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      Chapter 1

      
        Author's Note: This story moves fairly slowly, so I know it's not going to be everyone's cup of tea. In fact, there is no action at all in this first part. I don't want to waste anyone's time on the kind of story that doesn't appeal to them, so I'm adding in that as a disclaimer here. As always, all sexual situations only involve characters who are eighteen years or older, even when not expressly stated.

      "No, Mom, really, it's no problem. Of course, you can come right over," I said. I was talking to her on the phone, barely able to understand what she was saying through her crying and the distressed sound of her voice.

      "Thank you, Mathew. My cab should be here soon, I'll be there in about an hour," Mom replied.

      I took the time I had to try and straighten up my place a bit, all the while trying to piece together what I could from the conversation I'd just had with Mom. All I could gather was that something had happened between her and Dad and that she was furious at him. It must have been something terrible, because even though arguing wasn't anything new for them, this was the first time that Mom had literally walked out the door. An hour later she arrived as promised, and I buzzed her up to my apartment. When I opened the door, I got a new shock, as I saw her come in with a suitcase in hand.

      "Mom, what's going on?" I asked in disbelief.

      "It's... I... " she began before her voice trailed off into something even more indiscernible. Of course, I'd seen Mom upset plenty of times before, but nothing like this. Whatever had happened must have been huge to affect her this badly.

      "Here, why don't you sit down, let me take your coat," I offered, hoping I could settle her down enough to talk about it. "Would you like a drink? I have some whiskey in the cupboard."

      "I'll have one," Mom immediately replied.

      Neither of us are really drinkers, so her accepting my offer so readily made me even more concerned, but I was relieved to find something that might help settle her down, so I went to make us both a whiskey on the rocks while she took a seat on my living room sofa. We then sat and took a few sips as we tried to resume our conversation.

      
        "I just can't believe it, Mathew," Mom said, her tone only slightly less flabbergasted than before. "After all these years, that fucking rat."

      "What happened, Mom? You need to be a little more specific," I replied. I didn't mean to come across as sarcastic, despite my tone sounding more flippant than it should have. "Start from the beginning." The truth was, she and Dad had fought plenty over the years, enough that I'd been glad to move out two years ago just so I'd be freed from having to witness it. This argument was clearly on a different level though.

      "I... I don't know how to tell you this, Mathew, but it started a few months ago. Little odd things from your Dad here and there... I didn't want to believe it at first, but I began suspecting that he was having an affair."

      "Wow," I said, my eyes getting wide in disbelief. For all of their problems, infidelity, or even the hint of it, had never been one of them. It was the one thing I appreciated about their marriage, especially from Dad, who I usually felt had been the guilty party whenever he and Mom fought. Now, apparently, that trust was gone too.

      "I had gone out for the day, at least that was my plan," Mom continued, but there was a mistake at the spa I'd gone to and my appointment had been canceled. And so I went back home early, and when I opened the front door and came in, I... I..."

      "I could hear them upstairs," Mom finally said, finishing her sentence. The disgust in her voice was heavy and certainly understandable. I'd had a relationship of my own end recently after finding out my girlfriend was cheating on me, but at least I'd been spared the humiliation of catching her in the act. And, of course, we hadn't been married for over twenty years as Mom and Dad were. That thought reminded me; their 25th wedding anniversary was coming up later this year and I'd been meaning to ask them how we should celebrate. I guess those plans were over now.

      "I... I slowly climbed up the stairs, the noises from... from our bedroom getting louder as I went.." Mom said, her voice breaking.

      "I'm so sorry, Mom, it breaks my heart to see you like this," I said, cutting her off as I hoped to spare Mom the indignity of having to say out loud that she witnessed Dad and another woman having sex in their bed, the same marital bed they'd shared for the last twenty-five years.

      "Thanks son, that's really sweet of you," she replied, her voice choking with emotion.

      
        I took Mom's hand lovingly into mine, hoping to show her my affection and support, and we sat in silence for a while, trying to regain some sense of calmness, before I finally decided to speak up again:

      "Did you know who she was?"

      "His... his receptionist from the office, the one he hired a few months ago," Mom nodded back. "I thought there was something fishy going on from the first time I saw her. She looked like a bimbo to me, short skirt, low-cut dress. Turns out she was a gold digger too. She was barely there a couple of weeks before they started cheating. Still, I never thought Gary would stoop so low, especially with someone like that. Mathew, she's only twenty years old..."

      "Holy shit," I replied in disbelief. Dad was fifty; hell, I was twenty-three. This girl was even younger than my ex.

      "What..." I didn't know how to ask the question, but I knew I had to. "What did you do next?"

      "I can barely remember myself. That sight... it's hard to remember much after seeing something like that. I just know I completely lost it, yelling and throwing things. She got the hell out of there so fast it was a blur, and then Gary and I fought."

      "You mean Dad actually tried to defend himself after all that?" I asked in disbelief.

      "Not really, he was mostly apologizing, but who cares," Mom answered. "They can both rot in hell as far as I'm concerned. I told Gary I was leaving, and packed a suitcase as fast as I could, and then called a cab before I got on the phone with you."

      "My god, this all just happened right now," I said to myself. It all seemed so surreal to me; less than two hours ago Mom had caught Dad and his mistress fucking in their bed and now she was sitting with me on the couch, slowly nursing the drink I'd made her. Despite the extremely distressed look and sound of her, I was surprised Mom wasn't doing worse. Still, it explained her disheveled appearance; Mom always took the time to look her best, and after what she'd just been through she looked more like a trauma victim than my usually well composed mother.

      "I can't thank you enough for taking me in on such short notice Mathew," Mom continued on, trying to force a small smile. "You're sure it's alright?"

      
        "Of course it is, you're my mother," I replied resolutely. "You can stay here as long as you want."

      "But..." I added, "It's not much of a home here. I mean, I don't have a lot of space. I'm lucky to even have a separate wall for the bedroom, most of the other single room apartments here don't. And only one bathroom too. I know you don't want to hear this Mom, but wouldn't it make more sense for you to go back home? Tell Dad to go to a motel or something until you figure out what you want to do."

      "Mathew, I... I don't think I can ever go back there, not after what I've seen. Maybe in a few days, I'll try and get more of my belongings, or better yet, maybe you can get them for me, but I can't live there anymore, much less sleep there, not even if it's in a different room."

      "I understand, I understand completely Mom," I said, squeezing her hand warmly to add emphasis to my words. I knew my empathy was exactly what she needed to hear right now, especially considering that one of Dad's most common complaints about her was that she became overly dramatic and irrational whenever anything stressful happened.

      "You could still do a lot better than this place though," I admitted. "Did you take your credit cards with you?" She'd been a stay-at-home mom ever since I was born, but there were cards in both their names, and Dad had never stopped Mom from buying whatever she wanted, although he often complained to her about it. Cheap bastard, considering how much money he made, and that Mom's spending was never anything so outlandish that he should take issue with it. I couldn't imagine him cutting her off now, especially after what he'd done.

      "You could stay at a five star hotel if you wanted to. You deserve it, and besides, it would serve Dad right," I added.

      "Mathew... I don't want to be alone. There are a couple of friends I could stay with, but I'm too embarrassed to tell them what's happened. I was barely able to talk about it with you. Besides, this place isn't so bad, it just needs a woman's touch."

      "If you say so, I just don't want you to feel uncomfortable, or be forced to rough it at a time like this."

      "I'll be fine," Mom replied, forcing another awkward smile.

      "Are you hungry? I don't have much to cook with right now, but I could order takeout. There's a place close by with some great Kung Pao chicken that I know you would love."

      
        
      

      "Sounds wonderful," she smiled back warmly. "But my nerves are feeling so frazzled right now. If there's time, I'd like to take a nice, hot bath first."

      "There's always time, but Mom, you know I don't have a bath here, right? I told you when I first moved here, just a shower, and it's a pretty tiny one at that."

      "I'll be fine," she replied. "Why don't you order for us while I get washed up?"

      I did as Mom asked, and then sat with my drink as I waited for the food to arrive. I could hear the shower from the next room, feeling relieved that that I'd recently cleaned it, and then went to the door to pay for our food. Shortly after that, I could hear the water shut off and Mom calling out to me from the bathroom.

      "Matt, don't you have any bathrobes here?" she asked.

      "Um, no, I haven't bothered with those for a long time."

      "Well, what am I supposed to do?" she said from the other room.

      "I do have some big towels in the cabinet."

      "Ugh... I guess that'll have to do," she said back, sounding the tiniest bit irritated.

      She came out a few minutes later with one of my white towels wrapped around her. I may have advertised them as "big," but that wasn't really the case, which became even more apparent now that Mom was wearing one. She went from the bathroom back to the bedroom, quickly walking past where I sat, making only the briefest of eye contact. Her pace wasn't overly hurried, but it was fast enough that I could tell she was uncomfortable with me seeing her this way.

      I guess this as good a time as any to talk a bit about Mom's appearance. She's forty-six, and more or less looks her age, but she's a great-looking forty-six. I did my best not to stare at her, but even in those fleeting moments where I couldn't help but be lost by her supple neck and shoulders, which were on full display with the towel being wrapped tightly underneath her arms. Even more pretty was her face, which despite the few creases that had appeared in recent years was still as captivating as ever, looking so sweet and natural without makeup. My eyes darted lower, trying to break the spell she'd put me under, but that only made me focus on her legs. The towel barely made it to the top of her firm thighs, leaving them completely exposed, reminding me that below the slacks or jeans Mom usually wore she had gorgeous legs, even at her age.

      A few seconds later and Mom was back in the bedroom getting changed, and I did my best to try and forget what I had just seen. I could feel my heart beating faster, my body acting beyond my control, and soon my mind joined in too, as the tantalizing thought that only moments ago she'd been almost naked just a few feet away from where I now stood. It was the most revealing attire I'd seen on her in years, maybe ever, since Mom always dressed so conservatively. She wasn't even the type to show that much at the beach, which I could barely remember anyway as we hadn't been there since I'd been a kid. All I could think of was that towel's edge being so short that she'd only been a couple inches away from exposing herself, and that it had been so small that she'd been forced to wrap it tightly around her torso, accentuating all of her womanly attributes, especially her curvy hips and ass.

      If it sounds weird that I'd be having such impure thoughts about my own mother, the truth is I'd had them for a long time, that I'd struggled with these desires for years. I'd always thought she was an attractive woman, just as I'd always been annoyed with Dad for taking that, and everything else about her for granted, but at some point my feelings for her had crossed a line and become clearly inappropriate.

      As much as I fought against it at first, it didn't take long before any morality I had left in the way were defeated, with my thoughts being overrun with constant sexual fantasies about her. Of course, I still knew what I was doing was wrong, and I'd always feel horribly guilty about it afterwards, but it would never be enough to stop me from doing it again.

      I'd thought I was finally able to put those improper thoughts away though, as I started dating and having relationships of my own, hoping that my past was nothing more than a phase I'd gone through as a single, horny eighteen year old. It wasn't something I'd ever be proud of, but at least it all seemed to be over with. So why was this happening to me again? Was it merely because I hadn't dated anyone since my own breakup and was feeling lonely, horny, or both?

      **

      Not much happened for the next couple of days as Mom got settled in, which included her making a quick shopping trip to replace her toiletry supplies and, to my chagrin, a new, fluffy, full length bathrobe for her as well. My desires were well past the point of her new robe being an obstacle for me though, as even the sight of her wearing it would excite me to no end, from the sexy way her wet hair looked combed back to the illicit thoughts I'd have over her stunning naked body being so close at hand.

      
        In fact, I even decided for a bit of retaliation in this regard, as it had always been my habit to come out of the shower with only a short towel around my waist. It barely covered me, and of course living alone I'd never given much thought about that, but now whenever I did I could feel Mom's eyes on me. I had no idea what she was thinking, but frankly, I was in the best shape of my life and quite proud of how I looked. It was one of the few things that still made me feel good about myself in the aftermath of the terrible breakup with my girlfriend, and knowing that Mom was watching me was definitely exciting.

      I didn't know what kind of effect I was having on Mom, but she certainly took notice, as one day she cheerfully presented me with a "gift," a bathrobe similar to the one she'd bought for herself.

      "Here, Mathew, I thought you could use this," Mom said, before dryly adding, "I wouldn't want you to catch a cold or anything."

      I loved that Mom was kidding around rather than taking the typical approach she'd used in the past, like scolding me. It did feel like our relationship was developing, with her treating me more like an adult friend rather than her son, and I welcomed the change. And despite her insistence for me to cover up, her apparent amusement mixed in with the slight discomfort in her voice made me wonder if she might be getting a little distracted too by seeing me so scantily clad. Perhaps it was only my mind playing tricks on me, but something kept telling me that this was the case. It was enough that I'd usually "forget" to take the robe with me whenever I went to shower. Mom would usually make some flippant remark afterwards about why she should buy me something only to have me not use it, but once again she sounded more amused than upset.

      I would always look away during those times, because just knowing her eyes were on me, hoping that just maybe she took a little pleasure in what she saw was such a turn on. I was afraid she'd be able to read it on my face, and it wouldn't be long before I'd have to get out there, because even such small illicit thoughts would be enough to have the blood flowing into my groin. The embarrassment of having a wardrobe malfunction in front of her, with my full erection bobbing in front of her excited me as much as it terrified me, enough that I regularly fantasized about it, wishing that it would spark off a sexual encounter between us.

      I wanted to believe these types of thoughts were something I'd left in the past, and for a few years they had, but now they were coming back to me stronger than ever. But in a way this all felt so completely different to me now; I wasn't simply a horny virgin who had developed a sexual attraction towards my mother and had fantasized about her. I was an adult now, living with this person who'd recently left her husband after years of being in a toxic relationship. She was, for all intents and purposes, a single woman, with both of us having recently felt the pain of infidelity. The more I thought about it now, the more the idea of finding a safe harbor in each other's arms felt like a real relationship to me, something I wanted to pursue regardless of what society might think. I wasn't going to be satisfied until I knew for certain whether or not there was any chance of making this new dream of mine a reality, but that meant trying to find out if Mom could ever feel the same way about me, which was going to be difficult to say the least.

      **

      The next few weeks were some of the happiest I'd had in years, as Mom and I spent so much time together that we were practically inseparable. More and more, I felt like we really were developing an adult friendship, one based on a foundation of respect and trust. This became most apparent in our most private conversations, which typically took place in the evening before we turned in for bed. It felt good for me to talk about my latest girlfriend, Melanie, who coincidentally had been cheating on me as well. The subject was still painful enough that I rarely spoke about it with anyone, but Mom was so open and understanding that I soon found myself unburdening my soul to her.

      But what really made me feel close to her now was to hear Mom talk about her past relationships, especially her marriage to Dad. For the most part, the filter she'd always had on whenever talking about him to me had been removed, as we now spoke more freely to one another as adults. Despite all that, even I was a bit taken by surprise, when during one of our more candid conversations, Mom admitted to me that she had never loved Dad.

      "I'm so sorry, Matt," she quickly added, noting my reaction and immediately trying to soften the impact. I appreciated that she had instantly fallen back into trying to be a caring mother, but if anything I was much more grateful that she was being so honest with me. This was the relationship I coveted with Mom, one where we were could be open with each other about everything. Of course, I still carried my one huge secret, that of my longing desire for her, but more and more I felt comfortable with how I felt, and hoped that one day I might get to the point where I was brave enough to unburden myself to her. But this latest admission from Mom had made her turn suddenly skittish, as she tried to backpedal her words.

      "It's okay, Mom, it really is," I said, trying to calm her down.

      "I'm still sorry. I mean, no child wants... deserves... to hear their Mom talk that way about their father."

      "I'm not a child anymore, Mom," I replied self-assuredly. "And besides, it's not like I didn't suspect it all these years."

      "Still... it's not fair..." Mom began.

      
        "What is fair?" I asked. I knew it was a cliche thing to say, but I didn't really have anything else to offer. Luckily, it managed to calm Mom down, as she was clearly on verge of being truly upset.

      "Why did you ever marry Dad anyway?" I tried my best to assume a mature demeanor, and luckily it settled Mom down enough that she once again started speaking freely with me. She talked about her strict upbringing and overbearing parents, and how she'd rebelled against that suffocating environment as a youth. When she'd met Dad he was already financially secure, and the chance to move out and get away from her parents had been an opportunity too good to refuse. So even though they'd only dated for a short time, when Dad asked her to marry him she accepted without hesitation. I did my best not to look too surprised or judgemental at these confessions, for fears that I might scare her off again, which made our conversation feel that much smoother.

      "I guess this explains why we never saw Grandpa and Grandma that much," I finally added when it was my turn to speak. Both of them were deceased now, and I knew Mom had a strained relationship with them, but I never realized just how bad it was for her.

      "I'm so sorry for that too, Matt. Whatever happened between me and them... it shouldn't have been carried over to you."

      "You don't need to apologize... for anything, Mom. I'm on your side, I always have been and always will be," I said reassuringly. "You say you never loved Dad, but you have the most loving heart I've ever seen. It's Dad that didn't know what he had and squandered it. He could have had the best wife in the world."

      "That's... that's really sweet of you son," Mom said, her voice becoming choked with emotion.

      "And even with all the problems you had, you were always faithful to Dad, as for the longest time, he was with you. Some basic respect for each other at least, and now Dad went and screwed that up too."

      "I've had time to settle down and think about it, Matt, and honestly, I've not even that hurt by it. It's more... humiliating than anything. I'm too embarrassed to even talk about it with anyone else right now."

      I couldn't help but feel good about myself for the vote of confidence Mom had just given me, and it emboldened me to dig a little deeper and become even more personal with my questions.

      
        "So you never thought about, you know, cheating on Dad yourself?" I asked. Mom's eyes perked up in alarm, and I immediately spoke again to try to make my meaning clearer.

      "I only meant that you're such a beautiful woman that I don't doubt you could have if you wanted to. That a lot of men, ring on your finger or not, would have been more than interested, especially with the way things were between you and Dad. It wasn't exactly a secret that you weren't in a happy marriage."

      "I..." Mom hesitated, before flatly replying, "No, I never cheated on Gary."

      "That's not exactly what I asked," I said with a disarming chuckle. "Nobody even tried?"

      "There... there were a few times," Mom finally admitted. The words sounded so painful coming from her lips, as I knew Mom was ashamed to even talk about the subject.

      "It's okay, Mom, I understand. You're such an attractive woman that I would have had a hard time believing otherwise. You can't blame yourself for that, just like you shouldn't blame yourself for Dad being such a lousy husband."

      Mom's eyes once again looked surprised at my characterization of Dad, but nevertheless she kept her silence rather than try and rebut it. My curiosity still hadn't been satiated, however, and so I continued.

      "So... were you ever, you know... tempted?"

      For a moment she tensed up again, prompting me to once again reassure her that we were both adults and shouldn't be afraid to talk about these things. Luckily, my words managed to soothe her enough to respond.

      "Do you... do you remember Brandon Ellis?" she asked tepidly. It took some further description from her before I remembered him, as these events had happened about ten years ago, but I was finally able to put a face to the name. He had been an intern at the office Dad worked at, and also been also Dad's assistant for a while. He was a tall, very fit, good looking guy, always smiling and pleasant the few times I'd spoken to him. He was also quite... well... young, barely in college if I remembered correctly. Mom would have been about thirty-five at the time, and Brandon was...

      
        "Nineteen, he was nineteen," Mom replied uneasily when I asked her his age. I tried not to look surprised and if I did it was only because I couldn't help but get turned on by the thought of Mom's principles being so tested by someone that much younger.

      "I know, I know, it sounds crazy," she said, trying to respond to what she'd interpreted as my disapproval. "He was a baby, but so sweet and gentle too..." Mom's voice became suddenly soothing now, calm even, and the look in her eye made me feel like she was enjoying the thoughts in her mind as she reminisced about Brandon.

      "He would come by the house, always to drop off something for Gary, or on some other excuse," Mom chuckled lightly, "but after a while it became so obvious that Brandon was visiting me that he dropped all the pretenses, especially as I was always, conveniently, alone whenever he'd stop by. Gary would be at the office, and you'd be in school, and Brandon would come over and we'd talk."

      "That sounds nice," I said, as disarmingly as I could. I still couldn't believe Mom was opening up to me about this, and was dying to hear more.

      "It was," she smiled back, fully into her reminiscing mode now. "Brandon was taking a poetry class in school and he'd come over and we'd read them together. It was all so sweet and fun and, after a while, even romantic... I know I sound silly, talking that way about someone was still practically a boy, but sometimes you feel that kind of chemistry with someone you least expect. It didn't take too long before I realized Brandon had a crush on me, and I know I should have put a stop to it right there and then, but I didn't. I guess I just liked his company and was feeling too lonely to do anything about it."

      "One day, Brandon wrote a poem, just for me," Mom went on. "And just like him, it was sweet and gentle, and romantic. I'd never had anyone do anything like that for me before."

      "But as much as it was those things, it was... well... surprisingly dirty too," Mom added with an embarrassed laugh. "It began with him declaring his feelings for me, and then went on in detail to describe doing... well... making love to one another."

      "Sounds like you took it all well," I said, observing Mom's lighthearted tone. Considering Mom and I had never talked much about sex, hearing her even vaguely refer to this guy writing about her having sex with him was practically giving me a hard on.

      "I didn't so much at the time," she admitted. "Brandon had always tried to subtly hide his attraction for me until then, but I guess he was done with holding it back anymore. Still, even though it was so graphic, there was something unmistakably romantic in the words he wrote. Naughty for sure, but still in its own way very beautiful. I knew how wrong it was, but I felt a special connection with him as he read it to me, listening to those poetic words about how magical our lovemaking could be if would only give in to those feelings with him."

      "Nothing happened though?" I asked.

      "No," she flatly replied. There was a sadness, an unmistakable pain in her voice that both stunned and excited me as I visualized her being seduced by this hunky nineteen year old.

      "Did you love him, Mom?" I couldn't help but ask.

      "No, I don't think so. He was so young, so very young, but so handsome and dashing too. I guess you would call it an infatuation more than anything."

      "But you did want him, didn't you? The way you're talking about Brandon now makes me think that you did."

      "Yes," she confessed, sounding as if she was on the verge of tears now. "Nothing happened, I swear, but... it took me a long time to get over Brandon. I told him that I was married and that I thought we shouldn't see one another anymore, and that was the end of it, but for years afterwards I'd often wonder what it would have been like if I had given into his advances... imagine us doing all the things he'd written about. I... I'm so sorry, Matt. I shouldn't have ever let it get to that point."

      "Do you still regret not sleeping with Brandon?" I knew it was a bold thing for me to ask, but I so wanted to hear her say yes that I couldn't help myself. Unfortunately, I got silence instead, but that, plus the way she needed to looked down rather than face me would have to suffice.

      "You don't need to feel embarrassed, Mom. In fact, I wish you'd done it... for real. I know I wouldn't have understood back then, being only a kid, but I certainly would understand it now."

      "How can you say that, Matt?" Mom asked, exasperated. "After the way Gary treated me by cheating, how can say that you wished I'd done the same to him?"

      "Because you're not like Dad, and you never have been," I answered. "I know he provided the basics for us, but I also know you need more than that to be happy. Dad may have given you food and water, but when it came to love he left you starving. It sounds like Brandon did love you, even if for a short time. I wouldn't have blamed you for loving him back, or even having for having a one-night stand with him if that would have made you happy. Dad didn't deserve your loyalty to him back then anymore than he does now."

      "And what should I do now?" Mom asked in dismay, as she actually did begin crying. "Maybe I should go off and sleep with some guy half my age just to get back at him."

      "I'm sorry, son, I shouldn't talk that way," she quickly added. "No matter how pissed off I am at Gary, two wrongs don't make a right."

      We'd been sitting next to each other on my couch the whole conversation, but things had become emotional to the point where I now took Mom into my arms for a tender embrace as she quietly began sobbing.

      "It wouldn't be wrong at all Mom, if anything it would be the most right thing I can think of," I asserted.

      She was stunned by my words, her crying suddenly being held in check as she digested what I had said. I'm not sure what I had in mind at this point, I certainly had nothing planned, but I allowed myself to continue on instinct and see where it took me.

      "Besides, I know you'd have no trouble at all at finding a suitor. You're the most attractive woman I've ever known, the most beautiful, both on the inside and out." I tried my best to speak with warmth and passion, hoping that she'd understand that yes, I was talking about her choosing me, not some random guy she might go out and look for.

      Mom's eyes came back to mine and for a moment I thought my message to her had been received. It felt so much like I was experiencing that same type of "chemistry" with her that she had spoken about before with Brandon. If she had been anyone else, friend or foe, I probably would have taken the chance and kissed her. But this was still my mother, and as much as I was dying to cross that line with her I had to assume that she didn't feel the same way, even if the nonverbal signals I was getting from her made me feel otherwise. And with that, I moved in and gently kissed her... on the cheek.

      Mom quickly looked down, as if she were embarrassed, and I couldn't help but wonder if she'd been having the same impure thoughts as I'd had and was now admonishing herself. I could feel my heart starting to pound, as much in fear as excitement. Part of me was dying to retreat to safety, to try and pretend that the sexual tension I was feeling between us was some figment of my imagination, but the awkward look on Mom's face made me want to try and take things further. She looked confused by what was happening, but nothing made me feel like she was repulsed by it either. It was as close to a green light as I could hope for from her, and if I really wanted this to happen then it was going to have to be up to me.

      I gave Mom's hand another gentle squeeze, prompting her to look down at it, and then held her hand up to my face and gave it a gentle kiss.

      "Mom," I began, trying to summon up the most loving tone I could. "You're a free woman now, free to do whatever you want, with whoever you want."

      I moved close to her again, and this time kissed her neck. I tried to be as soft and gentle as I could, but also show her that this was no longer merely acting as a son trying to comfort his mother. Mom straightened up in surprise as my lips gently pressed against her neck, a look of bewilderment taking shape on her face, but it wasn't enough to deter me, as once again I saw no disapproval there, nothing that me think that she wasn't at least partly open to trying this kind of love between us.

      And so I kissed her again on the neck, this time with my lips lingering there longer, and even taking a moment to lightly suck on her flesh. I could hear Mom shudder from the feel of my mouth on her neck, as the truth of my intentions became even clearer to her now. I was waiting for the worst to still happen, for her to freak out, yell, or run away. I could sense her discomfort; there was no doubt still a great deal of reluctance on her part, enough that she turned her head away as if she were too embarrassed to look me in the eye. Doing so did give me an even more inviting view of her lovely neck, however, and the next thing I knew I was kissing it again, lingering even longer this time.

      I knew we were crossing a significant line here, but it also felt like the nonverbal cues from Mom were giving me the permission to move forward. I couldn't explain it, for all I knew her mind was still occupied with erotic thoughts about Brandon and her excitement was a carryover from those memories, but whatever it was Mom was clearly in an amorous mood. It felt like one of those moments where you know you'll probably never get a chance like this again, and your only options are to either go for it or give up forever. And with that, as my mouth still lingered on Mom's warm neck, I now put my hand on her on the other side, holding her chin carefully in place, and moved in closer, this time my lips pressing gently into hers. For a few seconds we were both lost in the kiss, silently reveling in that joyous sensation of nerve endings sending signals of erotic pleasure to our brains. It didn't matter who we were or what had brought us to this moment, it just felt too good to stop. But then something snapped in Mom, as she recoiled back in shock.

      "Oh my god, I can't believe we just did that," she said in horrid disbelief.

      I didn't know what to say. I'd just experienced the greatest moment of my life, one that Mom had obviously enjoyed too, even if she was trying to distance herself from it now.

      
        
      

      "It's getting late," Mom said as she got up, leaving the room in a hurry, and retreating back to her bedroom.

      As disappointed as I was, I did understand her reaction. All these feelings that I'd carried for Mom had been with me for years, even the last couple where I'd done my best to suppress them and have romantic relationships of my own. But for Mom? All she knew was that she'd caught her husband cheating on her a few weeks ago and now she was on her son's couch kissing him and, presumably, enjoying it. As much as I wanted to take a more aggressive approach and confront her with what had happened, the more sensible and, frankly, easier thing to do now was to be patient and see what she would do next.

      All I wanted to do the next day was talk about it, but I was too scared to bring up the subject, so I left the proverbial ball in Mom's court. Unfortunately, she tried to act as if it none of it had happened. I got nothing from her at all, not even the slightest look on her face as if the erotic image of our lips pressed together taken taken over her thoughts as it done with me.

      More than a few times I found myself putting up my own fingers to my mouth, gliding them over my lips, trying to recall what had happened. Had my imagination embellished what had really happened, was it merely some harmless peck on the lips that we had shared? No, it couldn't have been, I kept telling myself as the memory of it replayed in my mind. Our mouths had been pressed together for several seconds, saliva had been exchanged. It had been long enough and so sensual that there was no denying we'd both experienced sexual pleasure from it too. I kept going back to that startled look on Mom's face afterwards, knowing that's what likely had upset her the most. All I could do now was hope that with enough time she'd process that information the way I wanted, get over that initial shock and realize that there was nothing wrong with what we'd done or wanting to do more. But for now, at least, it appeared as if all she wanted was to try and put the incident behind her. It was extremely frustrating for me, and depressing, but I just kept telling myself to try and give her some time and space for the time being.

      **

      "Do you really like it dear, I mean it isn't too much, is it?" Mom asked with an impish smile.

      It wasn't too much; if anything it was too little, I couldn't help but muse back to myself. Mom and I were at a clothing store, where she wanted to buy a new outfit for the summer. We'd been there for over an hour, in fact I'd been shopping with her for it for a few days. I know most men hate shopping with their girlfriends or wives, but I always loved it. Maybe it helps that I've always had such attractive women as girlfriends, as I simply love watching women like that put so much care into finding the perfect outfit just so their ass or tits can look right. Or maybe it's because I find women so sexy in general, the way their hips sway when they walk, the way so many seem to have this innate exhibitionist streak in them, and so on and so on. I don't get upset or frustrated over these types of differences between men and women, I revel in them.

      However, for a lot of men, at some point, maybe even for their entire lives, their Moms stopped being women in their eyes and simply became "Mom," mainly because their Moms took on a parental role and stop acting like regular women in front of them. That's the way was for me, despite the fact that around eighteen I'd become aware that my affections for Mom went far beyond that of a son. And so seeing her now, wearing this sexy outfit, acting like the way most women would behave, was wonderfully exciting for me to see, something I appreciated and took pleasure in. Besides, who doesn't enjoy watching a beautiful woman show off her body for you as you tell them how great they look? It makes them feel good about themselves in a way that means more to most women than it does most men, and that's what relationships have always been about to me. Finding ways to support and build each other up rather than tearing one another down.

      "Not at all, Mom," I replied. "Your legs look absolutely killer in them."

      "Oh, stop it," she laughed, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment.

      I doubt most people would consider the outfit scandalous, but Mom had never been the type to wear a miniskirt, especially one this tantalizingly short. By her standards, it was extremely daring. She had stunning legs, arguably her best feature, well-toned from all the time she'd spent over the years playing tennis and golf. I loved admiring their firmness and sensual, feminine shape, now exposed to my gaze. I also appreciated how the tight skirt clung to Mom's figure like a second skin, accentuating her curves. More than anything, I was thrilled that I'd convinced her to try it on. It had been a gradual process, taking days of gentle encouragement--subtly coaxing Mom to step out of her comfort zone more often and lavishing her with praise every time she tried on an outfit that even slightly challenged those boundaries.

      I particularly enjoyed showering her with compliments, not only because they were genuine, but also because of the way she devoured them. It's one of those classic feminine traits that, as a man, you can either scoff at and ridicule or learn to appreciate, and I was pleased to choose the latter. I watched from behind, sitting in a chair as Mom stood in front of the full-length mirror, turning to and fro to examine herself from different angles, inadvertently putting on quite a sexy show for me as she posed. My eyes were practically glued to her candy apple shaped ass, bobbing side to side deliciously in front of me, almost as if she were doing it on purpose to turn me on, daring me to leer at it. The form-fitting material was stretched so tight against it that it showed off every beautiful curve, appearing taut, fit, and, quite frankly, fantastic, especially for a woman in her mid-forties.

      "I don't know," she said, sounding somewhat uncertain yet also a touch playful. "It just seems like something more suited for a younger woman to wear."

      
        "Come on, Mom, don't be like that," I replied. "You look great; that's all that matters. Most women would kill to look so good wearing something like that."

      She hesitated for a few moments longer, still trying to assess her appearance as her luscious form moved tantalizingly in front of the mirror. It had been a pleasure to witness Mom's confidence grow over the past few days, and it was especially satisfying to have played the role that I had. No doubt her self-esteem had taken a beating since discovering that Dad was cheating on her, but in truth, his dismissive attitude towards her throughout the years had been just as damaging. And in reality, it probably began for Mom even earlier, back when she was still living with her overbearing parents.

      Now that she was away from Dad, I wanted her to view her time with me as a second chance of sorts. She no longer had to trouble herself with the obligations of a mother or wife; she could simply be a woman again, and specifically a single woman. I understood why Dad's infidelity had hurt her so deeply. It wasn't because she loved him, but because she felt a sense of loyalty to her marriage and her vows. The institution of marriage was important to her, even if the man at the other end of it was not. Until now, she had believed that Dad felt the same way. This belief was why she'd refused Brandon's advances, even though she clearly desired him to the extent that many other women in her position would have given in. I wanted her to feel liberated from those burdens, with the hope that the other barriers keeping us apart might fall away as well.

      "Here, we're getting it, and that's final," I asserted, pulling Mom out of the trance she seemed to be in as she gazed into the mirror. "I'll even buy it for you."

      "You don't need to do that, Matt," she protested.

      "I want to," I insisted. "Think of it as an early Mother's Day gift."

      "I doubt many sons would buy something like this for their mothers to wear," she said cheekily back. She was talking about the dress as if it were some skimpy outfit, which it certainly was not, but I nevertheless enjoyed the sentiment. If wearing it made her feel sexy, or even a little naughty, then her whimsical remarks were music to my ears.

      "Then let's call it a gift for my beautiful lady friend," I said with a smile, giving a playful wink in return.

      The last thing I expected to develop over the past few days since "the kiss" was this mild flirting with Mom. The two possibilities I had anticipated in the aftermath of that event were pretty extreme, polar opposites. One scenario involved her becoming wildly upset and moving out the next day, while the other had us picking up from where we'd left off, back in each other's arms. Instead, I found myself in a odd middle ground where Mom wanted to pretend as if none of it had happened, but was open to and even appeared to enjoy our little flirting sessions. I tried to take it as a positive sign, suggesting that perhaps Mom was still moving in the direction I hoped for, but simply needed more time before she was ready to take that final step.

      It was difficult to explain this new relationship between us; I'm not even fully sure I can now. We began engaging in a playful, flirtatious banter with one another, devoid of any actual romance--as if we were "friends without benefits." All I knew was that the mother I had known just a few days ago, and especially a few weeks prior, would never model an outfit like this for me or be flattered by my compliments about her body. So, I accepted what was happening as a victory of sorts, at least for the time being. At some point, I realized I would have to confront her about our kiss and what it all meant; I just wasn't sure how or when to do it.

      The next few weeks were more of the same, as I felt I was gradually making progress in my relationship with Mom. It truly felt like a relationship--more of the "friends without benefits" situation, as I had come to call it. She didn't seem to mind the time we spent together; in fact, she appeared to enjoy it as much as I did. Sure, early on she'd ask me why I wasn't dating anyone and encourage me to do so, but I explained that I'd just come out of a painful relationship myself and needed some time away from all that. Maybe the "Mom" side of her felt a duty to offer such advice, but I could sense that the "woman" side of her was much happier that I preferred being with her. This was encouraging enough for me to hope that she might eventually realize what I'd already accepted: that a romantic love for one another could be just as fulfilling, if not more so, than anything I had sought with other girls or what she had futilely attempted with Dad.

      "I'm sorry, dear," Mom said apologetically, referring to my most recent ex. "Melanie really meant a lot to you, didn't she?"

      We never discussed my past relationships much, especially this one. I was with Melanie for over a year, only for it to end when she cheated on me.

      "She was a fool, Matt, an absolute fool," Mom said reassuringly, taking my hand in hers. "Any woman would be lucky to have a man like you."

      It was moments like those, when I looked down and saw my fingers lovingly interlaced with Mom's, that I had to believe there were deeper feelings within her that went beyond what she was willing to admit. The way she spoke didn't sound like a mother trying to console her son; it sounded more like a friend--a loving friend. If we had been anything other than mother and son, I know my mind would have interpreted things more deeply, thinking that perhaps she was trying to silently communicate that not all of her feelings towards me were necessarily platonic.

      
        Then there was the flirting. We pretended it was all a game, and for all I know at this point maybe it was to Mom. However, I could also sense that she was at least somewhat excited by it as well. Even though we never talked about again it there was no denying that we had shared a kiss, and a rather passionate one at that, from what I could recall. I could not fathom that we could flirt together now with it only being a joke to Mom.

      I remember a time when I was in a coffee shop with Mom, where the waitress mistakenly referred to Mom as my wife. We both laughed about it, while the waitress turned red as Mom immediately corrected her.

      "Is she really that blind?" Mom asked in astonishment when we were alone again. She sounded a bit annoyed, but underneath that she was undeniably amused. "Anyone can tell you're young enough to be my son. And we do sorta look related."

      I loved it, as it provided yet another example of how we no longer behaved like a typical mother and son. When you factor in the flirting she had also observed, it made the waitress's mistake all the more understandable.

      "I take it as a compliment," I cheekily replied. "Besides, with that outfit you're wearing... with all the men in here can staring. At least now they know you're taken."

      "Oh, stop it!" Mom laughed, meriily slapping my arm in mock anger. This was how we spoke to one another now, with Mom apparently enjoying the banter as much as I did. I also loved bringing her outfit into the conversation. Once again, I doubted it was anything too risqué by most people's standards, but like the other items I had convinced her to buy, it went well beyond the conservative attire that I'd always seen Mom wear in the past. In this case, the off-the-shoulder top was low enough to highlight Mom's beautiful neck and shoulders while also revealing a generous amount of cleavage. Whether she realized it or not, her firm C-cup breasts had attracted plenty of attention since we had sat down and she'd removed her jacket. She loved my lighthearted teasing, a change in her demeanor that I was pleased to see, and I admired the confidence and joy she exuded while wearing an outfit like this. She had a great body, and it was high time she took some pride in that.

      We went out often--dinner, dancing, the movies, you name it. Whether or not either of us was willing to admit it, it did sorta feel like we were dating. I loved simply being around her. Everything, from the more sexy attire I continually encouraged her to wear to the way she would spend hours perfecting her hair and makeup for our nights on the town excited me. I was hopelessly in love with this woman; I was certain of that now. I'd tried in vain to find love elsewhere but had come up empty. And Mom? Did she feel love for me the way I felt it for her? Increasingly, I knew I had to find out; it was just a matter of getting the timing perfectly right.

      
        To be continued...

      I am currently working on Ch 2, but it will likely take at least a few weeks before it is posted. In the meantime, I welcome any suggestions, as I often find then to be very helpful, even if they don't make it into the final draft. Thank you again for reading, and take care.

    
  
    
      Chapter 2

      As it turns out, the day finally arrived, and ironically, it was Mother's Day. I say that because for most people, including myself, it's a day dedicated to appreciating mothers for being, well... mothers. However, I didn't want our Mother's Day to be anything like that. I set the tone early by asking Mom if she would wear that first outfit I'd jokingly referred to as a Mother's Day gift when I bought it for her.

      "You can't be serious," she laughed, although her kittenish smile still showed how much she enjoyed my teasing. "You want to go to a nice restaurant, surrounded by all these old ladies in their frumpy clothes, while I'm dressed like I'm heading to a club or something?"

      "Actually, I thought we might stay in for the night," I offered.

      "What, you expect me to cook my own Mother's Day dinner?" she asked incredulously. Not that it would be a first for her as she'd done it many times before when I was a kid, but that wasn't what I had in mind now either.

      "No... I thought... well, I've been working on something myself and I thought I'd make it for you."

      "You're cooking?" she laughed. "I didn't expect this Mother's Day to be my last."

      "Okay, I'm ordering dinner from a restaurant," I confessed, "but I'll use the oven at home to cook it. Don't worry, you won't get food poisoning."

      "Okay, if that's how you want it," she relented.

      
        I could sense the disappointment in her voice; my apartment was honestly too cramped for the two of us, so we didn't spend much time just hanging out there. Mostly, we tried to stay out of each other's way, although I hadn't stopped my practice of walking around in that skimpy towel after showering, always with the faint hope that it was having some effect on her. I had become somewhat of a homebody after my last breakup, and for as long as I'd known her, Mom had always been that way as well. But being in such a tiny space had encouraged us both to go out much more, which, as I have already mentioned, had helped change our relationship, as they genuinely felt like dates.

      "Well, if we're staying in, then I don't really need to do much to get ready, let alone wear that outfit," Mom reasoned.

      "I... would you do it anyway?" I asked hesitantly.

      "Why?"

      "Because I love seeing you get all dressed up," I replied sheepishly. "You always look so beautiful, and I don't know, I guess it just makes the occasion feel that much more special."

      "Only if you wear a suit," Mom dared me back with a chuckle. I owned one suit, and while it was certainly nice, Mom knew I hated wearing it.

      "Fine, you're on," I replied with satisfaction.

      **

      The day arrived, and with the food in the oven, I began getting dressed. Mom was already in my bedroom; well, actually, by now it had pretty much become her bedroom, preparing herself as well. She had been in there for quite some time, but as I mentioned, I didn't mind at all. The mere thought of her making herself all beautiful for our evening together stirred me in both romantic and erotic ways. She had never been one to wear a lot of makeup, but in my opinion, she didn't need to, as she was so naturally beautiful. Nevertheless, she often spent about half an hour ensuring that everything was just right, and today was no exception, and I appreciated the effort.

      She'd recently visited the hair salon and, with my encouragement, decided to try something new. The stylist recommended a French bob cut, which suited her heart-shaped face and was shorter than Mom typically wore her hair. After glancing at me hesitantly for my approval, which I enthusiastically provided, she went ahead with the change. She looked amazing, and once again, I hoped that making small changes like this might help her feel as though she truly had begun a new chapter in her life.

      
        
      

      I'd told her before that she was free to do whatever she wanted with whomever she wanted, and even if I hadn't said the words aloud, it was pretty obvious that I was talking about love and sex. Nevertheless, with all the turmoil Mom was going through emotionally, I knew the last thing on her mind was considering a new romance. I also knew that despite Dad's betrayal and even her casual mention of sleeping with another man, Mom wasn't the type to break twenty-five years of fidelity on a whim. A lot had changed since she'd moved in, however, the woman I'd known before would never flirt so openly with another man, much less me, and that plus the erotic kiss we'd shared gave me genuine hope. Nevertheless, the choice I was going to be asking her to make tonight was a monumental one, probably the biggest of her life, and the last thing I wanted to complicate matters for her was any lingering feelings of loyalty to Dad or her marriage vows.

      I was in the bathroom, which had become my makeshift changing room, nervously trying to adjust my tie. I wasn't really the type to wear one; I had a modest office job that I found after college, which I haven't talked about here since it's not relevant to this story. However, it is worth mentioning that the dress code there was business casual, so I wasn't at all used to putting on a tie. I almost wanted to ask Mom for help, and even went so far as to approach the closed door of her bedroom before changing my mind. I could hear her voice lightly singing, something she often did when getting ready to go out, and it brought a smile to my face, knowing that she was so happy, preparing for our newest "date," one that I desperately hoped would change our lives forever.

      I finished getting dressed and then went to check on dinner. Mom was still putting the finishing touches on her appearance. When she finally emerged, I felt my heart skip a beat.

      "Wow," I said with genuine appreciation, carefully monitoring my words. Part of me wanted to play it safe and say something more appropriate for a son, but I knew that if this was going to happen, I needed to step out of my comfort zone as well.

      "You look so gorgeous, Mom," I said huskily, making a only a modest attempt to hide my physical attraction. I sensed that my words, and even more so the emotion behind them had struck a chord, as I could see that she was visibly affected by them.

      "Oh, Matt, really, you are too much sometimes," she replied, her tone laced with just the right amount of bashfulness. She knew it was inappropriate for me to talk this way with her, but by now at least part of her enjoyed it too much to insist that I stop.

      "You changed your hairstyle a bit, didn't you?" I asked.

      "Do you like it?" she asked.

      
        
      

      I didn't know exactly what she'd done; I don't know nearly enough about women's hairstyles to have a conversation on that topic. However, I knew she appreciated it when I showed any interest in her efforts or even noticed such details. Dad had largely ignored her over the years, and even simple gestures like this could have smoothed over some of the rough patches in their marriage if he'd cared enough to make the effort.

      "It's amazing, Mom, I love it," I replied.

      "Thanks son," she smiled back, her face practically glowing with appreciation. Perhaps we were still mother and son, I quickly reasoned, but that didn't mean we couldn't also be lovers; at least, that's what I'd always told myself. Hopefully, we could sort everything out later. For now, I had decided to go with the flow and see where it would take us.

      "Come on, dinner's ready," I said.

      "It smells wonderful," Mom said.

      "So do you," I quickly added.

      "Come on, Matt, stop it now," she chuckled. "Let's eat."

      Okay, so maybe I was laying it on a bit thick with the compliments, but once again, I knew deep down she loved all the attention. We sat down at the table, and while I probably should have quit while I was ahead, my curiosity was strong enough that I couldn't resist pressing the subject further.

      "No, seriously, Mom, that perfume you're wearing is fantastic. Is it new?"

      "You really don't remember?" she laughed. "You bought it for me... last year... for Mother's Day."

      I looked at her quizzically for a moment before she dryly added, "Ah, men."

      We both laughed and began enjoying our meal, which consisted of a baked lemon chicken casserole, green beans almondine, and twice-baked potatoes on the side. It turned out even better than I'd hoped, but, of course, the best part was the company. I could sense that Mom was truly letting her hair down, even more than usual, and it was delightful to simply sit and enjoy a pleasant meal and conversation with her.

      And then there was the wine. Once again, neither Mom nor I drank very often, which typically meant a glass of champagne for me at Christmas and not much more for her. However, I had bought a bottle of Pinot Noir, and after a little coaxing, she got into the spirit and agreed to share it with me.

      We ended up having a glass each, and then another, and while I honestly hadn't intended for either of us to get drunk, I won't deny that I had ulterior motives either. I could feel the growing sexual tension between us over these past few weeks. The signals were certainly there; if she had been any other woman, I would have recognized them as such. However, I understood that, in her mind at least, part of her would always be "Mom," just as I would always be her son. Even if she were feeling that same physical chemistry between us, it would not be as easy for her to act on those emotions. With that in mind, if the wine could help get her past those natural inhibitions, then I wasn't going to be too proud to accept its assistance.

      We talked, laughed, and reminisced about old times, recalling events we had attended during past Mother's Day celebrations, conveniently leaving Dad out of the conversation. A jovial mood filled the air, and perhaps it was the wine talking, but I found myself feeling amorous as well. Everything about the evening felt seductive to me, from the way Mom laughed gaily to the sweet scent of her sexy perfume. A couple of times she left the table to retrieve something, and I could swear even her flared, womanly hips had a slightly more provocative sway as she walked as if she were daring me to look at her body.

      After our meal, we retired back to the living room couch, which was conveniently located just a few feet away from the dining table. To my delight, Mom appeared more than happy when I brought the bottle and our wine glasses with us.

      We continued to talk and drink, engaging in conversation and laughter. I'm not sure if either of us was truly drunk, but by this point, we were both a little tipsy, well beyond the stage where many foolish remarks seem much funnier than they actually are. At one point, the topic of Erin, my first serious girlfriend, arose.

      "I never liked her," Mom stated plainly.

      "Why? She was a really nice girl." Obviously it didn't last, but I had nothing but fond memories of Erin.

      "She was too old for you," Mom replied matter-of-factly.

      
        
      

      "Maybe," I admitted, before cleverly adding, "What can I say? I guess I'm hopelessly attracted to older women."

      Mom laughed heartily at my response. In reality, Erin was twenty-two and I was eighteen. Mom did have a valid point, since at that age, a four-year age difference might as well be twenty. However, my comment was clearly intended as a flirtation with her as well, something that was not lost on Mom either, as she actually paused for a moment and began to blush. Or maybe it was just the wine; who knows for sure? In any event, I could feel myself getting bolder by the minute, more certain that tonight would be the night where I finally opened up about my feelings for her. The sexual was so thick between us now, I reasoned, and there was no way Mom wasn't feeling it too.

      "I just remember... well... after you started seeing her," she said uneasily as Mom began speaking again. "I started finding... you know... condoms in your jacket and in your dresser drawer too."

      "You went through my jacket and my room?" I asked with feigned anger. It was water under the bridge, so to speak, so I wouldn't be upset about something like that now. If anything, I was amused by how uncomfortable Mom was at the mention of the condoms.

      "Hey, it's a mother's prerogative to keep tabs on her son," she replied defiantly, though her voice was also laced with humor. "Even if it does involve a little... snooping."

      We both laughed at the word "snooping," a lot more than we probably should have, which once again testified to how much the alcohol had taken effect.

      "It's too bad you didn't like Erin," I started, once our conversation had resumed. "She was a great girl. I learned a lot from her."

      I could feel Mom's uncomfortable stare on me as I spoke those final words, fully aware of how she had interpreted them, and I chuckled in response.

      "Well, not just about that," I added with a knowing smile. "About plenty of things. She was a lot more mature than I was, and I had to grow up fast to keep up. It wasn't easy, but looking back, I know it helped me a lot with other women."

      "So... she was your first then?" Mom asked, with the tiniest bit of trepidation in her voice. I was surprised to see Mom steer the conversation back to sex, but pleasantly so. We'd only recently started talking about my girlfriends and never discussed sex, so it felt significant for her to bring it up now. It gave me even more hope that we could have a different, more mature relationship than we'd had in the past.

      "Yes," I replied. There was an odd look on Mom's face. I couldn't interpret it, but if I had to guess, the closest thing it resembled was concern.

      "It's okay, Mom, everything was fine," I said, trying to reassure her. In truth, it was better than fine. Erin was an absolute minx between the sheets, and under her guidance, I not only gained a great deal of experience quickly but also overcame any lingering teenage insecurities I had about sex and my own sexuality.

      "I'm glad to hear that," she replied, breaking into a calmer smile. "I suppose it's just a little weird... one day you have a boy, and then the next you find those in his pocket and... well, you have to accept that he isn't a boy anymore."

      "We all grow up, Mom, I'm not a little boy anymore," I said, gently taking her hand in mine. I'm not entirely sure what I meant by the gesture; I just knew that I loved discussing sex with her, and this intimate contact made the conversation even more meaningful.

      "Of course you aren't, son. I'm just being silly," she chuckled lightly.

      I wasn't quite sure how to continue this conversation, but the last thing I wanted for either of us was to change the subject. Only one idea came to mind, and in a moment of desperation, I decided to go with it.

      "Well, if we're going to be making confessions today, I must admit that I went through your dresser once as well. I'm sorry, Mom, truly sorry, but I found something of yours too... something long and white, with batteries..."

      "Oh my God, you didn't!" she exclaimed in utter shock. "How could you, Mathew?"

      "Like I said, Mom, I'm sorry. I've regretted it ever since."

      "What were you doing anyway, looking through my dresser drawer?"

      
        "I don't even remember. All I can say is, I'm sorry."

      In truth, I did remember. I was going out with my friends and was looking for a little extra cash, but I knew that confessing this now would only make things worse. What can I say? I was mostly a good kid—well-behaved, did well in school, and so on—but like most teenagers, I had my not so noble moments too.

      "I can't believe you knew about that," Mom said, her face flushed with embarrassment.

      "Mom, it's no big deal," I said as nonchalantly as possible. "Plenty of women have... sex toys." I wasn't sure if that was the best term to use, but referring to it as a vibrator seemed somehow worse.

      "Melanie had three of them," I added with a disarming chuckle, attempting to put her mind further at ease. To my surprise, it had the exact opposite effect.

      "Oh my God, Mathew, I'm so sorry," Mom said, exasperated. "I had no idea you and Melanie had those kinds of problems too."

      "We didn't," I replied with a hint of amusement, "in fact, our sex life was fantastic."

      I would likely be confused right now if I didn't know Mom so well. It didn't take much effort for me to understand over the years that her marriage was just as unsatisfactory in the bedroom for her as it was in general. It also wasn't hard for me to guess that Mom's reason for owning a vibrator was to help her deal with her otherwise lackluster sex life. And so Mom had naturally assumed that the same was true for Melanie.

      "Mom, many couples have items like that for their mutual enjoyment," I said plainly. "I admit, it's not something I'm particularly interested in, but Melanie was, so I adapted for her sake. It's not just something that..."

      I bit my tongue, cutting myself off, but it was too late; Mom finished my thought for me.

      "It's not just something that lonely old women use when they have husbands who won't touch them," she said, distressed.

      
        I wouldn't have said anything nearly as harsh as that. However, it clearly struck a nerve, as Mom's face immediately turned sad and despondent. I still had my hand on hers, so I gave it a gentle squeeze.

      "Mom, I've said it a million times before, and I'll say it another million times: none of that was your fault."

      "I... I never thought my life would end up like this, Matt. I never imagined I would live for forty-six years without finding love."

      Even though we'd already discussed it before, I still felt the sting of her confession. She didn't love Dad; she never had. Any pretenses she had maintained to the contrary were for my benefit, but those days were over. I understood how difficult it was for her to voice the truth, and I admired her courage. I also felt that our relationship had reached a level of honesty that surpassed even what it had been just moments earlier, and the urge to express my feelings aloud was something I could no longer suppress.

      "I'm so sorry, Mom; you didn't deserve that. I know what a special and loving woman you are. Dad never deserved to have you as his wife. You're the finest woman I've ever known, and Dad squandered what could have been a wonderful marriage. You deserve to experience love every day, every hour, from someone who wants and needs your love just as much in return."

      This seemed like the perfect moment to fully express my feelings to Mom, but I still felt the need to prepare the situation just a little bit more.

      "I know how passionate you are, Mom, about everything. It's one of the things I adore most about you. You don't know how painful it was for me to watch you endure what you did with Dad. That's why I completely understood when you told me about Brandon. After so many years without love, someone finally offered you his affection. I don't blame you for feeling the same about him."

      "He was just a boy," Mom lamented, her voice trembling and clearly on the verge of tears. "I doubt he even understood what love truly is."

      "I'm sure he loved you in his own way," I said. "I know how much you wanted to go to bed with him, how much it would have meant to you, and as someone who only cares about your happiness I wish you had done it. Even if it had only been a minor distraction from what you were going through with Dad, you would have been justified in doing it."

      
        This wasn't the first time I'd suggested that she should have had sex with Brandon, but until today Mom had always reproached me for doing so. This time, however, she appeared defeated. Maybe reminding Mom of the regrets she harbored about her past wasn't the most honorable tactic, but I wasn't going to underestimate the challenges I still faced with her.

      "What's the point of bringing him up?" she asked, exasperated. "That was a long time ago."

      "Because I'm glad you shared that with me. I feel like I learned a lot about you from that story."

      "What, that I came that close to cheating on Gary?" she shot back sarcastically.

      "That you're the loving woman I always believed you to be. I always knew you were a woman of passion and desire, but I never got to see that side of you because of the relationship you had with Dad."

      "I finally got a glimpse of that side of you when you told me about Brandon, a woman that needs love, needs passion, and needs sex. More than anything, I loved hearing that you could have such an intense feelings—emotionally, mentally, and sexually—to someone... to someone young enough to be your son."

      Mom had been listening with keen interest, but she reddened deeply at my final words, looking down as if she were too embarrassed to meet my gaze.

      "It was wrong, Matthew; it was so wrong," she said, quietly sobbing. "He was so young, just a child. I didn't want to take advantage of him."

      "You know that's not true, Mom. Brandon wasn't a child; in fact he sounds like much more of a man than you give him credit for," I replied. "He saw how unhappy you were with Dad, and as the two of you grew closer he began to develop feelings for you himself. It's the most natural thing in the world. He didn't do anything that I wouldn't have done in his position. He loved you, and he could tell that you loved him too. When the time seemed right, he told you how he felt and asked you to go to bed with him. If anything, I'm jealous that he was able to do back then what I didn't have the courage to do later on."

      "What, what are you talking about?" Mom asked incredulously. I gently placed my hand under her chin and lifted it so that we were looking each other in the eye once more.

      
        "I remember all those times when I would see you sitting alone after a big fight with Dad, especially when he stormed out of the house. I would find you there, crying and unsure of what to say or do, yet deep down, I knew exactly what I wanted. I wanted to come over and sit next to you, just like we are now, and talk about everything—life, love, marriage, sex... all of it. We would open up to each other in ways we never had before, talking about opportunities gained and lost, laughing and crying together, only to realize that we always had everything we ever needed in each other. We would hug and kiss like we had many times before, as a mother and son, but deep down, we both knew that our relationship could be so much more if we only gave it a chance. And so we'd finally give in to those feelings, those desires, and kiss again, but this time passionately, as lovers, just as you and I did the other day."

      There was a look of shock on Mom's face, but also a sense of resignation, and I felt that at least some of what I had said resonated with her. She didn't try to pull away, not even from my hand gently stroking her chin. And with that, I took the final step, lowering my face to hers and planting the softest, most romantic kiss I could on her lips. I had done my best to make my case to her, both in words and actions. I wanted her to understand that even if her feelings towards me had changed recently, it wasn't something to fear. Our love had been forged through decades of supporting one another through thick and thin, and if the nature of that love had changed in the past few weeks, it had only grown stronger because of it. Our feelings for one another hadn't originated in the bedroom; they would only be affirmed there.

      "Mathew... I just don't know about all of this," Mom said as our kiss came to an end. "I know how much you're still hurting from Melanie, I know what it feels like to be betrayed. Any woman would be lucky to have you, I really mean that, not just as your mother, but as a woman. I'm proud, so proud, of the man you've become. You're so different from Gary, at least in all the ways that matter. Maybe you're still not thinking clearly after everything that happened with Melanie though...""

      We were still facing each other, our faces only inches apart. I raised my hand to her hair, stroking it gently as I continued to gaze into Mom's eyes.

      "This isn't about Melanie, or anyone else. I want this, Mom, I want you. I've wanted you for so long," I said, my voice filled with desire. "I love you deeply; I need you like I've never needed anyone else, not only as my mother, but as a woman. And even if most of this still feels new to you, I think you understand how we could be so much more for each other if you're only willing to give it a chance. Dad never gave you what you needed most to be happy... love. All I want is to love you in the way that you've always deserved."

      I continued to gaze into her eyes, uncertain of what to say next. Thankfully, she spoke up, tears now streaming down her face.

      "Oh Mathew, that's so sweet."

      
        
      

      I pulled her close to me once more. She didn't resist the embrace, but she remained too shy to take any further action. And so I kissed her again, gently, sweetly, pouring all the emotion my heart was experiencing into that moment. It was incredibly erotic, our mouths tentatively but still lovingly exploring each other, giving and receiving pleasure just as we had during that impromptu kiss we shared weeks ago, except this time, Mom did not retreat. And so we shared another kiss, and then another, allowing those sensations of sexual pleasure to grow stronger each time.

      We continued like this, and while it'd started with my mostly taking the lead, as time went by I could sense Mom's defenses lowering further, her trembling lips gradually seeking mine, and with each passing kiss the intensity increased until she returned my affections with equal desire, her breathing now quicker and more shallow, mixed in with sighs of pleasure here and there. She was clearly enjoying what we were doing, and it excited me to see her no longer trying to deny what was happening between us.

      Despite all of this, I knew I had to proceed cautiously. I'd wanted Mom for so long that it'd felt like an eternity to me by now, but I had to keep reminding myself that these different feelings for me she was experiencing, motherly love now punctuated with erotic excitement, were all still relatively new for her. She was also fighting against a lifetime of moralizing from society that were no doubt still shouting to her from the recesses of her mind.

      Feeling slightly more emboldened now, I moved my free hand and softly began caressing one of her big, soft breasts. Mom let out a surprised gasp at my initial touch, but they soon turned into soothing moans as I kneaded her flesh between my fingers.

      "Oh my... oh god," was the next time I heard her speak, her voice now shuddering with euphoria, although still laced with a bit of shock of knowing that it was the once innocent boy she'd raised all those years ago was now touching her this way. The cut of Mom's dress didn't allow for a bra, and I could feel her rock hard nipple practically stabbing my hand through the material. It took some effort, but I managed to pull it down far enough to expose most of her breast. After taking a moment to marvel at its beauty, the sweet, soft grapefruit mound of flesh capped with a thick, pink areola, I moved my face down and sweetly kissed her breast all over before paying closer attention to the wide oval at its center, licking and flicking it over with the tip of my tongue and then gently taking it between my lips and sucking on it.

      "Oh... oh fuck!" Mom exclaimed, her voice somewhere between a state of shock and ecstasy. She rarely cursed, and I'd only heard her do so when she was angry, so hearing my mother shout the F-word in a moment of carnal pleasure was both surprising and arousing.

      "You turn me on so much, I want to touch you like this everywhere, Mom, I want to make love to you. Do you understand what I'm feeling inside? Do you feel it too?"

      
        
      

      "Yes, Mathew, I... I feel it," she finally admitted, the words still coming out as if she were still fighting herself to say them. "But... but I'm afraid of it too."

      "I never want you to feel afraid again, Mom, and you won't as long as we're together. We've always been stronger together than apart. I want us to be together forever, as lovers."

      Tears began streaming down Mom's face, her cheeks flushed red. I could still see the bit of shock on her face, hearing her own son speaking to her this way, but there was a look of comfort too, knowing that I was offering to love her in ways that Dad never had, never doubting that I meant every word. I took her hand confidently in mine, hoping once again to demonstrate the strength we shared, a bond that could never be broken.

      "One life together, Mother, one love together, one bed together," I boldly declared, gazing deeply into her eyes. "Tell me you want it too."

      The look of anxiety still lingered on Mom's face, but there was an undeniable excitement as her tears had ceased. Amidst all of this, she managed to give me a faint, clumsy smile, accompanied by a nod of her head. As much as I'd wished she'd had the courage to say the words out loud, I could and would be patient enough to take things at her pace if necessary. And with that, I smiled joyfully, sweeping Mom up into my arms and carrying her to the bedroom.

      **

      When we arrived, I laid Mom down on the bed. As incredible and exciting as the moment was, I felt terribly overdressed, and the need to get out of the formal suit I was wearing became overwhelming. I stepped back and stood at the foot of the bed, quickly removing my clothes. Mom took my cue and slipped off her dress as well. For a moment, I gasped at the sight of her reclining on the bed, clad only in the tiniest of panties. That daring piece of lingerie was undoubtedly something she had purchased recently, and it was clear she had done so without my assistance. I loved seeing her in such attire; it accentuated her sensual, feminine curves, highlighted by her bare, shapely breasts.

      "God, you have such an incredible body," I gushed in excitement.

      "You're not so bad yourself," Mom replied, her voice tinged with evident arousal. I was now down to my underwear, and I could sense her curious gaze on my waistline as my hands moved to pull them down.

      
        "So that's what you've been hiding underneath that towel," Mom said with a playful smile when my cock sprang into view. I'm not huge, but I'm more than happy with the seven inches God gave me, and I'm more than capable of getting the most out of every inch too. I didn't expect Mom to bring up me walking around in that towel after showering; but I was grateful, as I felt like a bit of a fool for trying to get her attention like that up until now.

      "I didn't think you'd noticed."

      "Oh, I noticed," she chuckled, her tone infused with just the right amount of mischief, which made me laugh in return. Hearing her speak about me in that way was such a turn on, just as the lustful glint in her eyes that seemed to beckon me back to our bed. Even if she still appeared a bit anxious, I could tell how much she wanted this, wanted me.

      "It's for you, Mom. It always has been, and it always will be."

      I realize it was a dumb thing to say, and I can't help but laugh at my own corniness now. However, sometimes when you speak from the heart, things just come out that way. All I know is that's how I felt at the time, and honestly, I still feel that way today. All those other girls I'd been with, whether they were one-night stands or longer term relationships - they were all nothing more than a dress rehearsal for the only woman I'd ever truly wanted, the one who was now lying naked in my bed, with a wanton look on her face as her eyes hungrily focused on my cock, bigger and harder than it had ever been before.

      "All of this... all of this is so crazy, Mathew," Mom chuckled with nervous excitement. "I still can't believe it's happening. But I do know a few things: it's been way too long since I've seen one of those, or had anyone look at me the way you do. And I know how much I like it, how much I need it."

      It was the most seductive invitation I could have hoped for, one I accepted immediately, joining my lifelong love and now lover in bed. We found ourselves in each other's arms, and although I had intended to take things slowly, the intense passion radiating from Mom was too much for me to even want to hold back. And so we grappled together on the bed like a pair of sex starved lovers instead, limbs intertwined and our lips locked, tongues deeply exploring each other's mouths in a surge of carnal desire.

      This was the side of Mom I'd always dreamed of seeing, the one that l knew needed a man sexually as much as she needed his love. It all came out in the nonverbal cues she was dropping that revealed what turned her on, like Mom's tongue aggressively swirling in my mouth or her hands purposely grabbing my ass, something that I later found out was one of my physical attributes that she found most attractive. I'd actually had a few girls say that to me before, but hearing Mom admit that she thought I had a "cute butt" was something I'll never forget, especially with she blushed afterwards.

      
        
      

      But for now, her loud moans were more than enough to excite me, telling me that she was doing so to get herself off as much as pleasure me. My hands were all over her too, fondling her soft breasts and trying to work a finger in between her legs. Mom's panties were so wet when I touched them that it was almost as if she'd jumped into a pool, and I reveled knowing she was so aroused, but then again, so was I.

      Lying naked in bed with Mom, our mouths nearly fused together, hearts racing in unison, our hands exploring each other's bodies without inhibition, it felt like a sensory overload of sexual euphoria, and as much as I wanted it to last, I was already fighting the overwhelming urge to cum. The need was building up like a pressure cooker inside me, and up until now I managed to fight it, but when I felt the soft, warm fingers of Mom's hand, eagerly exploring and then fondling my cock, it took everything I had to keep from exploding.

      That wasn't the end of it, however, as her gentle caress soon turned into a smooth, steady rhythm of her fingers wrapped around my erection, stroking it as she jacked me off. I couldn't take it anymore; not only because the physical sensation of her hand around my cock felt incredible but also knowing that it was the woman I'd only seen as my loving mother of twenty-three years now purposely wanting to masturbate me. It was the sort thing I'd dreamed about countless times over the years, and now that it was happening for real my excitement was more than I could control. And so after only about a minute of her pumping my shaft, I let out a loud groan and let my body release the pent up arousal that I could no longer contain.

      To say I came hard would be an understatement, but not at all surprising considering what I'd done, and more importantly, the woman who'd gotten me off. I was spraying semen everywhere, but considering the position of our bodies, the majority of it went on our bellies that were only lying inches apart. We moved away from each other and I sat on the edge of the bed, and Mom got up too. My breathing was so hard now that Mom realized that I needed some time to recover. I wasn't really sure what to say, as the orgasm I'd had was so intense that I actually felt a little dizzy, needing a few moments for the cobwebs to clear from my brain.

      "That... that was a lot of cum," I heard Mom say with a slightly awkward laugh, looking up at her and managing a sheepish grin in response. There was a thick globule of it on her hand, stuck between her knuckles, and I watched in silence, hoping with excitement that she might lick it off with her tongue, only to see her grab a hand towel near the bed and clean it off with it. The disappointment I was feeling must have been betrayed by my face, because she gave me a quick, anxious look in reply, but her actions didn't really bother me too much. Everything that had happened to me today was a dream come true, and we were only getting started.

      I settled back into bed, and Mom lay beside me as we embraced. We slowed things down for now, taking some time to relax as we hugged each other close, talking, sharing a few laughs, and speaking sweet nothings to each other. It seemed like she finally seemed okay with all of this, at least on the outside. As for me, it was tender moments like this that I wanted more than anything to define this new relationship we were exploring; although I'd used the word "lover" several times with her already this was the first moment where I felt like those dreams of mine had become real. I never wanted our relationship to be solely based on sex, and Mom clearly understood that. None of what was happening between us physically would have felt right otherwise. That was how I wanted it, and now that I had helped Mom overcome her earlier inhibitions, I knew that she wanted it too.

      After a while, our touches and caresses became decidedly sexual again, with me now taking the lead, employing a slower, gentler approach to what we'd done earlier. However, I had a specific plan in mind; even though I felt as if I waited my entire life to bury my cock inside her, my mind was consumed now with thoughts of eating her pussy. Mom was on her back, with me lying on top of her as we exchanged loving kisses, but now I slowly began moving down her body, using my tongue and lips as I kissed and licked at her aroused flesh. She moaned softly at my ministrations, especially when I stopped for a while to focus on her big, bulbous tits.

      "Oh... oh, Mathew, that feels wonderful," Mom purred huskily, as my mouth concentrated on those marvelous orbs, licking and kissing her hot flesh, and sucking long and deep on her aroused nipples. I looked up at her for a moment and saw the big smile on her face, recognizing that heavenly mixture of love and lust that I'd seen on plenty of other girls' faces during sex, but that took on a new level of intimacy for me now that it was happening with my own beautiful mother. I loved making her feel so good, and that only motivated me further with thoughts of how much more I could do for Mom once I got between her legs, and so I reluctantly stopped and went back to kissing my way down her body. It wasn't until I got near her waistline, however, that Mom finally realized what I was up to, and to my surprise she suddenly tensed up.

      "Um... uh... Matt, you really don't have to do that, you know," she said, her voice tinged with apprehension.

      I could hear the subtle pain in her voice, once again reminding me of how Mom had forced to endure so many years of sexual loneliness despite being married. Had Dad ever gone down on her? If he had, the experience must have been so unpleasant for Mom that she wanted to prevent me from doing it now.

      "Mom, I've wanted to for so long. I've thought about it for years, even had dreams about it. Please, let me make you happy."

      I never claimed to be a poet or anything, so once again, you'll have to excuse me if that sounds corny. I guess I could have been more explicit, telling her how much I was dying to taste her juices or feel my tongue buried deep inside her, and it would have all been true, but considering Mom's obvious nerves saying less was probably the better way. All I can say is that I spoke with heartfelt emotion, and that, more than anything, was something I knew Mom could appreciate. I could see my message breaking through to her, as the look on her face transformed from slight trepidation to a gentle calmness, clearly moved by my words. With that silent permission granted, I continued, finally settling myself down as Mom parted her legs for me.

      As I mentioned earlier, when it comes to sex, I learned most of what I know from Erin, my first serious girlfriend. I was a virgin at the time, and she took it upon herself to become my instructor of sorts. Erin had considerable experience and taught me everything she knew. She was easily the kinkiest girl I've ever had sex with, and she loved things like talking dirty and doing it in public places. I'd never been quite brave enough to admit to Erin my fantasies about Mom, but that didn't keep her stop her from doing things like calling me "Daddy" while we fucked, something I really got into without too much effort. She absolutely loved it when I spanked her—harder was always better—while I took her from behind, especially when I did it as her fantasy Dad. It was a lot for an inexperienced teenager to keep up to, but I managed.

      Looking back, I feel like dating Erin was akin to attending an accelerated school for fucking, and considering how green I was at the time, I can only say that I learned a great deal and am grateful to her now. But more than anything, I appreciated the way she took the time to teach me basics like eating pussy. I really had no clue what I was doing at first, but Erin quickly changed all that. In hindsight, I can't give her enough credit for her patience with me.

      When it came to oral sex, the best advice Erin gave me wasn't about technique, but rather about attitude. I still remember her telling me that the biggest difference between men who were good at it and those who were great was that the latter genuinely enjoyed what they were doing. They loved pussy and had a passion for going down on women. Lessons like that had a tremendous impact on me during our time together. By the time we moved on from our relationship, I found myself loving every aspect of it. Erin, by the way, practiced what she preached, and to this day, I have never seen anyone, except for maybe some women in porn, suck dick the way she did. However, that's perfectly fine; not everyone needs to be like Erin, and I certainly didn't expect that from Mom.

      And so as I lay down on my stomach, staring at the beautiful "Y" shape formed by Mom's spread legs, I felt a sense of excitement that I can't even put into words. One of the first things I took note of was her grooming. Mom always maintained herself well in other areas and so it was no surprise that she did here as well. It was mostly trimmed, leaving just a small but prominent tuft of hair at the top of her mound, just enough that she could get away with wearing a bikini if she wanted to and still look right. I liked that she wasn't shaved completely; it just feels more womanly to me to see some hair down there, although my previous girlfriends were all clean shaven so it wouldn't have bothered me if Mom had chosen to do the same.

      I started off with light kisses and licks on her firm inner thighs, which as I mentioned previously were arguably Mom's most attractive feature. Right now, however, I couldn't imagine any sight more beautiful than her pussy, looking like a flower bud about to bloom, with her inner lips not only visible but standing out proudly. It took everything I had not to be fixated on the stunning sight of her vagina, it was like looking at a work of art to me, but then again I would say the same about any part of a woman's body when I find her attractive, and pretty much everything about Mom's drove me mad with desire. To say it took all the willpower I had not to dive right in and start tonguing her like crazy would be an understatement, but Mom obviously wasn't used to having someone go down on her, and I could still sense some nervousness on her part, so for now I forced myself to take my time, kissing, licking, and sucking her inner thighs, slowly making my way closer to her womanhood.

      I love the way women react when you go down on them, which is why I'd been so acutely aware that Mom wasn't completely comfortable yet. After some time, however, I slowly felt her beginning to relax, and was now rewarded with soft cries and moans of pleasure as I discovered more erogenous spots. She was ready now, more than ready, and with an excitement I'd never felt before in my life I finally extended my tongue out and made contact with her lips.

      "Oh, oh fuck!" Mom cried out. Her body tensed up, not quite like during an orgasm, but enough like she'd been struck by a bolt of unexpected pleasure. Once again, I loved hearing her curse during sex, as it seemed so out of character, but for now, I remained focused on what I was doing, reveling in the sensation of licking up and down her sweet pussy. I could feel her starting to lose it now, her legs shaking and her cussing becoming more frequent. Up until this point, I'd mostly ignored her clit, only giving it a few small flicks with my tongue, each of which had practically driven her crazy, as I patiently waited until Mom's body was ready for more. She was moaning over and over now, thrusting her hips at me and trying to grind her pussy into my face.

      "You have the sexiest pussy I've ever seen, Mom," I cooed lovingly to her. "I want to lick your clit so bad, it's so beautiful, so big and swollen. Would you like that?"

      Mom responded by grabbing my head and shoving it hard against her mound. After being with Erin, I wasn't the type who shied away from a woman being rough with me, the countless bloody scratches she regularly on my back being proof of that. I went at her clit with gusto now, licking and sucking for all I was worth, and then adding my finger to the mix, fucking her with it hard and fast.

      Her verbal responses got louder and louder, until she was eventually screaming at the top of her lungs. Most of it was unintelligible, although I was too busy between her legs to be really listening anyway. There are few things I enjoy more than a woman's orgasm, such a full body experience when it all comes together just right. When Mom came I could feel the entire bed shaking, and not just because it was so small. It was like an earthquake hit her body, with my mouth locked on the epicenter, and I just hung in while she rode it out. After it was over, her body grew limp as if orgasming had taken all the energy out of her, and she just laid back, still breathing heavily as she tried to regain her bearings. I remained lying between Mom's legs, gently kissing her pussy, almost lost in my own world as I once again took in her sweet smell and taste. We remained like this for awhile, staying mostly silent, until Mom finally spoke up:

      "Where the hell..." she asked, still trying to catch her breath, "where the hell did you learn that?"

      
        "See, I told you Erin was a good girl; you should have liked her," I answered, breaking into a chuckle. My comment was enough to make Mom laugh as well, before she sarcastically added, "I guess I should thank her then, if we ever meet again."

      "I'd love to hear that conversation," I couldn't help but reply, prompting us to burst into laughter together. It was nice to be able to joke with her like this. Who cares if Erin or anyone else disapproved of what we were doing? They had their lives to lead, and we had ours, and that was perfectly fine too.

      I crawled onto the bed and once again lay on top of Mom, our arms wrapped around each other in a tight embrace as our mouths exchanged deep, longing kisses. It was yet another one of those intimate moments that I wished could last forever, but I felt other urges stirring within me, churning and desperately needing to be satisfied.

      "Mom... I... I love you so much," I finally said, breaking our most recent kiss. "I've never been so happy."

      "Me too," she replied with a warm smile, gazing deeply into my eyes. "And now... and now, my beautiful son... I want to feel you inside me."

      I smiled back, my heart full of joy. Mom was realizing those same emotions and needs as I was, and was even willing to take the initiative now by saying them out loud for the both of us. She moved her legs apart for me and I got ready to enter her in the missionary position. I'd learned all kinds of different positions from Erin, and was looking forward to showing Mom some of my favorites, but when it comes to making love to a woman for the first time, missionary will always be the right one for me. It feels like the most intimate way to be with someone you care about, and just being able to savor that look in Mom's glowing eyes, knowing that in her heart she now wanted this to happen as much I did, is one of those things I'll never forget. And with that, I pressed the head of my cock against Mom's vaginal lips, gently forcing them open and sliding all the way in.

      "Oh, oh my god, Mathew," Mom groaned. "That feels so good."

      I know how much some women love that feeling of first penetration, enough that part of my regular routine is to pull out immediately afterwards and then wait a while before entering again, but I didn't have the willpower to try anything like that today. I'd just sunk my cock all the way into Mom's excited vagina, and there was no chance I was pulling out completely. In terms of intimate needs, I could have stayed like that forever, with out bodies joined as one and me looking into Mom's adoring eyes, but sexual needs have a way of asserting themselves whether you like it or not.

      
        "Oh... ohhh.... yes... yes..." she moaned in rhythm to each of my thrusts as I bottomed out, my cock plunging into her again and again. Just the sound of my sweet mother's voice in my ears in such an wanton state of arousal as I fucked her was one of the most erotic things I'd ever experienced; adding to the sensations I was feeling as my cock glided in and out of her velvety pussy.

      Once again, however, it all felt so incredible that within less than a minute, I was already fighting the urge to climax, but I did everything could to fight through it and stay the course. I knew how unsatisfied Mom had been with her sex life over the years; I'd been adamant to her about how unfair that was and I'd been sincere about it. Seeing the afterglow of contentment on her face after she'd gotten off on my tongue had brought me such joy; Mom didn't have to say anything for me to know it was one of the best orgasms she'd had in years. I was determined to make her feel that way again, as every fiber in my body felt committed to give her the proper fucking she deserved.

      "Oh God, baby, yes!" Mom moaned again. I'd been fucking her for some time now with slower, longer strokes, but had just I'd switched to shorter, faster ones, and that seemed perfect to what she needed now. I kept going at it like that, banging into her her harder and harder. I'd also shifted positions slightly, lifting Mom's legs from being tightly locked around my waist to resting atop my shoulders. I'd been with a couple of girls who really got off in that position, especially since I'm capable of thrusting so much harder at that downward angle.

      "Oh fuck, fuck!" Mom was now screaming over and over, and that sound, combined with the poor bed springs of my mattress squeaking so loudly that I honestly thought they might give out at any moment, filled the room. All I could do was hope for the best because I wasn't stopping now. Mom's voice and body language resembled that of a madwoman who'd lost all sense of rationality or decorum and who'd been taken over by some wild, mating instinct, and I was feeling much the same way, ramming into her like a jackhammer with everything I had. I was going to make her cum, and hard, the way she'd was entitled to all these years but never got to experience with Dad. Nothing was going to stop me now.

      "Tell me to fuck you, Mother. You don't know how may years I've been dying to hear you say the words," I growled. It wasn't the kind of thing I would have been brave enough to say even a few minutes before, but Mom was practically in a state of delirium by this point, and knowing that emboldened me. Besides, I hoped a little bit of naughty talk would add to her pleasure, and so I went for it.

      "Oh god yes, fuck me, fuck me Mathew. Oh my god, it's so good!" There was something about the way she said it that I'll never forget. It wasn't just Mom accommodating me by talking dirty as I had asked, it felt like her making a confession too. She wanted this, wanted me, and whatever feelings of shame or guilt she may have felt abut that before were now gone.

      
        I could feel her body convulsing beneath me as she let out a monstrous wail, followed by her yelling out loud that she was cumming. Maybe Mom was more vocal in bed than I had previously acknowledged, or perhaps I simply awakened her wild side. She certainly did that and everything more for me. All I know is that hearing her enraptured voice thrilled me to no end. I just kept going, banging the hell out of her, enjoying the best sex of my life.

      That first orgasm of hers seemed to serve as a prelude, as she began shouting "yes, yes" again once we fell back into our steady fucking rhythm, and only about a minute later, she cried out that she was cumming again. This time, I came with her, ramming my cock all the way in and releasing a torrent of cum into her welcoming womb.

      After it was over, I pulled out and Mom and I once again lay together in each other's arms. I was overcome with that feeling you can only get from cumming that good with someone you care about so much, looking deep into Mom's eyes and watching her return my gaze with one of those beautiful, womanly, post orgasmic smiles.

      "That... that was something," she finally said.

      "Mom, I... I want you to know that I meant everything I said to you before about us being together. You're not alone anymore, and you never will be."

      "I know, baby, I know," she replied, breaking into the faintest of grins and getting slightly choked up with emotion. I could tell she was as exhausted as I was, but oh, so happy too.

      "I'm going to call in sick for work tomorrow. I know you don't like it when I do that, but I want to spend the entire day with you. Plus, I feel like we have a lot to discuss."

      Mom immediately nodded in agreement, silently acknowledging that I was correct.

      "We can go shopping too," she said, cheekily adding, "for a new bed—preferably a larger one with much better springs."

      I loved her joke and laughed, but I felt even better knowing that she was accepting the new relationship we were about to embark upon together. I told her that I loved her, and she replied with the same, fully aware that we meant it in a way that was entirely different from the times we'd said it to each other in the past. The path forward was an uncertain one, but we'd face it together, and that was all that mattered.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 3

      "Ring! Ring!"

      It was the recognizable sound of Mom's phone, chiming with its old-fashioned ringtone, set to full volume as usual. I could feel her groggily moving next to me in bed as she reached over to the nightstand to casually pick it up, likely still half asleep, just as I was.

      "Oh my God, it's Gary!" she exclaimed, her voice immediately switching into a state of alarm.

      "It's okay, Mom. Try to relax," I said, attempting to comfort her as best as I could. I pulled her back toward me so that we were lying in bed as we had been before she reached for the phone, with Mom on her side and me spooning against her soft, sensual body from behind. I wrapped my arm around her, holding her gently beneath her heavy breasts, and gave her a soft hug. As had become our habit, we slept together naked, and I did my best to use the soothing sensation of our warm bodies cuddling to help calm her further.

      "It's okay, Mom," I repeated, trying once more to calm her down. The phone rang two more times before she spoke again.

      "What... what do you think I should do?" she asked with nervous agitation. The call wasn't entirely out of the blue; over the past couple of weeks Dad had been texting Mom, profusely apologizing for cheating on her and desperately trying to win her back. Mom hadn't replied, mostly because she was at a complete loss over what to say to him.

      "He's only texting me now because that cheap slut dumped his ass," Mom said to me that first day he'd tried to contact her. She'd done some investigating prior and learned through a friend that the woman Dad had been cheating with had broken up with him, although not before milking him dry with all the lavish gifts she'd managed to get from him. Now that Mom had ignored Dad's texts a few times, he was attempting a more aggressive approach.

      Mom turned her head back, looking at me quizzically as the phone rang again. I couldn't help but wonder if she wanted me to give her advice as her son or as her lover. It had been about six weeks since our first night together, and while it had been the best time of my life, there was no doubt that those lines of our previous relationship had blurred to the point of becoming confusing at times.

      
        "Answer it," I said with resolute conviction. "It's okay, Mom; you have nothing to fear." She gave a small, grateful nod and then activated the speakerphone so I could listen in, and then took the call.

      "Yes, Gary, what do you want?" she asked. Mom sounded mostly annoyed, but I knew her well enough to recognize that she was more nervous than anything and was doing her best to keep Dad from noticing.

      "Sharon, you got my messages, didn't you? I'm sorry. How many times do you want me to say it? I fucked up, real bad, and I know it."

      "What do you want from me, Gary?" Mom repeated, as I could now sense her irritation boiling more towards the surface.

      "I want you to come back home, give it a chance, give us a chance," Dad implored.

      "Get back to what, exactly, Gary? What we had before wasn't anything to write home about," Mom said defiantly.

      "Jesus Christ, Sharon, we've been married for twenty-five years. Isn't there anything about that worth fighting for?"

      I think Mom's words even caught Dad off guard a bit; despite their problems, she had never spoken so frankly about about their loveless marriage before--at least not openly to him and certainly not in front of me while I was growing up. Call it naivete or perhaps denial, but she had always been one to put on a brave face. However, that had gradually changed when Mom moved in with me, as we built a relationship based on honesty and trust. This included not only being truthful with each other about everything but also being honest with ourselves, which is not always as easy as one might think.

      "Why don't you take some time to cool off a bit more, Sharon? Or maybe we could meet sometime... try to talk things out?" Dad said, his voice filled with desperation.

      "It's been more than three months now, Gary. There's nothing more for me to 'cool off' about," Mom snapped back. "I've contacted a lawyer; I'm sure you've heard from him by now."

      "I have," Dad said with resignation. "I just thought... or maybe hoped, that you and I could work this out between us."

      
        
      

      "We can," Mom answered, her voice rising and now laced with contempt. "You can have the house; I never want to live there again anyway knowing that you would dare bring that whore into our bed. Just pay me half of what it's worth, and half from our bank accounts, and that will be the end of it. This way, you won't have to pay any lawyer fees, you cheap bastard."

      I was well aware that she was angry now, barely managing to contain herself from fully erupting. Mom was a woman guided by deep passions, both in good times and bad, and as I often told her, it was one of the traits I adored the most about her.

      "Hold on, Gary. I'm going to put you on hold for a minute," Mom hastily added before pressing the mute button on her phone. She turned back toward me and I noticed the look of anguish that had suddenly overtaken her face, along with the sadness in her eyes.

      "I'm sorry, son. I'm so sorry," she said.

      Despite the lack of explanation, the pain in her voice conveyed her message to me perfectly. It would be difficult for any child to literally witness their parents breaking up, and I admit it even felt a bit surreal for me as well; however, I wasn't upset about it as Mom had feared. Their marriage had, metaphorically speaking, been on life support for as long as I could remember, and this was nothing more than putting it out of its misery. Besides, the new relationship I had developed with Mom in recent months had completely altered my perspective on situations like this.

      "We promised to face everything together, Mom, and I'm certainly not bailing on you now," I said, using my arm around her torso to give her a gentle hug. Mom turned her head back further and our lips met together in a sweet, lingering kiss that seemed to lift her spirits. Afterward, she redirected her attention to her phone.

      "Gary, Gary, are you still there?" she asked after turning off the mute button.

      "Yes, Sharon, I'm here. I just... I just wanted to say I'm sorry again--not only for what happened but also for a lot of other things."

      "Text me a date next week when you're sure you'll be gone for the whole day. I want to go back to pick up some personal belongings," Mom said. It may have seemed cold for her to completely ignore Dad's apology, but I didn't blame her. Still, if Dad had adopted the more conciliatory tone he displayed today, then maybe things could have been different. However, I think after this call he finally realized that Mom had left him--and left him for good.

      
        
      

      After the call ended, Mom turned over onto her other side to face me and wrapped her arms around me. We held each other in a comforting embrace, our bodies tightly pressed together as the lovers we had now become. Mom didn't say anything, but she didn't need to. The way she clung to me for support spoke volumes; she was hurting inside, and needed me to be there for her. I had told her many times that I would give her whatever support she needed--whether as her son, her lover, or even both--whenever she needed it. While she initially found that proposal awkward, as the weeks passed, it became a great source of comfort for her, and the idea that I could be both seemed to make a lot more sense to me as well.

      We lay together in complete silence for a while, with Mom's body molded into mine as I gently stroked her hair with one hand. After some time, she shifted her head, which had been resting on my shoulder, to meet mine, her lips seeking my own. We shared a slow, tender kiss, followed by another, and then another.

      I knew her mind was miles away, thinking about Dad, her marriage, and I'm sure many other things, like how she'd managed to keep it going for twenty-five years despite it being seemingly doomed from the start. I probably shouldn't have said anything, especially about Dad, but as I've mentioned many times already I often speak without thinking.

      "You don't know how hard it was for me, seeing you so unhappy with Dad, and...well, knowing how much I wanted you for myself..."

      "It wasn't just about me though, Mom, I hope you understand that," I quickly added, realizing how selfish that first remark sounded. "I only wanted to make you happy, I still do."

      "I know, Matt, I know," she replied, trying to put me at ease.

      "Still, I fought with those feelings for so long. I dated other girls, hoping to fall in love, and maybe I thought I did sometimes, but not really. Even with Melanie...sometimes I think I wasn't the best boyfriend to her because deep down I knew I couldn't be happy with anyone else but you. I'm sorry, Mom. I'm making this all about me when I know you're going through a tough time.."

      "It's okay, I understand," Mom said. I was grateful for the interjection, as I could feel myself on the verge of blabbering by this point.

      "When I first moved in here, and I... I could feel something changing, I wasn't sure what to think either, feeling that... attraction building up between us. By the time that first night happened though... as scared and nervous as I was, I knew I wanted it. And now... I wouldn't want it any other way. I never knew that it could be like this between us. I've never been this happy before, or been with anyone that makes me feel the way you do. The love, the passion, the excitement when we're together, the way it feels when we're making love. It's like nothing I've ever experienced before."

      "No one has ever excited me the way you do either, Mom. No one else has even come close," I added. I meant every word of that too. I was used to having a lot of sex with a new girlfriend early in a relationship and then have things settle down afterward, but I'd had more sex in these last six weeks with Mom than I'd ever done in my life before, and if anything we were both more into each other now than when we'd started.

      It was incredible to get to know my own mother on this new, intimate level. I'd spent so many sleepless nights over the years, admonishing myself whenever my mind became inundated with forbidden thoughts and images, openly fantasizing about what Mom was like in bed, and now that I knew firsthand the reality was even better than what I'd imagined. I'd always wanted to believe that the sensitive, emotional woman I'd only known in her role as my mother was as equally passionate in the bedroom, an untapped reservoir of sexuality just waiting for the right encouragement to properly bring it to the surface. But reality had even managed to exceed those fantasies of mine; the woman I knew now was an inferno of desire and lust, with a ravenous sex drive that had even taken me by surprise.

      It's amazing; you think you know someone your entire life, believing there's nothing more to learn, and then you realize there's so much more that you've never seen before. I felt like I'd learned as much, if not more about Mom these past few months than I had in all the previous years combined, and now that we shared a bed that novel intimacy had been taken to an entirely new level. Even if I'd been a bit taken aback by the voraciousness of Mom's sex drive now that it had been fully unleashed, I loved every minute of it, loved knowing that she had that side to her. We'd learned so many things about each other that we'd never would have known otherwise, told each other things about ourselves that we'd never been able to tell anyone else.

      "I know you do baby," Mom replied, with a such sweetness in her voice, responding to my latest confession. "I see it in your eyes every time you look at me, especially when we're making love. And it's so beautiful, I can't imagine anything more beautiful."

      "Do you really feel that way, Mom?" I asked hesitantly. "That all the things we've been doing... that it's beautiful?"

      "A loving act between two people who love one another, how could it be anything but beautiful," she replied, now breaking into a warm smile. "Don't you feel the same way?"

      
        "Yes, of course," I replied. "Completely. But it means so much more for me to hear you say it. I mean, that's one of those things I struggled with for a long time. Knowing how I felt about you, but also knowing what other people would think if they knew."

      "Well I don't plan on telling any of my friends about us anytime soon either," Mom lightly chuckled back. "That first night we made love...even then I knew something special was happening, something I knew I could never feel with anyone else. Part of me would love to tell those other moms about it, the ones who have sons of their own. I know they'd probably not understand, but maybe...well maybe that's their loss...not being able to have what we have."

      This wasn't something that we talked about much, even after becoming lovers, but at some point I had made the awkward confession to Mom, that her being my mother had not been an impediment to my desires for her but a catalyst, making me want her even more, especially when it came to my sexual fantasies. It came as a jaw dropping surprise to me when Mom admitted the same, hearing her say that the taboo boundaries we'd been testing with each other as mother and son since she'd moved in with me had been incredibly enticing for her too, leading to her having incestuous thoughts and fantasies of her own. As I said, it wasn't a topic we discussed often, but it had been reassuring to me to get this all out in the open, and I could tell Mom felt the same way.

      I'm not sure what it was, maybe something about our conversation, like hearing Mom say out loud that she thought the image us having sex together was beautiful, or just the the way almost always felt whenever we were together, but I could feel myself becoming aroused. Still, I took things slowly, aware that only minutes ago Mom had been reeling emotionally from the phone call she'd had with Dad. I started with slow, gentle kisses, the way I usually did, hoping to light a spark in her as well, and after a short time was rewarded with her responding in kind, her lips now seeking mine, her breathing becoming more shallow with her own excitement.

      I allowed Mom to take the lead entirely after that, focusing instead on responding to her needs, letting her set the pace as I felt her tongue enter my mouth, erotically intertwining with mine. She still hadn't said a word to me since I'd first kissed her, but when Mom pulled me over as she settled onto her back I knew exactly what she wanted me to do. Her legs were parted just right, and so I got into position and slid my cock in slowly, gently, all the way in. She gave a long, deep moan as her warm channel welcomed the love I offered her from my hard shaft, and I followed up by making love to her with a slow, steady rhythm of full length strokes. She was incredibly wet, but by now I was no longer surprised with how quickly and easily she could become aroused.

      "I've never been with a woman who wanted my cock more... loved the feel of it inside her the way you do, that's the god's honest truth Mom," I said. We often teased each other verbally like this, but in truth that wasn't my intention here. Mom had just been through a trying moment only minutes before, and now here she was, legs spread as she eagerly accepted my erection. The marvel of it all was enough that I felt compelled to share my thoughts with her, stating what I'd seen as a fact.

      
        "You fuck me so good baby," she replied, before adding with a sly chuckle, "But maybe I do get carried away a little sometimes."

      "Not at all Mom," I said. "I love seeing you get that excited...love seeing that side of you. Such strong, feminine energy, don't ever feel like you need to hold it back."

      I'd know a few girls who'd been guilt-tripped about their sexuality in some way or another, and in Mom's case I was certain this had happened with her parents. And so, just like I'd done with them, I did my best to tell her that it should be a source of strength, not weakness. Something that she should not be embarrassed about, but empowered by.

      I kept on fucking her, bottoming out on each stroke as I spoke again:

      "Besides, I feel the same way about you, Mom. No woman has ever made me feel the way you do. Every time I'm inside you, everything feels so right, so perfect. I feel like my cock is where it should be, where it was always meant to be."

      "Oh yes, baby, I love it, Mom sexily cooed back, now fully into what she still interpreted as merely dirty talk. "Your big cock buried inside Mommy's pussy, right where it belongs, where it was meant to be."

      Those words alone were almost enough to make me cum, as she only dropped words like "Mommy" into our sex talk when she was especially aroused, and the excitement in her voice now was unmistakable, horny as ever. I needed to stop for a moment though, pull out even, as the urge to cum was practically overwhelming me and, as excited as I could tell Mom was, I was determined to make sure she was going to cum too, and hard, especially after everything she'd been through today.

      "Get up, I want to be able to look at that gorgeous body of yours while we fuck," I said as I moved off her. Mom gave me one of those dirty, randy smiles that she often had when we had sex, naughty enough to give me a hard on by itself, and we both rose to our knees as I got into position to enter her from behind.

      "God I love this ass," I said growled huskily, giving it a light swat before getting my cock ready to penetrate her. I've mentioned before that Mom's best physical feature is probably her legs, but being an ass man myself has always made hers irresistible to me. Even back when she wasn't wearing outfits that complemented her figure, I'd had more than my share of moments where anything even remotely flattering to her ass would send the blood rushing into my shaft.

      
        "Why don't you tell me how you really feel?" Mom joked back, laughing gaily. She loved the attention; any compliment I gave was like a drug to her. That was fine by me, as I was practically addicted to her too; her eyes, her smile, her body, her soul. At times like this, having my cock buried inside her was better than any pleasure a drug might provide.

      "Tell me to fuck you, Mommy. You know how much that turns me on."

      "Oh god, yes, baby, fuck Mommy's pussy," she cooed back, quickly adding, "So good, so fucking good!" after I rammed my cock all the way inside her.

      I was too aroused to be gentle now, and started banging into Mom's ass as hard as I could. She loved it when I fucked her this way, and this time was no different.

      "Oh, yes, fuck yes!' she shouted over and over, occasionally adding things like, "Right where it belongs baby," echoing what I'd said before about how I felt about having my cock inside her. She'd actually turned her head around to face me when she said that last part, giving me the naughtiest of smiles. She had long ago told me how much she enjoyed the sight of my body fucking her, and I suppose it had turned her on enough to tease me back with what I'd said to her before. And it worked too, as I couldn't take any more, ramming into her one last time and flooding her pussy with my hot cum. Thankfully, she was cumming too now, as my orgasm was so intense that I knew I had nothing more to give. I never got tired of witnessing Mom orgasm; the sight, the sounds were all so visceral, almost animalistic at times yet always so beautifully feminine, and this time was no different as she let out a loud scream that she was cumming.

      Luckily, my neighbors weren't the type to complain, as there was no doubt in my mind that they'd heard us plenty of times by now during the day or night, or whenever we were having sex these days. And even more fortunate was that I rarely bumped into them, so by the time they all realized that I was sleeping with the woman who was living with me I hadn't made the mistake of introducing her as my mother to any of them. We often made love first thing in the morning, although it was typically slower and more gentle than this, as it was a nice, casual way to relieve any stress or tension for both of us before starting a new day. We'd then typically get up and go our separate ways, but this time Mom took me into a lovers' embrace, holding me close to her for a while, once gain feeling vulnerable and meek. As much as I'd hoped the orgasm she'd just had might get her mind off what had happened prior, she was still clearly affected by the phone call she'd had with Dad.

      "Mathew... I just want you to know how much these past months have meant to me, I can't even imagine what my life would be like now without them."

      I'd focused so much of my attention on the future, on building this new life with Mom, and did my best to convince her to do the same, that I think sometimes even I forgot how difficult it had been for her to completely forget the life she had left behind. The woman I'd been sleeping with for weeks now was still legally married to another man, and now going through a painful divorce. Even if Dad had been a lousy husband, that contract, especially the part about fidelity, had meant the world to her, despite the fact that since then she'd almost certainly committed adultery more times against Dad than he'd ever dreamed of doing against her. I knew how much being faithful meant to Mom, enough that I don't doubt that that the cheating aspect of our new relationship had been a difficult obstacle for her to overcome. I think the only way she'd come to accept her own infidelity was to know that it wasn't cheating for the sake of cheating, that she and I really were building a new life together. It wasn't just about the sex, and she was certainly past the point of simply wanting to get revenge on Dad. And as for me, it was the relationship with Mom that I'd always dreamed of having.

      **

      Next week arrived, and now Mom and I stood in front of the door to the luxurious three-story house where I had grown up and where she had been the consummate wife and mother for over twenty years. We were holding hands, as we often did when going out together, but this time it wasn't merely a display of affection. Mom was clearly very nervous, and to be honest, so was I. I hadn't visited home much since moving out, and while Mom had often chastised me for it, we'd had many long, heartfelt conversations since becoming lovers, addressing much of the emotional baggage we had carried around all these years.

      She understood now that my absence was largely due to my struggle with my feelings for her. Coming home and seeing her was difficult, always feeling that pain of knowing that we couldn't be together as lovers, and also because it meant watching her try to act as if her marriage wasn't as terrible as it clearly was, something I could no longer bear to witness.

      Mom had been completely supportive as I opened up to her about my feelings. We had both dropped several bombshells on each other in recent weeks as we confessed our secrets, and the fact that we could do so without passing judgment on one another had significantly strengthened our relationship. Although Mom was initially surprised to learn that she had been the subject of practically all my sexual fantasies while I was living with them, she encouraged me to continue speaking whenever I felt a pang of embarrassment and wanted to stop. Eventually, I grew comfortable enough to even share some of my favorite fantasies in detail with her. Naturally, it was shocking for her to hear them, but after a while, she relaxed significantly and even admitted that some of them turned her on as well.

      As for Mom, the most significant of her secrets had been what had transpired after our first kiss. All I had known about was her startled expression as she exclaimed that she couldn't believe what we had done before quickly exiting the room. Mom now confessed to me that to her complete shock she had "seen fireworks" in her mind as our lips came together and felt butterflies in her stomach. After returning to her room, she was even more astonished to discover that her panties were soaked through as well. She had never become aroused so easily or so quickly with anyone else (which I recognized as a subtle jab at Dad), and experiencing that with me had truly been a revelation.

      
        "It wasn't just the physical or emotional aspects; there was something else, too. I never thought I could feel so aroused by... you know... incest," she had said. I couldn't fault Mom for her reticence here, although I was once again struck by her candid honesty. We had never discussed the subject of the "I" word before that day, and it never became a major topic for us afterward. However, it meant a lot for me to see her not shy away from the topic either.

      After that first kiss, Mom spent the next few days trying to make sense of everything, which is why she kept to herself so much during that time. However, after that, the mature friendship we had been developing reasserted itself, this time infused with a healthy--or perhaps not so healthy, depending on one's perspective--dose of flirtatious banter between us. While this surprised Mom, she also recognized that she enjoyed the new type of attention I was giving her, to the extent that she soon found herself being drawn to it. Although she remained uncertain about where this might lead, if anywhere, and still doubted the possibility of an actual romance between us, she had to admit that part of her was infatuated by the idea.

      And if there was ever any doubt about the sexual component of what Mom was experiencing, I would do something like appear in that skimpy towel after taking a shower. I still couldn't believe it when she told me that seeing me that way made her heart race with excitement, but apparently, it did. It emboldened me enough to tell her about the fantasies I'd had, where my towel would accidentally fall away and she'd see me with the huge erection I'd been trying to hide, and that doing so would turn her on enough that it would lead to our first sexual encounter and, to my astonishment, Mom admitted that she'd had similar 'naughty thoughts," as she called them, of her own.

      I'd questioned myself so many times during that period, wondering if the subtle signs that Mom wanted me too were real or a figment of my imagination, so it came to a huge relief to me to find out the truth. Still, I'm glad I waited as long as did before making that final move. As much as Mom may have wanted it to happen, she needed time before she was willing to turn those thoughts into action, and if I had tried something sooner I firmly believe it would have led to disaster.

      "So, are you ready to go in?" I asked, pulling myself back to the present. We were still standing in front of the door, with Mom squeezing my hand more urgently.

      "Mom..." I began. Unsure of what to say in a moment like this, I decided to just wing it.

      "Mom, you're nothing like the woman who left here three months ago. I mean, you are... you're just as sweet, beautiful, and loving, but you've become so much more since then. Strong, confident, sexy..."

      "Well, sexier," I added, quickly correcting myself.

      
        
      

      "Nice catch," she replied, causing us both to chuckle.

      It was true, though. Even the way Mom dressed had changed so dramatically, perfectly reflecting her transformation in personality. However, in reality, it was more about her newfound confidence to be herself than about becoming someone different. Today was a warm summer day, and I took a moment to admire Mom's choice of attire. Growing up, I always saw her dressed in a very feminine style, but it had always been quite conservative as well. Today, she wore a sleeveless tank dress with a bright red and white candy cane stripe design. The hem was several inches too short for anyone not to take notice, and the material was so tight that only a woman with a fantastic figure like hers could pull it off so effortlessly. Her hourglass curves were on full display, leaving no doubt to the amazing body she had underneath. I'd told Mom many times that anyone who worked as hard as she did to look so good shouldn't be afraid to flaunt her accomplishments and be proud, and while it hadn't been easy to get her past her conservative upbringing, she'd seemed so much happier since making the change.

      To complement her outfit, she wore open-toe sandals highlighted by the most alluring stiletto lace-up heels imaginable. I had accompanied Mom when she purchased them and couldn't resist jokingly referring to the shoes as "fuck me pumps," when she had modeled them for me. The woman I had known a few months earlier would have been mortified by such a remark, but the woman I was with now merely flashed me a naughty grin and eagerly went over to the cashier to buy them.

      In fact, she enjoyed my labeling of the shoes so much that she often teased me about it when we were out and she was wearing them. She would lean in and whisper provocative comments in my ear, even when others were nearby, asking if I wanted to fuck her in those shoes right then or wait until we got home first. And in case you're wondering, yes, I had already fucked her in those shoes plenty of times before today, and she went absolutely wild each time, loving every minute of it.

      It may be difficult to believe that what you might describe as my mild-mannered mother could become the woman I knew today, all within a span of just a few months. However, this transformation is not as unlikely as it seems if you understand her the way I do. Many men fail to grasp the mindfuck that most women face, particularly the societal pressures dictating how they should behave sexually. In my mother's case, her struggles began with her overly strict parents, resulting in a childhood that felt suffocating. She rebelled in small ways, most notably by marrying Dad after only a brief courtship, but for the most part, she adhered to her parents' militant standards of lifestyle and morality.

      This is when a loving, considerate partner could have made a all the difference, by helping to coax her out of her shell; however, Mom ended up with Dad instead. As I mentioned earlier, Mom is an incredibly passionate woman in all aspects of life, and now that she had the right support, she also become an enthusiastic and bold lover as well. I was astonished when she revealed to me that Dad regularly referred to her as a "cold fish" in bed. He truly was oblivious to what he had right under his nose, and was even more ignorant about how to properly deal with it. Not all women are going to be dynamos in bed when you first meet them, but many have the potential to be so if they receive the right support. Obviously, this was something Dad had never learned, and as a result Mom had become even more inhibited sexually than when he'd met her.

      Of all the compliments Mom gave me as a lover, the one I valued most was that she had never felt so at ease with anyone else, never felt more comfortable being herself. That new confidence revealed itself outside the bedroom too, such as they way she now dressed. The woman I was with now, who at forty-six had finally learned to feel comfortable in her own skin, was glamorous and seductive, and she reveled in it. She valued my compliments about her beauty more than any other woman I've ever known, and she even seemed to enjoy it when I got a little dirty with my praise. And as a result? Well, as good as the sex had been when we first became lovers, it had become absolutely mind-blowing since then.

      Mom went to open the front door, and I released her hand, standing frozen in the entryway for a moment as she walked about ten yards into the house. She turned her head back, and with a look that somehow managed to be both uneasy and self-assured, asked, "Are you okay, sweetie? I know it's tough, but we're together. We'll be fine."

      I nodded in agreement and then we walked through the house together, starting in the spacious living room, our fingers interlaced once more. It felt as though we were strolling through a museum, with old photographs and keepsakes adorning the mantel and walls like ancient relics from a bygone era. As we explored the room, we occasionally paused to share our thoughts on items that piqued our interest.

      "Look at this, Mathew," Mom said, her face beaming as she picked up a photo from my college graduation.

      "You looked so handsome in that suit and tie. You really should wear clothes like that more often."

      I looked into her eyes and knew that, at that moment, I was speaking to my mother again rather than my lover. The feeling was a bit strange, but of course still familiar, as this was the woman I'd known during all my years growing up in this house. The pride on her face was unmistakably maternal, reflecting the joy any mother would feel as she celebrated her son's significant achievement that day.

      "You looked so beautiful that day, Mom," I remarked as I examined the picture, focusing on her and the emerald green dress she wore. It was quite conservative, but still much more flattering to her figure than what she typically wore at that time. "You should have worn that dress more often; the color complements your green eyes perfectly."

      
        
      

      "I only wore it on special occasions," she replied coyly. Once again, I could tell Mom was reliving that day in her mind, experiencing the pride she felt for me as my mother. I should have left it at that and moved on to another topic, but I felt compelled to do otherwise. I had made so many confessions to her lately, revealing all of my dark secrets, and remaining silent now just didn't feel right.

      "I... I felt so attracted to you that day," I began. Mom gave me a curious look; even after everything she knew about me, I think she still didn't expect me to shift the tone of this conversation so dramatically.

      "I know I should have been focused on myself; after all, it was the biggest day of my life. Yet, all I could think about was you. You turned me on so much in that outfit, and I'd steal peeks at you every chance I got. I couldn't keep my thoughts straight, and all day I kept undressing you with you with my eyes. Even when night came and we had that party back here with all our guests to celebrate, my mind kept drifting to scenarios of us seducing one another. My favorite had you mischievously flirting with me all night before finding away to take me aside from the group and admitting that you had known all along that I'd been watching you and were as turned on as I was. And so while everyone else was enjoying themselves at the party, I'd picture us secretly finding an empty room together, tearing each other's clothes off before passionately making love."

      Making this latest confession had clearly left me shaken, and Mom did her best to calm me by giving my hand a gentle squeeze. My desires for her had been so strong back then that they often felt obsessive, and that been just as troubling to me as knowing how inappropriate they were. Being able to talk about them with her now had done a great deal to put my mind at ease after all these years.

      'It's okay dear," she said reassuringly. "I only wish I had known what you were going through back then and how hard things were for you. We were both going through a lot. I can understand why you'd wish we could have faced it all together... well...the way we are now. If I had known...who knows...maybe things could have been different between us."

      I doubt Mom would have been at all understanding back then if she had known the truth about me, much less have condoned an incestuous affair as she was subtly suggesting now, but it still brought me great comfort to hear her words. She was my mother; that would never change, despite my previous belief that I had to sever that relationship before we could become romantically involved. In moments like this, however, more than anything, she felt like my partner. We had pledged to support one another through thick and thin, and that included accepting each other's pasts without reproach or judgment. I felt closer to Mom than I had ever felt before, as if our love for one another--both familial and romantic--had become truly impenetrable.

      We continued to rummage through the house, reminiscing about the past and sharing old stories. It felt surreal to be back in this house after not stepping foot in it for over a year, but it was also strange in a positive way. It was incredibly cathartic to finally express the feelings I had fought so hard to repress for years, and being to do things like holding hands as lovers, or giving Mom a gentle hug from behind or a quick peck on the lips while being back in this house felt especially special.

      Eventually, I took Mom's hand and began leading her up the stairs. I could sense her nervousness returning; even though we were still far from her bedroom, her grip on my hand had tightened significantly, revealing her anxiety. I understood how terrible Mom was feeling; the way she spoke about catching Dad in their marital bed with his mistress made this visit feel like stepping into the scene of a grisly crime. She had specifically come here to collect some of her old clothes, so I knew she hadn't planned on avoiding this room. However, now that the moment had arrived, the butterflies had returned to her in full force.

      "It's okay, Mom, it's going to be okay," I said, trying to replicate the reassuring tone she had used with me earlier. And it would be okay, because I would always be there to support her. After all, she was my lover, my partner for life. Mom gave me a slight, awkward, smile, indicating that my efforts had been at least partially successful, and we continued down the hallway until I opened the closed door and led her into the room. Of course, there was no evidence of what had happened; the bed was made, and the rest of the room was immaculately clean. Dad didn't do much cleaning himself, and with a house this size, Mom often struggled to maintain the high standards she demanded. Consequently, a maid service came in once a week to help. No doubt they had been coming much more frequently since she had left, because everything, including this room, looked as perfect as Mom could have ever wanted.

      We stood a few feet away from the foot of the bed, side by side, still holding hands as we gazed at the scene of the crime. My eyes shifted to my mother's face, which was now etched with a look of sheer terror. I thought I could anticipate how upset she would be upon seeing this, but the look on her face now told me she was even more traumatized than I had expected.

      "Mom, it's okay," I said as soothingly as I could, pulling her close and holding her in my arms. "It's over now; you've moved past all of this."

      As much as I knew this to be true, I shouldn't have been surprised that moments like this could arise. Mom was not only a woman of deep passions but also one who was moved greatly by symbolism. This bed had been her sanctuary, a place where she felt comfortable and safe for over twenty years. It was also a token of her marriage, which, despite all its imperfections, had at least held true when it came to the vow of fidelity. Now it served as a stark reminder of Dad's betrayal, and likely many other unsavory aspects of their relationship.

      She was softly crying in my arms now, her body growing so limp that I needed to support her. As if acting upon instinct, I quickly sat down on the bed before realizing that this was probably the last place she would want to make physical contact with at that moment, and so I immediately pulled her down onto my lap instead. This seemed to be an acceptable compromise for her, as Mom did not attempt to move away; rather, she wrapped her arms tightly around my neck and continued to sob.

      "Matt, I never thought it would all end like this," she wheezed. "I tried to be a good wife to your father; I really did. Despite all our problems..."

      Her voice trailed off, too pained to continue speaking, so I took over the conversation.

      "Mom, you were a wonderful wife, better than Dad ever deserved. Even if you never loved him, it's only because he never did anything to earn that love. You are the most loving woman a man could ever ask for; I know that better than anyone. I have all the love to give you that could ever want; all you have to do is open your heart and accept it."

      "You know I have, dear; you know my heart is yours... completely," Mom replied. She moved her head away now that we were only inches apart, looking directly into each other's eyes. It may have seemed like the strangest time and place for what happened next, but it also felt so right. Mom lowered her head to mine, and we shared a long, meaningful kiss.

      I hadn't expected anything romantic to happen, but sometimes it's best to just go with the momentum of the moment. That kiss led to another, and then another, each one longer and more sensual than the last. I was acting on pure instinct at this point, and so without any thought my hand reached up and began unfastening the buttons at the top of Mom's dress. The outfit she wore revealed a significant amount of cleavage, making it impossible for her to wear a bra. Now, with the buttons undone, her unrestrained heavy breasts spilled out.

      "God, you have incredible tits," I moaned in appreciation as I took one into my mouth and began to lovingly suck on it.

      "Matt... I... I'm not so sure about this," Mom said hesitantly.

      I had clearly sensed her arousal while we kissed, but aside from the initial moments of our relationship, this was the first time I had ever seen Mom rebuff my advances. She had evolved so much since we became lovers, overcoming the sexual hang-ups imposed upon her by her parents and further intensified by Dad. I never imagined that a woman with such a loving heart as Mom could go her entire life without loving herself, but the more I learned about her, the more I realized that this was indeed the case. I had helped her confront those issues, and one of the things she had come to accept and enjoy about herself since then was that her love for life in general also included a more than healthy need and love for sex.

      
        Therefore, I immediately knew that she wasn't being coy or playful now; this was genuine distress. As I have mentioned before, I am not the best at expressing myself verbally, so most of the time I try to focus on my feelings and speak from the heart, hoping that Mom might be moved by the emotions behind my words, if not by the words themselves.

      "I understand how difficult it was for you to come here today, and how much harder it was to return to this room. I know that for the past few months, even the mere thought of this place and this bed has only brought you pain, but I want to change all that if you're open to it. Maybe we can create some new memories in this bed... together."

      I looked back at Mom to see more tears in her eyes, but I knew her well enough to recognize these as being happy tears. And with that, I kissed her again, and again. I could feel her nerves slowly dissipating, and so I began caressing her exposed breasts too, softly kneading her hot flesh and pinching her hardened nipples between my fingers. Her moaning was becoming loud now, and the excitement of our kisses intensified as Mom's tongue was now eagerly trying to gain access to mine. I could feel it: the woman I had come to know over the past few months was returning--the one who had learned to shed any sexual shame or inhibitions in a way that even took me by surprise at times.

      I had an idea now, one that I'd come up with some time ago but had never mustered the courage to try. It started by getting Mom to stand up with me from the bed and walk over to the full length mirror that I'd seen her use so many times as a child when she was getting ready to go out somewhere. I had her facing it, with me standing behind her, as I removed the rest of her clothing. One of my favorite activities had been to undress her, and Mom always found it to be an erotic experience as well, so as she watched her outfit come off in the mirror I could feel the excitement in her building as much as it was in me. Being able to do this with Mom while being back in this house...in this room, was even more arousing for me. however, knowing how much it paralleled the fantasies I'd had about her over the years.

      She had the sexiest pair of green lace panties underneath, once again a perfect complement to her sparkling green eyes, and I went down to my knees, kissing around and over them for a bit, making her squirm in excitement. Her scent of arousal was so heavy, as was the dampness of her panties, and in a moment of inspiration I took one of the narrow pieces of cloth adorning her hips into my teeth and slowly pulled them down until they fell to the floor.

      Mom giggled at my actions, but she was clearly excited by them as well. However, here is where my plan truly came into play: I knew it was risky, but I felt we had grown enough as a couple to take the chance. I stood up once more behind Mom, gently caressing her slender, feminine shoulders and lightly kissing the nape of her neck. She softly moaned in response, savoring the moment, her eyes half-closed as she continued to watch me touching her in the mirror.

      
        "You have such a gorgeous body, Mom. I love all the sexy outfits you wear, and it excites me to know that you enjoy wearing them for me as much as you do for yourself. However, to be completely honest, none of those clothes can compare to how beautiful you look when you're naked. No matter what put on, you could never look more lovely than you do when you're like this."

      "You too, baby," she cooed seductively. "I love seeing you naked; the strong, sexy man you've grown up to be. It turns me on so much. And when we're naked together...nothing feels so beautiful to me, so perfect."

      I could hear that now familiar sound in Mom's voice, that of unmistakable arousal. It was something I never got tired of or took for granted, the sound of that beautiful, melodic voice that I'd known all my life now laced with desire and sexual excitement, but there was so much more than that to it. Mom sounded so happy, even joyful. When she said things like she'd never been this happy in her life before, I knew she meant it.

      "Except..." I began cautiously, "except you've never been completely naked with me--at least, not yet."t

      Mom paused in silence at my words, and I could tell she was a bit confused. Then, I reached down and took her left hand, holding it up to the mirror for her to see. She now understood what I was referring to: the diamond wedding ring that adorned her finger. Dad may have been a "cheap bastard," as Mom liked to call him, but he certainly hadn't skimped on her wedding ring. It was a stunning piece of jewelry, featuring large diamonds that sparkled brilliantly, even in the faintest light.

      Mom had always worn that ring; for as long as I can remember, it had been a fixture on her finger, as if the two were glued together. Even after she left Dad, and even after we became lovers, she had given no thought to removing it. I must admit, there was a strange thrill for me in seeing it on her while we had sex. As much as I value fidelity, I also find myself oddly aroused by the idea of cheating wives, and seeing that ring on her hand served as a constant erotic reminder that I was sharing my bed with a married woman. I often found myself staring at it when she did things like slide her delicate, feminine hand up and down my rigid cock, which was incredibly exciting for me. Now I felt like I had moved past all of that; Mom being free, particularly from Dad, was more important to me. And as someone who appreciates symbolism as much as she does, I now wanted that damn ring off her finger.

      I could see Mom's reflection in the mirror, looking back at me uneasily as my thumb and forefinger closed around the large diamond. I paused and waited. After a few moments, she gave a small nod. There was nothing happy or joyous about it; the expression on her face conveyed more of a look of acceptance than anything else. Despite everything that had happened, including Mom's contemptuous manner of dealing with Dad on the phone, even now a part of her still struggled to concede that her marriage was truly over. That ring had served as a security blanket of sorts for Mom all these years, and now I was asking her to be truly naked before me--emotionally, spiritually, and physically. With that, I slowly and carefully slid the ring off her finger. I noticed the look in Mom's eyes as her gaze lingered on her now bare hand; it was momentarily overtaken by shock, but then she seemed to relax again. I walked over to the nightstand next to her bed and placed the ring on top before returning my attention to her.

      "Lie down on the bed for me, Mother. I'm going to make love to you now." I aimed to speak gently and soothingly while also maintaining a commanding presence. She was still somewhat dazed from what I had just done, and I felt she needed me to guide her on what to do next. I wasn't sure she fully understood my plan, which involved intentionally leaving the ring on top of the nightstand instead of hiding it away in one of the drawers. I did so because I knew the symbolism of the moment would not be lost on her. This wasn't about Mom hiding from her past, but confronting the fact that she was now moving forward from it. That's why I wanted her to see it while we were having sex; in fact, I was counting on it. Everything worked as I'd hoped for too, as she later told me that focusing her eyes on the ring as we had sex in her marital bed was not only incredibly liberating for her as a woman but also one of the greatest sexual experiences she'd ever had.

      Mom lay on her back and watched while I got undressed as was her custom now. The temporary fog that had taken over her mind seem to be lifted, with an aroused look on her face as she casually pinched one of her enlarged nipples to heighten the pleasure she was feeling. She'd hadn't been exaggerating when she said she loved seeing me naked, and especially loved watching it happen gradually as I undressed. All I can say is, I feel very good about myself, especially my fit physique, and that knowing I could bring Mom even a fraction of the excitement that I got from seeing her this way made me full of pride and joy, although Mom would say things like she became the most aroused by looking into my eyes when I was naked, which I always thought was endearing as it was exciting.

      "You look so sexy Mom, lying in your bed naked, pleasuring yourself," I said. "It makes me think back to all those times I'd walk by your bedroom, knowing you were in there alone with the door locked, wondering if you were in there masturbating with your vibrator. I used to put my ear to the door, hoping that I might catch the faintest sound of you moaning, or even maybe it buzzing between your legs. Sometimes, I'd swear I could hear something, and that thought alone would be enough to make me hard as a rock."

      "You likely did," she giggled back, sounding slightly bashful. "I did spend a lot of time doing just that... probably more than I should have."

      "You have nothing to be ashamed about Mom, if anything Dad should have been...for having such a beautiful, horny wife and not being able to satisfy her. My cock would get so hard and I'd fantasize about the door somehow opening and us seeing each other masturbating. You'd be so into what you were doing with that fake cock sliding in and out of your wet pussy that seeing the real thing would send you over the edge, so much that you wouldn't even care that I was your son, and you'd call me over to the bed, your voice overflowing with lust, telling me you you needed to have a hard cock inside you."

      "Oh, god that's so hot, Mathew, I love it," Mom smiled playfully. I could see how excited she was by my fantasy as she rubbed and pinched her nipples more fervently now.

      "Would you have done it, Matt?" she asked teasingly, almost toying with me. "Would you have really fucked your horny mom in her bed if she asked you to? Were you really that naughty a boy?"

      "I would have loved to," I replied in a husky voice. "Just like I'm going to love doing it now."

      The emotions flowing between us during moments like this are difficult to even put into words, such an extreme state of excitement, but so much more. I could talk about the relationship we'd cultivated over the past months, how we'd grown closer than ever before, but it went beyond that. It is the intimate love we shared over a lifetime, the unbreakable bond of mother and son, that unconditional love that we could only feel with each other and no one else, now reaching new heights as they combined with our mutual passion and lust. I have had friends whose mothers I found attractive in various ways, yet I knew that none of them had experienced the intimate connection with them that I was feeling with my mother now. In moments like this, I genuinely felt sorry for them.

      I was now naked, my cock at full mast aiming straight ahead of me as I approached Mom on the bed. I could see how horny she was, giving me the most inviting, seductive smile, her eyes going back and forth between my own lust-filled eyes and my fully erect cock now aiming towards her, and extended her hand to draw me in. I took it and climbed into bed with her, where she pulled me tightly against her chest, her heart already pounding wildly.

      "Oh God, yes, baby, yes," she cried out in ecstasy. I could sense her on the verge of tears, but of course, these were more tears of joy. I loved seeing Mom like this; I never grew tired of her emotional disposition. I had promised her that we would exorcise any demons this bed had created for her, and I knew she was completely on board with that idea now. Making love in it with the only man she'd ever truly cared about would accomplish that and more, and that's why she was crying.

      We were kissing passionately now, bodies molded into one while our hands explored one another with unbridled enthusiasm. Mom had always been an amazing kisser, and this time was no different, with her tongue moving quick and fast, darting in and around mine, and I did my best to keep up with her. To say she was turned on would be an understatement; seeing this level of arousal so quickly from her was rare, even for her, which only added to my excitement. I was ready to fuck her now, we were both more than ready, and as much as I was dying to repeatedly plunge my cock into her missionary style, I knew this occasion called for something else. I felt like today should be entirely focused on empowering her, with me being there to offer whatever emotional support I could. I'd talked about the importance of her feeling free, and now I was committed to backing those words with action.

      And with that in mind, I moved onto my back and prompted her to get up into a siting position for her to ride me. Mom gave me a devilish smile in reply once she realized what I was up to, and immediately got into position. Cowgirl wasn't only her favorite position because it put her in control, but I knew she loved that aspect of it as well, and today, more than anything, I wanted her to revel in that feeling. It also aligned perfectly with my plan, as I knew that from this angle, Mom would have an unobstructed view of her abandoned wedding ring while she fucked me.

      "Oh, God, fuckkkk...." Mom moaned out loud. She'd impaled herself completely on me, slowly sliding up and down on my cock. Any doubts I may have had about her not being ready were immediately silenced, as I felt how slick her channel already was, her juices streaming down my shaft and onto me and the bed. She began riding me, slow and steady, enjoying every inch of friction being created by her vaginal lips hungrily sealed around my throbbing cock. The room was filled with the beautiful music of our lovemaking, from the squeaking bed-springs below me to the wonderful sound of Mom's moaning and cries of pleasure.

      "Does it feel good, Mom, do you get off on us like fucking like this?" I asked, playfully encouraging her to intensify the moment between us.

      "You know I do, baby," she replied, her voice filled with ecstasy. "Your cock feels so incredible inside me. So big and hard, so fucking good."

      Her pace steadily became quicker now, and I loved looking at her impassioned face, and especially her lust filled eyes. Once in a while Mom looked back down at me, and it always felt special to have that connection with her, but most of the time her gaze was the nightstand, intently watching the importance of her old ring, and with it her old life, fade away, as her body rhythmically slid up and down my cock. At one point, she just looked up at the ceiling and let out a loud scream, but if she had cum she wasn't done yet, because the next thing I knew she was bouncing up and down on me out of control, shouting and cursing as if she were possessed. The sensation was so amazing, the feeling of my cock being engulfed by that warm, wet channel as Mom purposely fucked me with her all womanly passion, her gorgeous ass banging roughly into me every time she bottomed out.

      "Ohhh, god... oh fuck!" she exclaimed in a snarl that sounded almost angry. She was definitely climaxing now, as I could feel the juicy walls of her pussy spasming around my cock as she screamed. I rarely came in this position, but after everything I'd seen and heard... it was enough to send me over the edge too, and I was more than happy to let loose, shooting jet after jet of my hot cum inside her. Mom slumped back against my chest, her head lowered as she breathed heavily, taking a moment to recover. I reclined as well, doing my best to catch my breath. Neither of us spoke for a while; at least a minute passed before Mom finally looked up at me.

      "Well, that was pretty amazing!" she exclaimed with a buoyant, spur of the moment, type laugh. Her joy was infectious, and I couldn't help but laugh along with her. I appreciated her lightheartedness in the midst of the situation. The day had had such a dour feel to it, and understandably so, given the circumstances. That all appeared to be behind us now. We lay in bed together for a while, all the bad memories from the past now seemingly forgotten as we shared chuckles and jokes and embraced one another. It was the happiest I'd seen Mom all day, and her laughter and smile reminded me just how much I love being in her presence. After about half an hour, we got out of bed.

      "We... uh... really need to get cleaned up," she remarked. She was right, of course; both of us reeked of the smell of sex.

      "I think I'm going to use my bath one more time, just for old times' sake," she said with a triumphant smile. As I mentioned, our house was quite luxurious, featuring numerous baths and showers; however, Mom's bath held special significance for her. She often took baths before going to bed, or at any other time of the day that suited her, and because she prized the one bathtub in particular, we had dubbed it hers, with neither Dad nor I permitted to use it.

      "That sounds great, Mom," I replied. "I'll just take a quick shower, start packing our stuff together, and then meet you later when you're finished."

      "I mean... sure, if you want to," she chuckled in disbelief, "but you know, the bath is big enough for two."

      "I... um... of course," I stammered in response. I know I sounded foolish, but when you grow up with one area of the house being declared off-limits for your entire life, the default assumption is that those rules will never change.

      "I just know you like your privacy in there and everything," I continued, still feeling a bit uneasy.

      "Well, I would have invited you sooner, but we weren't sleeping together then," she quipped back. "Besides, it'd be nice to have some company for a change, considering all the times I had to take care of myself alone in there."

      
        I shot Mom a confused look, not sure what she was getting at by that last remark, until she quickly added, "You didn't think I kept the only bathtub in the house with whirlpool jets to myself without a special reason, did you?" She explained with a saucy wink and a laugh, "Your Mama ain't no fool."

      I was still a little stunned by this latest revelation, yet incredibly aroused by the real reason she had spent so much time in that tub. The thought of her lying back naked in there, her firm legs spread completely wide, strategically positioning herself to aim her pussy at the pulsating jets, and the image Mom's pretty face shuddering in ecstasy as she gave herself a massive orgasm now flooded my mind.

      "Come on, you little stinker," she added with a laugh, playfully spanking me on the bum.

      I followed Mom out of the bedroom and down the hallway. I never got tired of us being together in the nude, and although it still felt surreal to be doing this with her in this house, it was also strangely calming and liberating too. Mom took my hand and led me, giving me the warmest of smiles, and I merely followed along in awe as I admired her lovely womanly curves on display from behind, catching glimpses of her heavy breasts swaying just out of my sight as we padded along the wooden floor together. Just as Mom had remarked before, I found it oddly beautiful for us to be together like this, walking happily hand in hand, without any feelings of inhibition or guilt. It was the type of relationship I'd dreamt about us having so often back when I still lived here, and now all that was real.

      "Ah, sparkling clean," Mom said with an approving grin as we entered the bathroom, which had also been exclusively hers for as long as I could remember. Dad wasn't much of a bath person, so I doubt he used it even after Mom left. To be honest, neither was I, but if Mom had invited me to join her back when I was still living here, I would have been in there every night with her. I didn't need to guess that she'd never done anything like this with Dad; they simply didn't have that kind of relationship, and so seeing Mom being practically giddy about me joining her now was incredibly heartwarming. The bathtub itself was even more opulent than I remembered, made of a material that probably cost Dad a fortune, featuring a contoured inner wall and headrest within its outer rectangular shape. Inspired by its grandeur, I spoke up:

      "You know, I think we could use some refreshments right about now. How about you get things ready here while I go get them?"

      "I'd love that," Mom smiled back.

      I went downstairs, putting on one of the terry cloth robes that Mom kept hanging in her bathroom first, and got us the drinks, bringing back a bottle of Dom Pérignon in a bucket of ice along with two glasses. Her eyes widened in alarm when she first saw me, as she immediately recognized the bottle I'd brought. This was not just any bottle of champagne taken from Dad's wine cellar, nor was it merely any bottle of Dom Pérignon; it was one that had been aging there for years, almost twenty-five to be exact. It was a keepsake from their wedding reception, intended to be opened during their 25th wedding anniversary party. Of course, I'd chosen it deliberately, but after what we'd just done in their bed, it didn't seem like I was taking a huge risk here.

      "I wanted to celebrate," I replied, addressing the question that lingered on Mom's face. "You know... freedom... a new chance at love for both of us... and this seemed like the best way to do it."

      "You're right," she replied after a slight pause, breaking into a faint smile. The initial shock of my actions had seemingly worn off, and the woman who'd invited me to share a bath with her had returned.

      "But first..." she impishly added, "I want an appetizer before my drink, and you, mister, deserve a reward for how wonderful you've been today."

      "What, I don't get it?" I asked.

      Mom slid over to the side of the tub nearest me and moved on to her knees, leaning forwards towards me, with the steam from the hot water forming droplets on her big tits as they swayed freely over the bathtub's edge.

      "Why don't you slip off that robe and find out?" she said with the naughtiness of smiles. I did as she asked, facing her as the robe fell to the ground, and then she added with an even more mischievous grin:

      "That's it sweetie, bring that big juicy cock to Mama."

      I walked towards her, feeling my penis getting harder with every step as I finally realized what she had in mind. I stopped as I reached the edge, with one of Mom's hands wrapping around the back of me so she could fondle my ass as the other took hold of my cock.

      "Oh my god yes, yes..." she mumbled, her hand stroking my erection as her lips and tongue trailed up and down my shaft. "So hot... so fucking hot."

      Whatever she was feeling paled in comparison to what I was going through, however, as I watched Mom's sweet lips kissing up and down my shaft, only to be followed by the sight of her tongue swirling around the crown of my cock and lips sucking on the head. And as amazing as that looked, it all felt a million times better.

      
        
      

      "You turn me on so much, Mom; you're the hottest woman I've ever known," I moaned in response.

      "Am I such a terrible person that I get so hot hearing you call me 'Mom' when I've got your cock in my mouth?" she laughed playfully. As I said before, the excitement we derived from the incestuous aspect of our relationship was something we talked about a lot, but I did love how Mom wasn't embarrassed by it either. I knew her joke was meant as a rhetorical question, but when an answer popped into my head, I couldn't resist sharing it.

      "If I meet any other moms, I'll be sure to ask them," I laughed back. "Chances are they haven't been sucking off their sons to begin with though."

      "They all want to, at least if they're being honest with you, or at least, with themselves," Mom laughed. Now I definitely knew she wasn't being serious, as there was no way she actually believed that, but I could tell that it turned her on to talk this way. This was the equivalent of her telling a dirty joke and seeing Mom getting excited never ceased to turn me on too.

      It also made my mind wander aimlessly a bit, thinking about my friends, some of which had very attractive moms. A few of these women were downright hot, and Mom's words had given me the sudden fantasy of them admitting to me how badly they wanted to suck their sons' cocks. For a moment the image of them on their knees doing so flashed before me, with their strapping young lovers ejaculating incestuous cum into their waiting mouths, watching in awe as their sex-crazed moms excitedly lapped up their sticky loads. But then that image vanished as the sexiest mom of them all, my mother, began sucking my cock down all the way down her throat, throwing all caution to the wind as her luscious lips slid back and forth over my veiny shaft, thirsting for cock like a man alone in the desert desperate for water.

      I've already talked at length at how much Mom had changed in the four months or so since she moved in with me, and her attitudes toward blowjobs was no exception. Not that she was ever opposed to doing it, but once again, Dad had made her feel so self-conscious and inadequate that she would always freeze up when trying to please him, eventually giving up on trying altogether. It was events like this that led him to calling her a "cold fish," which only made her feel worse about herself.

      All of that changed when Mom and I became lovers. I was patient and encouraging with her, always offering my love and support. While I did express certain preferences, I knew that everything that she had become since then--especially her enthusiastic nature--was always within her. She simply needed a partner she could trust, someone who would build her confidence rather than undermine it. Once that woman was liberated... well, you end up with someone who loves sucking your cock so much you'd swear she'd been like this her whole life.

      
        
      

      "Oh...oh...ahh," I grunted out loud. It was happening, the feel of those internal muscles contracting forcibly and that wave of blinding pleasure taking over my brain. I looked down feebly, watching Mom's lips clamped tightly around my cock as stream after stream of my cum rushed into her mouth, with her trying her best to swallow it. She wasn't very good at doing this part yet, but she knew how much it turned me on, so watching her even try was as always dear to me as it was erotic. After a couple of bursts, she was unable to continue and moved her mouth away, causing the remaining jets to coat her adoring face with cum, with most of it collecting on and around her lips.

      "You had a good one, didn't you, baby?" she purred sexily. "I can tell."

      Seeing my loving mother on her knees like that, with a wide grin on her face and covered in my cum is one of those sights that feels too surreal to even imagine until you see it with your own eyes.

      "It was incredible, Mom. They always are when I'm with you."

      Hopefully, that didn't come across as sounding contrived; Mom certainly knew I meant every word, which of course I did. Every orgasm I'd had ever with her was more intense than what I'd experienced with anyone else, and I swear the capacity of my balls had somehow increased since we'd become lovers because the volume of my semen was often more than usual too. This was one of those times, as I watched Mom use her fingers to casually clean it off her face, licking them clean, and then do the same with the long streak of cum that had coated the crevice between her breasts.

      "It's actually pretty tasty once you get used to it," she said, licking the last few drops of cum off her fingers. "Although getting you on more fruits and vegetables has made a big difference, dear."

      "Maybe I'll write a book about it," she impishly added. "How To Make Your Son's Cum Taste Better."

      "You're something else," I laughed back, lowering my head to give her a tender kiss on the lips.

      "Come on, baby," she said enticingly. "The water is nice and hot, and I can't wait to have you in here with me."

      I poured each of us a glass of champagne, which had been resting in an ice bucket until now and was perfectly chilled, and then joined Mom in the tub. I reclined against the headrest, with Mom sitting in front of me, her back against my chest and my arms wrapped around her shoulders. She had joked about wanting to get off again in this tub, for "old times sake," as she'd put it, and I told her how much I'd love to watch and asked her to show me, which to my delight she did. I loved having her lie back on top of me, explaining as she showed me how years ago she'd learned to her position herself just right for the whirlpool jets to perfectly send their rhythmic pulses at her clit. This time, however, she had the added stimulation of me using my hands to fondle her heaving breasts as the two us shared sweet kisses. I loved it almost as much as she did, especially being able to share the intimate act of watching her arousal slowly build, listening to the sound of her sensual moans, until she finally exploded, her body shuddering as I held her in my loving embrace. Afterward, we casually talked and sipped our drinks for a while, savoring one of those special, affectionate moments that reminded me just how much I loved this woman.

      "I'm not much of a bathtub guy, but this one is really growing on me," I remarked at one point. "Maybe we should get one like this for our new place."

      "Not on your salary," Mom quipped back.

      "Oh, you're definitely going to pay for it," I replied, prompting laughter from both of us.

      We'd been discussing the new condo we planned to buy. Mom was expecting a substantial sum from her divorce, and we were searching for a nice place to establish our roots together. She was also set to receive a hefty alimony payment; surprisingly, Dad was being amicable about the divorce. However, I had convinced Mom that she should still make best use of her lawyer, understanding that alimony would be in addition to their asset allocation, and wanting to ensure she received a fair settlement. Of course, alimony payments typically end when a spouse cohabitates with someone else, but Dad had no idea that I was moving in with Mom as her lover, so I expected everything to be fine in that regard.

      As for Mom's wisecrack about my salary, things were going exceptionally well for me at work--better than ever, in fact--and I attributed all of that success to her. I'd never been happier in my life, and she had a profound impact on me in many other ways as well. Mom was more than just my lover; she was my best friend, my confidant, and my soulmate. I was expecting a promotion at work very soon, and I felt that she had played a crucial role in that development through all the love, support, and encouragement she'd given me. As we slowly emptied the bottle of champagne and shared tender kisses, we talked about these things, and at one point, I became quite emotional.

      "You know, Mom, I may not know what it's like to be married, but I have to believe that it's a lot like this," I said. I'm not usually the type to get teary-eyed, but I felt as though I was on the verge of tears now.

      
        "That's... that's really sweet, dear," she replied, her voice thick with emotion. She was now softly crying, and while I recognized those as happy tears, I soon realized that something less joyful was occurring as well.

      "Are you alright, Mom?" I asked with concern. "What's wrong?"

      "It's just... I know how much you want to be married, and you deserve every bit of it. That includes a grand wedding filled with guests and a beautiful bride in a white gown walking down the aisle to meet you. It means having kids, lots of them, if that's what you want, with her. Things that I can't give you. Sometimes, I just feel like I'm being so selfish..."

      "Please don't say that, Mom," I interrupted. "Don't even think that way. None of those things matter to me more than you do. If they are important to you, I'm more than willing to meet you halfway. We can have our own ceremony, just the two of us. You'd look stunning in one of those dresses..."

      "Don't be silly," she said, interrupting me.

      "I'm serious; whatever you want, I'm on board too. You know I don't really want to have kids, but if you do, we can still give it a try. All you have to do is stop taking your pills."

      "Matt, please be serious!"

      I still remember how happy I felt the day after we first made love, and Mom went out to get a "morning after" pill, just in case. Yes, she was still capable of getting pregnant, so we had taken a slight risk the night before by not using any protection. I say I was "happy" because, to my surprise, when she returned, she flashed me a playful smile and tossed over a new package of birth control pills that she'd also bought while she was gone. It was her way of letting me know, in no uncertain terms, that she was committed to this relationship for the long haul--something I was still a bit uncertain about at that point. My heart leaped for joy when I saw them.

      "I am being serious," I asserted. And I do feel as though we're married. Do you... do you feel the same way, Mom?"

      "I'm not sure I qualify as an expert on that subject," she mused, although her voiced was laced with more sadness than humor. "What I had with Gary never really felt like a marriage, at least not in the way a marriage is supposed to be."

      
        "Oh, you were married, all right; it was just an unhappy marriage. All of the bad parts but none of the good. With the way you and Dad fought sometimes, it's a wonder neither of you killed each other."

      "We did, in a way... at least the parts that mattered," she replied, her voice tinged with despondency. "Call it death by a thousand cuts."

      "I'm sorry, Mom, I shouldn't have said that. The last thing I want to do today is bring up bad memories."

      "It's okay, Matt, I'm fine," she replied, forcing a faint smile. "Besides, you're wrong to say it was all bad. Without marrying your dad, I never would have had you. You're the best thing that's ever happened to me, and after the last few months... when I first moved in and all this started happening... it took time before I could understand it, much less accept it all, but now all I can do is think about our new life together. I've never been happier."

      I had been holding Mom's left hand in mine, but now I raised it in front of her line of sight. It felt strange to see her hand without the enormous diamond ring that had been a fixture there for my entire life. I could tell that Mom was also in a bit of a trance too as she took note of its absence.

      "If... if it's alright with you, I would love to buy you a ring, Mom. I don't care if it's legal or not; it would mean a lot to see you wearing one for me."

      "I..." she began, her voice faltering, "we'll talk about it more later."

      Part of me felt undeniably crestfallen, but as always, I tried my best to understand what Mom was feeling. She was going through a painful divorce--regardless of how unhappy her marriage had been, any divorce would be devastating for her. Now, in effect, I had asked her to marry me. The symbolism of wearing a ring would hold just as much significance for her, regardless of whether we had a legal license to validate it. This would be a big step in our relationship, something I knew Mom would treat as seriously as an actual marriage, but I had been wanting to do this for some time and could no longer wait to ask her. I could tell that she was taken aback by my idea, even more than I had anticipated, but she soon appeared relaxed once again.

      "I'm sorry for hesitating just now, Matt. I'd love... I'd love to wear a ring for you," she said, her voice now sounding sweet and cheerful. "We can start looking for one tomorrow--one for each of us."

      
        "Mom looked back at me with a radiant smile that could rival the beauty of a sunrise. The next thing I knew, we were sharing a long, sweet, and passionate kiss of love.

      "Come on, sweetie, let's get out of here," she said with a carefree laugh. "The water's getting cold, and if we stay any longer we'll both look like a couple of prunes."

      We exited the bath, and once again, I had a perfect view of Mom's statuesque figure, feeling a deep sense of appreciation for how she looked better at this age than most women ever do. Even at forty-six, she had a firm, flat tummy, a result of her staunch commitment to a healthy diet and regular exercise. Not only did that tight, tapered waistline look exceptionally sexy on her, but it also made her big boobs and and curvy ass stand out that much more. For a moment, however, my thoughts drifted back to our previous conversation, and I envisioned a different image of Mom in my mind. This one had her hand resting lovingly over a new curve of her body--her swollen belly, now six... seven... eight months pregnant with child, our child. I still wasn't sure I wanted to be a father, but I couldn't deny how radiantly beautiful she looked in that moment. If she truly wanted to... I hadn't been joking when I said I would meet her halfway.

      "Matt, are you okay?" Mom chuckled, pulling me back to reality. I'd been so captivated by the image of my pregnant mom--no, my pregnant wife--that I had actually zoned out for a moment. Mom brought us a couple of big towels, actual big towels, and we dried ourselves off before finishing by drying each other.

      "I'm fine," I replied, pulling her closer to me and sharing a tender kiss.

      "Come on, Tiger, we need to get going," she said, pulling away with a chuckle as our kiss began to linger.

      Our clothes were still back in Mom's bedroom so we made our way back, once again walking nude though the house together, gaily holding hands as lovers, or mother and son -- it really didn't matter to me what to call it at this point -- and once again I felt overwhelmed with that sense of freedom of being able to do such a thing with her in this house. The last thing I expected was to do anything more, but before I knew it, I was feeling amorous again, pulling Mom towards me and giving her a long, deep kiss. This time my passion ignited hers also, and soon we were stopped in the hallway leading back to her bedroom, arms clasped tightly around one another, and furiously making out.

      "Oh god, Matt, oh god," Mom bellowed. I could feel how turned on she was, and I knew her well enough by now that even after cumming several times today I could still coax a little more. And with that, I swept Mom into my arms and carried her the rest of the way back to the bedroom. My actions caught her by surprise, but as usual it didn't take long before she was completely on board with whatever I had in mind. Mom wasn't wrong when she said we needed to leave, and with the way the excitement between us already seemed at near pitch this had all the makings of a quickie, which I was perfectly fine with. The bed was badly soiled, and I knew Mom wouldn't want to use it again, but the edge of it seemed perfectly fine, so I got her to get on it on her knees and then used my hand to hold her steady as she raised herself up. We'd tried this position before, sort of upright doggie style with me standing on the ground and her kneeling on the bed, and both of us really enjoyed it. I slipped my cock into her from behind, once again feeling the welcome of her soaking wet channel, and then thrusting all the way home.

      "Oh... oh fuck!" she howled in response. "Fuck... fuck... fuck me, Matt, fuck me!"

      I could sense that Mom was already halfway past delirium. Although I couldn't see her face, her voice sounded as if she'd been completely consumed by passion and lust. There was a mirror on the opposite side of the room, and in the reflection I could see her hand moving feverishly between her legs, rubbing circles over her clit. It was a testament to what sex with her was like now, watching her turn into this hellcat with an unabashed need to both give and receive carnal pleasure. The woman I'd been with that first night would have been far too timid to wantonly pleasure herself like this during sex or shout at me to fuck her as Mom had just done, and I took a moment to once again revel in the fact that I'd helped her become the lover she that was always meant to be.

      I began banging into her hard and fast, giving myself over to the excitement of the moment. Mom was really starting to lose it too, thrashing her body back at me, pushing back with her ass in an effort to increase the force of each thrust.

      "Matt, oh Matt..." she cried out. At first I thought she was merely calling my name--a lover's cry in the throes of passion--but then something else happened.

      "Matt... my... my sweet husband, you fuck me so good! Fuck me, husband. Fuck your wife!"

      I was stunned, shocked, but above all that, inflamed with passion. I'd been fucking her hard before, but that was nothing compared to what I was able to do now, as I rammed my cock into her relentlessly, tirelessly, as if I were a man on a mission. Mom was completely out of control now, wailing, screaming obscenities, her body shaking and her big tits slapping about so hard that I needed to hold her tight to help her keep balance. She was climaxing, forcibly, her vaginal muscles contracting over and over again around her husband's cock, my cock. It was enough to make me cum too, and I held tight as my balls emptied another load of my semen deep inside her womb.

      We both collapsed onto the bed for a minute to recuperate until Mom finally spoke up again:

      "Okay, now we really, really need to go."

      
        There could be no more delays this time; Dad was due back at the house in about an hour, so we needed to hurry. We took a quick shower together to clean up once more, and as much as I was inclined toward more sex-play there simply wasn't any time for it. Mom made no mention of or effort toward cleaning up the bedroom, which was not only stained with our cum on the sheets but also reeked of sex. I know Mom well enough to say that she would have found a way to at least make it look presentable, with time to spare, if she truly wanted to.

      Leaving the room as it was was intentional; this was her final revenge. Dad was coming home soon, and when he did, she wanted him to discover this mess, realizing that while he was away his wife had brought another man into their home of over twenty years and fucked him in their marital bed. An eye for an eye, so to speak, with the added caveat of Mom leaving her sparkling wedding ring for him to find on the nightstand next to the bed where she'd cheated on him. But that was the end of all that drama for her; I was certain of this. That old life was over, and now we would move on to start a new one together, happily living as husband and wife.

      THE END
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