved pussy below the crack of her ass. The smooth lips were moist with her sex excretions. She picked up the bottle of lube and held it behind her for me to take.

      She put one hand on each cheek of her butt and pulled it open, exposing her tight rosebud. "Put some of that on here," she said.

      I opened the bottle, squeezing a generous portion of the lube into the crack of her ass and rubbing it around with my hand. I closed the bottle and dropped it on the bed.

      "Now rub it up and down there, like you did the other night on my pussy." I stepped up behind her and slid my cock into the length of her crack. I began a fucking motion, and my cock began to go up and down her crack, the most sensitive part nestled firmly against her. She moved against me and as I built up a rhythm, her hand went to her vagina. She began rubbing herself as I moved against her ass. I began to wonder if she wanted me to put it in there.

      "More lube, honey," she asked, and I grabbed the bottle, turned it upside down, and let a bunch of it fall onto my cock and into her ass. She stopped rubbing her pussy and reached back and took hold of my cock and moved it so the bottom side of the tip was right against her puckered opening. "Rub it right there," she said as her hand went back to her clit. I began rubbing it right up against the opening. She was pushing back against me, and again I wondered if she wanted me to try to put it in.

      "Keep rubbing right there!" she cried out and sped up her hand on her clit. "Right there!" I rubbed and gave a slight push and felt just the tip of my cock slide into her opening. When it did, she bucked hard and came with a loud groan.

      "Now rub it up and down the whole thing and make yourself come!" she almost shouted as she worked through her orgasm. I began fucking the whole length of her ass, pumping my hips against her, thinking only of that brief moment when the tip of my cock had slidden inside her back hole.

      I watched as my cock slid up and down, the tip deep purple with maximum blood flow. I pumped like that for five minutes or more with Mom groaning below me, then watched as the cum flew out of the end of my penis, out through the hole, landing on the smooth white globes of Mom's ass. Six or seven white strings of semen shot out and Mom's ass was splattered by the time I was spent. I fell forward against her, and she went down flat on the bed, me laying on top of her and still teasing her with my still semi-erect cock, rubbing it against her cum-covered ass.

      After we regained our senses, I rolled off her and she rolled over, facing me. She cuddled into me and we shared a light kiss with our tongues just barely touching each other, moving very little and very slowly. It was a beautiful, lingering kiss after an exciting moment. As we lay there, I couldn't believe that for just a second, my cock had been inside her. Maybe only an inch of the tip, but we both knew it was in. That's probably what made her explode at that moment.

      After a few more moments of light kissing, Mom pulled away and asked, "Did you like that, honey?"

      "I loved it," I replied. I had a huge urge to tell her that I wanted to put it in her. In her cunt. In her ass. In her mouth. I wanted to experience everything with her. Instead, I added, "It was perfect."

      "Mmmmm," she answered and came back in for another sweet kiss, cuddling into me.

      ********** **********

      It was getting close to the weekend again and it had been an amazing week. We won our game on Friday, and I was looking forward to the doubleheader we had against a team three hours away on Saturday. Everything was clicking. School, the team, Mom.

      I was still obsessed, thinking about how much I wanted to put it in her. But I had to wait until she was ready. I had to be respectful for one reason. The reason was, well, I was falling in love with my mother. Oh, I already loved her as a mother, but I was having new and different feelings. I was beginning to feel a girlfriend kind of love for her. I wanted her to be my girlfriend.

      I knew we were going to do it. It was inevitable. But I had to wait until she was ready. I was ready.

      The next week would prove to be monumental for many reasons, not just sex. It was a turning point in my life. And whenever my mind wandered off how much I wanted to be inside Mom, I kept having the nagging thoughts about my father and why he had never tried to get in touch with me after the divorce.

      
        Thanks again for reading! I'm enjoying the comments and the private messages I am getting from you through Lit. The next chapter is already well underway and should follow soon!!! Thanks, readers!!!

    
  
    
      Chapter 5

      We had a double header in a town about three hours away on Saturday. I got up early and rode the team bus to the games, but Mom and I had already planned on driving home together. We thought it would be fun to stop about halfway home for an early dinner.

      We split the double header, winning the first game and losing the second. All my work in the gym was really paying off. I was much stronger than I had been at the beginning of the season and had a homer in each of the games, my first two of the season. Mom had even commented on how buff I looked and how big my muscles were. I was a big guy to start with, and now I was a muscled big guy. I tried not to spend too much time admiring myself in the mirror, but it was hard. I looked good.

      Mom arrived about midway through the first game and cheered along with the other fans of our college. This team did have a locker room for us, and I showered and changed afterwards so I'd look presentable for dinner out.

      For the first couple of hours' drive we chatted and listened to music. The restaurant was an hour from home so the second half of the drive would be shorter. I was kind of looking forward to the second half, thinking maybe we'd fool around a little bit while we travelled.

      Mom had asked me to find a nice restaurant in the town and I chose an Italian place with good Google reviews. It was pretty swanky and Mom ordered a glass of some really expensive red wine. I'd be driving the rest of the way home. We chatted and commented on some of the other people in the restaurant. Mom was an inveterate people-watcher, and I had inherited the trait.

      Just after the salads arrived I said to Mom, "Something's been kind of bothering me lately."

      "What is it, honey?" she asked, looking concerned. She may have thought it was something about our recent activities in the bedroom, but it wasn't.

      "Well, we both know that Dad's a complete prick." I paused before continuing. "But I just wonder why he's never called or tried to get in touch with me after the divorce. I mean, you divorced him, not me. I hate the guy, but it just kind of bugs me that he just disappeared."

      
        
      

      Mom frowned. "You've already explained it, sweetie. He's a complete prick. Since he can no longer control you and dominate you, he has no need for you." She looked me in the eye and frowned again.

      "I'm sorry, baby, but that's the father you were dealt. It's not your fault. You don't know the half of it."

      "What's the other half I don't know?" I asked.

      "I don't want to talk about it," she answered.

      "What is it?" I demanded.

      "I don't want to talk about it here. I'll tell you in the car."

      The mood had been dampened and our conversation lagged. I tried to brighten things up, even telling Mom I was sorry for bringing up Dad and offering her another glass of wine. She accepted the wine and I called the waiter over to order it. She did perk up a little, and the food was great. By the time the check was delivered, Mom was a little tipsy and most of her sparkly brightness had returned. When we stood to leave she walked right up to me and gave me a lingering, romantic kiss and said, "Thank you, baby. That was a wonderful meal with my perfect man." She got up on her tiptoes and whispered in my ear, "That ought to give everyone here something to talk about when we leave," and took my arm as we strode out.

      I got the car back on the highway. After a few moments of silence, I asked Mom, "What's the other half that I don't know about?" She sat staring straight ahead.

      "Tell me," I demanded.

      "Well, I told you how your father raped me, then called me a whore," she started. "But there's more to that story." I remained quiet and let her continue.

      "After about a year of raping me and degrading me at least once a week, he started doing something else." She didn't continue.

      
        "What did he do, Mom?" Again, silence. I repeated, "What did he do?"

      "He made me sleep with other men!" she blurted out. I looked over and there was a tear streaming down her cheek. "He forced me to have sex with other men, then he called me a slut and a whore for doing it." She sobbed.

      "I don't get it, Mom. How could he force you to do it?"

      "I've asked myself that same question a thousand times," she answered. Again silence. After a few moments, she gathered herself up and continued.

      "The first time, we were having drinks in the bar at the Sheraton. I think he had planned it all out beforehand because he asked me to get an overnight babysitter in case we were out late. He started chatting with this guy, getting all chummy with him, buying him drinks and invited him over to sit with us in our booth. You know how your father is. When he wants to, he can really turn on the charm, and he had it ramped up full steam."

      "When the guy was pretty well lubricated, your dad shocked me by asking him if he'd like to have sex with me. I sat there flabbergasted. I kicked your dad under the table, but he glared at me menacingly." She paused again and I remained silent.

      "The guy was all for it and was leering at me. I was so embarrassed. I got up to use the ladies' room and asked your father to come with me so I could tell him to stop. He just told me to be quick and to get right back.

      "I was panicked and went to the ladies' room just to stall for time. I knew your Dad would be mad if I stayed too long so eventually I went back to the table and as soon as I sat down, your dad said he was going to the front desk to get a room for us. That left just me and this guy, Rob, alone in the booth. He slid over and put his hand on my thigh and began nuzzling my ear, telling me all the things we were going to do in the bedroom. I was frozen with fear and trembling." She was on a roll now and it was spilling out.

      "When your dad got back, he told us he had gotten a suite and we should go up. Rob stood and I remained seated, but your Dad growled at me to get up. I did. We got up to the room and it was beautiful with a kitchenette, a separate bedroom and a view of the city. Your dad raided the mini bar and made us all a cocktail. After we drank for a little while, he told Rob that he should take me into the bedroom."

      
        "Did you go?" I asked.

      "Well, I didn't want to and your Dad was getting annoyed. Finally, he told Rob that I was just nervous, but that I was totally into it and forcefully walked me into the bedroom. Rob followed and your father left the room and closed the door. Then he waited outside it.

      As soon as the door closed, Rob was on me. He started kissing me and grabbed my breast, squeezing it and pinching my nipple. He pulled me down on the bed and started unbuttoning my blouse. He was kissing my neck and kissed his way down to my boobs and......." She stopped. Again, I remained quiet.

      "Well, anyway, I won't go into the details, but twice I went out to the main room to find your father sitting by the door of the bedroom. The first time I was naked from the waist up and I went out the door and begged your father not to make me do this. Again, he glared at me. I was afraid of him. Rob followed me out and told your Dad that if I wasn't into it, he understood. But your father told him that it was all I had talked about for a month, and that I had been begging him to let me fuck another man. I was just nervous, he said, but I'd like it once we got started. None of that was true. This was a complete surprise to me."

      "We went back into the room and Rob wanted me to suck his cock. I was hesitant but he put it right up to my face and I gave it a few licks. Then he went down on me and I was shaking and really nervous, but I was shocked because it felt kind of good in spite of it." She stopped again. "Too many details, probably," she said. She did have two glasses of wine, though, and the words were pouring out. "But then he was ready to fuck me. I bolted for the door again, this time completely naked. Again, your father was sitting outside the door and growled at me to get back in the room. I'm so ashamed, but I went back into the room and laid down on the bed with my legs spread and resigned myself to getting fucked by a stranger."

      "Oh, Mom. I am so sorry." I reached over and touched her tear-stained cheek. "I hate that man."

      "So Rob fucked me three times that night. He was so drunk I don't know how he got up the stamina, but he was on me three times. I got up once to pee, and your Dad was gone. The last time he fucked me was about four in the morning and then he got up, got dressed, and left. I laid in the bed shaking until it got light."

      "When I got out to the little kitchenette, there was a note and a fifty dollar bill by the coffee maker. The note said 'Get yourself a cab home'. I felt like a complete whore. Left alone to take a cab home in the wee hours of the morning, where my son was sleeping."

      
        "Fuck him!" I said. "I'm gonna mess him up if I ever see him again." Mom remained silent, having spent herself on the story. Then she continued.

      "Your dad wasn't home when I got there. I figured he was probably out fucking one of his whores. All day, no word. No text, no phone call. No, 'Are you okay?' I was distraught all day. After you went to bed he finally showed up, stinking of booze, unshaven, and in the same smelly clothes he had been wearing the night before. He walked in the door, grabbed me and carried me to the bedroom, where he raped me over and over while calling me a whore and a slut. I couldn't stand the touch of him."

      "I asked him how he could make me do such a thing? His answer was that I was a slut and I wanted it. He told me he had listened at the door before he left and asked me how many times I had come? I could hear you, he said. I know when you're coming and I heard you come at least twice. You're a fucking whore!"

      "Had you come twice?" I asked, not believing it.

      "No," she answered. "I came at least four times, and that was just the first time he fucked me." I was stunned. Mom began sobbing.

      "But that's what made it even worse!" I couldn't help myself. Once he was fucking me after a while it started feeling good. I dreaded the touch of your father, but this was different. I couldn't help myself, and I just had orgasm after orgasm." She sobbed quietly.

      "But it made me feel so dirty and so ashamed. I felt like your father was right, I was a slut and a whore if I would climax repeatedly while being fucked by a complete stranger. I see now that it was a whole cycle of how your dad degraded me and kept me under his control. But at the time it made me feel like a complete piece of shit."

      We were getting close to home by this time. I pulled onto our street and hit the garage door opener as I turned into our driveway. Once the car was inside I shut it off and closed the garage door. We sat for a few minutes before I said, "That's not your fault, Mom. He's evil. He manipulated you and forced you, and the physics of it don't matter. The physics are that when your private parts get rubbed, it feels good and you respond. That's just biology and physics, Mom."

      She leaned over the console and kissed me on the lips. I could taste the wine and the tears.

      "I love you, baby," she whispered. "Don't ever be like him. Always be the one who makes me feel so good and so full and so worthy. That's how I want to feel, not like I did with him." I kissed her back.

      
        
      

      When we got inside the house, we were standing in the kitchen and I had to ask her the question that had been looming in my mind. "How many times did he make you do that?" I asked.

      "Three or four times a year at first, then less for the last few years. The last time was over a year ago. And don't worry, I was always getting myself tested and luckily I never caught anything. I mean, what are the odds? Twenty five to thirty strangers over a ten year period?" She began to walk towards the hallway leading to her bedroom, but turned back.

      "Two more things," she added. "First, that's another reason why I had my tubes tied. I didn't want to get pregnant by some random stranger your dad had picked out. Second, every time I heard him suggest that we go to the Sheraton for a couple of drinks, I would feel dread and fear. I would beg him to not make me go, but he would make my life miserable until I capitulated and agreed to go. Even though I did receive some pleasure from it, I hated it and it made it harder for me to wait for you to turn 18 and graduate so I could dump him."

      I just didn't know what to say. I was stunned by the whole thing.

      "Now let's go to bed," she said, turning back towards her bedroom. "I need to be held."

      We went to her bedroom and she lit a candle. It was still early, but she turned down the covers of her bed, dropped her clothes where she stood and climbed in. She patted the bed and told me to join her. I dropped my clothes and climbed in and took her in my arms. We held each other in silence, just feeling the rhythm of each other's breathing. We were laying with our naked bodies pressed together but there was nothing sexual in that moment. She just needed to be held and I wanted to be there for her. After a bit, I heard her begin to lightly snore. I lay there thinking about the awful thing she had just told me, horrified at the depravity of it, and built a seething hatred of my father. Finally, I too drifted off to sleep, Mom still in my arms. I had dark dreams that night.

      ********** **********

      The next morning I woke up just after dawn with Mom's naked body wrapped around me. I had to pee, so I quietly disengaged myself and was just sliding out of the bed when I heard Mom say, "Come back here when you're finished." I went into her bathroom and relieved myself.

      When I came back into the bedroom she appeared to be sound asleep, but as soon as I was laying down, she wrapped herself around me again. It was Sunday, so it was a day off. I was on my back, holding Mom, and I began to drift back to sleep when I felt her stir next to me. She snuggled into me and sighed. I felt her hand begin to lightly rub my chest, then begin a slow journey downwards. She rubbed my chest, then went down to my stomach and rubbed there for a minute or two, then down to the area just above my cock, which was slowly rising to meet her hand. When it did, she took hold of it with a light grip and began to lightly stroke it. I shifted so I was facing her and put my hand on her breast, squeezing lightly and giving her nipples little touches and pinches. She sighed and turned towards me so we were face to face, chest to chest, groin to groin, on our sides. We kissed and she began moving her entire body against me.

      As she lightly stroked me, she lifted her top leg and put it over mine, opening her legs. She pulled on my cock and I shifted closer, and she began rubbing my cock against her pussy. She rubbed the head up and down her pussy, holding the shaft firmly in her hand. I shifted again, and my cock moved down to the opening of her vagina. She held it there, moving it a little, just letting it rest there with small circular motions. I wanted so much to press it and feel it slide into her, but I waited for her signal. She began to rub the tip all around the opening, coating it in her juices. Then she rubbed it up her slit until it was touching her clit. She rubbed it on her clit for a few moments, then took it back down to the opening of her hole, bathing it in her juices. Then back up to her clit for rubbing, just like she had showed me with the dildo.

      The next time she moved it down I couldn't help myself and gave a slight push and felt it slide in just a tiny bit. She didn't react in a negative way, just rubbed it around where it was, gathering her juice, then slid it up to her clit. We were kissing and letting our tongues feel each other as she moved it against her clit and moaned. When she took it back down to the opening I pushed again and when it just slid in a tiny bit, she moaned again. She very methodically swirled the tip around the area just inside her vagina, then pulled it up again to rub her clit.

      Again, she took it down and I pushed again and entered her another inch. She moved it in small circles so just the tip of my cock was rubbing just the very inside of her cunt. Then she shifted so my shaft lay against her entire pussy, and moved on top of me.

      She sat up and began rubbing her pussy on the shaft of my cock. She was wet, and it slid easily up and down the length of it. I reached up and took both breasts in my hands and she leaned forward so I could take her nipples in my mouth. Her hair fell over her face as I went from one breast to the other, sucking in her nipple as she moaned each time and rubbed herself against my stiff cock. I fit perfectly into the long cleft of her vulva, my shiny head peeking out from above, rubbing against her clit. It was a perfect camel toe slide and it was a slippery ride.

      She sped up and her moaning increased as I began lightly biting and sucking her nipples completely into my mouth. I could sense that she was getting close and I started pushing up against her with my pelvis, increasing the pressure on her clit with each glide. She was going fast now, up and down, rubbing her clit against the mushroom head of my dick and suddenly she went over the edge. She wailed as she rode my cock into her orgasm. Her body was spasming as she bucked and rode me like a bronco.

      
        
      

      Before she finished I rolled her over on her back and put my cock back up against her sopping wet pussy. I began to pump it up and down faster and faster until I felt my own release coming. I suddenly had the image of my cock sliding right into her, and I could almost feel it as if it was actually happening. That was enough to push me over the edge and I shot load after load onto her stomach, pelvis, and thighs.

      "Holy fuck," she said after a moment. "That was pretty intense. Are you okay?"

      I told her I was fine, and then she thanked me again for not pushing it into her.

      "I think the tip went in, Mom," I replied.

      "Maybe it did," she said. "But it was an accident."

      We made love twice more during the daytime between chores and entertaining ourselves, and both times she took hold of my cock and rubbed it against her, and both times the tip went in just a little bit. I finished her with my mouth once and the dildo once, and she deepthroated me once and finished me between her tits once.

      The last time, as she was rubbing my cock against her opening, she whispered quietly. "Just the tip, Jason. Just the tip."

      ************ ***********

      She made a really nice dinner for us that night. The sadness of the prior evening seemed to have left her. I wasn't going to even bring it up, but while we were eating, she said, "Honey, thank you for being so understanding last night. It really brought up a lot of bad memories for me to go over that, and I was terrified about what you'd think of me after you'd heard it."

      "I don't think any less of you, Mom. I love you."

      "I love you, too, honey," she answered, looking at me with a puppy dog look.

      
        "So would you be comfortable telling me more about what Dad made you do? Or is it too painful?" I asked.

      "No, I think I feel better after having told you last night, and you accepting it. I can talk about it."

      "I haven't accepted it," I answered. "I hate my Dad more than ever and I want to hurt him."

      "Don't do anything stupid, honey. He's not worth it." She took a bite of her chicken.

      "So tell me, did Dad pick out men that were acceptable to you, or just random guys?"

      "Well, it was kind of random because it was almost always a guy who was at the bar at the Sheraton. Later, though, it could be any bar or cocktail lounge, and your Dad didn't spring for the nice room. He'd just drop us off at a cheap motel and pay for the room. He always gave me the fifty for cab fare, which made me feel like a whore getting paid."

      "Fuck him," I said.

      "There was one repeat guy, though, that I think had something to do with your father's business. He fucked me five or six different times and not always after meeting at a bar. I think whenever your Dad wanted something from him, he brought him around to have sex with me."

      "What an asshole."

      "Well, the good news is that he was probably the best of the bunch. I mean, he was a pretty normal guy and really polite to me. Never did anything without asking first. And he was pretty handsome and fit. He was probably the only one that I really got to enjoy being with. I think he was the kind of guy that I might have had an affair with if I was ever going to have an affair." She took another bite.

      "After the first time, he really knew what I liked and was eager to please me. If I knew it was going to be him, it was the only time I didn't absolutely dread what your father wanted me to do."

      "It's still incredibly strange and incredibly wrong, though," I replied. A plan was formulating in my head. I was so angry at my father and I wanted to make him pay for what he had done to Mom.

      
        "Some of the guys were creeps and I got away from them as soon as I could. Once your dad knew he had me under control, he didn't hang around long so I could sometimes just give a quick hand job to the guy and get out fast. I don't think your Dad ever checked back with them. He did come back and knock on the door a few times to check that I was still there, but not often. But every single time he wouldn't come home until late the next night, then rape me and demean me for what I had done. It was intolerable." I reached across the table and took her hand in mine.

      But," she continued, slightly switching the subject, "it gave me leverage over your father in the divorce."

      "How do you mean?" I asked.

      "When I divorced him I asked for a lot. When he balked, my attorney told his attorney that we'd be glad to go to court and reveal all the horrible things he had done to me. He'd be ruined, and I'd get what I wanted from the court anyway, so he might as well just pay. He called me, furious, and told me it would ruin my reputation as well. You know what I told him?"

      "No, what?" I replied.

      "That now that you were out of school, I could just move to a new town and start fresh. That I'd probably move to wherever you went to University. But he couldn't. He couldn't leave his business, which would probably be ruined anyway when his reputation was. Then I dropped the bomb. Do you know what the bomb was?"

      "'No, what was it?" I asked.

      "That my attorney said he could be prosecuted for human trafficking for what he made me do. He had paid for the hotels, he had procured the men. When I asked him how much the men had paid him, he went ballistic. 'Nothing!' he told me, 'and you know it! But the courts don't, I told him. Why else would you pimp your wife out if not for money? He sputtered and hung up on me."

      "Two days later he signed the divorce papers with everything I asked for. And Jason, there are two more checks coming the same size as the one you saw. One in eleven months and another a year after that." She sat back and smiled.

      I thought about that for a moment. "What if he doesn't pay you the other payments?"

      
        "He will, or we'll be in court and it will all come out," she answered. "He has to." But I still didn't like it. He was a jackass, but he could also be a weasel.

      "So you're set," I said. I had been moving my food around my plate but not really eating. I looked her right in the eye and said, "But was it worth it? How do you feel now?" I held her gaze.

      "I feel better. I've gone from feeling like a worthless piece of trash to believing in myself and believing I can have a good future. All that is in the past and I'm trying not to let it haunt me. I'm thinking about you, now, and myself, and both of our futures. He can't hurt me any more. It's over."

      "And Jason," she looked up at me and into my eyes. "I think you have restored my faith in life a bit. I hope I've done the same for you."

      "You have, Mom. You have." I finally took a bite of food. "I love you more than anything, and you've earned my love by being a great mother, a great teacher, a great friend, and now a great partner. I have nothing but respect for you." I thought about that for a second, then added, "You're never going to have to fear Dad again."

      "I love you, too, honey. You can't imagine how much. I feel almost like a schoolgirl with a huge crush on you. That, added to how much I love you as a mother is so, so much. Sometimes I feel like I'm bursting with love." She stood up and came around to my side of the table and leaned down and gave me a long, loving, wet kiss. I put my arms around her and hugged her to me.

      "Damn, I love you, Mom," I said. In spite of the fact that we had done it three times over the course of the entire day, I wanted her again. I was strong enough to pick her up and take her to the bedroom, set her down on the bed and take her. But she had that kind of treatment in the past, and I swore right there that I wouldn't do anything unless she gave one hundred percent consent. Instead, I asked, "Are you too worn out from everything we did today for me to come to your bedroom tonight?"

      "Not at all, honey. Anytime you want me, I'm here for you. Anything to make you happy." I let go of her and she went back to her seat and resumed eating. She looked over at me and smiled as she chewed her food.

      "Mom, I have to ask, and I'm sorry if this is inappropriate. But......are your feelings about boundaries beginning to change? I mean, we have come so close. So close."

      
        I could see her measuring her words in her head. She started to speak once, but stopped. Finally, she said, "I don't know." Then she didn't say anything more.

      I waited for her to continue, but instead she stood up. "I have to go to the bathroom," she said and walked towards her bedroom. Was she upset by what I said? I wanted to follow her and apologize if she was but thought it better to let her go.

      She was gone for almost ten minutes and I began to worry. I finished my dinner alone and waited at the table for her. When she returned, she sat back down in her chair and pushed her plate to the side. She took a sip of water, put her hands in her lap and looked right at me.

      "After dinner, let's go to my bedroom and kiss and hug. I want you to hold me and love me, and make me feel safe. I want you to excite me and get me ready. Then," and she paused. "Then, if it feels right, we'll put the rest of the tip in. Just to see how it goes." Then she added for emphasis, "We won't be having intercourse. We'll put the head in and just move it around a little, and then take it out and see what happens after that."

      "When you say the rest of the tip, do you mean more than what we were doing today?" I asked.

      "Yes, we'll go until we feel the head pop completely in. But that's as far as it can go. Can you handle that?" I nodded, but didn't really understand about the head popping in. "And you can't come inside me."

      "I thought you were fixed and couldn't get pregnant," I said.

      "I am, but that's not why. If you come inside me, then we've had intercourse. We will not be having intercourse, we will be testing. When you need to come, I'll help you come a different way." I was a little stunned by this turn in the conversation. "If you want to put something all the way in me, you can use the dildo."

      "Okay," was all I could manage.

      "I'm putting my trust in you, Jason," she continued. Just the tip, just the head, nothing more. You'll have to restrain yourself. I nodded in disbelief, and in anticipation.

      
        We cleared the table, and I noticed that Mom, who usually wanted the kitchen completely cleaned up after dinner with all the dishes, pots, and pans, clean and put away or in the dishwasher, just put everything in the sink and left it. Was she feeling the same anticipation I was?

      We turned out the lights around the house and made our way down the hall to her bedroom. She drew her curtains and lit two candles, then turned off the main light so there was just a nightlight in the corner and the two candles lighting the room. She asked me to grab one of the candles, and she picked up the other one and went into the bathroom, where she put it on the countertop. I followed and placed mine next to hers.

      She pulled my shirt over my head, then went down on her knees and untied my shoes and pulled them off, followed by my socks. Then, grabbing the waistbands of my shorts and boxers together, she pulled them both down and I stepped out of them.

      I followed suit and pulled her top over her head as she raised her arms. She was bare-chested underneath, and the round globes of her breasts flickered in the candlelight. I was so tempted to kiss each one, but instead, I got on my knees and took off the pair of sneakers she was wearing, then took hold of the waistband of her yoga pants and pulled them down. She lifted each foot as I stripped them completely off her. I stood and we were face to face, naked. She turned for a brief moment and turned on the water in the shower.

      As we waited for the water to heat up she stepped towards me and I took her into my arms, leaning down to kiss her. She raised her head and met my lips with hers. We kissed deeply for a moment, then I reached in and adjusted the temperature of the water, my now-turgid cock swinging in front of me as I turned towards the shower.

      We stepped in together, my arm around Mom, and let the warm water envelop us as we kissed again.

      Mom stood up on her tiptoes and whispered in my ear, "Wash me."

      I picked up the soap and began washing her with my hands. I washed her shoulders, then her back. She turned and I washed her breasts slowly, lingering over her soapy nipples. She raised her arms and I washed her arm pits, taking short, slow swipes down across her boobs as I did.

      I washed her tummy, then got on my knees and washed each leg. Then, finally, I washed her pussy. It was right at my eyeline, and I admired the smooth, shaved, shape of it with just a hint of her lips hanging below. Although she gave no reaction, I could tell that she was relishing the moment. I took my time and made sure it was very clean.

      
        
      

      When I was finished I stood, and she gestured for the soap. She washed me exactly as I had washed her, taking extra time on my gym-hardened pecs, and making sure that my penis was very, very clean. It had risen to the occasion.

      We both rinsed, I turned off the water and we stepped out of the shower and dried each other in the candlelight. I felt so much love for her at that moment, and stopped to take her in my arms and kiss her deeply.

      We went to her bed, bringing the candles to the nightstand, and she gestured for me to get in first, then came to me. She wrapped her arms around me and intertwined her legs with mine. I took her into my arms and kissed her again. She was very responsive to my kiss, pressing into me with her entire body while our mouths and tongues explored the other's. I could feel her stiff nipples scraping against my chest, and knew that she could feel my stiff cock against her.

      I kissed my way down to her breasts and spent two or three minutes kissing them, licking them, teasing her nipples but never pleasuring them. She was panting with desire when I finally gave one a big lick, then sucked it into my mouth. She moaned softly and pressed her pelvis against me. As I kissed and sucked her nipples, she began slowly humping my leg, pressing her vagina right up against it and slowly and softly moving it up and down. It was crazy sexy.

      I kissed down from her breasts to her stomach, trailing a pathway to her bellybutton, which I stopped and licked for a moment. Then I continued down to where her pubic hair had been before she shaved. I kissed the area above her pubic bone and licked there, feeling the faint, invisible stubble on my tongue. She rolled completely over onto her back and spread her legs apart and I moved my tongue down to her cunt. I licked slowly up each side, then slowly sucked each side of her vulva into my mouth while licking it. I felt Mom lay her hands on the back of my head.

      She had taught me well, and I wanted to show her how much love I had for her and give her all the pleasure she wanted. I took a long, slow lick from the bottom of her slit to the top, stopping and resting my tongue on her clit, but not stimulating it. She moved her hands to the side of my head and held it lightly.

      Again, I took a long, slow lick up the length of her. She gave the same low moan that she gave when I licked her nipple. I rested my tongue on her clit again, not moving. She caressed each side of my head as I paused there.

      Then again, I licked her slowly from bottom to top and this time when I lay my tongue against her clit, she held my head in place and made little movements with her pelvis, rubbing her clit lightly against my tongue. I held my tongue in place, not moving it as Mom moved her clit against it. She started with small, light movements, but slowly increased speed, and pulled my head in tighter against her. My tongue remained stationary as Mom rubbed her clit against it, picking up speed and pressing my face against it.

      I began to feel her clit and upper vagina contract and relax, contract and relax, and realized she was having a very quiet orgasm. I lowered my face and put my lips completely against her and continued to feel each contraction as she held my head in place and quietly climaxed.

      "Come up on top of me." I climbed onto Mom, knowing that this was the moment that I was going to have real penetration. Not all the way in, but not just an accidental tip-slip either. She took hold of my ragingly hard cock and began rubbing the tip up and down her soaked cunt. After a few trips up and down, she positioned it at her opening and held it there. She gave a slight push against it and it went in just as it had been going, just an inch or so of the tip.

      "Not yet," she whispered, and rubbed it up to the top and against her clit again. Three more times she brought it to her opening and pushed so just the bare tip got inside. "I love you, baby," she said each time she held it there as I desperately fought the urge to just push it all the way in.

      Then the fourth time she pushed it in just a bit, then moved her hands so her palms were against each side of my pelvis, creating counter-pressure should I try to push all the way in. "Now, baby," she whispered. "Slow, Jason. Give it a little push."

      I pushed and I could feel the head enter her a little further. The opening was slick with her thick lubrication, and it slid easily into the tight opening. "Slow, honey, slow," she cooed.

      I pushed again and just an inch or so more went in. It suddenly began to feel like I was really inside her, not just hovering at the entrance. "Yes, baby, that's it. Slow," she whispered. I could feel her vagina gripping the front half of the head of my cock as the gentle counter-pressure of her palms against my pelvis reminded me not to push and slide all the way in.

      "Give me a little more," she asked. "Slowly." I gave another push and slipped another inch inside. I couldn't believe how good it felt inside Mom. She moaned and slightly increased the pressure upwards against my pelvis with her palms. "Hold it there for a second," she murmured. She gave a slight circular motion of her hips and I felt the outer walls of her vagina move against the head of my cock. Incredible.

      She increased the pressure against my thighs and said, "Okay, now push it until you feel the head pop in." I didn't know what that meant.

      
        
      

      "How will I know when it pops in?" I asked, hesitating.

      "You'll know, baby. Give it a slow push in," she purred.

      I slowly pushed against the pressure of Mom's palms and I felt her push back against me as my cock slid in another inch or so, then I felt the bottom of the mushroom tip pass the tight sphincter of her cunt and felt the entire tip pop in. I was inside Mom. In her vagina. In her pussy. In her cunt.

      She held the pressure against my pelvis.

      "Are you okay? She asked.

      "More than okay."

      "Can I let go of you and you won't go in any further?" That was a tough question, but I believed at the moment that I could control myself.

      "Yes," I answered. With that, she removed her hands and began slowly humping my cock. She would pull back and it would pull almost all the way out, then she would push against me until it popped back in.

      "Don't come in me," she warned as she sped up the motion. "If you feel like you're going to come, pull it out."

      She kept up the motion, pulling it out to the very tip, then pushing against me until I felt the pop of it sliding back in. And somehow she had the self-control to stop there. Again and again I felt the pop of her tight opening on the mushroom head of my dick. I felt my orgasm coming and I wanted so badly to push it in and come deep inside her, but I pulled it out and with a yelp, came all over her stomach and breasts.

      I had been tense with the excitement, and when my orgasm subsided I let myself relax on top of her, my still-hard cock against her drenched pussy. I wanted to push it back in, to get back to that magical spot, just past the tight opening. I wanted to feel the pop again. Mom wrapped her arms around me.

      
        "How was that, baby?" she asked.

      "Incredible," I replied, moving my hips and pressing my cock against her. It wasn't going soft and I pushed it against her. I continued for a while and Mom began to push back against me.

      "Ooh, she said," as I pushed my full, hard cock against her wet slit. "You're not going soft, are you?"

      "No, I want to do it again," I answered.

      She reached down and took my penis and put the tip up to her opening. I pushed until I felt the pop, then pulled it almost all the way out, then pushed in again until I felt the pop. Mom's hand went to her clit and she began rubbing herself as I worked the head of my cock in and out of her pussy. For ten minutes we weren't fucking, I was just moving the head in and out of her. She came with a shudder, then rolled me off her.

      "Let me finish you with my mouth," she said and went down to take my cock in her mouth. I was amazed that she would do that when the head was already coated in both of our juices. She didn't seem to mind.

      She proceeded to give me the most amazing deep throat blow job. My cock couldn't go all the way in her pussy, but it could almost go all the way down her throat. I got what she was doing. She replaced her pussy with her mouth and let me go all the way in.

      At the end, I gushed my second load of the night, fifth of the day, down her throat. She took it all, moaning and writhing as I pumped every bit of seed I had into her hungry mouth.

      *********** ***********

      It had been another incredible Sunday with Mom. I had never imagined that a girl, or woman, could be so into sex. She had been through a lot, and maybe sex had become how she expressed herself. Perhaps, like she had said about masturbation, sex was a way to feel good about one's self for a brief time. I truly believed that the love we were developing for each other was healing us both, though, from the damage my father had inflicted on both of us. I understood that a new kind of love was developing between us. One of caring and support for each other. I had never known that kind of romantic love, for sure. The sad thing was that I believe my mother had never experienced that kind of love either. But I was going to give it to her, maybe for more than two years. She didn't need my father, she needed a man who loved and cared for her. She needed me, I thought.

      
        
      

      Speaking of my father, I had some business to finish with him. I had a plan.

      ********** **********

      Thanks for reading. I love your comments and look forward to them. Chapter 6 should be here in a week or so. Keep reading! Keep voting! Keep commenting! Thank you, readers!!

    
  
    
      Chapter 6

      The night before, Mom had allowed me to put the entire head of my penis in her. I was supposed to have just put it in and not move it, but as soon as it was in, Mom began humping and it would slide almost all the way out, then she'd push back against it until the just the mushroom head popped back in. The first time, I pulled out and came on her stomach, but then I didn't go soft. We put it back in and humped some more while Mom played with her clit. After she came, she finished me down her throat.

      School was great, baseball was going well, and the affair that had begun with Mom was going incredibly well, but I had trouble falling asleep after the monumental moment with Mom. When sleep wouldn't come easily, I tried to put everything into perspective. I needed to keep school and baseball going. If I kept my grades up, and excelled on the field, there was a chance I could get a scholarship for my final two years at the University. Community College players were heavily scouted by top college baseball programs, and I was among the best players on my team and in the conference. All my work in the gym was really paying off and I was hitting for power now. I had bulked up.

      As I thought about my current situation, I realized that in addition to school and baseball, I had two very specific goals that I wanted to accomplish that week. The first was that I wanted to put it all the way into Mom. Not just the tip or the head. I wanted to finally find out what it felt like to fully fuck and be fucked back. I wasn't even sure if I was a virgin or not a virgin anymore. We were so close, and I wanted to fully consummate our relationship. I not only loved her; I was in love with her.

      The second had to do with my father. I wanted to find him and make him pay for what he did to Mom. I wanted to make sure that he never came back into Mom's or my life. I wanted to ensure that we would never have to deal with the slimy bastard again. I had been formulating a plan, and I was ready to put it into motion. I finally drifted off to sleep.

      In the morning, Mom was very demonstrative to me. When I came downstairs, she rushed over to me and hugged me and gave me a very long, very wet, very sexy kiss. She hovered over me as she gave me breakfast, always in some way touching me, or having her hand on me. When I left for school, she again gave me a long sexy kiss, and I felt like we were almost making out rather than saying goodbye. I briefly considered not going to class, but after my thoughts of last night, I knew that I needed to go. I extricated myself from Mom's hug and left for school.

      Classes were boring that day, so practice afterwards was a blessed escape. We worked hard on baserunning, and I was drained by the time I hit the gym. But I pushed hard, wanting to get bigger, stronger, hit more home runs and attract the attention of the big-school scouts. I showered, got dressed and went out to the parking garage to my car. Instead of going down and exiting, though, I went up to the top floor where there was no roof and good cell reception.

      I stopped the car, picked up my phone and went to my contacts, found his name, then pressed "Dad". It rang six times, then went to voice mail. I was just starting my message when I saw that he had called me back. I picked up.

      "Hello?"

      "Hi Jason, it's Dad. I saw that you called." It was as if it had been a day since we talked, not over a year.

      "Yeah, Dad, I answered. "Um, I have something for you and I want to come by and give it to you if that's okay with you."

      "Well, sure," he answered. I'll text you my address. When do you want to come by?

      "I was thinking tomorrow after practice. I'm playing baseball for the Community College."

      "Oh, that's great!" he replied. What time do you finish?"

      "Usually about 5:00," I said. "I can come over right after that if you're going to be home."

      I didn't even like talking to him on the phone. I'd rather strangle him than have a conversation. Dad, however, continued. "So, what is it you're bringing?" he asked.

      "Well, I'd rather just give it to you in person. Mom doesn't think I should, but I really want you to have it."

      
        "Okay, if you want to stay for dinner, I can have Joanie fix up something for us." Joanie? Who the hell was that I wondered.

      "No, I've got to get home to study. I'll see you tomorrow."

      "Okay, Jason," he said. "I'll see you then.

      He never even asked how I was doing after not seeing him for a year. What a piece of shit.

      ********** **********

      I drove home and Mom greeted me at the door with another sloppy, wet kiss. I think that the experience the night before had really fired her up and I wondered if she was ready to take it all the way, letting me slide my cock all the way into her. I told I wanted to change into some comfy clothes, and she told me to take my time because we were going to have a special dinner and she wasn't quite ready yet.

      I lingered in my room, checked my Instagram, then went back out to the living area. It was going to be a special dinner because I came out to see that Mom had turned out all the lights, lit a couple of candles, and was sitting at the dining room table completely naked with a glass of white wine in her hand.

      "We're having naked dinner," she laughed. "Why don't you disrobe and join me?" She gave me a very coy grin. I quickly shed my shorts and T-shirt and sat down opposite her on the towel she had placed over my seat cushion.

      She started dishing me up: She made a dish she called Messy Pork Chops, along with pasta and broccoli. As she dished each item up, she named it and then handed me the plate.

      "Do you know what we're having for dessert?" she asked with a huge smile on her face.

      "Nuh-uh," I answered.

      "Each other," she squealed and started laughing.

      
        Although I felt very focused on the two things I wanted that week, and wasn't really feeling in a light-hearted mood, that got me. I laughed along with her and said that dinner looked great, but the best part was going to be the dessert. I felt Mom's foot on my knee.

      "You know, if you scoot up a little bit, I can probably reach a little further with my foot," she told me. I did as she requested and felt her foot slide up the inside of my leg until it met my flaccid penis. She began to fiddle with it with her foot and it started to grow. "Now eat your dinner while it's hot, honey," she cooed and smiled again at me.

      As I ate, she continued fiddling and I got harder and harder. I could see that her nipples were like bullets, so I knew it had the same effect on her. She removed her foot and took a few bites of her food and a sip of her wine. Then she scooted her chair up a bit and when she resumed, she did so with both feet, my rigid cock in between them.

      "Don't you want to eat, Mom?" I asked, raising my eyebrows.

      "Don't you want a foot job?" she answered with another question. "I don't think I can do both at the same time."

      "Well, the dinner's really good," I said, "but you can always reheat it later." I laughed.

      "Oh, baby," she answered. "I love you so much." She watched me eat while she gave me a long, slow foot job, and when I finished the food, she dropped her feet, stood up and came around the table.

      "Scoot out," she directed. When I did, she plopped her naked butt in my lap and put her arms around my shoulders. She looked at me lovingly for a moment, then leaned in for a kiss. It was a long, slow, wet kiss with lots of tongue and lots of passion. I began caressing her full breasts.

      She broke the kiss and leaned towards my ear. "I've been waiting for you all day," she whispered. "I couldn't wait for you to get home so we can do that again."

      "Can we do more?" I asked without thinking. As soon as I said it, I knew it might be a mood killer.

      "No, baby," she said softly. "But isn't that more than you thought we'd do?" She squirmed on me, rubbing her butt against my still-hard cock. "Just the tip, sweetie," she whispered. "No intercourse, just the head can go in."

      
        
      

      I reached down under her knees and stood, picking her up as I did. I carried her to her bedroom and placed her gently on the bed. The room was candlelit as well, the covers pulled down from the bed. When I joined her, she crawled up on me, then spun herself around into a 69 position and took my cock in her mouth as she lowered her pussy onto my face. She was already very wet, and I licked and sucked her without hesitation. Her engine had been idling all day, and dinner got it revved up. She was already in high gear, I could tell. I began focusing on her clit and reached under the pillows, searching for something. There it was: the dildo.

      As I kissed, licked, and sucked her pussy, I brought the head of the dildo up to her opening and slowly slid it in. She moaned as I did. I slowly withdrew it and, sucking her clit into my mouth and motoring my tongue over it, I slid the fake dick back in slowly and deeply.

      "Oh my God," she moaned. That feels so good." Then, in a statement that I wasn't completely sure I understood the meaning of, she added, "But not as good as the real thing."

      She let my cock pop out of her mouth, spun around, and leaned over me, and still on top of me, and put her breasts in my face. I licked and sucked on her nipples, biting them and using suction to pull on them until I let them pop out between my lips. She yelped in ecstasy each time a nipple popped out of my mouth. I had never been this rough with her breasts, but she was egging me on. I was pulling on her nipples, biting them as I did, and it only ramped up her excitement.

      She sat up and began camel-toe sliding on my hard shaft. I lay on my back, gazing up at her beautiful breasts, beautiful hair, and beautiful face as she rode my cock, sliding it up and down, pausing each time the tip got up to the top and grinding her clit against the head of my cock. She was as wet as I had ever felt, and my entire pelvis was coated in her juices. She was drenching us both.

      In a smooth motion she lifted herself off the shaft of my cock, raising herself up above it. She reached down, took hold of it, rubbed the tip up and down the soaking length of her slit once or twice, then held it right at her opening.

      Slowly, she let herself down on it. First, just enough so the hole at the end of my cock was in her. Then another inch.

      "No intercourse," she panted. Then an inch inside.

      "Don't come in me," she moaned. Then another inch.

      
        "Don't push," she groaned as she lowered herself another inch and I felt the mushroom head pop into her.

      "Oh, fuck!" she cried, and started orgasming. To this day I do not know how she had enough control to not just let herself fall onto my hard dick, impaling herself as she came, but she somehow resisted. She popped the head in and out as wave after wave of her orgasm hit her. I wanted so badly to just shove myself up inside her, but I had vowed not to until she told me she wanted me to.

      Also, to this day, I have no idea how I resisted, but I'm glad I did. It's not how I wanted it to happen, with her still resisting.

      When her orgasm subsided, she raised herself up off me, then got up on her hands and knees on the bed, exposed ass in the air, and said, "Get the lube from under the other pillow and lube up me up. She reached around behind herself and began transferring her natural juices from her cunt to the crack of her ass. "Rub it up there and come on me," she panted as I dripped the lube into her crack.

      I crawled up behind her on my knees and slid my cock into the crack of her ass. It was slippery with her juice and the lube. I started to run my hard shaft up and down the cleft, taking care to push the tip against her pink rosebud each time it passed.

      I could see her hand groping for the dildo on the sheets and I moved it closer so she could find it. She took it and immediately shoved it deep into her vagina and started rubbing her clit with her other hand as I pushed the tip of my cock against her ass opening. It entered just a tiny bit. She moaned, but reached back with her clit hand and pushed me away

      "Not inside, baby. Just rub it up against that part." I withdrew and put my shaft back into the cleft of her ass and began pumping it up and down in time to each plunge of the dildo into the depths of her vagina. We built to a crescendo together, moving in time, building excitement and momentum until we both exploded simultaneously, me spurting fountains of white cum onto her back as she keeps repeating "fuck, fuck, fuck," as each portion of her second climax of the night hit her.

      I fell onto the bed, and she curled up alongside me. We were both breathing heavily and took a moment to catch our breath.

      "We need to do the dishes," I said after my breathing became normal.

      
        "First, I need to have something to eat," Mom replied. "I only had a couple of bites of my dinner, you know. I must have been distracted by something." We got up and Mom reached for her robe, but I stopped her.

      "I thought we were having naked dinner," I reminded her.

      "Oh, that's right." She hung her robe back up on the hook. "I guess this stays in here."

      We went back out to the dining area and Mom put her plate in the microwave to heat it up while I cleared the rest of the table and started on the dishes and pots and pans. Mom watched from the dining room as I moved about the kitchen, my flaccid penis flopping from side to side as I worked.

      We didn't talk much. She chewed and I cleaned. Finally, after putting the last of the dishes in the dishwasher I sat down at the table across from her. "Um, there's a couple of things I want to talk about," I started.

      "Okay, honey," Mom said, still not finished with her dinner.

      "The first thing is that I'm worried that Dad won't pay you the other payments" She looked surprised that I had brought this up.

      "Jason, you shouldn't be concerned about that. That's my concern, not yours. He'll pay."

      "He's a weasel, Mom," I answered. "He's going to think 'out of sight, out of mind'. I know it. I know him." I looked her right in the eye. "I'm going to talk to him tomorrow after practice. I'll be late coming home."

      "Honey, you shouldn't do that," was her response.

      "I already talked to him today and he's expecting me. I'm going to do it." Mom was chewing the last bite on her plate. "Don't try to talk me out of it, because it does concern me. If I'm the man of the house now, then I need to protect you. Things have changed, you're not just my Mom anymore. You're my......." I searched for the right word. Girlfriend wasn't it. Woman wasn't it. It finally came to mind. "You're my partner, and I'll stand up to anyone who might harm you or do you wrong."

      
        "Oh, my sweet baby," Mom said, and I could see that she was on the brink of tears. Before she began crying, I slightly changed the subject.

      "That's settled, but there's one more thing." She sniffled once, then looked at me with her full attention.

      "What is it, baby?" she said, searching my face.

      "I want you to reconsider your boundaries." She looked a little surprised that I had been so blunt but didn't speak. I looked back at her, wanting what I had said to sink in. Finally, she spoke.

      "Why, Jason? Why do you want me to reconsider my boundaries?" There it was. What she said early on: 'Ask for what you want and give good reason why you should have it.' This was the final lesson.

      "Because we're already doing it, Mom. And everything has changed, but nothing has changed. I'm not the whiny little oppressed kid I was when this all started. You're not the self-doubting woman you were, feeling worthless. We are both different people now, better people, and it's because of each other."

      I continued, "This isn't going to end when I go to university. You're going to come with me. We're going to be together as partners, not as mother and son. Nobody will know us there, and they'll just think it's a little odd that I have an older girlfriend, but that will be it. We can live with that. Nothing will change except where we live. We will be together as a couple. Think about it, Mom. You already know that." Now the waterworks were starting. Her face scrunched up and she began to sob.

      "I do know it," she said. "At least, I've hoped that's what would happen. I love you, Jason."

      "I love you too, but I'm also in love with you," I answered. "The reason I want you to reconsider your boundaries is because I want you as my woman, not as my mother. I want us to be together that way." I thought for a moment, then added, "Judy."

      "I want to, I really do," she answered with tears in her eyes. "It's just been so hard to let go of seeing myself as your mother and recasting myself as your lover, your partner. Every step of the way, I've said that we'd go no further, but every time we have and every time it has just deepened my feelings for you. I want to, I really do."

      "So, can we do it?" I asked bluntly. "Really do it, no stopping at the head?"

      
        
      

      "Not tonight," she answered right away. "I need to give this deep thought and make sure I'm doing the right thing." She looked at me beseechingly. "I need at least one more day to consider everything."

      "That's fine, it really is," I reassured her. "Tonight, tomorrow, a week from now, a month from now. It's up to you. I just want you to understand where I'm coming from. For me, this is no longer a passing thing that will end at one point. I'm all in, and I want you to be as well."

      By this time she was weeping, and I got up and went over to her, pulled her up from her chair, took her into my arms and held her. We stood there for five minutes or more, our naked bodies tight against each other, our arms around each other, our mouths meeting in sweet, gentle kisses. Then I heard her murmur, "I need you to love me again. Let's go to bed."

      We did, and I didn't even put the head inside her. I held her, kissed her, caressed her, and in the end we just slowly rubbed our stuff together until she had a light climax, then I finished right after her on her stomach. I slept the entire night in her bed.

      **************** *****************

      The next day was the day I would execute my plan against my Dad. It was a very simple plan and wouldn't take long. I never saw Mom in the morning, she was still in bed when I left. The day seemed to drag on through classes, practice, and gym time. I quickly showered at the gym and took off for my dad's house which, according to the text he sent me, was about a half hour away on the other side of town.

      When I pulled down his street I was impressed with the neighborhood. Evidently my dad did have a lot of money if he was able to live in a neighborhood ritzier than ours, even after a costly divorce. I found the address, parked the car and approached his door, ringing the doorbell. He answered quickly.

      "Hello, Jason," he said as soon as he saw me. "Look at you, all grown up." He stood aside and motioned for me to enter. There was a wide entry hall, and as I walked through the door I saw a woman standing about ten feet away in the living room. This must be Joanie, I thought to myself.

      "Look, kid, sorry about not getting in touch with you. You know, after your Mom dumped me, she really took me to the cleaners and......." He never saw it coming.

      
        I knew there would only be one punch, and I put everything I had into it. I caught him square in the face and he fell back as his knees buckled beneath him. Joanie screamed and disappeared. He lay on the ground, dazed, and I walked up and stood over him. I gave him a push with my foot to get his full attention.

      "Look, you piece of shit," I barked. "Don't start with me about what Mom did to you. What you did to her was inexcusable and you should probably go to jail and rot in hell because of it." Joanie reappeared with her phone in her hand and was furiously punching in a number.

      I gave him a swift kick in the ribs. "So here's how it's going to be, dear old Dad. "First, you're out of our lives. Period. No contact from you to Mom or me." Joanie must have put the phone on speaker because I heard the operator answer, '911, what is your emergency?" Joanie just stood there, slack jawed.

      "Second, you've got one month to make both payments that are due in the future. No leeway. One month, you piece of scum." I gave him another kick as he lay there cowering, his arms shielding his face from my fury.

      "If she doesn't get full payment in one month, or if you ever try to contact either of us, I will hurt you. This will seem like nothing compared to the pain I will inflict on you." I tried to look as menacing as I could. I looked down at him and said, "You got it?" He didn't answer, so I kicked him again as the coward curled up into a ball on the ground. "You got it?" I asked louder.

      "Yes, Jason, I've got it," he answered meekly.

      I gave him one last kick, glared at Joanie, who was now talking to the 911 operator, then turned and stormed out. I walked right to my car, got in and pulled away from the curb. I was furious.

      All the way home I kept looking in my rear-view mirror, expecting to see the red lights of a cop car behind me.

      **************** *****************

      When I got home I went right to my room and waited for the police to come. My hand was swelling up and hurt like hell. I had never punched anyone in the face before and never realized how hard a skull is. My hand was throbbing.

      
        After about a half hour, there was a soft knock on my door and I heard Mom say, "Are you okay, Jason?"

      "Yeah, I'm fine," I answered.

      "May I come in?" she asked.

      "Sure, come on in, Mom." She entered the room and sat down on the bed next to me.

      "How did everything go with your dad?" she asked quietly.

      "Fine," I answered.

      "Really, Jason? How did things go with your father?' she asked again.

      "He's a piece of shit, that's how it went," I said angrily. Mom hugged me.

      "Oh, baby, you need to just let him go," she said as she caressed my forehead.

      "I did Mom. This was my official letting go, and I told him so. I also told him what a piece of garbage he is for what he did to you." That was the exact moment she noticed my swollen, angry, red hand, skinned at the knuckles.

      "Oh Jason, what did you do?" she exclaimed as she gingerly took my hand and inspected it.

      "I protected you from him now and in the future," I answered. "I did what any man would do for his woman." Mom hugged me and held me tightly. I heard her take a deep breath and slowly release it.

      "I'm not sure it was the right thing to do, baby," she said quietly. "But thank you. Nobody's ever had my back before. It feels good." I hugged her back. "Now let's go take care of that hand."

      As we went to the kitchen, I told her that Dad's new flame, Joanie, had called 911 and that the police were probably going to come to arrest me for assault, and that seemed to upset her. She had me sit at the kitchen table where she presented me with a large stainless-steel bowl filled with ice and told me to bury my hand in it. She put a frozen dinner in the microwave for us, and for the rest of the evening we distractedly watched TV and waited for the police to come. She had me ice my hand for twenty minutes in, then thirty minutes out. We repeated this three times, and by that time I began to think that maybe the police weren't going to come.

      We cuddled on the couch the whole time, and Mom was very attentive to me. It almost felt like she wanted to occupy the same physical space as me, the way she cuddled and just melted into me. My hand hurt, but she made me feel better with her loving attention. We kissed a few times, but I couldn't really get into it, feeling that at any moment there might be a knock on the door.

      At 10 o'clock, Mom took the stainless bowl back to the kitchen and didn't bring it back out. "I don't think the police are coming, baby. They would have been here by now," she said, standing in front of me.

      "I think you're right. I was just thinking the same thing," I answered. Mom looked at me.

      "So do you think you can focus on me a little bit now?" she asked. I nodded and she walked up to me, straddling my knees, and sat down on my lap facing me. "Thank you, baby," she said as she leaned in and gave me a light kiss. "Thank you for protecting me."

      She leaned back in for another kiss, opening her mouth, searching out my tongue with hers. We made out for five minutes, relishing the feel of each other's mouths and how close we felt, then she said, "Let's go wrap your hand, and I need a shower." We turned out the lights and went to her bathroom and I sat on the closed toilet seat while she wrapped my hand with an Ace bandage and secured it tightly.

      When that was done, I got up to go, but she asked me to stay while she showered. She turned on the water to heat up, and I watched as she slowly stripped off all her clothes. I think she enjoyed having me watch because she almost made it feel like she was stripping for me. The way she turned her back while taking off her bra, then slowly turned to reveal her full breasts, which were capped by her erect nipples. She turned again when taking off her underpants and bent to pull them off her ankles, giving me a full view of her ass and pussy.

      When she was completely naked, she took a scrunchie off the counter then walked right up to me, her breasts inches from my face. As she raised her arms to put her hair up, she leaned forward and her breasts grazed my face. I caught one of her nipples in my mouth and gave it a light suck. She turned towards the shower, opened the glass door and stepped in, adjusting the water.

      
        I watched as she slowly washed herself. She faced away from me as she washed her butt, running her fingers up and down her crack to get it squeaky clean. Then she turned towards me and took her safety razor from the rack hanging below the showerhead. I watched as she pulled the skin around her vagina taut and carefully shaved every bit of hair from it. Depending on the angle, there were times when I could see the pink skin inside her pussy as she pulled the skin this way and that.

      I could feel that I was starting to get hard, and I thought about stripping down and joining her in the shower but I got the sense that she wanted me to watch her. I couldn't believe how beautiful she was. Her body was tight and perfectly proportioned with her bald pussy and firm C cup breasts. She gave her perfect body a final rinse and turned off the water, asking me if I'd hand her a towel.

      I stood and took a towel off the rack and handed it to her. "Thank you, baby," she said, looking down at my stiff cock making a tent in my pants. "I see you liked my little show."

      "I did," I answered. "It made me very hard." She reached down and slid her hand along the length of my cock.

      "Hmmm," she said. "We might have to do something about that. While I finish drying off, why don't you strip for me now?" It was simple. I took off my shirt, then slowly slid my shorts down until my cock popped out, at full attention, then stepped out of them. Mom threw her towel over the shower door, knelt in front of me, and took my cock into her mouth. She sucked lightly, then licked up and down the length of it, then stood back up.

      She took hold of me, then began leading me into her bedroom, pulling me by my cock. She got up on the bed and pulled on my cock until I got up on it as well. I knelt in front of her as she brought her mouth back to my erect penis. As she began sucking, I reached for her breast and began lightly caressing it. She wasn't giving me an aggressive, 'gonna make you come' kind of blowjob. This was sensual, with lots of tongue and licking. She went down below and took my balls into her mouth and lightly sucked on my entire sack. I ran my hand down her belly and placed it on her freshly shaven vulva. With my middle finger, I searched for the soft inside of her vagina. When I found it, my finger slid right in. She was soaked. Drenched. Wet and slippery.

      I wanted her. I wanted her completely and it was time. I reached under her arms and let her know I wanted her to come up. She got on her knees as well, facing me and I kissed her deeply. As I lay down, I pulled her with me and once we were horizontal, I kissed her again. I held her breast with my good hand, giving it light squeezes as we kissed and embraced. She moaned into my mouth as I lightly flicked her nipple with my index finger.

      I felt her begin lightly rubbing my cock and I reciprocated, moving my hand from her breast back to her vagina. As I lay the palm of my hand to completely cover it, I could feel that it was opening, that it was wet, and that it wanted me as well. I felt as though I could feel the beating of her heart through the lips of her vagina.

      "I want you," I said quietly. "I want you tonight." She didn't reply but she did respond. She pressed her body tightly against mine and put her leg over my leg, opening herself up even more. I let one finger slide slowly into her. Without breaking the kiss, I removed my hand and shifted until I was laying on top of her, supporting some of my weight on my elbows.

      She reached down and took hold of my cock and began to rub it up and down her wet slit, getting the entire mushroom head lubricated. Then she placed it at her opening and whispered, "Put the tip in me now. I want it." I gave a slight push and felt the head pop in.

      "I want you," I repeated. "I want you now. I am yours; you are mine. This is our destiny, and I accept it." I looked directly into her eyes and she into mine. We held our gaze for a moment.

      I felt her put each hand on one cheek of my ass as I hovered above her, only the mushroom head of my aching cock penetrating her.

      "I love you, and I accept you," she said softly. "You are my man now." She applied gentle pressure on each of my ass cheeks and pulled me all the way into her. I felt my cock sliding in slowly, penetrating her, going deeper and deeper until I was all the way in, our pelvic bones pressed tightly against each other.

      "Oh my God," she moaned softly as she held me deep inside her, still applying pressure to both my cheeks. "That feels so good." I kissed her. "Slide it out slowly, then slide it back in even slower," she said as she released the pressure from my butt.

      I couldn't believe how it felt. It struck me in an instant that the old cliché about the glove was true. Just like each of your fingers slides snugly and comfortably into the fingers of a glove, my cock had slid completely inside her and was snug and warm, enveloped by the soft pressure of the moist walls of her vagina. I felt her contract her muscles around me and the grip on my penis tightened. It felt incredible.

      I slowly withdrew from her, then just as she asked, even more slowly, I penetrated her again, inch by inch, millimeter by millimeter until I was deep inside and completely engulfed by her warm, wet, pussy. I moaned and embraced her more tightly. I repeated that one more time, slowly and deliberately. So deep, so snug, so wet, so warm.

      
        "Now, Jason, now," she said softly. "I've wanted you so badly. Make love to me." I pulled it out and immediately plunged it back in. Mom grunted and pushed back against me. "Oh, Jesus, baby," she groaned. "It feels so good!" We both began humping in time with each other, my cock taking long, smooth strokes, burying itself deeply inside her with every stroke. Mom pushed against me each time I plunged it into her.

      I couldn't believe the feeling. Every millimeter of my cock was gripped by the velvety glove of her vagina. No mouth could achieve that. No hand could achieve that. No hand and mouth together could achieve that. Mom's pussy was completely gripping my hard cock as we picked up speed. I had never even been able to imagine how incredible it would feel.

      Mom's moans had blended into one long moan and groan as our bodies worked together, my cock now hammering in and out of her. I found her mouth with mine and we began kissing passionately as my cock slid in and out of her. The way she moved against me only added to my excitement. Her breasts pressed against my chest, her hips rocking up and down with each of my strong thrusts. We were moving in perfect harmony, both of us racing towards the ultimate consummation of our love.

      I felt my orgasm rise from my legs into my balls, building pressure there. Mom sensed it coming and her moans became louder and more insistent. "Come in me, Jason!" she cried. "Come hard in me, baby!"

      That was all I needed to take me over the edge and as the pleasure suddenly rushed over my entire body, I began pumping my semen deep inside her. She writhed beneath me as I gave her my full load, spurt after spurt, squirt after squirt. My natural instinct was to get it as deep within her as I could, and I let go the final blasts with my cock buried deep inside her as I felt the walls of her pussy contract around me.

      Slowly, our bodies came to a halt and I lay atop her, all my weight on her, our bodies as close as they could be. It felt so perfect, my cock still inside her, but us laying still, feeling each other's hearts beat. Her arms were around my back holding me to her, as they had been all throughout our first time together. She hugged me tightly and moved her legs so mine were wrapped in them. I didn't fall out. She was holding me inside her with her legs.

      "That was wonderful, honey," she whispered in my ear. "Even better than I thought it would be."

      "It was incredible," I replied softly. "I can't believe how good it felt."

      "You made me come," she said. "Twice." She had told me before that she, like most women, didn't have climaxes from just intercourse. "Right at the beginning, when you put it in, I had a mild orgasm. At the end, I came hard when you did." She hugged me again and moved her hands down to my butt cheeks, pressing me down as she pushed up to keep me inside her.

      "It was worth waiting for," I said as I felt her pelvis push against mine. She kissed me.

      "Thank you for being patient with me," she answered and pushed her pelvis against me again, pushing me down with her hands and pulling me in with her legs. "There were so many things telling me this wasn't right. I needed to wait until those voices in my head telling me this was wrong were quiet."

      "Are they quiet now? I asked, pushing back against her.

      "They're gone, baby." She pushed against me again and drew me in with her legs. I could feel my cock coming back to life. "I'm yours completely now."

      She pushed against me again, pressing me down with her hands on my butt and pulling me in with her legs wrapped around mine. I pressed back, and soon we were pressing, releasing, pressing, releasing. My cock was hardening and it was beginning to slide against the walls of her gooey vagina. The mixture of our cum was smooth and silky and my cock slid easily. Mom removed her hands from my butt and went back to hugging me as our motion gained rhythm.

      "That's it, baby. Let's do it again. I want to," she moaned as my cock grew inside her. "I feel you getting hard again, fill me up," she cooed as we moved against each other, my cock gliding effortlessly inside her.

      This time there was no rush towards the end. We held each other and slowly moved, me penetrating her deeply most of the time. I wanted it in deep, I wanted it in fully, I wanted to feel her warm, slick, tight vagina gripping the full cylinder of my cock as I moved it in and out just enough to bring us both pleasure. She was mumbling loving words in my ear, telling me how good it felt and how much she wanted me, moaning, and both kissing and licking my mouth between utterances. I was in complete heaven. I had dreamt of having sex, but I had no idea the full scope of what the experience would be like. Holding someone while inside them? A completely different feeling than just holding them, no matter the passion. Kissing someone while inside them? No comparison. It was the full experience. It was the complete experience, although you didn't know that until you felt it.

      I felt her vagina contract and release three or four times around my cock and realized she was having another orgasm. Her groans were another clue. I pushed all the way in and held it deep inside her while she came. When it was over, I resumed my movements, and she immediately began moving against me again.

      
        
      

      "Oh, God, baby. This is so wonderful. You are my perfect man. I feel like we were made to do this with each other," she said, and I wondered why she was talking so much in the middle of intercourse. "I think you were right about what you said. This is our destiny."

      When I heard that I felt a surge of strength and excitement throughout my body, and I began to fuck her in earnest, picking up both the speed and the force of my thrusts. She sensed that what she said had inflamed me and began moaning and pushing back against me as I began hammering her with my fully engorged cock. Having just come, I had no sense of impending orgasm, just the pure pleasure of the sliding of my cock inside my lover, and the animal desire I had to take her and make her mine completely. We went on and on, and she was getting more and more excited, making deep, guttural sounds that almost sounded like choking as I drove my cock home again and again.

      From out of nowhere my orgasm arrived and for the second time in 40 minutes, I pumped another massive load deep inside her. She groaned and cried out as each thrust deposited a special gift inside the depths of her womanhood.

      My cock immediately began going soft after its second release in so short a time. Mom hadn't stopped moving yet, and it popped out of her. Still holding each other, we rolled onto our sides, face to face and kissed tenderly.

      "Thank you," I whispered, and that was the last thing I remembered until about 5 am, when we woke up, still holding each other, and did it again. We fell right back asleep afterwards, not waking up until around 8 am, when we did it yet again. Each time, it was as beautiful and exciting as the first time. This time when we finished, Mom rolled away from me and got out of bed.

      She stood next to the bed, looking down at me. Her blonde hair was a mess, her belly and pelvis were completely covered in our goo, some fresh, some dried and flaky. I could see the top of her slit on her bald pussy. I thought about how much pleasure there was there, and how much I loved her. Then she spoke.

      "How is your hand?" she asked.

      I laughed and said, "For some reason, I have been completely unaware of my hand since we went to bed last night!"

      
        "Let's see it," she answered, laughing along with me. She looked stunningly beautiful standing naked in front of me. I didn't ever want to stop appreciating just how beautiful she is. I held my hand out and she unwrapped the ace bandage. My hand was red, swollen, and angry.

      "It doesn't look like you'll be playing any baseball for a few days," she said when she saw it.

      "Yeah, I didn't think about that when I nailed him in the face," I answered.

      "I think you should stay home from school and from practice today and let your hand heal," she said with a slight smirk on her face. "We can probably find ways to entertain ourselves."

      "Um, well, I hate to miss school," I replied. "But you're right. I should let my hand heal." She leaned over and kissed me on the lips.

      "I don't know about you, but I need a shower!" she declared. "I am a gooey mess down there."

      By dinner time that day, she needed another shower.

      ************** **************

      I've never forgotten the first time. Well, the first seven times over the course of that night and the next day when I stayed home from school. It was many years ago, and Mom is gone now, taken too young, at 58, by breast cancer. Luckily, she went quickly and without too much pain. As I had been for my entire life, I was at her side at the end.

      We had 19 wonderful years together, and I don't regret a single day. In fact, I wish I could live so many of them over again. It was difficult at times. With the difference in our ages, we were kind of an odd couple. I don't think anybody ever suspected that we were related, but we were always in fear that they would. Although I have no regrets for myself, it is not a lifestyle I would recommend to another person.

      I'm almost forty now and still have a lot of life ahead of me. Yes, I did get a scholarship to a big school. Yes, Mom moved with me and for the rest of her life we lived as though we were husband and wife. Yes, three weeks after I punched my dad in the face, Mom got a call from a lawyer who said Dad wanted to make full payment and move on with his life. And no, we never heard from my father again. And yes, I loved her completely until the day she died. In fact, I still do.

      
        I don't know what lies ahead of me. I have a successful career as a dentist, believe it or not, although I am currently on sabbatical and traveling in Europe for a few months, trying to figure that all out.

      
        Thank you, Mommy, for this wonderful life you gave me.

    
  EPUB/nav.xhtml


    

      Mommy's Rules



      

        		

          Chapter 1

        



        		

          Chapter 2

        



        		

          Chapter 3

        



        		

          Chapter 4

        



        		

          Chapter 5

        



        		

          Chapter 6

        



      



    

    

      

        		

          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

        



        		

          50

        



        		

          51

        



        		

          52

        



        		

          53

        



        		

          54

        



        		

          55

        



        		

          56

        



        		

          57

        



        		

          58

        



        		

          59

        



        		

          60

        



        		

          61

        



        		

          62

        



        		

          63

        



        		

          64

        



        		

          65

        



        		

          66

        



        		

          67

        



        		

          68

        



        		

          69

        



        		

          70

        



        		

          71

        



        		

          72

        



        		

          73

        



        		

          74

        



        		

          75

        



        		

          76

        



        		

          77

        



        		

          78

        



        		

          79

        



        		

          80

        



        		

          81

        



        		

          82

        



        		

          83

        



        		

          84

        



        		

          85

        



        		

          86

        



        		

          87

        



        		

          88

        



        		

          89

        



        		

          90

        



        		

          91

        



        		

          92

        



        		

          93

        



        		

          94

        



        		

          95

        



        		

          96

        



        		

          97

        



        		

          98

        



        		

          99

        



        		

          100

        



        		

          101

        



        		

          102

        



      



    

  

EPUB/media/cover.jpg





