
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: A collage of a person  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]


Table of Contents

Title Page

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17.

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

CHAPTER 20

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






CHAPTER 1
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All characters in this story are over the age of 18.

It’s funny. You grow up with your parents for eighteen years and assume that the state of things will stay the same when you’re gone. Mom’ll still curl her soft brown hair even though it’s not naturally curly, and she’ll whine to dad the same way about it as always, and he’ll tell her something nice and cheesy like, “I like your hair, no matter how you torture it.” She’ll always slap him on the arm and tell him he’s being silly. 

Dad will still have a glass of vodka every night and peer at it in the light of the television. Mom will always mention your cousins at dinner. No matter who’s around. Jealousy of their accomplishments, and of their parents, that too, that was a constant.

Along with a whole lot of other things that seem forever normal.

And you assume that since you’re the only son of the family and that your big sisters have already up and left years ago, that you’re the last of your parents’ reminders of youth. Mom won’t be calling anyone else the baby of the family, ever. That’s your title forever. Etcetera.

But what upended everything was that my Aunt Taylor got pregnant.

Taylor was mom’s sister. Interestingly enough, she was her older sister, and when we were given the news that Aunt Taylor was going to have a kid at the ripe age of forty-nine, mom’s whole reality went upside down. Or right side up, depending who you asked. I guess for her and dad, they assumed that once you have your first batch of kids that you’re all done. Well, you know what they say about assumptions.

But modern medicine was a miracle. I don’t mean expensive, fancy treatments and all that. I just mean multivitamins. Vaccines that keep you from getting one of the several dozen forms of pox, or like, tetanus. And the knowledge that salad was healthy. These and a few more less important advances in modern medicine meant that women, instead of dying in their early fifties, could sometimes pop out kids till that time, and some could even run marathons afterward. So when mom spoke with the doctor and got the news that everything was still working, well, suddenly the light in her eyes went from a continuous flicker of content to a blaze of fertile realization.

She wanted more babies.

And that want went from a need to an absolute fever.
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Dad popped into the clinic to get his vasectomy reversed and I started hearing my parents having sex again.

I didn’t think they’d be this noisy, but mom really had it set on her heart that she wanted more children, and since I was moving out soon and things were solid financially, why not? I only wished that they had waited a little bit before going at it like newlyweds. They didn’t have any anxieties about fucking, presumably raw, every single time they disappeared into their bedroom, and that was all the time. The noises were insane, if not suppressed, but it’s not like mom closing her mouth really hard and trying to turn a scream into a muffled whimper while dad thumped his cock against her cervix actually hid the noise away. It was obvious. And the frequency was constant. My father was busting loads inside of her, daily, which surprised me because pops was getting up there in years and looked more like a globular parody of a dad than a dad himself. 

My mom was the kind of woman who, while she was really talkative socially, worked hard at being subtle and quiet for all ‘private’ matters. So when I heard her in her room for the first time while I was trying to game, it was a surprise.

I thought it was a wild animal or a dog fighting something outside. There was a lot of yowling.

Nope. 

It was my mother, getting ravaged from behind by my father, getting flooded with cum and squealing in an orgasm the likes of which I’m sure she hadn’t enjoyed since she was young. There were words. Oh, boy, there were words. I could hear them all the way down the hall.

“Teddy—oh, Teddy—fuck me—fuck me there, right like that, oh, fuck, honey—? Honey?? Teddy? I’m—I’m cumming—there! There! Agh—you fucking asshole—cum in me—give me babies!—give me—”

And there was dad, right along with her. I’m not gonna say what he said. It’d be redundant.

But mom had a lot more to say. Not words, really. More vibes.

That first time, she made a few anguished, orgasming screams at the end. I could hear them through my headphones. 

The kind that told me that dad was finishing in her, for an awfully long time. I couldn’t help but visualize that he had already cum—and that she was just getting fucked silly with it and it was smearing all into her and her cunt would do the rest of the work. 

Christ.

My mind’s eye made it really obvious what my mom’s face looked like, too. The kind of facial expression of absolute and total loss of conscious control, her mouth in an ‘o’, her limbs shaking and her eyes shut tight and her whole neck and face contorting with the brilliance of orgasm that only comes along when a woman’s really fucking needed it forever and it’s just blowing her goddamn mind, the kind of face you saw on amateur porn sites every once in a blue moon where the girl’s having a real orgasm.

Not that I saw my mom for real. 

Christ, and christ again.

That’d be a trip.

My mom was a bit of a mousey faced woman, a little plain, but with an earnest and kind face. She was pretty though in a girl-next door sort of way, and while she tried to get sexy, she more ended up with a milf-y body versus looking like she came out of a magazine. I jerked off to women like her all the time, though. A milf is a milf, and according to my friends, my mom was a milf.

She had really thick hips. Thick thighs. Thick breasts, a thick ass, and somehow had managed to keep her tummy down. If anything, what really contributed to my mom’s ‘milf’-ness was that she looked fertile, like her body was made for breeding and that she was just needing the right little infusion directly inside her to make all that happen.
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Anyway, since that first night, mom and dad went at it constantly. I can’t say I appreciated it, especially since after the first month, they just... kept going. I’d catch them every once in a while—not just in the hidden aftermath with glowing cheeks and dad looking like a deflated balloon. Once I caught them in the kitchen with mom’s dress pulled up and dad going to town behind her, the rough slapping noise of him banging against her ass loud enough that I could hear it while I was trying to watch HBO.  That time, I chewed them both out like they were my fucking kids, both of them looking sheepish and fixing their clothes, and since then, they toned it down. Some, I mean. Not completely. They were like fucking animals.

Month four. 

You know how when somebody tells you ‘we’re trying for a baby’ all you can envision is them fucking raw and feeling the flow of cum spurting up into the woman’s womb? Imagining her face as she feels it? Imagining the noises they make, the stress of ‘trying’, the fact that they’re doing it raw in a way that leaves creamy white dripping down the inside of thighs? Well, imagine knowing that your folks are trying for a baby since they tell everyone and the neighbors and anyone else who will listen, and you get from month six to month seven.

Seven months of ‘trying for a baby’. Mom and dad. Doing it raw and passionate and with hardly a lick of courtesy for the other people in the house. Like a couple of fuckin’ teens. 

But that was also the time that their passion started to fizzle.

Mom’s suddenly going to the doctor because she and dad are starting to realize that with the amount of cum he’s putting in her (and no swelling baby bump resulting) that something’s off. I mean, shit, I could tell once they hit month four. Not that I was a doctor or anything, but you’d think with that kind of determination that they’d make a baby somehow. Mom got her stuff checked out. The doctor told her she was fine. That she was perfectly fertile, for now, and everything still worked.

So that left dad. And his dubious vasectomy reversal.

Dad, unlike mom, was stubborn as shit about the doctor. He didn’t need to go again, he said. Healthy as a horse, he said. It all still works, obviously, he said. 

But that’s not what my mom told me.

Like I said, we were at month seven, and by this time, mom and dad were starting to lose the honeymoon eyes. It started to become clear that no matter how much passion and begging to put a baby inside, that the miracle of life was holding out. 

But dad wouldn’t fucking go to the doc to get things checked out. Honestly, I didn’t know what was going on with them, all I knew was that mom and dad were now arguing in whispers and that I didn’t hear them having sex nearly as much. Mom’s baby fever didn’t go down, though. Not a bit. It only manifested differently—she huffed more around the house, not in a bitchy way, but in the restless way you see some women when they’re going a little stir crazy and they want to get out. In mom’s case, she needed something in her, and I could tell by how she looked at dad, but that something was up so she couldn’t exactly approach him for sex. 

And all that huffing and wistful staring and her acting like a fucking teen girl got worse. I caught her touching her neck a lot. Putting a hand under one heavy breast. I caught her rubbing herself sometimes, not that she knew I knew, more that I’d enter a room and she’d be all flushed and her hand would slip really fast up to her hair as if she was fixing it and she’d avoid eye contact like I used to when I’d get caught jerking it. 

It was one of those times that I came in, after she had called me from downstairs. She wanted me to come down, so she could talk to me. Dad was at work. I came down pretty quick, but I guess since she didn’t expect me for another five minutes, I caught her, red handed. Her eyes were closed. The edge of her palm was tucked into the nest between her legs, the front of her shorts the only separation between her hand and her clit, which I assumed was what she was rubbing underneath. Her eyes were closed. She had a needy, almost pained look, leaning slightly forward as she touched herself through her pants while she leaned on the counter. Mom had on a set of leisurewear. Short sweats. A loose tee. A soft fabric bra underneath. 

I waited a moment before stepping back to shuffle my feet so she had a second to stop before I came in. It was only considerate.

“Hey, mom,” I said, coming in as non-chalant as I could. 

“Oh, hey baby,” she said, red faced. She had made a fast adjustment to herself in the space where I backed up and came back. Her shorts were pulled down slightly, presumably to hide how tightly she was mashing her hand against her clit while she dreamed of turning my room back into a nursery. “Sorry to take you from your games.”

“It’s all good. Last chance I have before college,” I said. “What’s going on?”

Mom’s red face went a little redder. “Oh,” she said, caught off guard. “I was going... to ask you something. But it’s nothing. It’s just about dinner. Is pizza okay?”

I blinked. Mom knew for a fact that nobody ever, ever complained about getting a pizza. “Yeah. Pizza’s good. You all good?”

“It’s just—” Mom started to stammer. Her hand went to her hair and started to play with it. She was really wrestling with something. “I don’t know how to ask this. I really don’t. I have no idea what to say and how to say it, and I have no idea what you’re going to think of me after this.”

“...does this have to do with pizza?” I asked.

“No, no,” mom waved her hand and then took to pulling her hands over the length of her hair, playing with it like she were a girl or something. There was a really obvious strain to her. 

Her flushing was extremely noticeable. Her face wasn’t just pink, so was her chest. Her lips were flushed. Her eyes were a little wild. I knew she had been horny like hell for dad but at this point I was starting to wonder if she should go to the doctor and talk about this fever, see what could be done to tamp it down a tad.

“It... it has to do with your father,” she said.

“Oh, shit,” I said. My heart dropped. “Is he okay?”

“He’s... he’s infertile,” she said, and her voice suddenly choked.

While at least he didn’t have cancer or something, I was taken aback. “Oh.” Then I saw mom’s facial expression.

I expected her to be crying, or something. I thought for sure that she would be devastated by the realization that dad was firing blanks. That she wouldn’t have a baby after all.

Except that wasn’t her face.

Mom still had that heated, fevered look.

She still had that look that girls get when they’re fucking ravenously horny and nothing’s going to stop them from making terrible, terrible decisions.

“You... you okay, mom?” I asked.

“I was wondering...” mom said, before shaking her head and stammering. She looked overwhelmingly embarrassed.

“Yo. What’s going on?” I asked. “I’m sorry about dad. That’s a shame.”

“I need you to do it.”

That stopped me in my tracks.

“...excuse me?” I asked.

“Honey, I know I’m asking you to do something fucking insane right now,” mom said, her tone unwavering in its desperation. “But... I want a baby more than anything, and you’re half your father. I want—I need you to... to...”

Then she went silent.

Her hand went down between her legs. 

And pressed.
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“You... you’re joking, right?” I asked. My eyes went to the way her thighs tightened around her hand. Like she was trying to hold herself back from peeing or something. Mom flushed into a brighter scarlet than I expected. Brighter than ever before. But she didn’t move.

She held eye contact with me and didn’t say anything further.

I was fucking stunned. “You’re not joking, are you?” 

“It’s... I know it’s fucking—” she started to laugh to herself, almost delirious with horniness. “It’s so fucking crazy, but... I... I snuck some of your father’s... sperm... over to the doctor. They had it tested. The sperm is still in his semen, but the actual sperms aren’t... they’re not strong enough anymore—honey—I’m so desperate,” she moved closer to me, her hand left the space between her legs. She stepped close and put a hand on my chest and another—straight onto my cock.

She whispered into my ear.

Her voice shook.

“It doesn’t have to be anything more than just cumming. Inside.”

Now, the most surprising thing about this wasn’t that my mom had straight up come on to me and that the woman who gave birth to me was massaging my cock through my pants, pushing her breasts against my chest like she was a horny girl the night of prom and her date was too shy to get it through his thick head that he was about to fuck. 

It wasn’t that my mom had turned to me as the first person to inseminate her.

It was more that my cock was standing way fucking stiff and that I was suddenly flooded with this hot feeling, this wild, acidic taste in my mouth the likes of which I’d get when I wanted a fucking steak after working my ass off at the gym.

It was that I wanted her.

I wanted my mother.

I wanted to take my dad’s place there, to be the one that fucks her silly in the kitchen. To dive into her bedroom with her for a quicky—shoving dad out of the way and being the one to breed this woman who had been yowling with pleasure up and down the halls of our home. I wanted to be the one to cum in her hot, fertile cunt. I wanted to be the one to see my fucking seed dripping down her pussy lips and dripping onto the floor.

I wanted to replace my dad, to make the baby mine, to make this woman mine.

Even if she was my mom. 

But—

“I know this is too much to ask,” mom whispered to me. Her voice was shaking. “I know. I know, I know, I know. But I’m begging you honey; I’m fucking begging you, I need to have a baby.”

I was speechless.

“I’m going to my room,” my mother said to me, her lips moving slowly. “I’m going to wait there for fifteen minutes. And if you don’t show up before the fifteen minutes are done, we can forget I ever asked this and I’ll just go to a shrink or something. But if you... if you decide...” she came close, her breath vibrating with need and anxiety. “I’ll be ready.”

Then she gave me a kiss.

A slow, warm, wet one on my cheek. Her eyes closed. Her breasts trembled against me and I felt her hand slip down my cock, giving it a loving, gentle rub, before she pulled back, looking at me warily, and then left to go to her room.
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I stood there for a couple minutes, totally stunned and barely adjusting to what I just heard.

Anyone else would have waited out the fifteen minutes. Anyone else would have let this disappear into just a momentary lapse of judgement. They would have found a way to get dad to go to the doctor and to have him take some health advice that might turn his sperm from duds to descendants. 

But not me.

My mom needed me.

I took a deep breath, struggling with how hard my cock was and how it stretched hard against my pants. I left the kitchen. I went to the base of our stairs. I took a few deep breaths, realizing what I was about to do, doing the time accounting to figure when dad was coming back. It’d be several hours. I didn’t need to worry, per se. But he’d come back.

He'd come back to a home where his son had fucked his wife and had bred her himself. 

And I knew for a fact that there was no way mom would ever admit any of this to him.

I went up the stairs. Stopped at the top.

My parents’ room was wide open. Double doors. A breezy master bedroom inside.

The foot of the bed was visible from where I stood. I could see the faintest sign of an indent, the only clue that my mother was already on the bed.

I went up to the doors. 

And gasped.

Mom had herself ready. She said she would. I guess I didn’t expect her to be ready like this. 

She had her shorts pulled up tight. They had practically become a pair of panties themselves, the legs of them high up around her ass and revealing inches and inches of creamy, soft swell. Her ass crack was defined by how her shorts had been pulled tight. She was on all fours. Facing away, like it would be shameful for us to look at each other. I could see that she was practically pawing the bed in anticipation.

I could see that even though she was still wearing her bra, the gentle swollen curves of her breasts were still visible from either side.

Now, if this were any other woman, and she had presented herself to me like this, I’d immediately go up, go to town, do my job and enjoy every second.

But this was my mom.

Like a shy courtesan, she had this demure attitude, simply from the way she was turned away, like it was indecent, like we were doing something shameful, which we were, but at the same time...

It only made it all the hotter. 

Because this was forbidden.

Because it was the ultimate in taboo. 

Because I had agreed for a thousand dollars to be my mom’s breeding bull. 

My cock throbbed in my pants. I could do nothing but wordlessly come up to the bed. To climb aboard.

There were no words. Mom only lowered her top half, pushing her ass up, readying herself to be mounted.

I pulled down my pants. The sound of our breathing was all there was in the room. It was almost clinical, almost just a procedure, almost a little favor or a bit of work around the house. Mom just needed me to do this one little thing for her. One little thing.

I settled behind her. My cock throbbed like crazy in the cool air of her bedroom. I could see the photos of her and dad on the walls. I could see dad’s nightstand, topped with pills and a bad thriller novel. I could see mom’s, perfectly clean, dusted, a single lamp on top.

I could see my mom’s ass, almost wiggling with anticipation. I saw her cheeks shifting, as she enticed me with her gorgeously curvy milf ass. 

I put my hands on her butt. Felt the soft cool of her flesh, and squeezed. Mom made a low gasp as I did. I felt my cock throb harder. Mom lowered her front more, pushed her tits into the bedspread. I could smell her musk, the sensual headiness of pussy, just fucking waiting for me.

I slipped my thumbs under the hem of her shorts. Slid them up, glided them over her ass. I was shaking too. Both of us were. 

All it’d take was to pull this and her panties underneath to the side.

I wondered why she’d do it this way. I figured it had to do with the fact that this was just a favor. Just something we were doing. It wasn’t incest; not exactly. It wasn’t that I was going to fuck her, it wasn’t that she was going to take her son’s cock and enjoy it, no way. It was that I was simply going to do a little favor for them both so that mom and dad could be happy for the rest of their lives. A little favor from son to parents. Perfectly decent. Perfectly...

I gripped the fabric of the back of her shorts. The stuff that wedged in her ass. 

I felt the dampness of the cotton by her cunt and felt how fucking hot it was and gasped out loud.

I felt my whole body react. I felt my cock stand stiffer to the point that it was actively throbbing and almost hurting from needing—needing to breed this cunt in front of me; this wasn’t my mom. This was a pussy, one belonging to a very, very attractive woman who was very, very horny. And who wanted, needed, a cock in her just as bad as I wanted to bury myself into a woman and to take everything I fucking could.

I pulled the cloth to the side.

And saw.

I saw the shining, dripping pink of her open slit. I saw the tiny little wrinkle of her asshole. I saw right where I needed to go, the slick pink of her labia, and inside.

My heart was pounding.

My mom was breathing faster. 

She knew what was about to happen.

We both did. 

So while I thought about how mom once yelled at me for not understanding the quadratic formula, I pulled myself closer, images of her pouring me a bowl of cereal and putting the milk next to it so I could pour and then immediately eat for the maximum crunch, images of her clutching my diploma after I graduated high school, images of her and dad sharing kisses while my cock lifted close and then pressed, just pressed, the underside of my dick making connection to the hot sticky wet of her cunt and the insane heat fucking swallowing me whole as I pushed in, no resistance, and my mom who used to shriek at my dad for leaving the toilet seat up suddenly made an uncontrollable moan as my cock slid in, all the way—

I couldn’t believe how slick she was.

I couldn’t believe how easily my cock entered her.

I couldn’t believe that as I went in her moan started and kept going and her body pushed back on me, until I bottomed out, my cock filling her completely, her ass soft and pressed against my hips and making me put my hands on the front of her hips and pulled myself into her more, more.

And for a glorious five seconds, breathing and shaking and delirious at the taboo, I kept my cock inside of my mother and felt her fucking pulsing around me, felt her juices only going wetter. Mom shuddered, as I did.

I couldn’t hold back from moving.

I started to thrust. I felt my cock gliding, raw, through my mom’s cunt, felt her walls squeezing me. Felt her breath shuddering through her while she cheated on her husband with her son. 

Was it cheating, though?

Or a favor to preserve his pride?

There was a mild breeze outside. The bed made the most subtle creak as I started to pick up speed. My cock was slipping through her, into her, filling her and drawing out and making a soft squelch of wet as my cock slicked into her, out of her, moving slow as both of us dealt with the sensation of something so fucking forbidden but somehow, so fucking good.

I found myself panting. Matching my mother, panting. She had herself on her elbows. I fucked her faster, Watched her body shifting forward and back, the gentle ripples of her ass as I slapped against it. I’d fucked before. But not like this. Not without a condom. Not family.

Mom made a low moan as I went faster. 

I saw her hands opening and closing on the covers, gathering sheets in her fingers.

I felt her cunt somehow going hotter.

I went faster.

I let go of her hips and started to squeeze her ass again, started to feel down her thighs. As I did that, as mom felt my hands on her bare skin, going from a mere breeding to the natural sensuality that comes from fucking, she started to let go of something. 

Instead of stiffly holding herself there as best as she could and waiting, she started to push back. Her ass pushed back straight on to my cock, and my thrusts drew all the way out, all the way in, all the way out, the slapping growing louder, mom’s whimpers getting more urgent. 

This wasn’t how mom and dad made love. This was so much more restrained, but our restraint was loosening. 

I fucked faster. 

Mom opened her mouth. I could hear it. She went from a closed mouth whimpering receptive vessel to a panting, moaning woman, whose cunt felt so hot and wet and tight after the eighteen years since she had a baby that I thought for an instant that I might have been fucking my tight ex.

I went faster.

The rhythm of our bodies slapping together made her ass ripple in a beautiful fast shake, every time, accented with her breath and her moans.

By this point, her cunt had so juiced up my cock that it was like gliding into water, and mom out of her desperation to get fucked had propped herself up, used her arms also to push back, wordless, just breeding, just needing, just taking—

“Fuck—” she suddenly whispered, so strained in her attempt to not say it that it came out as a helpless squeak.

“Oh—oh fuck—”

I went faster. I started to jackhammer against her, started to lose myself. My own moaning went into a steam of breath. I could only hear my mother trying helplessly to keep from saying anything. Her pucker kept winking at me from underneath the cloth of her shorts that were still pulled to the side. My cock was shiny with my mother’s juices. Her body had transformed. No longer stiff, no longer hesitant. Mom was fucking herself back onto me, whimpering, her words growing looser and less controlled.

And for long fucking minutes, where the sound of our bodies crashing together echoed through our home, both my mother and I were getting sweaty, both of us whimpering, both of us unable to keep our mouths closed. Both of us enjoying this forbidden act behind my father’s back. For long minutes, my cock fucked her and turned her higher and hotter and higher and hotter, until our bodies were slick with sweat, until our breathing was shaking into something, getting closer—getting closer—

“Fuck—you’re—you’re—I’m—you’re getting—you’re getting close—right?” she gasped, breaking into a shuddering series of pants while my cock stroked through her relentlessly.

“Not yet,” I grunted, shutting my eyes tight. “Sorry, mom.”

This wasn’t entirely true.

But I was enjoying my mother’s pussy far too much to want to stop.

I knew she wanted me to cum, the sooner the better. Nobody wanted to turn to their son for his breeding duties and to waste his time more than was necessary or to make the entire exchange awkward by putting too many demands on him, but mom was fucking activated, and I knew that if I just kept going... If I just kept using my cock on this marvelously horny woman who wanted so fucking desperately to have a baby, and that was a fucking magic ingredient I knew for some women that would help them cum is when they knew they wanted to get fucking pregnant, if I just kept fucking, if I just kept fucking my mom, soon, she’d—

My mother suddenly opened her mouth.

And made a whimpering scream that I could only react to—I moved over her, clamped a hand over her mouth, but my fingers slipped between her open lips and I found her suddenly sucking my middle and ring fingers, and the instant I felt her hot mouth going over those I fucking lost it.

I couldn’t help myself—I released, I came, right into my mom, and groaned uncontrollably while mom moaned over my fingers and as her drool smeared over her lips and my cock was pulsing, and with each pulse, my mom could feel it. She felt it coming up hot and inside and she suddenly mouthed over my fingers, “Uoooh—ohhhh—”

And her body snapped.

She pushed back hard, I pushed in, and at the deepest possible point, my cock flooded her pussy with semen, and I could feel the head pressed up against her cervix, could feel that my cum was practically splashing against it, and with each throb, my mom made a sob, made a noise of recognition and helpless feeling while my cock squirted a full fertile load deep inside where dad had been firing blanks.

I was shaking. Helplessly. My cock was pulsing and throbbing and I knew I was making noises, noises I couldn’t control.

Mom was too.

But she ground hard behind her and I stayed inside, and could only push as hard as I could while my cock took the signal to breed and kept pulsing, kept cumming, while mom shuddered—

And came.

With each pulse of cum, mom’s eyes rolled upward, her body softening and tightening and her cunt suddenly going into spasms as she felt the DNA filling her—and her dream—her dream of being a mother to yet another was coming true thanks to my hot white load flooding into her.

“Oh, gawwwd,” she moaned, drooling around my fingers, and shivering, while I panted and my cock kept pulsing into her until it couldn’t anymore.

And then.

Mom suddenly moved forward. 

My cock slipped from inside with a wet plop, and an obvious flood of cum spurted from inside her cunt, almost red and shining with all of her juices and now decorated with a drip that left a trail on my parents’ bedspread, and mom moved forward, moved to sit at the edge of her bed, to pull down her shorts and then to look, her back still to me, at what I had done inside of her.

Her legs were spread, I could see her bare butt on the covers, and her head was craned down so she could see all that I had put in her. “Oh—oh my god,” she said, almost frantic. But also.

Blissful.

“Oh my god oh my god—” she shivered and leaned her head back. 

I tried to catch my breath. I climbed off the bed, my job finished. I picked up my pants and stumbled to the edge of the room so I could go, but mom stopped me.

“Honey?” She called.

“Yeah,” I said, voice shaking. I was just as delirious as she was by this point. Having, you know, cum in my mom and all.

“Th-thank you,” she said, and then she shivered. “I hope this works.”

“Anytime, mom, that was fun,” I said, unthinking, before clamping my hand over my mouth. 

Mom turned to me. Saw my expression. And instead of any amount of awkwardness, she seemed... touched. If not a little empathetic for how embarrassed I was. “If... if you mean that,” She said, her expression one a brilliant blend of motherly love, of sexual satisfaction, and the glow of somebody who’s trying for a baby, “then... maybe. It sometimes takes more. Than one try.”

“Okay,” I said, breathless.

“Thank you again, honey,” mom said, her turn to look embarrassed. “I had fun too.”

I nodded, and turned, and stumbled my way back to my room so I could go back to playing my video games.

And thought about how my father went to work, five days a week, 50 weeks a year, and was so fucking stubborn about not going to the doctor that I’d be...

Needed.
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Curing Mom’s Baby Fever, Part 2

When my mom found out that her older sister was pregnant, it was like the world flipped upside down... or right side up. 

She and dad found that she was still fertile. The doctor said so, so they went nuts trying for a baby again.

I could hear them every, fucking, day.

Day in and day out, their fucking echoed through our house. My mother moaned, like a bitch, for my father to finish inside of her, and dad complied, cumming deep in her cunt, multiple times a day, filling her with his seed to overflowing, trying to impregnate his wife who’d developed a severe case of baby fever, incurable except by the right bit of cum in the right place. Like they were newlyweds. But month after month of this didn’t result in a baby.

The issue was...

My dad was infertile.

Months into their attempts, my mom took me aside.

She told me she needed my help.

That I was the only one who shared enough of my dad’s DNA to put a baby in her that looked like him.

She offered herself to me that day. Lay across her bed with her pussy presented to me like I were a breeding bull. 

So, despite my reservations, despite that she was the one that gave birth to me in the first place... 

...I mounted her.

I fucked my own mother.

I came inside of her.

She came as she took my cock from behind, whimpering the way dad made her whimper, but more—my youth and vigor and the insanity of what we were doing drove her into a heated orgasm that blended with mine.

And when we were done, and it was my cum dripping from inside of her, not dads, she told me that she’d require my help again and again. 

Because these things always took multiple tries.

This is the continuing story about how I cured my mom’s baby fever, and brought happiness back into the family.

All under my father’s nose...
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CHAPTER 6
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Mom and dad had a set routine. It was one that never changed, never varied, could consistently be counted on as sure as my dad’s name was Theodore. 

In the morning, around six-thirty or so, dad would wake up, make the loudest groan you ever heard as he swung out of bed. He’d make his coffee, toast some toast, scrape a pound of butter across it, and scarf it down along with a sampling of whatever desserts we had the night before. He’d think about making a healthy lunch for himself—pre-packaged cheese, a sandwich, and it’s not like we didn’t buy all the fixings for it every time mom went to the grocery store. After deliberating on that, he’d always give up and decide on buying lunch. Like clockwork.

He'd watch television, get up to date on what his favorite talking heads wanted him to think, and then saunter upstairs to change, to talk my mom into a smooch, then go back down, put on his shoes, and go to work. 

Mom slept during that routine until the smooch, which she always gave willingly, and then went back to sleep after dad left. She’d get up eventually and do her housewife duties, cooking and cleaning and laundry and the like, and that was the division of labor, the set routine, the guaranteed daily grind.

I knew that routine like the back of my hand.

This morning, I woke up right as I heard dad’s roaring yawn, his achy groan as he got out of bed. Usually I’d go right back to sleep, but I was wired this time.

And hard. My cock throbbed uncontrollably without my even touching it.

I thought about yesterday.

How mom’s request changed my life forever.

I mean, I’d never done it raw with anyone. And so for my cock to glide into my mother, raw, like it did yesterday, it gave me a ton of food for thought. And a lot of mental material to masturbate to.

I didn’t, though. Masturbate, I mean. Last night, I stayed up late, cock achingly hard, my balls feeling like they were going to fucking burst—because when you’re eighteen and your hormones are in overdrive, your balls become a fucking cum factory, and with the knowledge that there’s a very, very fertile woman in the house who wants that cum, only made my balls swell further, ache more, ache to release all that hot, white, slipperiness inside.

I stayed up late. 

I could only stroke my cock, not too far, but enough to tease myself, to edge myself. To store up enough cum in my balls for it to make a little difference when it was all set to go inside the woman who’d raised me.

Because I took it seriously—the little duty that mom had assigned me with. If I was going to fuck a baby into her... 

...I needed to make sure every load counted. 

And the best way to do that was to make sure there was a hell of a lot more of it than her body could say no to.

I edged. My balls swelled and hurt. My cock throbbed in insane need.

My youth. My deliberate edging. All of it was building and would become a flood inside my mother’s pussy. I couldn’t wait to see the creampie. To see my mom’s pussy, quivering, flexing, my seed coming out in a thick, pulsing trickle, showing me that I’d filled her completely and that the swarm of sperm were going to invade, overwhelming her womb, until her egg, helpless to biology, would take one of those and make me a little baby brother.

So this morning, I heard my father wake up, and knew it’d only be an hour or so before he was out of the house and no longer aware of what was going on in his marital bed.

That I’d be filling his wife with cum right as he made it to work.
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CHAPTER 7


[image: image]


I listened as dad’s car pulled out of the driveway. I waited until the sound of his tires on the street disappeared, and then I got up.

Stretched, flexed, warmed myself up.

I didn’t know if mom was going to be awake. I made it to the double doors of their room, and saw that it was just barely cracked open. I pushed the door open and felt the cool of their room come through. The familiar scent of my mom’s body care products, the dark of the morning, the subtle form of my mother among her covers, all of it drew me into a razor-sharp focus that made me aware that I was entering my parents’ room. 

The clock showed 7:40. Dad’d be pulling out of our neighborhood and onto one of the avenues that led toward the highways.

I came up to mom’s bed. Climbed in, as quietly as I could, and came close to my mother. Mom’s eyes were closed, and she was already asleep again, her hair tousled over her face, her fingers of one hand underneath her pillow, and the other tucked somewhere under the covers, likely sitting between her thighs.

My cock fucking ached. I could feel it pulsing in my pants.

I couldn’t fucking wait anymore.

I put a hand on mom’s waist, over her blanket, felt the softness of her body. She started to stir. To make a low moaning whimper. “Teddy...?”

“Morning, mom,” I whispered to her. 

Mom’s eyes flew open. The confusion registered on her face for a moment, before her eyes went a little wide, realizing exactly what I was here for. “Oh. Honey. Honey—”

I slipped under her covers, into the warmth behind her. Mom was wearing a set of silky pajamas, the short kind, short sleeves, short pantlegs, and sure enough, there was her hand, the side of her palm mashed against her pussy, between her thighs, and she drew it out as she stirred, as she tried to turn to face me. But I stopped her. I came close behind her, and pressed my cock against the small of her back, wrapped my arms around her shoulders and held her close for a second, showing her just how engorged I was. How fucking ready I was.

“I’ve been saving it up for you, mom,” I whispered into her ear. “Just hold still.”

Mom seemed to think for a second when I slipped down a little and started to work at the waistband of her shorts. 

But she gave in.

She held herself still for a second, but like the way butter melts, my mom found herself loosening in her body, her own hands going to her waist and pulling them down, for me, with me, until underneath her blankets, her bare bottom was exposed for me. This was a breeding job. This wasn’t making love. 

But I could see her getting excited.

For one, we were doing this in the bed that dad had been laying in, just a couple hours before. 

I scooted further. To where I was underneath her, practically. Where I could see up her back, as I pulled her pajama shirt upward so I could see a little more of her than just her butt. That seemed to come unexpectedly to my mom. Like I said, this was just breeding, but the edging must have gotten to me—the sexual heat and fire that flared unbearably in me drew my hands to grip her shirt with a fist and to push it up, so that my bare hands could pet over her skin, smoothing down her back, until I could grab her ass with firm handfuls and play with her butt as I prepared to fuck her.

I know some women need time.

But I didn’t have time.

And mom, in reaction to me pulling her shirt up, to my hands exploring her body, turned all of her breathing into little gasps. My boldness, my casual ownership of her body, my entitlement to play with her ass, all on her husband’s bed, made her wiggle a little for me. 

I pulled my pants down. As the sound of them coming down and brushing against her bed went through my parents’ quiet room, mom seemed to get hotter. She knew I was about to take her. She knew her son was about to fill her up.

When my pants were down, and my cock was free, the head of it tickling against the back of her thighs, I put my hands lower. On the lower curve of her ass. 

And I carefully spread them. Listening. The mild wet noise of her pussy came through, so subtle. But it sounded like music to me. I moved her cheeks, squeezed them. Felt myself thrusting a little forward, felt her pushing slightly back in anticipation. Listened to the wet of her pussy getting wetter.

I looked at the clock. 7:45. 

Dad’d be on the highway now, classic rock and the accompanying ads for krill oil coming through. His wife, my mom, was sliding her thighs forward and back, one at a time, humming to herself while I played with her butt and listened for that tiny wet sound of her pussy lips slipping, spreading. My thumbs tucked into either side of his wife’s cunt.

And I spread her open.

I looked and saw—the delightful bright pink, shiny with wetness, ready to take me, fertile and damp and as my cock moved forward, I felt it kiss at that wet, lovely inside of her. And held it there, only for a second, feeling the unbelievable heat on the other side, listening to my mom make a slow gasp as she felt that familiar sensation of a cock riding the verge of pushing, slick by her juices, into her, raw.

7:47.

Merging from one lane to the other.

My cock slipped in.

Mom put a hand over her mouth as if dad was here listening, but he wasn’t—and my cock filled into her, and all I could do was groan as the glorious sensation of a hot pussy swallowing up my cock, au natural, hot and squeezing and fucking wet, overwhelmed me. And fuck me—since I’d been edging, since my passions had been restrained and contained, I couldn’t fucking control myself.

I thought I could do slow strokes.

But fat fucking chance.

My cock, once it got a taste, seemed to have a mind of its own. I started to thrust, impatient, and mom made a suppressed squeal through her fingers as my cock shoved in and out of her—her wetness luckily enough, but the strength and savagery that made my cock plunge in and out of her pussy throwing her voice high. 

I gripped my mom by the waist. We were on our sides, but if we’d just been flipped, it’d be doggy style, same as before. I could only focus on the feeling of her cunt, taking my cock, taking my length as it slipped in and out, on the sound of her whimpering loud enough that if we had a window open, neighbors would hear, and they’d definitely start asking questions. But the windows were closed. Nobody could hear her as she shoved her face into the pillow, her body helpless to me, her voice helpless to the feelings in her pussy, her womb about to be helpless to the baby batter I was going to put in her.

I fucked her for what felt like long, long minutes, the suppressed load in me fighting to surge up, but I could only hold it back as best as I could—even though this was breeding, I wanted to make it count, and the best way was to make it last and for mom to whimper and her pussy to shake and for her to just get wetter and wetter and her voice to go higher and higher, the wet slapping noise of my hips hitting her butt and my cock drawing her juices from inside making my load stir. And grow. And grow.

And grow.

7:56.

Dad would be pulling into the parking lot of his job. Dad worked in an office of sorts, even though he wasn’t a corporate guy exactly, but he still wore a tie and got paid enough to make a mortgage and two cars and a bunch of kids, one expensive vacation, one cheap, and lunch at Figaro’s or Burger Barn, either one, every day. He’d shift into the P at the back of the parking lot, wondering why he was only ever four minutes early instead of five, and then yawning, knowing he didn’t give a shit as long as he had a couple calm minutes to himself, overlooking the asphalt and his coworkers as they shuffled like zombies into the building. 

By this point, his wife had the pillow mashed up against her lips and her hands where scrabbling onto the sheets and pulling them, partially off the corner, mom was fighting to keep from showing just how much she liked having her son fuck her from behind.

I could tell that I was on the fucking edge. 

I could tell she was enjoying herself an awful lot.

And so, fuck my impatience, and fuck my dirty mind, but I wanted to look my mom in the eye as I filled her.

So I pulled out.

Mom made a fast gasp as I did, as my cock suddenly left the inside of her and left her empty. She turned to me, her face confused, her eyes bleary with pleasure and with her mouth open and her cheeks and lips bright pink and her legs spreading—

I bounced up.

I grabbed my mom, an arm around each thigh, and lifted them, and mom could only yelp as I shoved her around, pushed her into position with her legs spread and my cock inches from her cunt, her on her back, the head of my cock rubbing for only a second over her clit as she gasped and looked her baby boy in the eye as my cock lowered, just a little and then...

Slipped in again.

7:58.

Dad would sip his coffee. He’d sigh and know he’d waited just a second too long, and now he’d have to walk slightly faster than he liked to get to the front desk in time to clock in. He’d open the door, lumber out, lock it twice with the fob as he walked up to his schmoozy job with health insurance.

Mom covered her mouth with both hands while my cock ravaged her, while I thrust like crazy, the slaps of our bodies connecting louder than I expected, not because of any funny echoes but because I was pounding her with all my strength and all my desire, my hands fumbling over her pajama shirt and opening it up so I could see her breasts while I did it, and button by button, her breasts were more exposed, my cock still shoving into her, still fucking her, her gasps so loud through her fingers and her eyes rolling up and then her breasts—so soft and full and swinging up and down, heavily swaying in time with the movement of our bodies, her nipples a rich brown and so fucking soft that as my hands went over her tits and squeezed, I could hardly feel the points of them—but what I could feel—was my mom’s body giving in completely.

8:00.

Mom came.

And so did I.

In a sudden rush of sensation and heat and both of us going, “Ohh, ffuucckk—”, my cock erupted inside of her, and mom cried with her mouth open and her hands scratching over my shoulders and her eyes rolling back and my cock squirted so fucking fast and thick inside of her that her legs seized, her thighs quivered violently, and I could only keep fucking as best as I could while the ache in my balls translated into the most wild fucking flow of hot, white semen that I’d ever produced in my entire life, directly into my mother, directly up her womb, and she looked me in the eye and said my name and I could feel her cunt fucking spasm in tight clenches around me, my cum now lubing the way, my semen already overflowing.

“Fuck—” mom gasped. “Fuck!” Her hands went up to her red-hot cheeks and covered her eyes, and—

We heard the door open downstairs.
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CHAPTER 8
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Mom and I froze.

8:02.

We heard footsteps, heavy, clearly dad’s, coming up the stairs. 

Mom sputtered and motioned for the underside of the bed, I dove off, squeezed my face and then my body through the tiny gap that led to underneath their bed frame. I could hear mom fiddling as fast as she could with her buttons, her shorts, ‘ohmygodohmygod’ coming fast from her mouth in total panic.

Dad’s heavy, lumbering steps, complete with shoes, came to the door. 

He stopped.

Mom had stopped moving at this point. I could only assume that she had the covers up and over her. 

And that my cum was oozing out. Filling her panties. Smearing all over the inside of her pajama shorts.

I turned my head. It barely could. My nose rubbed against the slats underneath their mattress. 

I saw my dad’s shoes, him tiptoeing over to his side of the bed. 

I thanked myself for not actually taking off any of my clothes. Because if he noticed, he’d start thinking. Maybe. I don’t know if he would, but it was possible.

Dad stopped, right where I knew he normally climbed in. Did something happen? Was he back to claim his wife, to make a cheeky little bit of love before going in to work and pretending that he, ha, silly him, slept through an alarm, knowing the company would forgive him, and so he could enjoy the marital fruits that his wife had between her legs? 

“Good morning, darling,” I heard him whisper.

Mom made a fake moan, trying to sound like she was just waking up. “Oh... Teddy... what’s going on?”

Dad made a little grunt.

I about had a heart attack thinking that if he were to get into the bed, the bouncing slats would crush me to death, to the time of his thrusting. 

“Wallet,” I heard him whisper. “Whoops. There it is. Love you honey, see you at six!”

Then he bounced right off, heavy feet thumping all the way down the stairs.

Mom and I both waited until the door closed again. His car started again. The sound of his car had made it out of the driveway, down the street, and out of earshot. Before the both of us let go of a heavy series of relieved gasps.

I crawled out from underneath the bed, dodging a dust bunny. I got up, wondering how shaken mom was. I was fine, since I was young and dumb and didn’t know the kind of insanity that’d come from dad finding out I’d boinked his wife when he was supposed to be going to work. Realistically, he’d probably kill me. 

Mom didn’t seem worried about that. Not because it wasn’t a real danger to her, but more because the sheets were thrown back, her shorts and panties were pulled down, and she was in extreme awe at the huge mess I’d made inside of her.

My cum had come out in what looked like a spill.

Her panties were soaked. Globs of cum clung to them, dark wet spreading all the way out to the thin edges of her waistband. Her silky shorts were ruined, so much of the cum having slipped out and soaked through into them as well. And her pussy itself... 

Was still dripping.

Mom and I looked at it for a moment. At the additional thick pulses of white that just kept coming from inside of her. So much cum. All over her. All over the place. Sticky against her labia, pooled down between her legs and having soaked into the sheets, into the mattress. 

It was all over her thighs, too. 

Mom looked up at me, and gave me a relieved smile, a little frantic from the close call. But a smile nonetheless. “Wow,” she said, and then started laughing to herself. “Do you want breakfast? After a show like that, I’m feeling French Toast.”

8:03. Dad would be pulling out of the neighborhood, onto the thoroughfare, listening to the talk radio program that pushed out the classic rock, only a little nervous, because his boss would say something snide but since he was such a great employee, he wouldn’t get a writeup, or even a verbal warning. Yes sir. Won’t happen again, boss. 

He’d still get paid for the full day, too. The secretary appreciated getting the fortune cookies whenever he ordered Chinese delivery, and to her, that was enough to make sure the man wouldn’t lose a dime.
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CURING MOM’S BABY FEVER, Part 3

I’d learned a lot in the last couple days.

For one, I had no idea that my mom and I had sexual chemistry. 

And by that, I don’t mean flirtatious glances. 

I don’t mean sighs and subtle touches. 

I mean that as my cock filled her for the first time, mom’s body went through a reaction—when my cum flooded her, mom couldn’t help the way she was, her body mewling, aching, moaning in delight as her son was the one to fill her with hot, sticky DNA.

Ever since she asked me to be the one to put the baby in her, all because dad was infertile, we discovered that my cum belonged in her. 

That it wasn’t just a baby she wanted from me.

It had been twice, now, that we’d fucked. Breaking every taboo, doing this under my father’s nose. Breaking the law. Breaking the marriage bed, only the marriage itself remaining intact. My mom had a baby fever—and paradoxically, I was determined to cure it, not for myself...

But for my mom and dad.

This is the continuing story about how I saved their happiness and gave myself a little baby sibling in the process, all under dad’s nose.

What can I say?

Ignorance is bliss.
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CHAPTER 9
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“Big game this weekend,” dad said over his pasta. “Real big one.”

“Oh, really?” Mom sounded genuinely curious. She normally didn’t about football, but the prospect of staying home while he enjoyed a bit of time with his friends was a little more titillating than it used to be. “You going to go to Tony’s again like last year? How’s Chandra doing, by the way?”

Dad spoke with his hand over his mouth, trying not to make the fact that he was talking with it full of carbonara obvious. “Can’t do Tony’s. He’s in the doghouse.”

“Oh no.”

“Yeah. Porn issues.”

“Oh no,” mom said, eyes on her food, her body moving with absolute self-control. “Poor Chandra.”

“It’s just a bit of porn, honey,” dad shrugged. “Everyone does it, even you with your romance novels, eh? And from what he said, it wasn’t like he and Chandra were suffering in their sex life at all. Not like us,” he said, making a little grin at me like he was one-upping me with something.

If only dad knew. Of course, better that he didn’t.

“Teddy,” mom chided him, with a little smile. Then she looked at me.

It wasn’t with a grin. But there was a smolder there. A subtle one. 

And it came with the feeling of her foot touching my shin.

And then it climbing up toward my knee.

“You know, I just spoke to Chandra,” mom said, her eyes fixed on dad.

Dad looked up at her and I could see the embarrassment on his face already—he realized that Tony might not have been all that honest, which would explain the doghouse. 

“You know how she is,” mom said, ending the conversation there with a nervous smile. “Always. Ah. Always offended by something.” 

I could tell that while she’d typically go for the kill and let dad know what had really happened, the fact that her foot was rubbing along the inside of my thigh, and pressing against the stiffness of my cock, was making her blush and was making her words less authoritative and a little... higher.

Dad seemed relieved that mom left it at that. “Well, I was thinking about hosting for the game here.”

Mom and I stopped our forks inches from our mouths. Her foot stopped moving up my thigh.

“You won’t have to do much,” dad said, smiling sheepishly and trying to negotiate. “If you get the carpets cleaned tomorrow, I promise I’ll bake everything. I’ll buy wings, pizza rolls, chips—”

Mom put her fork down. I could tell she was thinking. Mom and I had spent a little bit of time today, talking about Saturday, talking about how while dad was gone with his friends we’d have several hours on a weekend to get fucking busy, to use the whole house, to focus on the breeding duty so that she could get her baby and so she could take full advantage of the fertility she had left. She didn’t want to waste a single weekend.

And neither did I.

“Please, honey,” dad gave her the biggest, warmest smile.

And while mom looked conflicted, it wasn’t because she was looking for a way to fuck dad over, necessarily. It was because his ask really was quite nice.

Her foot pressed along the hardness of my cock. It reminded me solidly that she wanted a baby, more than anything. But then her words also said what she wanted more than anything, only second to that.

“Of course, honey,” she said, with a genuine smile. “I’d love to host. Oh, we’ll all have so much fun!” 

Her foot tapped my cock in a way that told me that we’d figure something else out.

I realized what was going on. Mom wasn’t split, exactly, between me and dad. While the activities in our bed were definitely subversive and while dad was most definitely getting cuckolded, it was so fucking important to mom that he never, ever find out, and that it ultimately be for the singular goal of having another child when she still could, and not because she didn’t love him. 

She did. She loved him more than anything even if he was a stubborn ass who wouldn’t condescend to fertility treatments. It wasn’t about making dad feel less than—it was about making him a father again, and all the more reason it had to be me as sperm donor—the child was to be his. It’d be a quarter him, and if that’s the best they could do under the circumstances, then that’s how it’d be done.

The truth was, mom wanted the best of both worlds.

And for me, kinky as a guy my age can be... 

I was cool with that.

Especially as her foot started a heavy massage, up and down my cock, making it throb, aching through my jeans, and reminding me that the instant dad was out of sight in the morning, she and I would get right back. To breeding.

Best of both worlds.

Dad looked ecstatic that mom agreed. He gave a big grin and stood up, pasta unfinished. “I’ll call the guys.”

“Now?” Mom’s foot left my cock and her eyebrows furrowed as dad took his phone from his pocket on the way to the garage so he could make the calls.

“They’ve been wanting to know all day! I can’t believe I waited this long, I thought for sure you wouldn’t want to—”

And then he was already out the door and in the garage. Speakerphone on. Dial tone going through as he was going to call his friends, one by one. I wondered why he didn’t just send a group text or something, but realized that if he was going to go through his contacts, and let everyone know at work, in his fantasy football league, his drinking buddies, his longtime friends, well...

He'd be in the garage for a while.

And that meant...

Mom looked at me with an expression that said she understood the same exact thing.

“Rod!” I heard dad from inside the garage. His words went slow. Relaxed. Mom and I listened carefully, measuring just how long he was going to take with each of his friends. “What’s happening, buddy! No, I’m good... yep, just put mulch down yesterday... Yeah... John Deere... good brand. Good brand... Yeah, sucks for Tony—but hey—”

And the conversations started in that gait that told us that dad was thoroughly invested in basking, in being the hailed savior of his entire friend group, who were all in different levels of doghouse by this point.

“Yep. Ha. I managed to convince her. Well. All I can say is it was a tough sell, but you know, I know how to handle a woman. Better than Tony’s doing, huh? Ha!”

I got up. My cock ached like crazy in my pants, ready to take advantage of the time we had left.

Mom got up. Her face was flushed scarlet, the fast transition from dinner to sex already fucking with her head, her pussy, and her hand was already pulling up the side of her blouse so she could unbutton her own jeans.

I went to her as fast as I could, sliding on the hardwood floor. Mom hurried—tugging her jeans down, soft, round thighs appearing, a pair of panties that seemed too small to me but only made her butt appear larger and rounder being all that was left—and in a second, I had grabbed those panties and pulled them down, yanked it to the upper part of her thighs, felt that that little bit of cotton was damp. I grabbed her hips, pulled her into position fast—mom was breathing fast—her hands gripping the back of a chair.

I opened my fly, pulled my boxers down, had my cock out in the span of a second—I was so eager, I was so fucking ready, I was pressing my cock against her pussy, already wet, glistening for me and molten hot as I pushed—and as we heard dad laughing at a rather long joke by one of his buddies, I slid in.

Glory.

Heat.

Unbearably scalding wet that sealed around my cock—my mom made a sharp groan that she clamped under a palm. I leaned over and bit down on her shoulder trying to keep from moaning, the fabric of her shirt fuzzy in my mouth, the wet slick around my dick in brilliant contrast.

And I fucked her.

I could see mom’s eyes go wide in our reflection in the china cabinet as I picked up speed. Soon, I could see her eyes closing, opening, wildly out of control, as my cock pumped her. She was wet enough—we were right to it, and the slick noise of our fucking was punctuated by dad’s little laughs and his slow bragging outside. I could see mom’s fingers splaying over her mouth and a pinky drawing over her lips and the tip of it fitting between her teeth. The noise was fast—loud—

And dad was telling his own joke. What do you call a democrat stuck in quicksand? A deranged lunatic. What do you call a republican stuck in quicksand? Holding to his values. What do you call a moderate stuck in quicksand? Well, it’s not quicksand, exactly, but—

I couldn’t hear the end of the joke. I’d never heard it from him before. But while mom was moaning on the end of my cock as I slammed it into her, fast as I could, her sopping pussy making what almost sounded like a quiet squelch from how fast and how hard my cock fucked her, and while my cock punched hard against her womb, dad’s punchline made him laugh as well. 

“Oh, fuck—” Mom whimpered, her pinky firmly bitten between her teeth. I leaned forward more, wrapped my arms up and squeezed her tits under her shirt. Mom wasn’t wearing a bra—I squeezed her tits, squeezed them hard, then shoved my hands under the shirt and went to feel her hot, swelling breasts as I tried to breed a baby into her. 

Dad made a final crack about the Green Party. Then said buh bye. And in an instant, he was on another call. “Casey! Hey! Put Bill on the phone, will you? ...Oh, he’s in the doghouse?”

The chair mom held onto scooted a little closer. Mom tried desperately to keep herself propped up. My balls were aching, slapping against the back of her pussy—I was sweating—the risk was pretty fucking crazy but luckily dad was consistent—

“Yep. Convinced the ol’ ball and chain. Hard sell, I’ll tell you what.”

Mom whimpered. One of her hands reached back. Grabbed onto the edge of my shirt, pulled it as hard as she could as if it would pull my fucking cock deeper into her. Mom’s mouth was open and her head was low and I could see her breasts, visible past her sides, swinging under her shirt as I let them go and tried to hold onto her waist so I could pull her onto me. My cock was getting ready to burst.

“A six pack, and chips. I made the deal—I’m baking the Totino’s and doing the dishes afterward, but you gotta help me with chips. And if you’re gonna drink more than six I expect you to bring a whole damn rack—not like last time—”

Mom whispered harshly behind her, “hurry, honey, do it in me, do it now, he’s gonna want to come in for a beer, he always does after—”

It was true. 

After talking with Bill, dad, like some sort of pavlovian dog, would always return to the fridge for a beer. 

And if anyone knew this with absolute certainty, it was mom.

I started to crest. I moved my hands down and fucking spanked my mom’s ass, gripped it, pushed hard, and—

Mom squealed as my cock suddenly squirted hot cum into her.

I groaned, leaned forward, bit down harder on her other shoulder and felt my balls pulse, felt my cock pulse, felt the throb of my testicles shoot a ton of white semen up into my mother’s cunt—and I felt her shivering, her pussy quiver around me. 

Mom was cumming. The chair was scraping hard on the dining room floor and mom’s face was turning from side to side as she fought to not make any fucking noise as the orgasm ripped through her body and made her knees buckle.

I kept my cock buried in her, trying not to waste a drop of cum, trying to keep as much of it inside her as possible, as deep as possible, while the last twitches of my cock left the last of each drop inside her.

“Yeap. Mhm. Hey. What do you call a democrat stuck in quicksand?”

I might not have heard the punchline, but I knew the countdown was starting. I pulled out, and as my cock slipped from inside my mom, she made a large gasp—and a flood of semen suddenly poured from inside of her, running down her legs, dripping heavily and audibly onto the floor, like raindrops. “Get—get tissues—” she gasped, turning only her face toward me, her hair wild, her eyes wild, her brow sweaty, her cheeks a delightful pink, just like inside of her, but how pretty my cum looked in a slow, delicate drip from her gaped, trembling slit.

Obeying, I grabbed a wad of napkins and handed them to mom, taking one, wiping my cock, before leaning down and trying to wipe up the semen that had spilled from inside of her onto the hardwood floor. I could see a few light scratches from how mom dragged the chair legs in her attempts to stay balanced. The force, along with her blush and her attempt to catch her breath, told me that she’d really, really fucking liked it, even if she wasn’t going to say much about it.

And better that we didn’t, in my opinion. 

This really was just us doing a bit of work for the family. 

“Buh bye,” dad said out in the garage, chuckling.

I ended up in my seat, trying to look normal. Mom had finished tucking in her blouse right at the instant that dad opened the door, and she stood awkwardly over her chair, going to sit down, wondering if the lack of a reason why she would have stood up in the first place would have tipped him off. 

But dad was just grinning. “Whew. All that talking made me thirsty!”

He went over to the fridge.

Grabbed a beer. 

Just like mom predicted.

And then took it outside to the garage again. 

When the door closed, we could hear his next call start. “Jim! Yep, I got it! She was really hard to convince, but you know—hey—I just heard this joke about quicksand...”
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CHAPTER 10
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To call that whole thing fucking insane was, of course, an understatement. 

What the hell were we thinking? While mom and I sure banked on dad’s typical behavior, the simple fact was that at any fucking moment, if he’d decided he felt thirsty or had to use the bathroom, or just fucking absentmindedly decided to wander, he could have walked in and found that his son was fucking his wife and that they weren’t even using protection—that his lineage had usurped his lineage, and that his wife was enjoying cock on the side, no matter how much of that cock was genetically his.

The consequences would have been so fucked to deal with, that mom and I, in the aftermath, having to pretend nothing happened for the rest of the night, had a good amount of time to think about what we’d done and what was safe for us to do next time. Mom even had trouble keeping her panties from soaking through and showing how much I’d filled her up, and while I wasn’t exactly privy to how she did that, I know she spent a little time in the bathroom trying to manage it.

After that, my mom laid down some ground rules with me. We might have gotten a little cocky with doing it like that, dad being just a door away and all, so mom was really firm with me—she only spread her legs for me to breed her when dad was out of the house, and when his being out of the house could almost be guaranteed as something that wouldn’t change, like when I came to her bed, thinking dad was going to work, but he’d turned around on the highway since he’d forgotten his wallet. 

So mom resolved that we weren’t going to make that mistake again. No more taking chances.

“And no more spanking,” mom warned me with a glare. “Don’t you dare do that again.”

But that still left so many possibilities, and so much time, and for a guy who’s eighteen, having eight hours a day is more than enough to make the most of things.

For one, the next day was Friday.

And the big game was tomorrow.

I woke up, heard dad leave the driveway. I waited until it was 8:00. 8:05. 8:10. And that was good enough for me. 

I went into my parents bedroom to find my mom changing into her clothes so she could get started on cleaning up the house—loose jeans, a tee shirt, no bra, her pretty nipples poking through and the maroon color of them subtle through the white. 

When I came in, mom gave me one look, and then, smiling, immediately pulled down her jeans for me. She leaned over the bed. Wiggled her tush. “Good morning, honey,” she said seductively to me. “Hurry up. I want to get started. Don’t hold back from doing it as fast as you can, alright?”

She didn’t have to say that twice. 

I went up to her, cock already engorged, moved quickly to rub the head of my cock against her slit, gasped in surprise as I found her already wet, and pierced her. I hurried, like she encouraged me. Her hips moved back on me as fast as I could thrust, and in mere minutes, she’d made me cum—and while I’d managed to color her cheeks and to get her heartrate up, my orgasm came up fast—she whispered behind her, “good—good boy, th-thanks honey—” practically whimpering it as my cock pulsed white into her. And when I withdrew, mom made a satisfied sigh, before pointing at the tissue box on dad’s side of the bed. Wordlessly, we cleaned up, and then I went back to doing my thing, and mom to getting the place cleaned up.

It didn’t take long for me to get bored, though. When you’re my age and you’re in that perfect limbo between high school and college, there’s a whole lot of leeway in every direction, and ironically, all that freedom meant I was a prisoner of my video games, of chat rooms, and my room proper.

I heard the vacuum turn on downstairs.

And figured maybe mom could use somebody to lift the furniture.

Or her proverbial skirt.

So I ran downstairs, made it to the living room where the TV was, and came across mom, struggling with an ottoman while she simultaneously tried to maneuver a vacuum under it. 

“Hey mom, I got it,” I said, coming close.

Mom looked up at me, and cut me off pretty quick. “Not so fast, young man,” she said sternly, putting her end of the ottoman down and turning off the vacuum. “We’ve already done it today, and I really need to get these done.”

After explaining to her that I was bored enough that I actually wanted to help, my mom’s stern look evaporated. What was left was a bit of embarrassed shock. “Oh.” She looked at the vacuum and awkwardly shifted. “Well. I guess if you’re serious, I could use a little help with the furniture.” She offered me the vacuum. “Bonus points if you do this at the same time.”

Now, I’m not gonna lie. Of course I had nookie in mind. As crazy as it all was.

But mom seemed pretty set, so I didn’t fight her. I took the vacuum and lifted the furniture with one hand and pushed the thing around with the other, gathering dust bunnies and going over the carpet and the rug. Mom left to take care of the bathroom.

After a little bit of time and some sore arms from manhandling the furniture to get the vacuum everywhere, I went over to the bathroom to see how mom was doing. 

She was bent over the rim of the tub, scrubbing away at a particularly stubborn stain. The soft scent of our cleaner, a much gentler one that you could breathe in without dying of fumes, gave the scent of lilac in a way that calmed, even if it wasn’t that great of a cleaner on its own. I guess a little extra scrubbing was the price we paid to not get brain damage.

But that scrubbing certainly showed my mother’s ass off to me.

Her jeans were a little oversized, but with the way she was bent over, her ass filled each curve, and the juicy intersection of her cunt had the denim stretched tight, tight, tight over it. I came in with it in mind to ask what else I could do, and found myself instead just looking at my mom’s butt. Watching her ass flex. Watching her thighs quiver under her. Yeah, I’d already cum inside of her that morning for a quickie.

But I had another load ready for her now. 

I came close. 

“Hey,” I said, putting a hand on her lower back.

Mom turned a little, and made an exasperated huff. “A little busy right now.”

But my mind was fixed. Not that I was going to push. But that I was going to make it happen, damn soon.

“What can I do that you’ll let me when I’m done?” I asked.

Mom laughed.

She turned. 

She straightened up, squeaky rubber gloves clutching a brush and the sprayer. Her hair stuck to her face, her cheeks pink from exertion, not lust. 

But you know, sometimes a woman looks hot that way, and for a woman like my mom who I’d already bonded with in ways that would have us thrown in fucking prison, the fact was, she was sexy. 

I liked how her ass was hidden under the thick denim. 

I liked her pissed off face. Even when my mom scolded me or chewed me out, she was pretty.

I liked her sweaty hair and her cheeks and the fact that she was clearly deliberating, asking little questions to herself as to the kind of chores she could get out of me before she’d let me do my little duty.

Then mom grinned.

“Get the carpet cleaning machine,” she said, smiling with a note of mischief. “It’s in the garage. You might have to brush off some cobwebs.”

“Got it,” I said immediately, turning.

“Read the manual!” She called.

“Okay!” I said, as I went toward the garage.

“Don’t soak the carpet, keep the pace steady!” 

“Oh, Kay!” I shouted.

And as I entered the garage and tore through the stacked junk that hid away the carpet cleaner, I could hear my mom’s voice echoing from the bathroom, filled with actual relief. “Thank you!”
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Cleaning a carpet really is a daunting chore, and all I can say about it is that I spent more time reading the manual and putting the damn thing together before actually getting started. And funny enough, once I was started, and used a wide attachment, the carpets cleaned right up, real fast. Turned out the setup and the reading was the hardest part. The rest was like mowing a lawn with suds.

After dumping the water, and putting the machine back in the garage, I went to go check on mom.

And what do you know?

She was still scrubbing the tub. 

“Doing alright?” I asked.

Mom stopped moving. Her head hung, a little defeated. I guess the safe cleaner hadn’t cut through whatever she was trying to scrub out—even my cleaning the carpets had taken less time. By this point, she was exhausted. Really sweaty. But at least she didn’t have to clean the carpets. 

“I guess you want what you came for,” she said, a little reluctantly. 

“I could just scrub it for you, mom.”

She shook her head and went back to scrubbing, stubborn. Like I’d insulted her non-toxic stuff she’d found on a blog. “This cleaner is safe, and it works, when you—unf—put some, elbow grease into it—”

I watched her ass chewing on her jeans.

I watched her body rocking forward and back.

I listened to my mother’s voice, frustrated, exhausted, moaning from how hard she’d been rocking in this same position.

“You sure you wanna keep going?” I asked, mouth a little dry.

That taste I got of her pussy this morning had tamped down some urges for that little bit of time, but now... At this point I was hard again. And after having been put off a few times... I was starting to wonder if I should just take what she promised.

“I got it,” she said, scrubbing harder. “God damn, I don’t know if it’s embedded in the fiberglass or what—”

I knelt down behind her. My knees on the bathmat. The scent of lilac was gorgeous and my mom looked so fucking sexy.

And a little vulnerable. 

I put my hands on her waistband.

“Hey—”

“You said,” I protested.

Mom stopped scrubbing again. She turned behind her slightly and thought. Then she turned back. “I’m not giving up on this stain,” she insisted. “But... you can fuck me while I work.”

I cheered. Inside. 

And then went from her waistband, and wrapped around, until I had found her pants button and her zipper. I played with them, leaning close, feeling her warm, strained, active body under me, until her button was undone and her zipper had so easily pulled down. Mom carefully gathered her knees together so there wouldn’t be any difficulty pulling her jeans down.

I took a deep breath. Inhaled the scent of her. Took in the moment of victory. And then peeled the jeans, down her butt, down the backs of her thighs. Mom was still working, still scrubbing, still pushing, still grunting with every bit of effort from her tired arms. 

I took her down to her panties.

And this time, I could see that they were fucking soaked. 

“Woah,” I whispered to myself. My fingers touched them. They were hot, damp to the touch. I gathered it and gave the string of her panties a little pull.

And watched as her wet cunt shone, with sticky strands of her juice clinging from her lips to the cotton panties that dampened my fingers. 

“Jesus, mom,” I breathed. 

“What—”

I put a finger against her.

Mom yelped, and she tried to move, but I put a hand on her back and pushed, while my finger slid in.

“What the—you take that out right now—”

“Nope,” I said, while mom struggled. The funny thing was, her legs were bound, simply because her jeans were around her knees. She was bent over the tub—she couldn’t reach back to touch me or mess with me if I tried, not without slipping her face against the tub once she’d gotten a single arm off balance. “Nice,” I said to myself, as she struggled. My finger drew in and out, drawing a reluctant whine from her. It was funny—the more she struggled, the harder I had to work at keeping my finger inside the place I was born from, the hotter it got. 

Her cunt juiced over my index finger. I found that I could push it in and out, and that if I curled it, just a little—

Mom stopped struggling, and braced herself against the far wall of the tub. She was panting, the speed of her breathing increasing as my finger explored inside of her. “This is nice,” I teased, my cock threatening to burst through my pants.

“Just hurry up,” mom said, a little pissed by now.

“If you’re so damn set on cleaning that spot, you should probably just get to it,” I said, echoing her when I used to complain that I never got anything done. “Come on, mom. I thought you were a pro homemaker.”

I drew my finger out.

And pulled my cock from my pants. 

Mom could hear me messing with my pants. And her body language changed. She seemed to realize that I was about to penetrate her for real this time, and it was almost like she was happy it was going to happen. Her butt pushed back just a little.

And she went back to scrubbing.

I put the head of my dick against her pussy lips. Played with her wetness. Watched in awe as every time I pushed, and then came away, sticky clearness clung to the head, glistening under the flare of our bathroom lights.

Every time I pushed, every time my cock kissed her pussy, mom stiffened, pushed back, seemed to try to hurry and to impale herself on me. “You’re always in a hurry,” I teased her.

“I have to get this clean,” she insisted.

Before I pushed my cock all the way inside.

Mom gasped—and her arm slipped a little. She fell to one elbow, gasping, while I wrapped a hand around the back of her shirt and pulled it up so she could get up easily. I felt her cunt squeezing me. I couldn’t help myself. I started to move. And as my cock dragged in and out of her, mom whimpered, and carefully moved herself on me, rolling her pussy over my cock with a held-back rhythm that came only because she wanted to not slip in the tub, even if the cleaner was safe for skin and enclosed spaces. 

But...

Fuck that.

I put my hands on either of her hips, steadied myself, and then started to piston through her. Mom yelped—the sudden overwhelm of my fucking too strong to keep her balanced. She scrabbled to keep upright, her hands going to the rim of the tub, her hair whipping back. “I can’t—clean it this way—” she complained, even as she whimpered.

So I slowed.

Mom took a shaky breath, quivering over my cock.

And then went back to work. I fucked her slowly, then, while the subtle noise of the brush went through the bathroom. Like a musical rhythm. 

When she got into her scrubbing, and her speed increased, I couldn’t help myself—I’d go faster. And faster. Mom would struggle to hold on, she’d struggle to keep at the stain, until finally, I’d be slamming against her ass, squeezing her cheeks. Until she’d slip a little and then— “slow down—god—slow down—”

And I would.

And after checking my phone for the time, and realizing we had hours...

I decided to just keep at it.

After twenty minutes, mom, shaking a little, asked me if I was planning on finishing any time soon. “Th-this isn’t for pleasure,” she said, insistent. “It’s for the—the baby.”

“I know,” I said, slowing down again.

But I kept at it. And for twenty more agonizing minutes (to my mom, not to me), my cock glided in and out, massaging her while she was helpless to it, her body went from pleasured to tortured.

I guess it was the changeup in rhythm. Going fast to bring her close. Going slow to draw her back. Going fast and higher—making her whimpers more of a squirming moan. Going slow, until she almost caught her breath. Almost. Going faster—harder—mom struggling to keep her volume down as she opened her mouth and made ‘ah, ah,’ type noises while my cock fucked her. Until I could almost sense it. Her tension had climbed so damn high—her body was like a tight wire, her pussy so wet and so juiced that I knew her pussy had leaked all down her thighs, and that so much of it had ended up on both of our pants. We’d both need to change when we were done.

So I had no qualms about getting my mom fucking messy.

I could tell. Her orgasm was so close. 

Mom’s mouth was clamped shut. She’d long given up on scrubbing, in any meaningful capacity, anyway. The brush seemed to cruise, listless against the stain, safe suds everywhere. 

“Ohh—ohhhh—” she moaned, as I picked up speed.

“Oh... god... honeyyy—” She whimpered as my cock pushed in, the girth of it clearly doing something to her, body and soul. 

“I’m gonna cum, mom,” I warned her. Not that I actually was. But I knew it’d drive her the fuck over the edge.

I started to slam into her. My cock fucking savagely through her cunt. Mom slipped to one elbow. To two.

Her whimpers were now a solid, waving cry. It echoed around us in the tub. I could feel the tension rising in me, and knew that mom was going to, any second, snap.

And she did.

Mom suddenly braced her palms against the floor of the tub, clean and sudsy, her voice stopping, her body almost freezing as it braced—and then it let go. 

Mom let go of a scream. And her body shook—her mouth making unsensible noises, her pussy suddenly clenching around me, and after I’d been holding it for as long as I had—I came too—and pushed myself in all the way, making mom squeal.

My cock throbbed—each throb made her say, ‘ohh—ohh—ohhhh—”, as cum flooded into her. Hot, sticky, and too much of it for one woman to handle—my mom took it all in, and I groaned loud, a little louder than I was used to, our voices bouncing around in the small, enclosed space of our bathroom. I could feel my body going insanely tense, like it was pushing out the last drops, and when I finally felt that it was done, and mom was falling, slipping down so that her cheek was in the safe suds, sputtering over lilac scent, I drew my cock out.

And laughed at how much semen I had put into her this time.

The first thick glob of it fell from inside of her, collecting thick in the sliver of her panties below. I stayed where I was, watching for a while, while mom, listless and half-conscious, didn’t move from inside the tub. I heard her breath like a tired sigh. A happy one. 

And after a little while, I got up, bored of watching my semen dripping down and staining her jeans, and went back to my room to play some games.

I mean...

Mom had a lot more to do before the big game tomorrow.
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CURING MOM’S BABY FEVER, Part 4

I’d do anything for my folks.

And I mean anything. 

I’d rob banks for my family. I’d go to war. I’d clean the carpets. I’d... Well, now we’re getting into territory where it’s a little harder. Chores, for some reason, don’t take up nearly as much importance, but I’d do them when asked.

For the fam.

So when my mother pulled me aside, confiding in me that my  father was infertile, I thought for an instant that I’d go to whatever lengths to make sure dad went to a goddamn doctor and at least get his stuff looked at.

But that’s not what my mom wanted.

No.

She wanted the real thing, and she wanted it now.

And it led me to one of the craziest snap decisions of my life.

But after that first time, we found a little something crazy.

Mom and I—both—loved it.

And since that time, we made sure to do our little duty, on the regular, under dad’s nose, so that we could make it a certainty that she’d get pregnant. We had to cure this baby fever. We had to continue the family line, because it wasn’t just that mom wanted a baby—dad wanted one too.

But let’s be real.

Mom wanted the baby more.

She didn’t want to waste a single weekend.

Or weekday. Or any spare moment.

I am my father’s son.

And who better to take his place, and to give her babies, as soon as possible, than me, myself, and I?

Sure it was crazy. But I was down for crazy. When my mom wanted somebody to breed her in secret...

I figured, I’d do anything for my folks.
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The big game.

Our team, versus theirs. When it came to the NFL, our team dominated—they always did, whether they won or lost. I’ll let you guess which team it was, but for the sake of not offending anyone, I won’t confirm colors or names or anything. It’d be awfully sore if we went against your team and the inevitable happened.

I mean, this time, our guys were definitely going to win. The stats don’t lie. Refs might, but our boys were fucking monsters, and everyone that had come to our house were confident from the get-go that when we rolled out against the heavyweights from somewhere else, we were going to crush them, and then wipe off our shoes on the turf. We were gonna fuckin’ kill ‘em.

Of course, these were a lot of big words coming from my dad and his friends as they crowded into our living room. Beer guts and all.

“Honey?” Mom called over the heads of several men who were standing, beers in hand, between her and dad, who was inched close to the TV. “Honey—there’s—a lot more friends than you said there would be—”

“We all gotta go somewhere, babe!” I heard him through the din.

And it was true. I guess there was a bit of a coincidental ripple where all these guys, for whatever reason, couldn’t host football night at their place, and of course, dad’s friends had brought along a couple of their friends, and before we knew it, a crowd had formed in and out of our living room. The food that a lot of them had brought, mostly dips and chips, stuffed our counters and tables, and beers were everywhere, half-drank ones on almost every available surface, including our TV, which was just thick enough to hold them in a single row over the top. 

And while dad had promised that he’d be the one to make food, pigs in a blanket, pizza rolls, and whatever else made for great game snacks, the instant the commentary started, he was glued to the television, along with everyone else, a thick murmur of speculation going everywhere in a hum, while mom dashed around with as many coasters as she could find, baking and plating in the meantime, hiding knickknacks before dude elbows could knock them over and shatter them into the already-dirty carpet. Some guys didn’t bother to take off their shoes, but dad promised as mom glared at him that he’d just clean the carpet again.

He didn’t know that I was the one who cleaned it yesterday.

Or what sort of reward mom had given me for taking care of it. 

And her.

Now, I liked a good game. And I loved our fucking team. But I guess when you’re in a crowd full of dad’s buddies and their buddies and everyone’s calling you buddy, you tend to let go of the game as it happens and think forward to enjoying a replay on Monday. 

And mom kept me busy.

Our trash cans kept filling up somehow. Spilled stuff and chips ground into the carpet. Stains were constantly starting and stopping thanks to mom and me dashing around everywhere. 

It was fucking exhausting. 

The game was going well. We were up 7-0 at the end of the first quarter. Mom was bent over somebody’s massive wine stain toward the back of the living room. And of course, like one would expect, as many of the dudes that could breathe and see her at the same time were ogling her ass. Dad was witless to it in the front.

I was working in tandem with her, supplying the baking soda and vinegar while she scrubbed furiously at the purple and turned it from a dark puddle to a sudsy light purple. I could see wide eyes under caps and Oakleys, staring at her butt.

And yeah, it pissed me off. But could anyone blame these guys for looking?

I’d already explained that my mom was conventionally attractive. And that her ass looked great in a pair of jeans. She wore another pair today, tighter than yesterday’s because I guess she thought she wasn’t going to be bent over anything at all—so her butt wiggled in the air, smooth curves, widely apparent, grunting with effort, perfect round cheeks moving from side-to-side, with dad’s buddies staring jealously at the body that dad was definitely bragging about ‘trying for children’ with. I don’t know how in-depth dad got on telling his friends about how much they were fucking recently. But judging by the looks, by the dudes whose mouths hung open, by how they looked awkwardly away whenever mom and I looked up, I could tell. These guys were jealous as fuck of my dad, and, like any red-blooded man, admired the hell out of my mother’s pretty ass.

She was wearing a football jersey. It hid away the top half of her body, so all the femininity in the room was concentrated in the slopes of her legs, her ass with her jeans tight around each curve and tucked up toward her pussy, in as much as jeans could, leaving just a little to the imagination for these guys.

And for me, too.

While I didn’t like them staring, I did get a lot of satisfaction out of it.

Because while they, and my dad, thought that he was the only guy getting to enjoy her, the simple fact was, he wasn’t. 

I was.

I’d creamed in her multiple times yesterday. Watched my cum drip from inside of her. Made messes of her panties and her pants. Enjoyed using her for pleasure, being used for breeding, and since dad had no idea, that made for a very, very happy family.

And that’s all these guys could see.

I thought it was great.
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Mom gave up on the carpet at around halftime. We were down, 7-13. Everyone in the living room had grim faces and were praying and ranting quietly to themselves.

I came into the kitchen and came across my mom, collapsed in a chair, head hanging to the side, red-faced and a little delirious with overwhelm. All that work yesterday only for it to be undone by a stampede, and she was all done trying to mitigate the damage. At this point, judging by the look on her face, she was considering having the carpet replaced altogether.

“All good?” I asked.

Mom glared at me in answer.

I reached into the fridge and pulled out a soda for her. She took it from me, mouthed a ‘thanks,’ and put it over her forehead. “I just can’t believe your father had this many people over,” she said softly. “It’s not even the Superbowl. Oh, god. My carpet.”

“You really liked that carpet, huh?” I asked.

“It’s real cotton. Actual cotton. Which stains! And I just didn’t think I’d have to use the carpet cleaner more than once a year. Or that so many shoes would be on it.” She leaned to the side to look into the crowd. Everyone was staring at the cheerleader demonstration, taking consolation where they could. And to be fair, our cheerleaders were hot. The other teams’ too. Pretty women in their prime, tiny skirts, all the guys in there stared and fantasized about trading out their wives for girls that were agile enough to do backflips in the air and splits on landing. 

In fact, it seemed that all the guys in there were hypnotized by the screen. While through the first two quarters there had been an undercurrent of chortles and commentary and critique of ours and the enemy team, now that the cheerleaders were all on the field, every man was dead quiet, and we could actually hear the cheers as they happened. Which was crazy, considering the microphones weren’t on them. 

Mom seemed to think about that for a minute while I cracked my own soda. 

“I need your help with something upstairs,” mom said, still looking out at all those guys. At dad, who was just as hypnotized as the rest.

I guess most wives would have been a little upset at their husbands for paying such close attention. But mom almost seemed to smile at dad, his face glued to the screen, barely a sliver of him visible in our living room behind countless jerseys. 

“Sure,” I said. “What’s up?”

Mom stood. Quietly. She set her soda down on the counter. She looked at me and brushed some of her sweaty brown hair from her face and gave me a soft smile. “Just a little bit of unwinding. Come on.”

And with the temperament and vibe of just going upstairs to do one little chore, my mom led me upstairs. We went down the hall. Past the upstairs bathroom. To my room.

She opened the door, and as I passed her, getting an instead read on what she wanted, her hand softly touched my back. 

Downstairs, we could hear the marching band. Cheers as halftime was ending. The low roar of all of dad’s guests returning to fantasy football stats and rankings and the guesses as to who would win, who would lose, the surefire hope that we’d pull ahead.

Mom pulled me to my bed. She sat me down on the side of it, and sat down next to me. “Thanks for all your help,” she said, putting a hand on my knee.

Her hand softly squeezed it.

“Anytime, mom,” I said. My heart started to beat faster.

It was weird. I almost felt entitled yesterday. To my mom. To her body.

But now that we were alone in my room, it was almost like something different was happening. Mom looked truly... grateful. “I love your father, you know,” she said, leaning close, and then kissing my cheek.

“I know,” I said. My voice shook a little for some reason. What was happening?

“It makes me so happy, when I see him happy,” she murmured in my ear. Then she kissed me, just below it. I felt my cock bolt upward, into my pants, hard.

“That’s... good,” I said. 

“And over the last several months, I feel like he’s changed. In a good way. You know? I don’t know if you remember. Work was getting him down.”

“Yeah,” I said, faintly remembering. Dad had hit a little stall in his career. He wasn’t a fan of wearing a tie and not being called a manager, even if the money was good enough. 

“And since... we found your Aunt Taylor was pregnant...” Mom’s hand went from my knee... to my upper thigh. And it squeezed. Her thumb slipped down. “And since he and I started trying... it’s like he became a young man again. Nothing mattered anymore. He was happy. But...”

My cock throbbed. Her thumb pressed down, and I felt it over the head, rubbing through the cotton of my pants.

“...But when I started to realize he might not have... strong enough sperm anymore... it seemed to crush him. As much as he accepted it... I don’t think he could really see it as possible. He couldn’t believe he’d gotten to the point where his own sperm could be doubted.”

Mom’s thumb shifted. Her hand smoothed down. And then pressed over the length of my cock. 

“And even wanting him to go to the doctor, it just... I think it contradicted what was happening in his mind. That he was young again. With a young wife. And that all that love he had for us wasn’t enough to give me babies again. So he wouldn’t go to the doctor. Couldn’t. I think he felt ashamed that it was even possible that he couldn’t give me kids again.”

Mom’s hand went to the button of my fly.

And flicked it open.

My cock forced its way upward. Through the slip of my boxers. It stood stiff, red-headed, throbbing in the open air as mom’s hand circled around it and closed.

She started to masturbate me.

That wasn’t part of the plan. 

The plan was... breeding. For children.

“And I hated seeing him that way. Oh. I love your father, so, so, much.” Her hand was smooth. Soft. Warm. Kind. “And... you... you were okay with what I asked. I know it’s crazy. I know how insane it is that your mother wanted you to do this. I know if must have been hard, the first time—”

“It wasn’t—” I said quickly.

“And that’s my point,” mom smiled, kissing along the side of my face. “Thank you. You’re going to make your father, and me, so, so happy. And all before you even go to college—”

Her hand started to move faster.

“I just wanted to say thank you—”

I pushed my hips up, surprised at the handjob, surprised that my mom was going this far for me in order to actually please me—

“—for everything—”

“Oh my god—” I breathed as her hand went a little tighter and as her expert, practiced touch, the one she must have used on dad nightly for the last two decades, was finally being used on me.

“—for every load—”

“Fuck—”

“—for keeping discreet—”

Her hand felt gloriously good. I closed my eyes, lost in the pleasure my mother’s hand was giving me, lost in how lovely my mom’s gratefulness felt on my cock. 

And then I felt the bed shift.

And I felt my mom’s hands turning.

And when I opened my eyes, it was as my mother sank to her knees in front of me. 

And then she opened her mouth.

And as a little shiny line of drool fell to my floor, her mouth sealed over my cock and sucked.

I could hear cheering downstairs. It sounded like a touchdown.

Mom’s eyes closed and her head moved slowly, taking her time, taking every little bit of space and intention to lick around my cock, to suck me gently. 

Now, this, to me, was insane. Because when I was... breeding her... it was a matter of something almost clinical. It wasn’t something I was doing for pleasure, exactly. It was a favor.

And this was clearly mom’s little favor to me.

Downstairs, there were shouts of encouragement toward the screen. They’d be lining up for the kick. 

And mom’s head bobbed up and down my cock, a slurping, sucking noise coming down and coinciding with the first real blowie of my life.

And who better to get it from, than the woman who knows you best?

A hush downstairs.

I could almost hear the thud of somebody’s cleat smashing the ball. 

A low moan, from my mom’s throat, from the countless dads downstairs who followed the trajectory as it must have veered to the side, missing the field goal, all of them going from a moan to an agonized—“Aww!!” we heard it explosively from downstairs while mom’s mouth popped off my cock, dripping wet, while my hips spasmed and I found myself pushing up, wishing she’d do more. 

The mental math in my head said that even with our touchdown, we were tied.

“Is your door locked?” Mom asked, wiping her mouth as she stood.

“I—I don’t know—” I said, finding myself gasping more than I expected. I’d never been... pleasured before. A young guy gets to try having sex for the first time and mostly it’s all passion and nerves and awkwardness and hurrying. But a woman, experienced, one who’s grateful, one who cares—that’s a beautiful thing, turned out.

And mom went over to my door. And flicked my lock closed.

And looked at me with such loving care that I knew she was about to blow my goddamn mind.
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“I’m going to do for you everything I’ve done for your father,” she breathed, as her fingers left my doorknob.

“Really?” I asked. My heart was pounding. 

“Of course.” She took a few deep breaths, putting her hands to her cheeks, closing her eyes. She was psyching herself up for it. “I mean, it’s only fair at this point.”

“Sure,” I said. “Sounds great.”

“It is,” she grinned. “I know you and your father don’t talk much. But believe it or not... you two are more similar than you think.” Her hands went to the bottom of her jersey. “Your cocks look so, so similar.”

And pulled upward. “Yours, of course, looks younger. But otherwise... it looks the same.”

She had a tank top underneath. It was thin, conforming to her body, showing the natural curves and slight swells of her tummy, showing the exact positions of the frame of her bra. When the jersey crumpled to the floor, she moved on to the tank, and with more of a peel than a lift, took it off, her hair tangling in it as she carefully extricated herself from it. 

“And as it happens, your cocks taste the same.”

And then my mom was just in her bra. And a tight pair of jeans.

This kind of look, I’d seen on occasion. A mother in a hurry will dress quickly, deciding on what’s just barely decent enough as a transition as she’s hurrying to a meeting or for a dad-inspired outing to the local burger joint when she’d only been in sweats all day. And before, it was just mom, just a mother.

But my mom wasn’t just a mother to me anymore.

And when her hands went behind her to unclip her bra, that’s when it really clicked for me that she had been an intensely sexy woman the whole goddamn time.

Because when that bra was unclipped, and the natural fall of her breasts went to a lovely, perky curve, and the bra fell away and I got to see her pretty, pointy nipples, swollen and a light brown, the ones that dad I’m sure mouthed over whenever he had the chance, all I could say, was ‘holy shit.’

Mom laughed. As her hands went to her jean lapels. “Your father says that a lot, too.” She undid the button of her jeans.

And peeled them down.

Sitting on the bed, my cock at rock-hard attention, my jaw hanging open, my mother undressing in front of me, all I could envision was my father, thinking himself the luckiest son of a bitch in the fucking world, as my mom undressed for him and seduced him, night after night. How fucking ecstatic he must have been to see her do this for him, and for her to get a sudden extreme revival in her needs and passions once they found out she was still fertile. 

I got a good look at my mom in her panties. 

At her curves—at the indentation of her hips. At her pretty body—the gentle, plump lips of her cunt pressing through, trying to push out from the sides where they crumpled into her, her hands running down her waist until they reached the edges of her panties.

And then those peeled away too.

“Holy... shit...” I breathed.

Mom was wet—and the trails of her pussy juice clung to the inside of her panties, even as she pulled them down her legs, leaning forward.

She straightened. Lifting her chest. Looking at me, at my cock, expectantly, amusedly, like this was cute or a game or like I was just being her naïve, uneducated, inexperienced son who knew nothing about the world but was still exploring it. She chuckled. “Oh, honey, I hope I make you half as happy now as I make your father.”

You ever see a beautiful woman in the nude, walking toward you?

That’s fucking special. 

Soft, barefooted steps. Breasts making subtle jiggles with each step. Watching her pretty pussy, its lips, her hips swaying as she approaches, all with the express intent of claiming you, getting ready to straddle you, and you know she’s about to fuck your goddamn brains out?

Well, being me and only being 18, there wasn’t too much in the way of that sort of experience. I guess that kind of thing was reserved for men when they got at least their own place, and when they weren’t bringing girls into their rooms at their parents’ place. 

But mom busted that cherry for me.

And as she stepped closer, the dichotomy between us became more obvious. I wasn’t using her. Not at all.

Mom was using me, and in the best possible sense.

And this time together, here in my room, was out of her incredible generosity. Sure, it was a thank-you. But it was a thank you that she didn’t have to give, not like this.

My cock fucking throbbed in front of me and all I could do was sit there and not move as mom came to the edge of my bed, her legs spreading, straddling my thighs, her hands going to my face. And pulling me in.

Pulling my face into her breasts. 

I opened my mouth and took in a nipple, felt my nose push into the plush of her tits, smelled the familiar scent of her, had ancient memories return, felt her hands combing through the back of my hair. 

“I just want you to enjoy this, while your father and his friends are distracted. Can you do that for me, baby?”

“Mhm,” I moaned into her breasts. She pulled me in tighter. 

And reached down with one hand.

And took hold of my cock.

She masturbated me for a moment, while I suckled, took in her taste and smell, relaxed as her hand went up and down my cock and as she made soft gasps with my sucks, pulling her nipple hard, giving it gentle bites. And when she started to lower herself, still keeping my face pressed against her chest, pulling her nipple upward as I kept suckling it until her height compared to mine made her tit pull free from my lips, right as her cunt kissed the tip of my cock, and swallowed me up in hot and wet and I couldn’t stop groaning, as mom kissed the side of my face, her own breath hitching as she took me in.

“Hold on,” she whispered into my ear.

Before she started to churn her hips on me.

Fast—faster than I expected. I could feel everything, could feel her raw cunt slipping over and around me, could feel her body juicy and swallowing me whole, the churn milky in sound. She moved fast, and for long minutes, all I could do was try desperately to clutch the covers, to hold her, to do anything but orgasm—it was like mom was trying to overwhelm me with the pleasurable capacity of her body, her movements, and all I could think about was how dad didn’t have to lift a finger in a position like this, and how mom probably made him feel like a king.

Downstairs, there was cheering. Not enough for a touchdown.

But I could tell we were getting close.

I was sweating. I was gasping. Mom was sweating and whispering sweet things into my ear. Things about how good a boy I was. How she was so proud of me. How nice my cock felt and how I was such a good boy for playing along so the whole family could be happy. I was rolling my eyes back and struggling so hard with keeping myself straight—and my cock was throbbing—I could barely speak. 

And when the tension was getting unbearable and the pleasure so extreme that my cock started to throb harder, unbearably, with the signs that I was going to cum—I started to tap her, begging her to stop—to change up.

So she did.

At that time, there was a shout downstairs. The other team had the ball and it sounded like it was getting away from our guys.

Mom lifted herself, and my cock slipped from inside of her with a wet flick, and then she laid me back. 

Turned around. Not all the way.

Like she was sitting side-saddle, she rode me, and I watched the side profile of her body, the way her torso undulated, the expert work she put into riding my father given to me, every muscle of her technique, showing me exactly how a woman is supposed to treat a man when she has him at her mercy. 

One of her hands was on my torso. Another on my knee. And downstairs, the cheering got louder. Agony. Ecstasy. It sounded like our team had the ball again, but not for long.

Instead, there was a rising and falling, fast and frantic, as our teams scrimmaged and skirmished and kept thieving it from each other, downs flying like crazy, the third quarter in a total mess.

And when the commercials came on, we could hear jingles and the low, anxious roar of my father and all his friends as they hoped to god that we’d turn that tie into victory.

Mom stopped moving forward and back.

“Did you know I took belly dancing in college?” She asked, like she was just sharing some little cultural fact about a new recipe.

“No,” I stammered, out of fucking control, my hands gripping my sheets and blankets like they’d anchor me, which they weren’t.

“I did.”

And then mom fucked over my cock in a gorgeous circle, slowly at first.

And then fast.

A cyclone.

A swirling storm around my cock, our bodies slipping with sweat, our efforts equal to our teams, and downstairs, the final quarter started with screaming at our guys to just fucking kill them. 

Mom was getting me close, over and over, my whole body was shaking—the time was passing in a blur. My room felt so familiar and so unfamiliar, so crazily cozy, but now smelling dankly of hormones and sweat and echoing with my mom’s labored gasping, her own body on fire with pleasure, but always looking at me, always checking on me, always making sure I was having the fucking time of my life.

My cock was fucking hurting with how badly I needed to cum. My balls ached—I was so ready.

But mom wasn’t.

The fourth quarter was a war, downstairs.

Somebody was screaming, ‘NO!’ at the television.

Mom got up, off me, her pussy leaving my cock, wetness clinging to both of us, the length of my dick a little frothy and milky with her juices and my precum, and when I propped myself up on my elbows, it was when mom gently nudged my legs open. 

And then knelt between them.

And then came close, sweaty faced, pretty and motherly, her hands on either of her tits.

And she leaned forward.

And carefully fit my cock between them.

And with all of our mixed, fucked juices as lubrication, she swallowed my dick up between her soft tits. Opened her mouth.

And every time she sank down, the head of my cock slipped into her mouth, with a generous suck.

To fuck a pair of breasts is not at all the same as fucking a pussy—it’s so much better, in so many ways. The softness that pressed, the way my mother looked up at me, happy that I was so tormented with pleasure, and my cock appearing and disappearing from the top of her luscious tits and into her mouth, sucking on our fluids, kissing them into her mouth, the fire building up so fucking high.

I couldn’t think.

I could barely breathe.

Downstairs, there was a roar.

Mom slowed for just a second, just enough to whisper to me, “I’m going to let your load go all over me, we can skip one inside just for today.”

And before I could say, okay,’ that roar downstairs turned into a terrified, hopeful, begging cheer. We must have been running. Dodging. Obstructing and fighting. It was fucking chaos.

Mom then moved fast. Her breasts flopping up and down, her hands squeezed into them, her mouth taking the head of my cock in sucking kisses each time it hit her lips. My balls were swollen and aching and throbbing—she looked at me with happiness and anticipation—it was coming—I was going to cum—

Three.

Cheers. Terror.

Two.

Terror. More terror downstairs. Something had gone horribly wrong—or did it—maybe—everyone down there was shouting—

One.

Several people at once screamed ‘Touchdown’.

I came—and all the pent-up cum from my mom edging me, all the semen my balls would have put into her, suddenly flooded up, and fired—squirting so fucking high that it spattered straight up her lips, straight over her nose, throwing itself so high that it came straight down and rained on her hair as she sealed her mouth over the tip and kept fucking her tits on me, the flood not stopping, her eyes open and adoring, so used to the taste of my father’s cum that when my young, fresh semen flooded her mouth, she could only smile, the edges pulling back enough for my cum to drip out and along the sides of my dick before she sealed her mouth over it completely, and drank, like a straw, swallowing, and swallowing, while downstairs, there was crying. Happiness. Victory.

My balls were throbbing every drop upward and my mom was swallowing it all, lovingly kissing and drinking my essence with the kind of look she must have given dad, and that’s when I knew that he really was the luckiest son of a bitch in the goddamn world.
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Mom and I cleaned up pretty quickly. We were drenched in sweat and I used up all my tissues that I normally kept on my desk for, you can guess, but this time, mom and I used them on each other.

My cum was fucking everywhere. 

In her hair. All over her face. My sheets and shorts.

It was a good thing mom took off all her clothes because if she had worn anything, it would have been covered. We dressed, me in new stuff, and she carefully got as much semen as she could out of her hair. We went downstairs, and saw the aftermath of the game. Dudes cheersing, drunk and happy, fists in chip bowls and dips disappearing by the pint. My dad was standing by the television, leaning on it, the beer bottles all along the top rocking as his weight adjusted the angle of our tv.

“I knew it,” he said smugly to one of his more overwhelmed buddies. “Of course it was going to play that way. I mean, the key is good defense. And we just kept them from scoring more than us. But we also had a good offense. That’s key. Mhm. Had a good offense, and a good defense. Hell yeah. Superbowl this year, it’s ours.”

He looked up and saw mom and me.

And gave us the biggest, happiest grin.
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CURING MOM’S BABY FEVER, Part 5

There’s supporting your parents, and then there’s really supporting them. 

You’d think since I was their son that maybe I’d get a little more of the supporting, but heck—the doctors said mom was fertile, and any chance at a baby made her go stark raving mad.

For cock. 

And at first, it meant dad’s cock. All up and down the fucking house, mom and dad fucked like rabbits, in the open, hardly in secret, any chance they thought they could get away with sexual anything, they tried it. I’d catch them sweaty, sticky, a little ashamed, an endless series of proofs that they were in love and had the hubris to fuck like teens.

But when dad’s reversed vasectomy didn’t really produce the results they were thinking...

Mom turned to me.

And she seduced me. 

Her son.

“Seduced” is a strong word. It was more that she offered herself, hoping I could make up the difference, my seed being closest to dads in terms of genetics. So the first time, I came into their room... 

...and then into her. 

Into my own mother.

And since that time, I’ve taken dad’s place. 

Fucking like rabbits. 

Throughout the house. Under everyone’s nose.

Would you believe me if I said I was doing it for the family?
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The first thing I heard upstairs, was a sneeze. 

And then a bit of retching.

Try waking up to that instead of your alarm clock. 

“Everything okay?” I said, coming up to the door of my parent’s room. It was the Monday after the big game, and dad was all outfitted and ready for work, but he was standing kind of worriedly by the foot of the bed while mom looked a little pale, holding one of their little trash cans in front of her. 

“Maybe,” dad breathed, hopeful, but mom cut him off with her own assessment pretty quick.

“Well, it’s not morning sickness,” mom said blearily. “I know what that feels like. I’m pretty sure this is a cold. Your... friends...” she said slowly, turning to dad, the covers up to her tummy and her jammies looking a little disheveled around her. “They all... wash their hands... right?”

Dad gave a grimace. Of course, when all his buddies had arrived and put their grubby hands all over everything they owned, there were some dudes among them that might not have been diligent in singing happy birthday while they soaped up their hands. You gotta do that, you know. Skip the timing with the soap and all you’ve done is give your germs a little scent bath. 

“Sorry, honey,” he said scratching behind his head. He looked at me, and then at his watch, and then back at me. “Champ. I need you to do me a favor. I’ve got to head out to work now, but today, you’re gonna take care of your mother, right?”

“Yeah, dad,” I said. “You got it.”

“Thanks, bud.” He stepped out of his room, giving his tie a last tug. “Sorry, honey bunny. I’ve got to go now, but junior here’s gonna make you some soup. And get you some heat packs. And anything else she wants,” he eyeballed me, by this point being all the way down the stairs. “Right?”

“Yep. Whatever she wants,” I repeated, thinking about everything she’d been wanting on the regular. 

Fuck me, it sounded crazy just thinking about it.

“Good man. I love you, sweet cheeks!” He called up the stairs. Mom weakly replied back, and dad stepped out the door and off to work. 

I came into mom’s room after that. She gave me a weak smile, holding the bucket, and then closed her eyes. She looked a little tired. 

“Damn, mom,” I said. “Looks like you really are sick.”

Mom nodded. 

“Soup?” I asked. “For breakfast?”

Mom nodded again, opening one eye and smiling at me.
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Garlic, ginger, onion, a good helping of noodles and a fistful of shredded chicken. Salt. A boullion cube or two. Cracked pepper. Combined in the right order (and with the garlic and ginger and onion nicely toasted beforehand) and you had a classic kick-ass soup that was a little easy on the stomach and worked on colds like my dad worked on paper. 

Methodically. 

Mom took the bowl, and we shared a little breakfast in her bed, me sitting off to the side, and her with a cheap little tray in front of her. “Ugh,” she said, relaxing. “This is great.”

“You haven’t had a cold in a while,” I observed. 

“Well, yeah. I’ve been taking all those vitamins. Prenatal. For... for when it happens.”

She looked at me and her hand went to my thigh.

My cock throbbed close to her fingers.  

We relaxed and had our breakfast, and when the bowl was done, mom was looking a heck of a lot better. “I guess it wasn’t quite the cold we thought,” she observed, looking perkier. “Maybe I just needed a relaxing morning.”

“Maybe,” I said. “You been sleeping enough? What with you and dad. Doing. You know. A lot.”

Mom blushed. Which was funny to me, since I’d fucked her multiple times a day for a few days now. I guess even despite our transgressions she still felt like she was my mom and that my own references to my parents sex life was taboo. Like talking about it was bad, but not the action. I don’t know. Parents are a little confusing at times and by this point I’d just accepted that deep down, it wasn’t all going to make sense. 

“Maybe,” she said, after clearing her throat. She stretched, her breasts lifting under her pajama shirt. She wasn’t wearing a bra. I watched her nipples travel up under the silk.

There was a little gap in her pajama shirt, too.

Where her nipple, or rather, the smallest section of it, became visible, but only from where I was sitting. If I moved my head in any direction, it would have disappeared.

“That was great, honey,” she said proudly. “My baby. Making chicken noodle soup. Why don’t you go and get started with your day. I’ll take these downstairs in a second.” 

I made it to the door when I heard her call me. 

“Honey?” She said, her tone a little different.

I turned to look at her and caught her giving me an expression that I’d seen a few times.

You know how when you cook something yummy for a lady and she gets in the mood?

Imagine making breakfast in bed for your mother and then...

“I think I need a little more,” she said, patting the covers next to her. “Just a little more.”

“More what?” I asked.

“Come over here and find out.”

When I made it to the bed, mom pulled my pajama pants down.

Not all the way.

Just down to my thighs. My cock was already starting to grow—and mom was brushing her hair from her face, disheveled, and a little homey from the time that she wasn’t feeling so good, you know how a person gets a little rumply with that. 

But she opened her mouth and, clearly, her gag reflex was gone, because she looked up at me with her pretty eyes and a grateful smile and sucked my half-flaccid cock into her mouth.

Her mouth was so warm.

Mom moved quickly—she was definitely feeling better—her lips wrapped around my dick and her mouth was making saliva, and I could hear it swirling in her closed mouth, I could hear her making little moans as my cock swelled in her mouth and got hard, until mom was giving me a full blowjob, full of spit, full of grateful, happy moaning.

Her hand was under the covers.

Between her legs.

“It must have been—good soup—” I stammered and gasped as she sucked me off.

Her mouth pulled off. “It was. But I like how salty this tastes.” And then she went back to it, happily sucking, while my cock throbbed in her mouth and while I wondered if she was going to go back to resting in bed—or if she felt good enough for more.

I decided to find out.

I pulled her covers, saw her hand underneath the elastic band of her jammies, seeing her hand moving back and forth between her thick thighs, and she looked at me with an excited expression, letting her mouth fall open while I climbed in, my cock slipping from inside her mouth and then sliding over her jaw, leaving shiny saliva all over her. 

Dad had to be at work by now, happily going through all his paperwork. Birds were tweeting outside.

A neighbor was mowing his lawn—we could hear the motor coming in through the windows.

“Come on,” she said, hurrying to pull off her pajama pants. Her thighs, voluptuous and soft, jiggled as she pulled them down to her knees, where they got tangled around her ankles. “Hurry and get these off me—I want some more—come on baby—”

When I got them off from around her feet, and threw them to the floor, her panties were next. They were damp, the spot that rested between her legs, and I could smell her scent, hot and heady, and without waiting my hands were on my mother’s pussy—my fingers, knuckles, slipping around, slipping in—mom’s legs were spreading and her arms were stretched toward me as she adjusted to get onto her back and to wrap her legs around me—I was pulling upward, trying to get on top, trying to get my cock close.

Mom’s cunt was so pretty—so slick already—lips parting as her legs spread and inside, she was such a pretty, shiny pink. There was a little bit of fuzz over her slit, she hadn’t really bothered to shave—and when my cock came close I could see her cunt already trembling and wanting.

My cock slipped in immediately.

There’s a big difference between having to warm up a girl and fucking a woman who’s ready—who’s been ready, who’s been horny for weeks on end. You can just tell they’re aching inside, can see that their pussies are practically swollen, from the inside, and there’s this gentle, hugging pressure that almost seems to suck your cock in, and as my mom took my cock, knowing full well she was ‘technically’ cheating, she said out loud—whimpering, “you’re going to make your daddy and I so happy with this baby—come on—give me another son—just like you—"

It slid in and mom’s words got high, and in seconds, I was slapping against her, my cock stroking in and fucking with long arcs, to the sopping wet noise of her cunt eagerly taking it.

I held close to her, pushed myself upward, got our bodies tight and snug and then fucked with shorter thrusts, more stirring my cock around the farthest point of my mom’s cunt, and she kissed me along my neck. “Just a morning quickie,” I heard her whisper. “I do have things to do today—”

So I went faster.

And in minutes, we were sweaty, our pajamas sticking, our hair a bigger mess than before, and soon, mom had this hazy, dreamy look, along with her panting for breath. She looked great. My cock felt better—I could feel myself getting way close, and my balls aching to unload. 

“Maybe next time it’ll be morning sickness—” I moaned as mom adjusted herself, curled her hips up, wrapped her legs around me so that when I came she’d get every drop.

“Maybe—I want it to be—come on, honey, give—give me your cum—give me the cum I want so I can make you a little brother—” she bucked—and I suddenly felt a trembling inside her, a squeezing— “Oh—Oh GOD—”

I started to crest, right along with her. I started to cum—I felt it, dribbling out, squirting then, deep inside, and mom must have felt it too. She closed her limbs around me tight and stopped moving while I could only spasm and hold her tight as well—my cock was still stirring, our hips still moving. Mom groaned into my ear. The same groan when I came home with terrible fucking grades—I didn’t realize the sound would be the same—but it was, and I busted harder, my cock flooding her, throbbing, wet, and tight.

I almost said sorry.

But I didn’t have the energy. I collapsed, onto my mother, our sweat mingling and our breaths alternating, back and forth, her soft breasts making a lovely little pillow.

And instead of either of us getting to work, we fell asleep.
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We did get up eventually, and dad came home eventually after. There was dinner ready for him. We had a nice little dinner routine too—On the days where I was home from school (every day now since I had graduated), I’d help prep. Vegetables would be cut up, meats would be portioned, mom would do the assembly and the fixing, man the stove, while I set the table. Since prep for me didn’t take long I’d head upstairs once the oven and stovetop were doing their thing, and when it was time for us to eat, it’d be about the instant that dad got home, give or take five minutes. I’d pour water, get a beer for dad, he’d come in through the front, and then we’d all sit down.

And this time we all sat down as dad returned. I felt a little tired. I don’t know if it was because I was getting to fuck so often (thanks, mom), or if I was getting way old before my time or something, but I decided that tonight, if mom was going to ask for it, maybe I’d turn her down.

And that was another weird thought. 

Turning down my mom for sex.

But mom and dad ate their lamb and risotto, and started making eyes at each other. I don’t know about the moral logistics of my mom playing footsie with my dad under the table after I’d put a thick load in her just that morning, and I didn’t really want to think about it, but I was relieved that they were doing some goo-goo stares at each other and thinking about the other in bed so obviously.

Dad started saying some stuff to mom about how he had such a great day at work and he’s so full of energy.

Mom told him that she’d cleaned the house and their bedroom and that she was thinking maybe they’d stay up and ‘watch a movie together’.

Eugh.

It’s weird. With everything that had been going on in this house, you’d think by this point, by this wild and extreme point, that I wouldn’t be icked by my parents having sex. 

But there it was. 

They were leaning into each other next to each other at our little circular dinner table. Noses rubbing.

“Yo, I’m still here,” I said, trying to finish my lamb. They ignored me and said sweet things to each other. “Yo. Excuse me.”

No dice. They nuzzled and dad made some joke and mom laughed and then leaned close to him, pressing her breasts against his shoulder and then whispering something in his ear.

“Fuck’s sake,” I said, standing up and taking my plate with me. “You two are fucking disgusting.”

I went up to my room and decided on playing some video games. Thank goodness for those. 

And headphones.
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I thought I’d be in bed by midnight and sleeping into the dawn and not have to think about much of anything except maybe expanding my fuck network beyond family.

But that’s not what happened.

I stopped playing games around eleven after getting a little sleepy, and dozed in my bed, knowing full well that mom, that two-timer, was probably getting it on with dad and trying to double her chances of a baby. Except that a little into my doze, I woke up to furious knocking.

By the time I sat up, mom was already in my room. She was wearing a different set of pajamas than this morning—bright red with white trim, silk, more of a robe than anything, but with a short, short skirt. Her thighs, thick and voluptuous, were bare since they were so short. 

She was hopping mad.

“Can you believe your father right now?” She stormed, coming in and then sitting on the edge of my bed, taking hold of my blankets while I tried to get up. 

“What’s going on?” I mumbled. “What’s—”

“He wants me to be here, he doesn’t want it tonight—”

My brain stirred.

“What?”

Mom’s hand was pulling down my covers. Her hands were already smoothing down my sides and onto my boxers. And I couldn’t help that my cock was suddenly getting hard—because her hands moved softly, and as my mom leaned to pay attention to me, the front of her robe jammies started to open, and I saw bare breast, full, heavy, and with a thick nipple at the end. “Your father said I should just sleep with you tonight, can you believe that?”

“Why would—”

Mom tugged down my boxers.

My cock stood stiff and her hand took hold of it.

And before I could say anything else, my mom put down her head and sucked my cock into her mouth—and gave it a fast tongue bath, the angriest blowjob I think I’d ever seen in my life.

I could only twitch and flail, trying to grab at my covers while she sucked furiously, her whole body getting into it, her effort so eager that her whole form moved in a beautiful undulation just so she could suck my cock.

Her robe started to fall from her shoulders.

And with the speed she was going, with the intensity she sucked, the robe fell all the way below her breasts.

And when my cock was thoroughly coated in spit, and mom finally leaned up, she took her breasts between her hands, so full and round and soft, and surrounded my cock with them.

And fucked my cock with her tits.

Huge difference between a titfuck and a blowjob, by the way. As far as feeling goes. 

Mom slid her tits up and down. She squeezed her breasts together—my cock was perfectly and softly surrounded, and it slid between her tits, the head poking up every thrust, and then disappearing into the mound of her titties every time she lifted herself with them.

I tried to ask again while my cock twitched between her breasts. “Mom—what the fuck is going on?”

“I said, your father wanted me here, and now I’m here—I wanted to fuck him tonight, but he said no, your son’s probably ready by now and I’m tired—I can’t believe I went through all this effort to look so good and he just wants to pawn me off on you? No offense—”

“None taken—” I gasped as mom leaned her face down, and with every appearance of my cock between her tits, she sucked the head in, and swirled her tongue around it. Push. Suck. Twirl. Push. Suck. Twirl. 

Then my brain started to jog.

“Does... does dad know?” I asked.

Mom suddenly lifted herself. Her hands fell from her breasts and they stopped squeezing me. She settled herself onto an elbow, grabbed my dick, and started pumping.

“It was his idea.”

“What?”

“Yep.”

Mom opened her mouth and then put her face down, sucking my cock sideways, using her cheek as the end, and turning her face, back and forth, so that the head of my cock got a perfect soft end to rub against.

While she pleasured me, I wondered out loud, “since when did dad—since when were the both of you in on this?”

And then I wondered silently, to the sound of my mother’s mouth, sucking, kissing, slipping all up and down my cock with her mouth. Even while I shuddered with pleasure, I wondered how the hell it was that I was the only person in the family that wasn’t in on the secret. It almost made sense.

Almost.

Mom let go of my cock with her mouth. 

And then she stood.

I moved to sit at the edge of the bed while my mom had her back to me, shimmying the skirt up her sides, so that her bare, soft butt faced me, and then she sat, carefully, so that my cock could impale her while I leaned a little backwards.

And as her pussy took me in, she whined, and my dad leaned in from the doorway. “Howdy, son.”

I can’t describe to you how surreal it was, to have my mom’s pussy engulfing me right as my dad addressed me. Or how he watched. Just calmly observing with almost a bit of satisfaction while his wife started to grind on me. I don’t even think I had fully put it together that he knew. 

“Look, it’s not easy to talk about,” dad said, moving to the doorway and leaning on the trim. “But your mother and I were talking about us trying for a baby a few weeks ago. And of course, we knew how frustrating it was that you kept catching us. And how awful it must have been to keep waiting for us to, you know, get pregnant. Your mother and I have sure been having a good time.”

Mom’s hips were sliding forward and back. She tugged my arms forward to wrap around her tummy. I held her close, looking at my dad from over her shoulder, while she ground on me and while my cock stirred inside of her.

“And you know me,” dad continued. “I’m not one for hospitals. I already got the reverse vasectomy. I’m not about to go in again, if the doctors can’t do it right, then hell, what’s the point of talking to them more?”

“Sure,” I gasped while mom, moaning, moved faster. The soft, molten suction of her cunt was swirling over my cock in a whirlwind I could hardly handle. 

“And I wasn’t going to get more pills. I’m already on enough medications as is—”

“Honey, please,” mom whined. “I’m trying to concentrate.”

“I’ll finish up here, honey bunny,” dad said, while my balls tightened. His wife was panting, her hand went up and over my head and she held my face close to her neck. Dad continued. “I was thinking for a bit maybe I’d ask one of my buddies to fill in. You know. Get your mother a bit of fun and a bit of a chance to get more genetic material, to put it crudely—”

“Teddy!”

“I’m finishing, honey! So’s junior, at this rate. Let up a second, will you?”

Mom slowed, but only enough to where I could breathe and where my cock was throbbing uncontrollably—I knew I was already leaking into her, I knew that if she sped up that I’d cum.

“Look, son, I know it was a big ask. I sure as hell didn’t want to ask you, no man likes asking his son for a favor. But I figured, maybe you were jealous—”

“I wasn’t,” I bleated while mom’s pussy contracted and she moaned, turning her face and kissing and licking at my cheek.

“Oh. You weren’t? Your mother’s a bombshell, you know,” dad said, nodding like it was a fact. I mean, sure. It was. But it was like he didn’t know that sons don’t normally think of their moms that way. “You look fucking amazing, honey,” he said to mom. 

Mom moaned, and bit my earlobe a little while I lifted my hands to her tits and squeezed them like my life depended on it.

“Anyway. So. You’re my son, and sure, I’ll let you have my wife a little, but remember, she fell in love with me first, and you’re not raising the kid. If it’s yours. Not that we’ll find out,” dad said, nonchalantly. “No way I’m getting a DNA test done. Too complicated.”

“Okay,” I said, bewildered—my cock aching, and ready to burst. 

“And I figured you’re mostly me.”

I couldn’t respond. Dad seemed not to realize just how much pleasure and agony I was in, if mom and my moans weren’t any clue. 

“All I’m saying is that sure, we might not have told you, but maybe you can thank your old dad later for coming up with such a great idea.”

“Why—why didn’t—”

“Why didn’t we tell you at the outset?” Dad shrugged. “I guess we just knew that if your ol’ dad was encouraging it you might have said no. Rebellious youth, and all. You wouldn’t have agreed, would you have?”

“I—” I swallowed, tried to get some sense of control back. Couldn’t. 

“If you want, we can talk about it tomorrow,” dad said. “Or never. I’m probably intruding—”

“TEDDY!” Mom squealed, bouncing.

All I was aware of was the sensation of my mother’s body, sweaty, in my grasp. Of her wet, churning pussy over my cock. And how our breaths, our moans, were getting louder and more and more out of hand.

“Alright. Alright! Anyway,” dad said, turning and closing the door. “Have fun, you two. Got work in the morning.”

“Oh GOD, I love you Teddy—” mom suddenly said, loud, pleading, as she started to cum.

And as the door closed, mom came.

Hard.

Sudden darkness. Pitch black, as one does for a snooze. I suddenly felt her cunt spasm, tighten, tugging my cock like it was in a vice grip. I suddenly felt her stiffen and then melt—I felt my mom’s hands appearing from nowhere and suddenly turn to claws and dig into me, immediately letting go and going soft, mom was whimpering and still moving on me, unable to stop, and I was having so much fun with her breasts in the dark, only feeling them by sense, that I started to cum.

In the dark, with my mom on my lap, and with dad whistling a classic rock tune outside as he went to his room, mom and I orgasmed together, and I felt her cunt filling with seed, felt her shuddering and her pussy squirming, felt her whole body shivering as she took me as deep as she could and as she churned over me, trying to work the cum deeper, trying to get my semen as deep in her as possible.

I collapsed back. I thought for a second it was over. Mom finally slowed. And stopped. And for a little while, we breathed heavily together, mom leaning a little back on me, her hair brushing my face, her butt warm and soft on me, and my semen leaking out from around my cock, dripping down the inside of my legs as it came from inside of her, soaking into my bedspread.

But mom wasn’t done. I felt her start to move again.

And my cock was still hard.

I felt sensitive. Oversensitive. My cock might have been stiff, but it was also way too sensitive for too much movement.

“Hey—” I said, trying to speak up even as mom started to move on me. “I think I need a bit of a break.”

“Not yet,” mom whined. “I need it—"

And her hips pushed forward and back, everything slicker than ever, my cum working as lube, and the incredible warmth inside of her multiplied by the scalding hot of my semen.

I started to argue with my mom. “You didn’t even tell me about dad—hold on—”

“Not yet—”

Mom’s beautiful butt rubbed up and down on me. Her pussy leaked juices, smearing them all over my cock. I could feel the trickle of my semen and her pussy juice, mixed, in a slimy and slow drip going down my balls. I could feel her butt tighten and her pussy clench as she hissed, trying somehow to soak it in, to take the cum deeper as she rode me.

My cock was sparking with sensation. It was too much. It wasn’t enough for mom—but for me, it was way too much. Mom seemed to interpret my frantic moaning as pleasure, so she turned up the speed, and soon, the sound of her hips fucking fast made a thick, wet, rapid pulsing noise as her cunt shoved back and forth, my cock rigid inside and the difference in pressure causing the sound of squirting, over and over, faster and faster, as mom took her fill and as she gloried in the sensation of her cunt smeared with semen and having it rubbed fucking everywhere inside of her. If this wasn’t going to give her a baby, I had no idea what would.

And speaking of.

I guess I did have another in me after all—my cock went from hard to hurting, and then from hurting to pent up and like a steam tank so overfull that the bolts were starting to pop off—my balls were so tight and feeling ready to burst, mom’s body was covered in sweat and she had somehow turned around, on top, pushed me onto the middle of my bed and had her thighs straddling me, somehow had me under her in a way that made me helpless and her totally in power—taking my cock—taking my cum, until I was starting to break and my cock was starting to leak, until—

I came again.

Like a fountain. My cock suddenly erupted with a flood of jizz, and mom threw back her head, screamed, her thighs suddenly spasming and squeezing tight, her hands grabbing anywhere she could on my chest, as my cock spurted a thick load as deep inside her as it had ever been. I was shaking underneath her, unable to push her off, unable to do much but cum deep inside the woman who gave birth to me. 

And god, she was loving it. Her breasts suddenly descended, and smothered my face as she rolled her hips, slower, but with no less eagerness, and no less moaning as my cock kept throbbing its load into her cunt even as she rode it. 

Maybe this was dad’s idea, but maybe this was mostly mom’s delight and it was all for her. Leave it to dad to set up something like this to make his wife happy at the expense, so to speak, of his son.

Not that I was complaining.

Even now I figured I’d do anything for them.
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Turned out yesterday’s little puke session was actually morning sickness, because the next day, after waking up with my mother in my arms and my balls thoroughly drained, the first thing I heard was retching into my garbage pail.

Mom was still adamant about it not being morning sickness—and her and dad fought about it once he’d called out of work, and they went to the clinic together, still bickering, leaving me at home to sleep in, because I’d been worked pretty hard last night.

They came home triumphant.

Mom was pregnant.

Now. I’ll fast forward a bit. Because while I’m sure you’d like to hear every lovey-dovey day of their pregnancy journey, baby shower and the swollen tummy and all, I’m sure you’d be more interested in how my mom, grateful for all my help, fucked me silly and sucked my cock on the daily for like, prenatal nutrients. Or something.

But that was it.

Once mom was pregnant, that was the end of her whole baby fever. I mean, she already had the baby. Nothing I could do would make the baby faster, and she couldn’t get pregnant twice at the same time. So for her end, she was done.

My little sex life at home was cut short without apology or much explanation other than, “thanks for all the hard work, champ,” and a clap on the back from dad. And mom being extra nice to me for months.

But I had to go to college shortly after mom’s bump started to show. I will say, that when spring break came, I went home, and found there was a new addition to the family, and that mom and dad were happier than ever. We avoided thinking about who was ultimately the father and figured it didn’t really matter.

Though you might ask—did mom get baby fever all over again once she had a new sibling/dubious parentaged child for me?

No. 

Like I said, she had the baby.

The End.


What did you think?

If you liked it enough to see more, please visit my author page and leave a quick review on everything you’ve read and enjoyed. 

You can also get a free copy of, “Happy Birthday, Love Mom,” which is an exclusive story that I don’t offer anywhere on the internet except for people who sign up for publishing alerts from my personal email. 

All of your support helps in my journey to publish the best possible porn out there. If you’re interested in something different or would like to commission a story, just send me an email at fakeflowerstories@gmail.com

Thank you for reading,

Fake Flower
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