
    
      CH. 01
    

    
      
    

    
      When the man you want most is the one you gave birth to.
    

    
      
    

    
      I shut the front door behind me and savor the cool air flowing through the house. The weather is lovely, but the June summer heat is hard to bear unless you're sunbathing nude. With sweat dripping down my face, I enter the kitchen and pour myself a cold drink of water.
    

    
      My husband is already there eating a late lunch. His light-brown hair is a wild mess as he looks up at me with his blue eyes. He smiles at me in a silent 'welcome home', and I kiss his cheek to show I'm glad to be home before heading upstairs. The waistband of my sweatpants chafes against my skin, and I can't wait to get out of these clothes and take a nice shower.
    

    
      I reach the landing and head to the bathroom, passing by my daughters' shared bedroom and remembering that they're out of the house all day with friends.
    

    
      I don't bother closing the bathroom door all the way as I remove my sweat-drenched T-shirt and toss it in the hamper while trying not to dwell on how I must have looked in public. With no bra on, I'm sure the men were staring at my perky nipples through the fabric.
    

    
      As I pull my sweatpants down my toned legs, I notice something colorful on the floor. It's a paper party crown with the number 18 emblazoned in gold on the front. It's from my son's eighteenth birthday party the previous week, although what it's doing in here is a mystery.
    

    
      Into the wastebin the paper crown goes, and I kick off my sweatpants and toss them into the hamper along with my cotton panties. Before starting the shower, I take a moment to admire myself in the mirror, a daily ritual of mine to remind myself that I still look good.
    

    
      My body has been toned with daily Pilates and jogging. My slender thighs lead up to a neatly trimmed golden bush on my crotch, framed by hips that are curved from three pregnancies and the ordeal of three vaginal deliveries. They're complemented by a beautifully snatched waist leading up to a pair of C-cups which still look plump for a woman in her late thirties.
    

    
      Finally, there's my heart-shaped face with blue eyes like my husband's, a button nose, and thin lips, all framed by luscious golden hair flowing down past my shoulders. I look ten years younger than I actually am, and there's no shame in indulging in a little vanity.
    

    
      But I'm still covered in dirt and sweat. Time to get clean.
    

    
      As I turn around to enter the shower, I notice that the door is still open. I couldn't be bothered to close it properly, let alone lock it, but that's not the only thing that catches my attention. I march over to the door and yank it wide open.
    

    
      The young man on the other side staggers back in surprise, his boxers around his thighs, and his hand still gripping the shaft of his penis. We just stare at each other silently, neither one of us able to articulate anything to say about what I just caught him doing.
    

    
      "...I...I..." my firstborn child stammers, "...I was just waiting for you finish."
    

    
      "And you were passing the time by masturbating while watching me?" My eyebrow is raised in parental skepticism as I take in the sight of his naked body.
    

    
      "You're the one who didn't lock the door." As if that excuses him being a peeping tom.
    

    
      But then I realize that I'm completely naked in front of him and I opened the door without any thought towards covering myself up. A little gasp escapes my lips and I raise my hands in an attempt to cover up my modesty, but then I think better of it.
    

    
      Of course, most women with an ounce of dignity would already have slammed the door in this teenaged pervert's face, but something restrains me from doing that. That something is keeping my eyes glued to his naked body just as his are glued to mine.
    

    
      A shameful idea pops into my head and escapes my lips before I can stop it.
    

    
      "Get in here."
    

    
      My son flinches in surprise at the command. I can't quite believe that an instruction like that would escape my lips, and he can't either, but eventually he steps over the threshold. I shut the door behind him, and this time I lock it. God forbid my husband walks in on the two of us.
    

    
      I turn on the shower and hold my hand under the water to make sure the temperature is right while my son removes his boxers and stands there waiting for my signal.
    

    
      "Put your underwear in the hamper, please." There's a sharp tone in my voice. I'm sick of the kids leaving their clothes lying on the floor everywhere.
    

    
      My son snaps to attention and does as he's told while I step into the shower cubicle. As I let the cool water flow over me, I see my son hesitate, wary of the line we'll be crossing once he steps into the shower cubicle with me.
    

    
      "Get in here," I order him. "There's nothing to be ashamed of."
    

    
      I'm not so sure about that last part, and neither is he as he joins me.
    

    
      My son started lifting weights regularly when he was fifteen, and three years later the results would make any woman weak in the knees. His arms and chest are toned and muscular, he has the faint outline of a six-pack on his stomach, tapering to a V-shape just above his crotch. His thighs and ass also look strong, and I mentally restrain myself from grabbing his glutes.
    

    
      But I like what I see from the neck upwards, too. He kind of has my heart-shaped face, just like his two younger sisters, but the rest of his facial features come from his father. Our genes compromised on his hair color and mixed my own golden locks with my husband's light brown hair to form a kind of dirty blond color that almost looks dyed.
    

    
      And then there's what he has between his legs.
    

    
      He's still hard from playing with himself earlier. His boner stands at an impressive six inches, and it's thick enough to make any girl squeal. He keeps his pubic hair neatly trimmed -- a habit I very much appreciate -- and below is a sack big enough to rest in the palm of my hand.
    

    
      I'm actually examining my son's genitals in the shower. This is so perverted and wrong, but I have no intention of kicking him out.
    

    
      The sexual tension is already simmering between us. We haven't been naked together since I gave him baths as a baby, and I certainly didn't see him as anything more than my son until he legally became a man. When did he start to see me as a woman?
    

    
      "How long have you been peeping on me?" The question comes out of my mouth, but also out of the blue for both of us.
    

    
      "Just once before," he replies, directing his gaze towards the glazed door of the cubicle, "the day after my birthday party, I saw you getting changed. I watched you put on that bright-red lingerie for dad, but that's all I saw."
    

    
      "Did you rub one out to me later?" I can't resist asking because I really want to know.
    

    
      He doesn't answer me, but the look on his face tells me he did. I avert my own gaze, trying to hide how flattered I am that my own son got off to the sight of my naked body. There's still a small part of me that feels ashamed to allow that sort of thing, but it's faint and weak.
    

    
      We try to wash ourselves, taking turns with the cool water and sharing the scented lotion. I take the initiative by lathering the shampoo all over my son's muscular chest and back, while he manages his shoulders and arms.
    

    
      Then it's his turn to wash me, and I encourage him not to be shy as he lathers the lotion all over my breasts, groping and fondling them while closing the distance between us. Next thing I know, he's pressing his body against mine while running his shampoo-covered hands across my naked flesh, reaching down to my belly and butt.
    

    
      Then he makes the daring move down between my thighs.
    

    
      "No, no, no," I admonish softly, gently removing his hand from my special place, "we're not quite ready for that." He looks disappointed, but I maintain our naked embrace while running my own hands across his strong back.
    

    
      His six-inch hard-on is pressed up against my belly, rubbing back and forth while his balls rest just above my pubes. I look into his gorgeous blue eyes, the mirror of my own and the man whose seed blessed me with this handsome young stud. He's several inches taller than I am, and he looks down with confused lust in his eyes.
    

    
      "Why don't you show me how you masturbate?"
    

    
      He's not as put off by my suggestion as I expected, and he pulls away to give himself room before wrapping his fingers around his shaft and stroking it. I bite my lip as I stare at his cock, his hand moving up and down his ample length with a practiced speed and rhythm.
    

    
      I don't think I've ever seen my husband masturbate. Why would he when my pussy feels so much better than his sweaty hand? Still, it's fascinating to see a man pleasure himself in this way. My son has no problems staying hard when I'm standing right in front of him; he might even be hoping that I change my mind about sex in the shower.
    

    
      It's far too soon for that. I want to see how he performs solo first.
    

    
      As my son strokes himself, he ogles me from head to toe; from the blue eyes I gave him, to the breasts I used to nurse him as a baby, the belly that once held his growing form, and down to the patch of hairy gold that crowns the sacred gates he passed through to enter this world.
    

    
      His breathing is becoming labored. Is his arm getting tired already or is he close to cumming? My own breath is baited as I wait for the answer, which emerges as a groan from his lips and a spurt of milky-white syrup from the tip of his cock.
    

    
      My son ejaculates all over my belly, shooting his semen out in thick, healthy jets. Feeling his cum splattering my stomach and dripping down my wet skin leaves a delicious feeling of guilty pleasure as yet another line between us is decisively crossed.
    

    
      He continues rubbing himself in order to get the last few drops out of his penis -- right before the infamous post-nut clarity sets in.
    

    
      My son's cheeks turn a shame-faced red as he realizes that he just masturbated in front of his own mother, and even unloaded a cumshot onto my belly. I'm still only dimly aware of the magnitude of what just happened between us, but it just hit him like a freight train.
    

    
      "I enjoyed that," I remark with a reassuring smile. He doesn't look at all reassured. "Let's get cleaned up in here, then get changed into something comfortable so we can talk this over."
    

    
      I don't know what putting on fresh clothes has to do with smoothing over the awkwardness of what just transpired, but it's the only thing that I can think of to say.
    

    
      As we continue washing ourselves, my son focuses on his genitals, taking care to clean under his foreskin to wash away any traces of cum. I can't keep my eyes off his flaccid penis or his impressive balls. Mostly, I'm impressed by the sheer size of his load, and I take my sweet time washing it off of my belly before washing the lotion off my body and out of my hair.
    

    
      Before we finish, I can't help but reach over and grab his balls -- gently, of course. My move startles him, and he squirms bashfully as I cup them in my palm and caress them. He passed my little test with flying colors, and it leaves me wanting more.
    

    
      "You're gonna make a lot of girls very happy," I whisper sensually.
    

    
      With all that said and done, it's time to finish up. Almost as soon as we step out of the shower, the lingering sexual chemistry fades, and the full shame of what just happened between us hits me just as hard as it hit him. I enter a heart-pounding daze as I dry myself off and wrap the towel around my body, struggling to fathom what could have possessed me.
    

    
      My son doesn't stick around to make our shared embarrassment any worse. He grabs a towel, unlocks the door, and pokes his head through to make sure the coast is clear before making a dash for his bedroom across the hallway.
    

    
      I breathe a sigh of only partial relief. My delayed onset shame only now causes me to realize that, in addition to letting my son cum all over my belly, I've technically just cheated on my husband. This is the sort of thing that ends up as a scandalous news item in a gossip magazine.
    

    
      And yet...I'm already looking forward to taking things further.
    

    
      * * *
    

    
      We never did end up talking it over. What could I have said other than 'we should never do that again'? I know that's morally true, but deep down I understand that neither of us wants to close that door. In fact, later that night I instructed him not to masturbate for an entire week.
    

    
      Whether my maternal authority was enough to override his youthful libido isn't something I tried to monitor. But that week has now passed, and as I sit on the edge of the bed wearing a skimpy little robe, I have just enough shame to acknowledge that what we're about to do will be even worse than what happened in the shower.
    

    
      What makes it even worse is that I've been consciously planning this. Hubby left for the train station on Friday and won't be back until Monday afternoon, all of which I knew in advance. I knew my son and I would have a whole weekend to cross even more shameful red lines than the ones we've already violated -- so there's no way to blame impulsive urges for tonight.
    

    
      As I wait for the fatefully appointed time to arrive, I look over my shoulder and gaze at the framed family photograph on the bedside table. My husband and I are standing arm-in-arm while our son and two daughters are gathered in front, everyone grinning at the camera like the happy family we mostly are. My eyes linger on my son -- which of course they do.
    

    
      Of all the things that make me a terrible mother, having a favorite child holds a pretty low ranking on the list, but there's no denying that my son is that child. As my firstborn, my son will always hold a special place in my heart.
    

    
      I was only his age now when I conceived him. The man who would become my husband had all but swept me off my feet and into his bed, and I was shocked to discover myself pregnant at only eighteen. Fortunately, the father manned up and put a ring on my finger shortly before the birth, and we're still together after eighteen years of marriage.
    

    
      My daughters are still only fifteen and eleven, and I love them both as any mother should, but my son was my first, and I wonder if it's that unequal connection that's driving me to do this. If true, it's a poor excuse. I'm choosing to do this, and he's choosing to go along with it.
    

    
      It's close to midnight when the doorknob turns of its own accord and the door to the master bedroom slowly creaks open. My son walks in wearing just his boxers and carefully shuts the door behind him. His sisters' shared bedroom is at the far end of the hallway, which provides scant reassurance that they won't overhear us.
    

    
      My son takes a step forward and then pauses. He stands there awkwardly, his gaze flitting back and forth from the wall to me and back again, not knowing what to do next. Does he really not know how to proceed, or is he having second thoughts?
    

    
      I break the ice by standing up and allowing my robe to fall to the floor.
    

    
      My son gulps at the sight of my body, dressed in the same bright-red lingerie he says he saw me wearing a fortnight ago. It's a lace design which leaves little to the imagination. Even my nipples and pubic hair are visible through the mesh.
    

    
      "D'you like it?"
    

    
      His slack-jawed stare and the way he reaches down to tug on the tent in his boxers are all the answer I need. That familiar sense of flattery dampens the uneasy feelings of guilt and shame. My son obviously wants me, and I want him, too.
    

    
      "Take your boxers off and get into bed with me."
    

    
      My son nods and does what I tell him. His six-inch manhood is stiff and ready, and as I pull back the covers and climb into bed, he follows me obediently and settles down next to me. As I pull the covers back over our naked bodies, I realize I forgot to take my lingerie off first.
    

    
      "Now, help me with my bra." I tell him that as if it's all part of what I have planned, and he nods and reaches behind my back to unhook my bra.
    

    
      It comes loose easily, and he helps me remove it from my arms. I gesture for him to discard it on the floor before reaching down to my waist in order to remove my translucent red panties. It's pretty awkward to get them off while we're both under the covers, and I wish I'd done a striptease for him before we climbed into bed, but we manage it.
    

    
      My panties end up on the floor next to my bra, and then we just lie there. Once again, I have to make the first move to keep the chemistry simmering. I place my hands on his strong pecs and caress them, encouraging him to move closer until he's almost on top of me. My thighs open for him as they've done for his father thousands of times before in this same bed.
    

    
      Then he stops.
    

    
      "Should we really be doing this?" For some reason, his hesitation worries me more than the fact that mother and son are in bed naked together.
    

    
      "It wasn't so bad in the shower last week." I try to stay seductive, but the doubts he's raising are killing the mood, and I don't like that.
    

    
      "But...you're my mother."
    

    
      Really? When did you first notice that?
    

    
      "And you're my son," I reply soothingly, "but when you turned eighteen, you became a man, and I can't stop thinking of you as a man. I am your mother, but that doesn't mean you can't think of me as a woman, too."
    

    
      That seems to reassure him, and to my surprise his lips connect with mine. The kiss is sensual and soft, and I wrap my arms around his strong body to pull him in closer. Then I hold him by his cheeks and run my fingers through his dark-blond hair as he maneuvers into position.
    

    
      We're really going to do this. I'm really about to have penetrative sex with my son. I can feel his one-eyed snake poking eagerly at my lower lips. I can scarcely wait for him to enter me, and my hands slide down the toned contours of his muscular back to his well-rounded ass, encouraging him to take the fateful plunge.
    

    
      The moment he slides inside me, a gasp escapes my lips. He's just the right size; long enough to reach the top of my vagina, and just thick enough to stretch my walls, but not so much as to make it painful. Better still, the excitement and anticipation of this moment has moistened my pussy to make his thrusting smooth and comfortable.
    

    
      His strokes are slow and deep at first, just as they should be. I trust him to set the pace of our lovemaking, and I content myself with holding his body close, digging my fingernails into the flesh of his shoulders. My knees are tucked in close, and my feet are on either side of his undulating hips. Call me boring, but nothing beats classic missionary.
    

    
      My son doesn't keep his own hands to himself for long. He lifts himself into a kind of pushup position and continues humping me, but this time brings his hands to bear on my breasts. He eagerly fondles my globes of flesh in a way that excites me as much as it does him. I love the way he plays with my body while thrusting inside the passageway he emerged from.
    

    
      I pull his face in close to mine again until our lips connect in another passionate kiss. All the while, his thrusting cock slides back and forth inside my sacred tunnel, and my vaginal walls squeeze against his thick shaft, encouraging him to unload into me. Little moans are escaping my lips as we make love, and I have to grit my teeth and suppress the noise as best I can.
    

    
      Keeping the sex as silent as possible is both emotional and practical. The whole family knows that dad is out of the house until Monday, and the thought of one of my daughters waking up in the night to investigate the sex noises coming from mom and dad's bedroom horrifies me.
    

    
      But not quite enough to make me want this to stop. Ever.
    

    
      My son's nose is pressed against mine, our lips so close that it's almost a kiss. I run my hands all over his beautifully muscular body as his powerful hips rise and fall between my toned thighs. I drag my fingers across every contour of his body, and I can only think one thought.
    

    
      I. Made. This.
    

    
      Every inch of this beautifully masculine physique, every muscle, bone, and cell, came out of me. I grew this sexy young man, this entire handsome human being, inside my belly for nine months. I spent nine hours pushing him out into the world without pain relief -- just as I did with his sisters -- and so if any woman is entitled to enjoy the fruits of my labor, it's me.
    

    
      That shameless thought is interrupted by a deep groan from my son's mouth as he pushes his hips forward and buries his penis as deep into me as he can go. Then I feel the white-hot spurt of his semen shooting into my vagina like a jet from a pump. The sticky warmth of his seed filling my cunt sends sexual shivers rippling through my body.
    

    
      It's not quite an orgasm, but that's ok.
    

    
      My son holds himself inside for a while, allowing himself to collapse on top of me as we try to catch our breath. I stroke his hair like the loving mother I am, hoping that he doesn't feel too guilty about crossing yet another red line with me.
    

    
      Eventually, he rolls off of me and flops onto his back, leaving me lying with my legs splayed and my own son's semen oozing out of my pussy. Even after catching our breath, we remain silent for a little while longer, waiting for the other to say something.
    

    
      This time, he breaks the ice first. "Sorry I didn't last very long."
    

    
      "You've got nothing to be sorry about," I reassure him, placing my hand on his bare chest.
    

    
      He really doesn't. It's not fair to compare father and son -- the very fact that I'm in a position to do that is messed up enough. They're both about six inches when aroused, and after nearly two decades of marriage, my husband still knows how to hit the right spots.
    

    
      But there's something viscerally exciting about sensual sex with a younger man. The vigor, the energy, the earnest desire to please, and the irrepressible horniness of a teenaged lover. On top of the shameful pleasure of seducing my own son, if anyone should be sorry, it's me.
    

    
      "You're even better than dad." That isn't strictly true. His father has had a lot more practice in pacing himself to make sure that I reach climax, but I can see my son's confidence rise.
    

    
      "Let me make it up to you for not lasting long enough."
    

    
      Before I can answer, he's already rolled back onto his stomach and his face is between my open thighs. I have no objection as his nose brushes up against my clitoris and his wet tongue slides experimentally across my cum-filled entrance.
    

    
      "How do I taste?" I can't help but feel a little self-conscious.
    

    
      "A little bit salty," my son responds, and he continues to lick me. "Like fresh cum."
    

    
      For some reason, we both laugh at that, and we have to suppress the noise for fear of waking the rest of the family. I dig my fingers into his hair and push his face down into my crotch as he licks and slurps more vigorously.
    

    
      My husband does sometimes go down on me -- usually in exchange for me doing one of his assigned chores -- but I don't think he's ever done it after ejaculating inside me. This line isn't quite as taboo as sex between mother and son, but it's an exciting line to cross all the same.
    

    
      I think most men would be disgusted at the thought of eating a woman's pussy after sex, as if there's something gross about their own semen, but my son has no such shame. He plants his hands on my inner thighs to hold me still while his tongue flicks across my clit. The urge to squeeze his head between my thighs is almost as hard to suppress as the moans of pleasure.
    

    
      After several minutes of this, I just can't hold it down anymore. My son eats my pussy until I reach an orgasm, and I arch my back and curl my toes as the pleasure washes through me. My hands clench into fists as I grip the bed sheets, and I bite my tongue and clench my jaw to hold down the vocalized ecstasy that so desperately wants to escape my throat.
    

    
      When the orgasm finally fades, I'm left with a warm afterglow of satisfaction, and I pull my son in close for another passionate tangling of tongues. He's right, I do taste a little bit salty. We're both worn out, so I reach over to the bedside table, pausing for a moment to give my husband in the framed family photo a guilty look before turning out the light.
    

    
      * * *
    

    
      My son and I were both quietly ashamed of what we'd done; but not so ashamed that we didn't make love again a few hours later, and then again as the sun rose. I did shoo him out after that for fear that his sisters might walk in on us, but although we kept a chaste distance between ourselves in the day, we did the same thing again on Saturday and Sunday nights.
    

    
      I spent all morning on Monday hastily cleaning away the evidence of my incestuous affair. I changed the sheets, scoured the bedroom for signs that my son had set foot inside, did the laundry, gave myself an extra thorough scrubbing down in the shower, and made sure that the house was ready by the time my husband's taxi arrived.
    

    
      My husband was exhausted but happy from his trip, and I greeted him like the good wife I've nearly always been. When he asked for sex that night, I told him I was tired -- which was true -- and so we didn't have sex again until Tuesday night.
    

    
      All of which is to say that I'm probably nine months pregnant with my own grandchild.
    

    
      I'm naked as I extend my leg over the edge of the seldom-used bathtub, thoroughly cleaned out and filled with enough warm water to cover the bottom half of my shin. My dear husband helps me as I plant my other foot inside the tub before turning around and squatting down, and then leaning back and laying my head against the headrest.
    

    
      My belly has swollen to the size of a basketball, my breasts have grown another cup size, and are already producing milk. My back is aching from carrying my fourth baby, and the space it takes up inside me has sent me to the bathroom at least twenty times today.
    

    
      But despite the many discomforts of being pregnant, I've loved every moment, just as I loved being pregnant with my previous three children. I'm almost sad that it'll be over soon.
    

    
      Another wave of contractions roils my gut, and I wince at the reminder that it won't be over too soon. I start my breathing exercises, inhaling sharply and taking five seconds to exhale as my husband plants a comforting hand on my shoulder.
    

    
      I close my eyes and imagine my son kneeling next to me. As soon as I do that, I'm reminded of the fateful three nights we spent together -- in the marital bed, no less. That surreal weekend was back in June of last year, and now that March has arrived and the baby is soon to follow, it feels like a lifetime ago.
    

    
      By lucky coincidence, he's come home for Spring Break, just in time to witness the birth of his own son -- who's also his half-brother.
    

    
      There's simply no getting around the messed-up nature of our three-night stand, but despite the awkwardness of it all, my son and I have stayed close, and I ask my husband to bring him in. He nods and plants a kiss on my lips before hurrying to fetch our son. He doesn't want to leave me alone any longer than necessary.
    

    
      While he's gone, another contraction arrives, squeezing my innards downwards as the baby descends into my birth canal. I breathe through the contractions, allowing the air to escape my lungs in the form of a sonorous moan.
    

    
      The pressure down below is almost as strong as the urge to bear down, but I know better than to fight my own body. The baby will descend in due course, and I can start pushing once I'm sufficiently dilated. For now, I squat down in the tub and take deep breaths.
    

    
      The bathroom door opens, and my husband returns with my son in tow. He came home for the Christmas holidays, and before that for Thanksgiving, but it still feels like years since I caught this same eighteen-year-old masturbating while watching me in the bathroom.
    

    
      He's had a haircut, and his body looks thicker and even more toned than last time, even under his shirt. He looks at me with the same earnest blue eyes that his father and I gave him, and I meet his gaze with a silent acknowledgment of the secret between us -- the secret that's about to pass between my legs.
    

    
      "Where are the girls?" I ask in between breaths.
    

    
      "Waiting in their bedroom," my husband replies. "I don't think they want to watch this."
    

    
      "That's alright," I agree, "they're probably too young to watch this, anyway."
    

    
      I love my daughters, but I don't need them to watch me give birth. I only need my son.
    

    
      As another contraction boils up in my belly, I squeeze the sides of the tub and allow the roiling pain to flow through my gravid body. My husband is quick to kneel down by my side and take my hand in his while my son kneels down next to him.
    

    
      I can see his eyes wandering up and down my pregnant body, the reality and magnitude of what he caused to happen to me dawning on him. That's good. I want him to watch me give birth. I want him to see me like this. I want my son to witness what a woman is capable of.
    

    
      It isn't long before I'm sufficiently dilated, and the grueling pain of pushing in sync with the contractions begins to take its toll on me. It's my husband who shuttles back and forth with fruit juice to keep me hydrated and energized while my darling son stays by my side.
    

    
      "I think you're crowning." His voice is wavering. "I can see the top of the baby's head."
    

    
      My husband leans over to check. "I see it, too. There's a little tuft of hair on top, too."
    

    
      I moan with premature relief that this ordeal will soon be over, but it's short lived as I endure yet another contraction pushing the baby another half an inch closer to the outside world. My labia have been stretched wide for some time now; the dreaded ring of fire has been burning my vaginal opening since long before either of them noticed what's already obvious to me.
    

    
      "Do you want to catch it?" My gaze meets my son's as I ask the question.
    

    
      "Huh?"
    

    
      "D'you wanna be the one to catch your baby? Brother?"
    

    
      The verbal slip makes my heart skip a beat and makes my son flinch, but thankfully it doesn't elicit so much as a batted eyelid from the grandfather-to-be.
    

    
      "I think that'd be great!" my husband agrees enthusiastically. "I caught you when you came out, so why don't you be the one to do it this time? It'll be good practice for when you have kids of your own one day."
    

    
      "You'd better strip down quickly," I urge him breathlessly.
    

    
      My son nods and strips off his shirt to reveal his impressively muscular physique. Then he removes his shoes and socks and strips off his pants and underwear in one go, taking away my breath at the sight of the beautiful, naked body I want to embrace again.
    

    
      "Um, I don't think you need--"
    

    
      My husband doesn't get to finish expressing his bewilderment at our son getting naked as the next contraction arrives and elicits a long squeal of pain from my lips. The ring of fire is well and truly here, and after one more push, we'll be a family of six.
    

    
      My son steps into the bathtub with me -- something he hasn't done since I used to wash him as a baby. He's unashamed of his nakedness as he kneels down with his hands ready to catch his firstborn child. My husband looks suddenly conflicted, as if he hadn't really thought through the visual implications of his adult son naked in a tub with his laboring mother.
    

    
      I'm too busy breathing deeply and slowly to care about my husband squirming. A few more pushes are left. I just have to endure the stinging pain of my labia being stretched to their limit a little bit longer, and the next wave of pain will finally make me a mother of four. Sure enough, I feel the familiar rumble brewing in my belly, and I take a deep breath...and PUSH!
    

    
      The scream that escapes my lips drains my lungs of air as my ordeal finally reaches its climax. The baby slides another inch downwards until its head pops out, its neck wrapped snuggly in between my still painfully stretched labia.
    

    
      My husband gasps in silent anticipation, barely suppressing the emotions I can see welling up in his eyes while my son does the same but with his hands ready to catch the baby. One more push, and the baby slides out of my vagina into his father's waiting hands.
    

    
      The sheer physical relief of that huge fleshy mass finally gliding out of my pussy is exquisite, and I release a moan of exhausted relief as the birthing high kicks in. My son is holding the wriggling little creature that just slithered out of me, and the tears are welling up in his eyes.
    

    
      "It's a boy!" My husband exclaims, even though we knew that from an ultrasound scan a few months ago. "We've got another boy!"
    

    
      I reach forward and take the baby away from my older son, bringing the precious little thing close to my chest and giving his back a few gentle taps. He coughs up a little bit of mucus, clearing his airways enough to start crying.
    

    
      All four of us are in tears as the emotions boil over for all of us. My son slides over next to me and wraps his arm around me as if he were my husband while my real husband grabs a towel and uses it to help me swaddle the newborn in it. If he thinks it's bizarre for our naked adult son to snuggle up close with his mother with her newborn baby, he doesn't comment.
    

    
      "Shall I fetch the girls?" My husband suggests.
    

    
      "Give it a few moments." I say it softly as if it's a request for privacy, but really, I'm worried what they'll think if they see their grownup brother naked in the bathtub with their mother. "there'll be plenty of time for them to meet the baby."
    

    
      My husband nods and assents to my wishes. I raise the baby to my breast and encourage him to latch onto my nipple. Before long, he's suckling contentedly. My husband looks down at the baby and his joyful smile is crinkled by a furrowed brow.
    

    
      "He's got blond hair," he observes curiously. "That's recessive in my family."
    

    
      "And yet our firstborn came out with blond hair," I point out to him.
    

    
      "Kind of." He doesn't seem convinced, and he looks at the exotic mixture of dark and blond strands on our older son's head. "But neither of the girls came out with blonde hair."
    

    
      "They didn't have any hair at all when they were born." Since I'm still basking in the glow of the birthing high, and my baby is nursing peacefully at my breast, my discomfort at this topic is easy to suppress, but only for the time being. "Relax, he looks exactly like our son."
    

    
      That was a poor choice of words, but once again the verbal slip and the dark truth it contains pass right over my clueless husband's head. Even so, I need to be more careful about what I say, unless I want to end up on the cover of some gossip magazine.
    

    
      "Could you at least get out of the tub already?" My husband turns to our son. "You're too old to be getting naked with your own mother."
    

    
      "Sure thing, dad." My son steps out of the tub and starts drying himself off with a towel.
    

    
      While my son puts his clothes back on, my husband leaves to fetch the girls to welcome their new younger sibling. I look down at my precious little baby and smile with joy, all the while quietly hoping that he doesn't develop webbed feet.
    

    

    
      
    

    

    
      
    

    
      CH. 02
    

    
      
    

    
      When the man you love most is the one you gave birth to.
    

    
      
    

    
      It's the middle of July and the weather is as gorgeous as I look now. I'm lying flat on my back on a towel laid out on the freshly cut grass, wearing nothing but a skimpy red bathing suit to conceal my modesty from the neighbors' gaze. About ten feet away, my teenage daughters splash about in the inflatable pool with their older brother who's home for the summer holidays.
    

    
      My husband is sitting in a deck chair a short distance away wearing swimming trunks and a baseball cap while taking care of our youngest child. Our baby son has diapers and a big sunhat on to keep the sunlight off his face while keeping his mop of blond hair under control. He stares with wide blue eyes at the sunny landscape of the backyard while his older siblings play.
    

    
      Honestly, I would much rather be the one taking care of my baby, but I can't pass up the chance to sunbathe, so it's my husband's turn to babysit. My eyes are closed as I soak in the sun and feel the warmth of summer caressing my skin. The sound of my brood splashing and laughing a dozen yards away brings a smile to my lips. I can almost pretend that we're a normal family.
    

    
      Just as that thought occurs to me, my firstborn child steps out of the pool, his nineteen-year-old body all toned muscle from head to toe and glistening with water from the pool. His dark-blond hair is drenched and plastered flat against his head even as he tries to brush several wet strands away from his forehead.
    

    
      I'm so proud of the fact that such a sexy male specimen emerged from between my toned thighs that I almost fail to notice that he's approaching me. He stops a few feet away, towering over me and awkwardly opening his mouth as if he's about to say something.
    

    
      My stomach forms a knot in my belly. Ever since he came home from his freshman year, we've been keeping our distance except for the occasional exchange of family platitudes. Both our eyes glance over at the reason for the awkwardness giggling as my husband tickles his belly. He's blissfully ignorant of the fact that the baby on his lap is actually his grandson, causing the knot in my stomach to tighten with guilt.
    

    
      We've successfully kept up the pretense that nothing happened last summer for long enough, and I can't take it anymore. I stand up abruptly and pick up the towel as I turn to leave, waving to my husband so that he knows I'm heading inside. My son stands there looking confused, thinking that I'm avoiding him until I gesture for him to follow me.
    

    
      The cool air inside the house is deliciously soothing, and I immediately untie the top and bottom pieces of my bathing suit, leaving me traipsing naked through the house. It's a perfect symbol of the schizophrenic feelings I've been struggling with for months: the shame of what we did and the fear of getting caught colliding with the desire to do it all over again.
    

    
      My son follows behind, but when I glance over my shoulder, I can't read what he's thinking on his face. Is he eagerly anticipating another chance to sleep with his own mother, or are his footsteps being weighed down by his own misgivings? I wish I could tell.
    

    
      "Trunks off, please," I instruct him, still wielding my maternal authority, "I don't want water dripping all over the carpet."
    

    
      He falters in his tracks before doing as he's told, slipping his soaking wet trunks off and holding them in his hands, not knowing what to do with them. I toss my towel in his direction while still holding onto the pieces of my bathing suit, and he obligingly uses it to dry himself off, no doubt savoring the fact that mom was lying on the towel a moment earlier.
    

    
      When he's more or less dry, I turn around and head upstairs, and he hurries after me with the towel and wet swimming trunks in hand. I want to slap myself for how reckless I'm now being getting naked with my son when the rest of my family might come inside and find us, but that's one reason I want the two of us upstairs as quickly as possible.
    

    
      We make it to the bathroom, and I place the two pieces of my bathing suit on top of the hamper before taking my towel back from my son and laying it down on the floor while he locks the door behind us. He wrings his trunks over the sink to get rid of the excess water, then he leaves them there wondering if we're really going to do it again.
    

    
      His erection is already standing six inches tall and proud, ready once again to make a mother out of the woman who gave birth to him. Time to pour a little cold water on his expectations.
    

    
      "I need your help with something." I pick up a pair of scissors and give them to him.
    

    
      "Uh, what are these for?" he asks as he accepts the scissors with a puzzled expression.
    

    
      I lie down on the towel and spread my legs. "My bush is getting wild, so I need you to give me a trim." I love my little golden garden, but it's now so thick that my underwear can no longer contain it. "I bet it wasn't what you were expecting, but do you think you can manage that?"
    

    
      "Um, sure, I can try." My son has a strange mix of disappointment and relief on his face as he kneels between my thighs with the scissors in hand.
    

    
      I understand exactly what that mix of feelings is like because I've been struggling with it myself ever since he returned home for the summer. Ever since giving birth -- and when I was pregnant -- our mother-son relationship has ceased to be normal. How can we ever go back to normal when I cheated on his father with him and gave birth to his son, who's also his half-brother?
    

    
      My son has the bright idea of getting a comb and splashing some water on my pubic hair before combing it carefully and snipping away the hair one clump at a time. I trust him implicitly to give me a perfect trim, even as I try not to think about the lines that we crossed last summer. That's hard to do when the proof of what we did suckles regularly at my breast.
    

    
      My son turns out to be a masterful barber, and before long, my golden jungle has been cut back to a more manageable garden of blonde curls. My own golden hair is spread out behind me like a shimmering web, and I'm suddenly aware that my son is drinking in my naked form, from my full breasts, across my belly, and down to my newly trimmed crotch.
    

    
      "Shall I...shave it off?" he suggests, gazing down at the open invitation before him.
    

    
      "Absolutely not." I meet his gaze as I respond. "My bush is a garden that needs pruning, not mowing down to the skin like a lawn."
    

    
      My son puts the scissors back where I retrieved them from before kneeling down again in front of me. The job is done, and we're now confronted with the question of what to do next.
    

    
      His one-eyed snake is pointing straight ahead, and I'm just lying there wide open and ready to receive him once again. It's a line we haven't dared to cross since the previous summer, and the consequences may yet catch up to us again.
    

    
      The simmering sexual tension brewing between us is so intense that part of me sincerely wants him to ravish me right here. I imagine my son, unable to restrain himself any longer, pouncing on me, pinning my struggling body down as he plunges his penis back inside me, thrusting like a rapist with nothing to lose as he strives to put another baby in his beautiful mother's belly.
    

    
      But he's not a rapist, and we both have a lot to lose.
    

    
      "Fuck this." The words leave my son's mouth in a strained tone of frustration.
    

    
      Instead of forcing himself on me, he grips his erect shaft in his hand and starts tugging hard on himself, looking directly into the blue eyes he inherited from both his parents. I just lie there passively, unable to let this go any further than it should and unwilling to stop him.
    

    
      My son purses his lips as he masturbates, desire for his darling mother filling his expression, and unashamed of the deed he's performing over me. I invited him into the bathroom naked and asked him to trim my pubes, only for us to trip up on the wrongness of sex between mother and son. Did I really expect him to just leave it at that?
    

    
      My eyes are fixed on the weapon between his legs, thick and long, with a beautiful pair of balls brimming with the seed I both crave and fear. His breathing is becoming labored, and I gulp and tense my whole body, almost as if I expect him to penetrate me right before he climaxes. I'm terrified that he might actually do that; we can't afford to take that risk again.
    

    
      Then he groans as his orgasm arrives, and a long white jet erupts from the end of his penis, splattering across my naked body. It's followed by another impressive jet, and then a third, until the rest dribbles out of his cock onto to my freshly trimmed bush. I allow myself to enjoy the tingling of syrupy love running from my throat, between my breasts, and all over my belly.
    

    
      Post-nut clarity hits my son hard, and his cheeks turn red with shame -- just like that time in the shower. He stands up and grabs his swimming trunks before unlocking the door and poking his head through. The rest of the family is still in the backyard, and he dashes off to his bedroom to get changed and clean himself up.
    

    
      I stay where I am for several minutes, lying spreadeagled on my back covered in my son's cum. Then I regain my senses and stand up again, entering the shower before the cum can drip onto the floor. I turn on the water and spend the longest time scrubbing myself clean, wiping away the traces of my latest incestuous transgression and wishing I could do the same for the shame.
    

    
      * * *
    

    
      We do end up going back outside again to enjoy the remainder of the summer's day. Neither my husband nor my two daughters suspect a thing about our unusual absence, although my son and I keep our distance from one another and avoid eye contact -- back to business as usual.
    

    
      I take over responsibility for the baby while my husband jumps into the pool to splash about with the three kids he actually fathered. I smile at the beautiful scene of my darling husband playing with our happy family, but it also makes my heart feel like lead as I dote on the living, breathing, giggling evidence of what a cheating, incestuous whore I am.
    

    
      The day can't end soon enough when the sun finally begins to dim and the whole family helps to empty the inflatable pool onto the grass and into the flowerbed. Then we deflate the pool and pack everything up before going indoors for dinner.
    

    
      Next thing I know, it's late at night and I'm in bed with my husband having just breastfed the baby and put him to bed in his crib. My husband returns from the bathroom in his pajamas and climbs into bed next to me. He turns off the light and plunges the bedroom into darkness before rolling over towards me and wrapping his arm across my body.
    

    
      "It's been a long time since we had that much fun as a family." His happiness radiates through his voice, and it makes me feel even more guilty.
    

    
      "I'm so happy we had such a big family," I reply, hugging his arm like a pillow, "I've missed being pregnant and I'm so glad we had another one."
    

    
      I have a suspicion about why that particular remark came out of my mouth, and it doesn't bode well for my ability to learn from the past. At the same time, I just don't have the energy to stop myself from retreading the road to the same mistake sleeping in the crib.
    

    
      Did I seriously just think of my baby as a mistake? I truly am the worst.
    

    
      "I hope you're not angling for a fifth baby."
    

    
      My husband says that as if the idea is a joke, but ever since our firstborn son returned home from college, that terrible and terribly alluring idea has been germinating inside me like another baby in my womb. Am I really going to maneuver to have another one?
    

    
      "Why not?" I ask rhetorically. "We have the finances. We have space in the house. And neither of us is getting any younger. Why not try for an even bigger brood?"
    

    
      I can't see my husband's face in the darkness as he's spooning me, but I sense his realization that I'm not actually joking. His embrace of my body loosens a little, and I feel ashamed that I'm subconsciously laying the groundwork to cheat on him with our older son again.
    

    
      Well, it's not subconscious if I'm actually thinking about it, and once again, that makes it worse.
    

    
      "Even if that were a good idea," my husband responds, choosing his words carefully, "I'm not sure about having another baby so close to the previous one. He's still not sleeping all the way through the night and having two under two would be chaotic."
    

    
      All valid points, and that makes my heart sink since I'm not thinking about this in the rational terms he's putting forward. And it's all under the false pretense that he'll be the one to father the next baby or any others who follow.
    

    
      "Maybe sleep on the idea?" I suggest gently.
    

    
      There's a moment of silence between us, which makes me squirm.
    

    
      "Alright, I will." My husband's answer brings a wave of conflicted relief to me. "But for now, since you don't like birth control, we're gonna keep using condoms."
    

    
      I hate the rubbery feeling of a condom inside me, but I hate the side effects of hormonal birth control even more -- almost as much as I hate myself right now -- so condoms will have to do.
    

    
      * * *
    

    
      As August begins, the subject of another baby is put on the back burner, and the chaste distance between my son and me is maintained with minimal suspicion. We can almost pretend that the two of us have never seen each other naked as adults, or that we've never showered together, or that he's never ejaculated all over my belly.
    

    
      It's harder to pretend that we've never had penetrative vaginal sex when the evidence is sitting in a baby chair at every family meal, and the irrational urge to do it all over again is growing inside me every day. When my husband and I make love -- with condoms, of course -- I can't close my eyes without imagining our son's strong body on top of me, filling me with new life.
    

    
      And now it's the middle of the night, just after another late-night breastfeeding and I can't get back to sleep. My husband is snoozing like a log next to me, and the reason I can't do the same is sleeping soundly in his own bedroom at the other end of the hallway.
    

    
      I could touch myself. My husband and the baby are fast asleep and wouldn't notice a thing as long as I keep quiet. Except I know that won't be enough. My fingers wander down between my opening thighs all the same, sliding across the hair of my golden garden and touching my clitoris before parting the folds of my labia and dipping just inside my pussy.
    

    
      I bite my lip and rub my clit in slow and gentle circles, trying to tease out a little orgasm in the silence of the night. My son's face appears to me in my mind's eye, his muscular chest and shoulders bearing down on me and his toned six-pack sliding across my belly as he enters me once again. That's when my fantasy breaks down. I need the real thing.
    

    
      I've been going to bed naked recently, partly because I got tired of repeatedly taking my pajama top off for breastfeeding and putting it back on again and partly because I'm still shamefully trying to maneuver my husband into agreeing to another baby. Either way, it's a simple matter to slip out of bed, put on a skimpy satin night dress, and sneak out of the bedroom.
    

    
      Since the baby was last fed half an hour ago and he now sleeps for four to five hours between feedings, I estimate that I have about three hours to be an idiot yet again. As I tiptoe across the carpeted landing, my common sense keeps screaming at me to turn around and go back to bed.
    

    
      I make it past the top of the staircase, past the door to my daughters' shared bedroom, to the door to my son's bedroom, directly opposite the door to the main bathroom. I've made it here. I'm really about to do this all over again. I grip the doorknob with a trembling hand and turn it slowly, easing the door open and peering inside.
    

    
      All I can see are silhouettes. My son's bed takes up half the floor space along with a wardrobe, a desk and chair, the hamper in the far corner, and piles of clothes and other teenage detritus on the floor. The room smells like summer sweat and deodorant.
    

    
      It smells like my son.
    

    
      I extend my foot across the threshold and dig my toes into what feels like a pair of his boxers, stepping inside and closing the door behind me. Then I just stand there wondering what to do next and whether I should do the smart thing and just go back to my own bed.
    

    
      I can see my son's silhouette lying on top of the covers. His arms are spread out around him, and one leg is draped over the side of his bed while the shadowy shape of his penis rests against his inner thigh. I don't blame him for sleeping naked, given how hot it gets at night.
    

    
      I'm hot, too.
    

    
      I pull the shoulder straps of my nightdress down and let it slip off my shoulders and down my body onto the floor. I'm standing there naked in my son's bedroom, vacillating as to whether I should go through with this. Now I know how he felt when I invited him to the master bedroom.
    

    
      Temptation has been getting the better of me this whole time, and its winning streak continues as I walk carefully across the floor towards his bed and kneel down before him. I bring my face down between his thighs and extend my hand tentatively towards his crotch until my fingers close around the soft shaft of his penis.
    

    
      If I'm actually going to do this, I need to get him hard first, and my lips close around the head of his cock as I take part of his length in my mouth. The musk of his genitals fills my nose and mouth, but it doesn't disgust me -- no more than the smell of a teenage boy's room.
    

    
      He's still fast asleep, but it doesn't take long for the blood to start flowing to his penis and for his soft length to stiffen and thicken until it's erect. I stroke his cock with my delicate hands while sucking him off with care. I'd much rather have him inside me, but the pricking of my maternal conscience still holds me back from that.
    

    
      I use my other hand to feel his sack. His balls are a healthy and wonderful size, and full of the seed that gave life to his baby half-brother, my grandson, and full of the potential to give me many more. I fondle his testes with the same care as I continue to suck his cock. I don't often give my husband a blowjob, but it's a special treat for him when I do.
    

    
      My son is stirring, my maternal stimulation of his penis extending tendrils of pleasure into his sleeping psyche. I continue to go down on him, bobbing my head up and down while keep a firm grip on the shaft of his cock and fondling his balls. As he stirs, he suddenly jerks awake. His cock slips out of my mouth and his balls from my grasp as he pulls away from me.
    

    
      "What the--" he whispers sharply, curling up in the corner of his bed. "Mom?!"
    

    
      "Who else would it be? Santa Claus's wife?" I climb onto the bed and crawl towards him until I'm inches away from his shadowy face. "I can't stop thinking about what happened between us. We've been tiptoeing around it all summer, and I can't pretend it didn't happen anymore."
    

    
      My lips close the distance to his, and he squirms as I try to worm my tongue in between his teeth until he breaks the kiss off. But he doesn't push me off or tell me to leave. My heart would break if he turned me away, even though it would be the right thing to do. He just sits there in the corner of the bed, frozen by the same indecision as I am.
    

    
      I scrutinize his face through the darkness, hoping to discern some clue as to his thoughts and feelings, but the tension is scarcely bearable. I want to know what he's thinking. I want some signal as to what he's feeling about this and towards me.
    

    
      I can't take this any longer. I grab his ankles and pull him towards me. I'm not strong enough to move a grown man like him very far, but my assertiveness takes him by surprise, even more so when I climb on top of him and prepare to mount him in cowgirl position.
    

    
      I'm usually not a fan of girl-on-top. I much prefer to let my husband take charge when we make love, but the balance of clashing motivations warring in my heart has tipped decisively in favor of lust. My son does nothing to stop me as I straddle his waist and balance on my haunches, locating his erection in the dark and lining it up with my pussy.
    

    
      I lower myself down on top of his cock, and the familiar fullness of his penis pushing up inside my vagina causes a gasp of air to escape my lungs. It feels so good to welcome him home again, and once I'm in a comfortable position, I begin bouncing up and down on his shaft.
    

    
      Taking control of the sex is deliciously novel for me, and I savor every tasty moment of this taboo coupling of mother and son. He grips my hips to guide me as I squat up and down, and I plant my hands on his bare, muscular chest to steady myself.
    

    
      I wish I could see his expression through the dark. I want so badly to be able to read his thoughts and feelings on his face with its beautiful mixture of features from his father and me. But I can sense his emotions through his body language, his reluctance and reservations slowly giving way to the desire we both know has been there all along.
    

    
      He's thrusting his hips up into my crotch as I bounce on top of him. His grip on my hips tightens as he digs his fingers into the flesh of my ass. Perhaps he actually wants this to end but doesn't know how to stop me, or perhaps he really is slowly coming around to what we both want.
    

    
      My legs are already getting tired from squatting up and down, so I kneel completely on the bed with his cock still buried inside me, and begin to ride him like a belly dancer, undulating my hips and waist in a sensual back-and-forth motion. That makes it easier for him to grip my hips and guide me as I ride his cock, and I feel like a seductress as I make assertive love to him.
    

    
      A seductress committing incestuous adultery with her own son. The fact that we ought to feel ashamed of what we're doing registers in my mind as an afterthought and nothing more.
    

    
      I take hold of my son's hands and guide them up the curves of my body -- the body that nurtured his growing form for nine beautiful months -- until his fingers close around the soft flesh of my breasts. The breasts he used to suckle from as an infant, and the same breasts from which the fruit of our profane union suckles.
    

    
      Whatever lingering sense of shame might have been afflicting my son is no longer in evidence as he fondles the flesh of my breasts. I love the way he caresses my body while allowing me to ride his cock. The feeling of his penis sliding back and forth inside my wet womanhood makes me want to cry out in shameless pleasure.
    

    
      But we dare not do that. I have just enough shame and common sense to remember that we're not alone in the house, and the awful deed we're committing would destroy our lives if anyone woke up and discovered us together like this. For everyone's sake, we have to keep quiet.
    

    
      My son takes control.
    

    
      He grabs my shoulders and rolls us both over until I'm lying on the mattress with my son poised between my naked thighs. I suddenly feel very submissive with my naked body exposed to my son and my pussy ready to receive his cock again. The power and control I briefly enjoyed is now gone, replaced by the exhilarating vulnerability of being underneath a man who wants me.
    

    
      He kisses me again, and this time, our tongues tangle together while his hands fondle my breasts and caress my bare skin. My own hands hold his face close to mine while he maneuvers into position and prepares to mount me. We're both terrible people, and I'm a terrible mother, but I'm the one who started this and neither one of us can stop now.
    

    
      He reaches down between his legs, and I feel the tip of his penis brush up against my labia. My breath seizes up as I feel him prepare to enter me. I feel so vulnerable and yet so eager to accept him back inside me, to welcome him home back into the place he came from.
    

    
      My son presses the tip of his cock in between my labia and pushes inside. I gasp at the fullness of his penis stretching my vagina wide again, pushing all the way inside until all six inches are buried in the depths of my womanhood.
    

    
      He starts humping me immediately, the masculine vigor of his thrusting providing me with a forceful reminder of why it's so much better when the man asserts dominance in the bedroom. He fucks me much more confidently than the last time we made love. I'm sure the moral angst is still there, buried in his heart just like it is in mine, but the raw sexual instinct has primacy now, and we're long past the point where we can resist the irresistible.
    

    
      He presses his chest against mine and rests his head next to my ear as his ass rises and falls between my thighs. I embrace him as his loving mother, savoring the feeling of the contours of his chest and six-pack rubbing against my taut belly and full breasts. The sliding of his chest and belly against my own is lubricated by the sweaty heat of the summer's night, just as our lovemaking is lubricated by the liquid lust flowing from my pussy.
    

    
      As our sweaty bodies writhe together in the darkness, I can hear the rustling of the sheets and the creaking of the bed springs. A dose of fear is injected into the swirling cauldron of otherwise pure sexual desire overwhelming my body. I turn my head to look at the thin wall that separates our shameful coupling from my daughters' shared bedroom.
    

    
      I can scarcely bring myself to imagine the awful consequences if one of them were to wake up to the sound of sex noises coming through the wall and walk in on mommy in bed with big bro. Even worse, my husband might wake up and come looking for me, only to overhear his wife cuckolding him with our firstborn son.
    

    
      The danger makes the excitement even more potent. My heart is racing with a heady cocktail of fear and lust, I can't let this go on and yet I don't want it to stop. I never want to stop feeling my darling son's body sliding against mine, or his crotch grinding against mine, or his ample penis thrusting forcefully inside the passageway he passed through to enter this world.
    

    
      I want him to make love to me until the sun rises and I want the proof of our love to pass once again between my thighs in nine months' time. I love my husband, but the thing I love most about him is that he fathered my son, and right now, my son is all I want.
    

    
      His breathing is getting heavier, and grunts of sexual exertion are escaping between his gritted teeth. He's going to ejaculate, and my hands move from holding onto his strong shoulders down the muscles of his back to his toned ass, pumping like a piston between my legs.
    

    
      The way he's grinding against my clit, coupled with the intoxicating mix of emotions, is causing a storm of sexual pleasure to brew in my belly. It's hard to orgasm from penetration alone, but my son might actually achieve a rare feat that even his father struggles to accomplish.
    

    
      Treacherous moans of pleasure are escaping between my lips, too, and I have to bite my tongue to stop my vocalized lust from betraying us to the rest of the family. A powerful climax is well and truly on the way for us both, and it's only a question of who reaches it first.
    

    
      In the end, my son wins the race. He thrusts himself forward and deeper into me with his whole body, burying his face in the pillow to smother the snarl of raw pleasure that escapes his lungs. I feel his cock twitch and pulsate inside me as the first powerful jet of cum spurts into my pussy. The second jet is followed by a third and then a fourth until my vagina is flooded with my son's seed oozing warmly inside me.
    

    
      The sensation of feeling my son unload his seed inside his own mother causes the bubble of sexual pleasure in my belly to burst. I achieve a true vaginal orgasm, causing my legs to shake and my toes to curl with ecstasy, and I have to press my face against his skin and moan into his shoulder for fear that our mutual orgasm will give us away.
    

    
      It feels like an eternity before I feel like I can move again. My own son really did just make me cum through vaginal penetration. That was the most incredible sex I've ever had, and the forbidden nature of our coupling makes it so much more exciting.
    

    
      I drag my fingernails gently across the skin of my son's ass and up his back over and over again, caressing his body and soothing his mind. I can already feel the familiar clouds of guilt and shame creeping at the edges of my mind, and I don't want him to feel the same way.
    

    
      My son lifts his head and plants his lips on mine. I close my eyes in the dark and open my lips to allow his tongue inside my mouth, and my hands rise to hold his head still and dig my fingers through his dark blond locks. I love my son. I love him so much that I want him to put another baby in my belly -- every summer until he graduates.
    

    
      "I was hoping we'd get to do this again." His voice is a whisper, and it's wavering.
    

    
      "I'm the worst mother in the world for enticing you into this," I murmur in response, a guilty tear forming in the corner of my eye, "and I'm the worst wife in the world for what I've done to your father. But I love you, and there was no way I wasn't going to have you again."
    

    
      We kiss again. His lips slide over mine and his tongue tangles with mine. The passion grows so intense we might end up making love a second time.
    

    
      But we don't want to get caught.
    

    
      "Keep your distance," I instruct him, "we'll find another time."
    

    
      He withdraws his cock from inside me and I do my best to stand up on my own, feeling a little sore between my legs. I have to locate my nightdress by touch amidst the piles of dirty laundry before I can slip it back over my head and secure the straps over my shoulders.
    

    
      "You'd better clean your room before I get back." I'm back to being the family matriarch with my stern instruction, but my tone falters awkwardly in light of the fact that I'll be coming back to his room at all. "At least put your dirty clothes in the hamper. That's what it's there for."
    

    
      "Yes, mother," my son groans.
    

    
      I can almost see the eye roll through the darkness accompanying the stock reply of generations of teenagers to generations of nagging mothers. It brings another tear to my eye to think that we could be a normal family -- but haven't been for some time and never will be again.
    

    
      I slink out of my son's bedroom like a thief in the night, tiptoeing to the other end of the corridor back to the bedroom I should have never left. As I pass the shadows at the top of the staircase, my tiptoeing pace turns to a brisk walk as the shame impels me to return to my husband's side.
    

    
      He's still fast asleep as I sneak back into the master bedroom and shut the door as quietly as I can behind me. I remove my nightdress and put it back where I found it before crawling back into bed. It's only once I'm back under the covers that the emotional hangover hits me.
    

    
      I don't deserve to be married to the man sleeping soundly beside me. Not only am I a cheating whore, but I've cheated on him with our own son, resulting in the birth of another son who will almost certainly be followed by another sibling.
    

    
      What's wrong with me?
    

    
      No answer comes to me in the darkness as I drift off to sleep again, trying to ignore the tingling sensation of my shame trickling out of me onto the sheets.
    

    
      * * *
    

    
      We do it again, because of course we do. It happens several more times over the course of the last few weeks of my son's summer holiday. Any moment when my husband and the girls are out of the house, my son and I find the time to procreate. We even make love in the shower and the marital bed once again, re-enacting our earliest transgressions.
    

    
      They're not mistakes at this point. We know exactly what we're doing, and we'll have to pay the price if we're ever discovered. But for now, the overpowering urge to enjoy my son's body before the day he puts a ring on another woman's finger is what drives me.
    

    
      The passion does fade as the fateful day of his return to college draws near, giving way to the recurring guilt and shame which somehow is never strong enough to yank us back to our senses. All that time, I've also been buttering up my clueless husband for another baby, and when my son and I stop making love, I convince my husband to take the condom off.
    

    
      I hold back the tears as he thrusts dutifully inside me, his reluctance giving way to his desire to make his wife happy. The fact that this is a necessary deceit to convince him that he's the father of the incestuous embryo that's already growing in my womb doesn't make it any better. I'm actively cuckolding the man who's given me so much, including the young man who actually fathered our latest baby-to-be, and I won't pretend that he's done anything to deserve it.
    

    
      My youngest two babies' real father has already started his sophomore year in college by the time I break the news of my latest pregnancy to the rest of the family. My husband takes deep, slow breaths, my older daughter calls me an idiot, and my younger daughter starts crying.
    

    
      Then the four of us embrace in the biggest group hug we've had in a long time.
    

    
      That was back in October, and now the family is back together again for Christmas. The sultry summer heat that helped to get me pregnant again is long gone, replaced by twelve inches of snow on the ground outside and festive decorations inside.
    

    
      The six of us devour a big turkey, complete with stuffing and vegetables, followed by Christmas pudding and the yanking open of Christmas crackers. My husband and firstborn son have wine while I, for obvious reasons, stick with pineapple juice -- one of my cravings.
    

    
      And now I'm relaxing on the couch with a Christmas sweater covering my four-month-swollen belly, relaxing in the arms of my unborn baby's grandfather. The girls are next to the Christmas tree fussing over their presents while their older brother plays with their younger brother.
    

    
      "You were right," my husband murmurs softly to me. His big hands slip underneath my sweater and then under my shirt so that he can feel my modest baby bump. "Having a big family was the best decision we ever made."
    

    
      I don't answer him. Instead, I glance uneasily over at my handsome firstborn son entertaining his own firstborn. The filthy secret at the heart of our wholesome, happy family is right there crawling about on all fours with his messy blond hair and wide blue eyes.
    

    
      "Do you think this will be our last?" He asks. That's a question that I have to answer.
    

    
      "I don't want it to be our last," I reply, craning my neck back to meet his gaze. "I'd like to have two more after this. I want to bring as much life into the world as possible while I still can."
    

    
      It's a cynical excuse to continue fucking our son and have him be the one to fill me with new life, but the desire is still a sincere one. I've had a year and a half to untangle the ethical knots I've tied myself up with, and I still can't figure it out.
    

    
      My husband caresses my pregnant belly lovingly, feeling the curvature of my protruding bump.
    

    
      "I think you might have won me over on that."
    

    
      It's beautiful to hear him say that, and I snuggle backwards into his embrace. His acquiescence in my plan to give birth to two more babies fathered by my favorite child is yet another layer atop the mountain of guilt and shame that I can't stop building higher and higher. At the very least, I can stop feeling sorry for myself and enjoy the company of our happy family.
    

    
      * * *
    

    
      Christmas is gone as soon as it came, although the snow stays piled up in the streets late into February. By the time my son returns home for Spring Break, the snow is gone except for a few sad patches of white where deep drifts had once been.
    

    
      I'm now seven months pregnant and not particularly graceful. My ankles are swollen, and my back is constantly aching. I'd stay lying on the couch all day if weren't for the baby pressing against my bladder. But despite all of that, I couldn't be happier.
    

    
      We've just had dinner, and my husband has taken the baby upstairs for another nap while my daughters are at a friend's party. Fortuitously, my husband also wants to go to bed early once the baby is asleep, leaving me some time alone with my other special someone.
    

    
      My son approaches, wearing shorts and a T-shirt, exposing his toned legs and strong arms, and sits down at the opposite end of the couch from me. I'm wearing a loose skirt with turquoise patterning that reaches down to my ankles. I've decided to be daring and take my top off.
    

    
      Perhaps because I've already crossed far worse red lines like incest and adultery, exposing my breasts and belly in the house doesn't really bother me. Or maybe some part of me wants to be caught so that I don't have to bear the burden of hiding the terrible secret in my belly or the one in the crib upstairs. Either way, I feel quite liberated being half naked in front of my son.
    

    
      He leans over until he's lying down almost on my lap, and rests his head on my pregnant belly, caressing the beautiful bump full of the life he put inside me. The baby's kicking constantly, a good sign of a healthy baby. I reach over and stroke my son's hair.
    

    
      "I've been meaning to talk to you." My son's comment injects an ominous note into what's otherwise a tender moment. "It's about...this. What's the endgame for all this?"
    

    
      "What do you mean?" It's a stupid question. I already know what he means.
    

    
      "Well, I come home for the summer holidays. We fool around behind dad's back. Then, nine months later, another baby arrives." He looks up at me to meet my gaze before finishing: "Are we really gonna keep this up until I graduate?"
    

    
      "That's the plan," I confirm, continuing to stroke his hair, "one baby for each year you spend at college. But you're right about one thing: this won't go on forever."
    

    
      There's a moment of silence between us, as if neither one of us knows what will happen after that. Except that I already know what should happen, and it's about time I spell it out to him.
    

    
      "I want you to promise me something." My voice is soft, and it wavers a little as I try to speak. "Promise me, as your mother."
    

    
      "Promise what?"
    

    
      I take a deep breath before telling him. "Promise me that you'll find a good woman to marry. Treat her with the same love and care that you treat me. Make love to her the same way you do to me and raise a big, happy family with her."
    

    
      My son looks at me as if he were expecting something more daunting.
    

    
      "So basically, you're telling me to live happily ever after."
    

    
      "Like I said, this won't last forever." Tears are forming in my eyes just by saying that, despite the fact that we both know it's true. "To tell you the truth, there's a certain narcissism about wanting to keep you to myself. I carried you in my belly and gave birth to you, so there's a part of me that feels entitled to have you all to myself."
    

    
      A heavy sigh escapes my mouth as if I'm trying to exhale the selfishness from my body.
    

    
      "But we don't own our children." It feels hard to say that as a mother, but it needs to be said. "My parents didn't own me just because they conceived and raised me. Your father and I don't own you; I don't own our baby son or the baby in my belly, and you won't own your children when you start a family of your own. The worst thing a parent can do is to clip their children's wings, so I want you to promise me that you'll do what I just asked of you."
    

    
      My son doesn't answer immediately. He lifts himself up and crawls towards me. I feel a shiver of sexual anticipation as he looms over my pregnant belly and brings his lips to mine. The kiss feels romantic, like the prelude to more illicit lovemaking.
    

    
      "I promise." Our matching blue eyes meet each other's gaze as he tells me that.
    

    
      I smile and the tears really do come this time. I love my son so much, even more than my own husband. Maybe it's because he's almost a younger version of the man I married, but whatever the reason is, it makes me so happy to hear his solemn promise.
    

    
      "In the meantime, though," I wipe the tears from my eyes as I shift the topic, "you've still got two more years of college; so that means two more babies I want you to put in me."
    

    
      My son grins and kisses me again, and it's so tempting to make love on the couch while the rest of the family is in bed or out of the house; but it's late, and we should both get to bed.
    

    
      * * *
    

    
      I waddle upstairs with my shirt bunched up in one hand and the other gripping the banister as I make my way back to the master bedroom. My husband still has his jeans on as he tidies up his side of the bed before getting his pajamas on.
    

    
      He hears me shut the door to the bedroom behind me and smiles lovingly. Then he notices that I'm topless and his smile crinkles into a quizzical look.
    

    
      "What made you want to take your shirt off?" he asks curiously.
    

    
      "The fact that I have a watermelon-sized belly and don't want to feel constrained by clothes." Everyone cuts you more slack for everything when you're pregnant, although I don't know if that explanation would serve as an excuse out in public. "Besides, I'm about to go to bed."
    

    
      My husband's furrowed brow indicates that he's still puzzled by my explanation, but he doesn't question me further. The fact that there are so many dots right under his nose that he just can't seem to connect is a blessing for me, but not one that I take any pleasure in.
    

    
      I place my shirt in the hamper and waddle over to the head-to-toe mirror in the corner, cradling my pregnant belly in my hands as I gaze wistfully at the middle-aged woman with blonde hair draped over one shoulder. I look tired, weighed down by the burden of motherhood and secret paternity; but despite my transgressions, I couldn't be happier.
    

    
      My husband appears behind me and slips his hands underneath my arms, playfully cupping my breasts with his palms. He smiles lovingly at me, and I return the smile, trying to bury any hint of sadness that might betray me.
    

    
      "I love you so much," he whispers in my ear.
    

    
      "I love you, too." It's all I can say in response.
    

    
      * * *
    

    
      My latest baby's conception in August was timed just right for my due date to fall after my son returned from his sophomore year at college. It's the middle of May, and we celebrate the fact that all of us are together as a family again. The incestuous secret at its heart no longer weighs on me quite as heavily by that point. It's like a backpack whose weight I've grown accustomed to, but still filled with explosive cargo. I just have to smile and pretend it isn't there.
    

    
      With a week to go before my due date, my husband and our two daughters leave with the baby to go see his parents in the next state over. The timing is far from ideal, and a lot of discussion and negotiation went into who should go, how long they should be gone for, and whether they should go see his parents at all with another baby's arrival imminent.
    

    
      I grumble outwardly about my husband leaving for a quick trip when I'm about to give birth, but inside I'm happy for the opportunity to be alone with my son for a few days. In the end, at my suggestion, it's decided that our firstborn child will stay behind to take care of me while the rest of the family visits my in-laws.
    

    
      And so, with assurances that everyone will be back before my due date next week, most of the family sets off in the SUV for the three-hour drive to my parents-in-law's house, leaving me alone with my son for the first time in many months.
    

    
      The first thing we do is make love in the marital bed. At nine months pregnant, doggy style is the only position we can do it in, and I relish the way my son slams his hips into my ample ass, gripping my butt with his firm hands. At one point, he leans forward and presses his chest against my back, reaching under me and fondling my breasts swollen with milk before moving down to caress my belly swollen with his child.
    

    
      I don't have an orgasm that time -- how could I when I was so far along in my pregnancy? -- but he empties a huge load inside me, demonstrating just how much he loves his mother. I'm such a selfish whore, but I've made my peace with that fact, and fully intend to enjoy being a selfish whore to the extent that it doesn't threaten my marriage.
    

    
      As it turns out, however, my due date was wrong by a week -- or maybe my son's semen helped to trigger labor early -- and I wake up before midnight with a familiar cramping sensation in my gut. I waddle to the bathroom connected to the master bedroom and empty my bladder as another cramp gurgles inside me.
    

    
      I glance uneasily at the bathtub -- the other bathroom only has a shower cubicle -- contemplating the hours-long ordeal that awaits me. I hear footsteps on the bedroom carpet and my son peers through to check up on me. With no one else in the house, there's no reason for us not to share a bed together, and the master bedroom is far nicer than his bedroom.
    

    
      "Mom? Are you OK?" The look of concern on his face tells me that his future wife will be a very lucky woman. I don't need to respond as it slowly dawns on him that the time has arrived early. "I'll...shall I call dad?"
    

    
      "It's midnight," I point out as I try to focus on my breathing. "He can wait until the morning."
    

    
      "But...I mean..." the gravity of the situation and his responsibility in it make his gorgeous blue eyes widen. Good. He's starting to realize what it'll take to be a good husband and father. "You'll have given birth by the morning."
    

    
      "Then you'd better get yourself a cup of midnight coffee, sweetheart." I want to be loving but firm with him on this. "Because neither of us is getting any sleep until this baby is out of me."
    

    
      My son gulps, swallowing the weight of responsibility within himself. He gives me a silent nod of acknowledgement, and then he disappears to get dressed and be ready. Fortunately, we did discuss in advance what's needed for the birth, so he knows what to fetch.
    

    
      I smile to myself as I contemplate the night to come. To assuage the guilt of our filthy secret, I've tried to convince myself that I'm training him to be a good man, a good husband, and a good father. How to please a woman in bed. How to take care of her needs. How to be the best man he can be for the sake of the mother of his future children -- without any further inbreeding.
    

    
      Supporting his mother -- the mother of two of his children -- during labor and after delivery will be an excellent baptism by fire for him. I'll also feel less guilty having him support me during this birth than if it were my husband.
    

    
      * * *
    

    
      By five in the morning, the baby has transitioned into my birth canal, and the pushing phase of labor has well and truly begun. I'm on my knees in the bathtub, leaning forward as I try to stay steady, submerged up to my milk-filled breasts as another contraction roils my guts and sends ripples through the bathwater.
    

    
      My son is right there in front of me, leaning back against the far end of the tub while his arms are outstretched to support me. After bringing the necessary supplies, I insist that he get naked and join me in the bathtub. My hands extend over his shoulders to grip the handles behind him so that I'm leaning over him with my pregnant belly brushing up against his six-pack.
    

    
      I'm breathing deeply and slowly, trying to work with the contractions as my body asserts that it has a mind of its own. Each contraction feels like my guts bunching together and driving the force downwards, but since this is my fifth time doing this, the pain is no longer pain. It feels like intense sensations concentrated in my womb and vagina.
    

    
      I wonder if it's possible to have an orgasm during childbirth. I've never read or heard about it happening, but with a big fleshy mass stretching my vagina wide, it's theoretically possible.
    

    
      That idea is quickly quashed as another wave of muscular movement builds inside me, and the sensation is definitely not the orgasmic kind. I inhale deeply and push with the contraction, the sound of maternal exertion escaping my lips in the form of an extended alto moan.
    

    
      My son has been quiet this whole time, a silent rock of strength for me to lean on, supporting and caressing me gently to keep me calm. He massages my breasts and teases my nipples with the utmost care to give me a bit of pleasure to offset the pain.
    

    
      I like that, and in between contractions, our mouths connect. His lips are soft against mine and his tongue only tentatively explores my mouth. Our kissing is sensual but also restrained. This isn't foreplay for sex, it's a silent sign of the love that's grown between us. It's hard to believe this all started when I caught him masturbating while watching me in the other bathroom.
    

    
      I sense another contraction arriving, and I break off the kiss and prepare to push again. I can feel my labia straining against the mass of the baby's head. The warm water and four previous vaginal births have made my pussy strong and supple, able to accommodate the strain of new life squeezing out into the world. It also dulls the searing pain of the ring of fire.
    

    
      I adjust my position until I'm squatting in the tub on my haunches, ready to give birth to the baby upright. A look of concern flashes across my son's face, but our blue-eyed gazes connect, and my expression reassures him that I know what I'm doing.
    

    
      I knew what I was doing when I pushed him into the world just shy of my nineteenth birthday. I knew what I was doing when I pushed each of his two sisters into the world. I knew what I was doing when I pushed the first of our babies out into the world. I'm only getting better with practice, and there'll be at least two more after this one.
    

    
      Having thought all of that, the birth has taken a lot out of me already, and I'm glad that there can't be many more pushes needed before the baby is out. The contraction arrives, and I take a deep breath and push hard, riding the wave of contractions roiling down through my vagina, and causing the baby to slide far enough down that the head pops out between my labia.
    

    
      My son gasps as he witnesses our latest child's head appear between my thighs, below my big blonde bush. My calves and ankles are already beginning to burn from the effort of squatting down this low, but I have to wait another minute before I can push the baby all the way out.
    

    
      I grip the bathtub handles for support and squeeze hard. I can't risk falling over while trying to catch the baby, so I trust my son to be the one to do the honors, just like last time. The fateful contraction arrives, and his hands are ready beneath me, even as he tries not to slide all the way underneath me. I take a deep breath and push hard.
    

    
      I'll never get tired of the exquisite feeling of a baby sliding out of my vagina, and I moan in a loud mixture of exertion and ecstasy as my fifth-born child slips out into my firstborn's waiting hands. He quickly pulls the baby up above the water while I collapse backwards into the water.
    

    
      The impact sends up a little tsunami that splashes over the edge of the tub. Neither of us has the time to worry about the bathroom floor getting wet as my son moves quickly towards me and places our newborn baby on my chest.
    

    
      My body is a surging hormonal storm as I cry with ecstatic relief, clutching the precious bundle against my bare breast and giving the back a few gentle taps until I hear the infant's cries. I'm already crying with joy as check between the baby's legs.
    

    
      "It's a girl!" I announce through my tears. "We have a daughter!"
    

    
      We've long since passed the weirdness and wrongness of me saying such a thing to my own son, and he maneuvers into position next to me while tears of joy form in his own eyes. The bathtub isn't quite big enough for us to cuddle comfortably, but we make it work and snuggle together, admiring the new life that we helped to bring into the world.
    

    
      At length, he reaches over the edge of the tub and retrieves a small towel from the rack, using it to help me wrap the baby before returning to his place beside me. Our little girl is still crying, but I rock her gently to soothe her, and before long she's sleeping calmly.
    

    
      It's the longest time before either of us says anything.
    

    
      "You did great." I turn to my son and smile with tears of happiness still brimming in my eyes.
    

    
      "So did you," he replies with a joyful smile.
    

    
      We have to stifle our laughter in case it wakes our baby daughter. "I've done this before," I remind him, "but this is only your second time catching a baby, and it's your first time doing it alone. I'm so incredibly proud of you. Not just for this, but especially this."
    

    
      There's more silence as the first rays of dawn peek through the frosted glass of the bathroom window. The clock on the wall tells us that it's nearly eight in the morning, so I must have been in labor for just over seven hours.
    

    
      "I think it might be time to phone dad and break the news." My son announces as he prepares to get out of the tub. "I can't imagine what his reaction will be."
    

    
      A flash of fright passes across my heart.
    

    
      "You're not seriously gonna tell him that...I mean..." I was terrified that he was about to spill our terrible incestuous secret to the one man who would be most betrayed by it.
    

    
      My son stares at me dumbfounded as it occurs to me that he was about to call his father to tell him about the baby's birth, not its paternity. He realizes the confusion and we have to stifle another round of laughter. I'm too exhausted to think clearly.
    

    
      "You should know I would never reveal that." He's right, I should know better. "Especially if we're going to have two more after this." There's a twinkle in his eye and a mischievous smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Maybe we'll have a fifth one after I graduate."
    

    
      He stands up and gets out of the tub, grabbing a towel and drying himself off. I ogle his naked body shamelessly, admiring the gorgeous, masculine contours of his powerfully muscular body, and especially his taut ass as he leaves the bathroom. I'm so proud of that sexy young man, and I'm obscenely proud of the fact that that sexy young man emerged from my vagina.
    

    
      Speaking of things emerging from vaginas, I feel another gurgle in my gut. The placenta is still on the way, and I wonder if I can manage to push out the afterbirth with an infant in my arms.
    

    
      Sure, I can manage that. And I know that I'll manage fine as a mother of seven or eight children. My beautiful diamond wedding ring has been on my finger this whole time, and I keep having to remind myself what an awful secret this is to have at the heart of an otherwise blessedly happy marriage. Keeping this secret from my darling husband is the hardest part of all.
    

    
      It's a secret I'll have to take to my grave, but it's a price I couldn't be happier to pay.
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