
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Making My Son

A Man on His Birthday

~

Bella Beaumont

~

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or, if real, are used fictitiously.

Copyright © 2024 by Bella Beaumont 

––––––––

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a review.

Join Bella Beaumont’s steamy newsletter (with free ebooks every week!) at BellaBeaumont.com 

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Taboo Smut by Bella Beaumont on Smashwords:

[image: image]


~
[image: image]


Standalones:

Breeding My Not-So-Innocent Sister

Making My Son a Man on His Birthday

Becoming My Son’s Slut

~
[image: image]


Forbidden Lust

Played By My Brother

Awed By My Brother

Used By My Brother

Controlled By My Brother

Humiliated By My Brother

Trained By My Brother

Dominated By My Brother

Broken By My Brother

Enslaved By My Brother

~
[image: image]


Family Secrets

Please Touch Me, Daddy!

Please Save Me, Daddy!

Please Punish Me, Daddy!

Please Own Me, Daddy!

Please Use Me, Daddy!

Please Tame Me, Daddy!

Please Surprise Me, Daddy!

Please Control Me, Daddy!

Please Free Me, Daddy!

~
[image: image]


Love in the Family

Claimed by My Brother at My Wedding

Mom is the Only MILF for Me

Mom & Sister Learn Their Place

~
[image: image]


Family Stories

Dirty Brother Gets His Fix

Dirty Brother Fits It In

Dirty Brother Trains Her Well

Naughty Mother Plays Her Hand

Naughty Mother Can’t Get Enough

Naught Mother From Both Ends

Filthy Father Takes His Girl

Filthy Father Punishes His Brat

Filthy Father Doubles the Fun

Raunchy Son Owns His Mom & Sis

Kinky Daughter Traps Her Father

Smutty Family United at Last

~
[image: image]


The Family Next Door

The Boy Next Door Breeds His Mom

Waking His Sister for School

Ganged by Her Brother, Mom, & Daddy

Femboy Son Pounds His Sissy Friends

The Sissy & the Sister

~
[image: image]


My Unassuming Brother

How Do You Do It, Brother?

What Are You Doing to Her, Brother?

When Will You Take Me, Brother?

Where Do You Want Me, Brother?

Who Wants to Join Us, Brother?

Why Can’t I Quit You, Brother?

~
[image: image]


Also by Bella Beaumont on Amazon (free in KU):

~
[image: image]


Little Big Man

Professor on the Prowl

In Too Deep 

Professor’s Plaything

Three’s Company, Four’s a Crowd

A Teachable Moment

A Big Hard Lesson

When in Doubt, Stretch ‘em Out

Working Out the Kinks

Put in Her Place 

~
[image: image]


The Futa Girl’s Journey

Rose Filled with Love

Rose Trains Her Professor

Rose Reveals Her Huge Secret

Rose Receives Her Punishment

Rose Gives Him the Shaft

Rose Submits to Her Prey

Rose Takes Care of the Nurse

Rose Falls for a Trap

Rose Meets Her Match

~
[image: image]


Taming Ms. Steele

Punished by the Stud

Back in the Saddle

Stable Full of Stallions

Broken by the Bronco

Hot to Trot

Best in Show 

~
[image: image]


The Futa Girl and the Trap

Big Packages Come in Small Things

Too Big for Her Britches

The Bigger They Are, the Harder They Come

Her Royal Hungness 

Dominated by the Cosplay Cuties

Give Them an Inch, They Take a Mile

~
[image: image]


The Viking’s Hunger

Raiding Her Fertile Garden

~
[image: image]


Triangle of Lust

Triangle of Lust

Giving in to Daddy

My Kinky Fun Summer

Back in Town, Ready to Pound

Mounted in the Lion’s Den 

Losing Control of Every Hole

~
[image: image]


Making a Sissy

Not Your Everyday Dom

Her Big Morning Surprise

Bonding Over the Bimbo

~
[image: image]


The Futa Mistress

Submitting to the Futa Maid

Tag Teaming the Quarterback

Putting the Bullies in Their Place

~
[image: image]


The Hearts of Carroen (Fantasy Erotica)

Princess of Thieves 

~
[image: image]


The Billionaire’s Maid

Dirty Expectations 

Cleaning Up His Mess 

Full Service Housekeeping

Maid of All Trades

Master’s Trophy

Master of the Mansion

~
[image: image]


The Cougar’s Den

Momma Finds a Cub

Momma’s Personal Trainer

Momma Gets Ganged

~
[image: image]


West Coast Kings Series (Dark Romance)

Dining with the Enemy

Solid Revenge

~
[image: image]


Under the Femboy’s Spell

The Alpha Femboy

The Femboy’s Bottoms

The Femboy Breaking Point

~
[image: image]


Stealing Her Man

Revenge is Best Served Lewd

Don’t Get Mad... Get Even

It’s Raining Men

~
[image: image]


Lessons in Lust

After School Training

After School Punishment

After School Bonding

After School Detention

After School Assignment

After School Filling

~
[image: image]


The Daddy Chronicles

Needing My Boyfriend’s Dad

Shared for Dinner

A Present for Him and His Dad

Claimed by My Ex’s Dad

Daddy and His Filthy Friend

Passed Around by Daddy

~
[image: image]


Public Indecency

Taken on the Trolley

Threesome in the Bathroom

Dominated at the Movies

~
[image: image]


The Pet Professor

Lewd Lesson Plan

Teaching His Professor

Grading Her Curves

Student Becomes the Master

Testing Her Body

Freeuse for Her Students

~
[image: image]


Little Addict

Home from College... And I’m Thirsty!

Paying the Rent... With My Body!

Adoring the Artwork... Legs Wide Open!

Enjoying the Show... From Both Ends!

Hiking the Trail... Ride the Guide!

The Surprise Dinner... Pass Me Around!

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter One


Millie


[image: image]


IT’S THE DAY BEFORE my son Ryan’s eighteenth birthday, and I’ve made some big plans for my special boy. 

My handsome young man is the focus of my life. While his father works tirelessly to provide for us at his big investment firm, I’ve taken on the duties of motherhood seriously. 

I’ve watched Ryan grow from a pestering youth to a strapping young man. Gary and I had our son when we were young—or at least I was. Only twenty-three at the time, when Ryan came to us as a surprise. 

Now I’m just passed the wrong side of forty, and I couldn’t be happier. I wish the world for Ryan, and I’ll do whatever it takes to give him whatever he wants. 

Does he want to follow in his father’s footsteps and become a successful investor or wealth manager? Great. Does he want to go to business school? Excellent. Maybe he doesn’t want to do any of that and prefers to pursue his creative talents—he’s a heck of a guitar player and artist, and I’d love to see what he can do in those tough fields. He might not make as much money, but as a mother, that doesn’t matter to me. 

As long as Ryan is happy, I’m happy. 

Over the past while, I’ve seen what kind of man he has grown into. He’s still my little boy at heart, yet I’m not delusional enough to think he hasn’t changed. 

He’s grown strong and firm. He got a growth spurt late, and is almost as tall as me now—which would sound ridiculous, but I’m six-feet tall because of my German heritage. 

With his late growth, Ryan will overtake me by year’s end. I’m sure of it. Even if he doesn’t, it means nothing to me. Size is on the bottom of my list about things that are important. 

I mean, heck, if we’re talking about size, I have some things I could work on. My ass has grown bigger over the years, which is alarming considering how large it already had been. I’ve started working out, but I love to eat and enjoy myself, so sometimes that stuff cancels each other out. 

I’m tall and curvy, with huge thighs and a heavy bust that seems to never stop growing, no matter how much I try to work the fat off. 

I’m not complaining. I still get looks when I go to the gym, even at forty-one, and it’s flattering. Especially because the looks come from men half my age. I feel like there’s been a Renaissance of late as to what the “perfect female body” looks like in the eyes of the male gaze. The rail-thin model look has gone by the wayside, in preference to a more natural, thicker appearance. It seems to be all the rage these years, and I’m happy to take my unearned wins where I can. 

I’m confident in my appearance—just as I hope Ryan is confident in his—and I’m too old to give a shit what people think about me. 

I only care what my family thinks of me. 

To that end, I’ve made some plans for Ryan’s big day tomorrow. He has school, which is a shame, but he’ll get to do a larger party with his friends this weekend. 

For now, while he’s at school and his dad is at work, I’m going to clean the house and make it look pretty. Put up balloons for when he comes home, and make him wear that silly pointy birthday hat, because what’s a mom’s job if not to embarrass her son?

Then once Gary gets home, we’ll take Ryan out to dinner—a steakhouse, because he deserves the best. Ryan’s really worked hard to pump up his grades this year so he can get into college. Anything I’ve asked of him, he’s done. I can’t do anymore than that. 

I feel like my job as a mom has been successful. Ryan doesn’t really get into trouble. He had a short stint a couple years ago of ditching school and smoking weed, but what teenager hasn’t gotten into stuff like that? At least it’s nothing harder, and nothing to be ashamed of. It’s all part of growing. 

It’s early evening when I’m just about finished doing the chores around the house. Gary hasn’t returned home from work yet—he often goes out with buds to the local bar after work to blow off some steam. I don’t blame him considering his high-octane, high-pressure job. 

Ryan is in his room, probably playing video games with his online friends or guitar. I don’t hear any squeals from the amplifier in his room, so I assume it’s the latter. 

I head up to my stairs with a clothes hamper so I can gather everything and do the laundry before tomorrow. I want everything perfect, everything clean. 

First I go into my room. My top drawer is slightly ajar, but I don’t think anything of it because I’m usually rushing in the morning to get everyone ready and cook breakfast before Gary heads out or before I have to take Ryan to school.

Ryan has his driver’s license, but he doesn’t have a car yet. I’m pretty sure Gary will have a big surprise for him when he looks in the driveway tomorrow evening. 

I gather some of my husband’s clothes from the ground, from the drawer, and then pile my own stuff in there. 

Next, I leave with the hamper on my hip and head down the hall to Ryan’s room.

I put my fist up to knock on the door, but then notice it’s also ajar. 

My brow furrows, and my curiosity takes over, so I peek in after opening the door a few inches. My lips part to announce my arrival, but then I stop on a sharp inhale, going quiet. 

Ryan is sitting in his computer chair. It’s slightly rolled back from his desk, to give him room. His boxers are around his knees, and his shorts are around his ankles. And jutting up from his lap is his perfect, velvety cock. 

And it’s fucking huge. 

My eyes widen in shock, heat coming to my cheeks and shamefully burying deeper in my belly, pooling at my pussy. 

I haven’t seen my son’s cock in years, and I’m alarming by how much he’s truly grown. His late growth spurt looks like it was doubled down below. 

Ryan’s right hand works furiously and he grunts, leaning back in his chair. The chair squeaks on its wheels. His fingertips don’t quite meet in the middle of his thick shaft.

His left hand helps, squeezing up near the broad pink ridge of his dick. But what catches my surprise is that he’s holding something, seemingly rubbing it against his bulbous cockhead. 

He mutters, “Fuck, Mom,” while furiously jerking off. “So fucking hot.”

I stifle a gasp and put a hand to my mouth so I don’t make any sound while I watch like a nosy voyeur. 

My special boy is hung like a horse, with his cock slightly curving back toward his belly from how hard he’s masturbating. 

Without even knowing what I’m doing, my free hand goes down to my belly, rubbing. Then it moves south, between my thighs, where I’m hot and bothered. 

My pussy is wet, and I’m alarmed that it’s my son doing this to me. But only because I’m seemingly doing this to him! 

And that’s when I see what he’s rubbing so vigorously against his cock. I notice it when he bundles it up and puts it at a different profile angle. 

It’s a pair of panties from my drawer. The one that was slightly open.

My son snuck into my room and stole my panties to jerk off with! Oh my God! 

My heart beats faster. I hook two fingers past the hem of my panties and plunge them into my aching-wet pussy. 

Ryan stands from his chair. He’s flossing my panties around his cock now, spilling precum and soiling my underwear. Daydreaming about his own mother doing filthy things with his huge cock. 

My mind breaks at the sight, and I keep fingering myself madly, losing all thoughts. The one thing that threads through my mind over and over again: I shouldn’t be doing this. I’m masturbating to the sight of my own son getting off! 

But it feels so good. I’m already close to coming, within minutes. 

With Ryan on his feet, I see how hung he really is. It’s a profile view from the side that I have, and his dick spears out like a cannon from his narrow hips. Heavy balls swing out, and I can just tell they’re filled with thick, warm cum. 

He keeps jerking off, hands fapping furiously. Now he’s using both of them and all but fucking his fists as he pumps his ass forward into my panties. 

My thighs jiggle from the speed at which I’m fingerbanging myself. I’m sweating, while still holding the hamper of dirty clothes on my hip, though it’s basically been forgotten. 

My mind reels and I lean back from the slit in the door when Ryan lets out a grunt of ecstasy. His dick thickens even further, throbbing, the head nearly as large as my fist. 

He pivots to the side of his computer—to his desk—and his whole body goes taut. I watch as his corded muscles flex, his thighs tighten, and his balls constrict. 

Thick ropes of cum shoot from his engorged cockhead. He splashes the first few all over his desk, and has such strength that his load splatters against the wall past the desk. He lets out a groan, stroking faster, and keeps pumping out more and more thick strands of cum, until a small pool has formed beneath his heaving cock. 

At the same time, my instincts go haywire and I lose myself. I’m watching my son use my panties as his sex toy and then come his brains out, and he just has so much of it! He’s like a firehose, never stopping, and I see how virile and potent he really is. I can smell his cum from here, and I want nothing more than to be lapping it up in front of him, licking his swaying balls as he plants them on my face and—

Oh God—he’s my son! 

A wave of pleasure rockets through me and I sudden orgasm makes my whole body writhe and jerk.

I drop the hamper, both hands going to my pussy to rub my needy clit and finger myself harder.

The hamper drops with a thud on the carpeted floor, and I gasp as the clothes spill out. 

Ryan’s eyes veer over in a split second—

But I’m already gone from the doorway, stumbling toward my room so I can find my dildo and fuck myself silly while imagining all the ways my hung son could dominate me. 
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Chapter Two


Ryan
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I KNOW EXACTLY WHAT’S going on, but I don’t say anything about it next morning. As Mom fixes me breakfast and I sit at the table with my dad, I glance over at her past Dad’s shoulder and watch her huge ass bend over to grab something from a pantry on the floor level.

I can see the outline of her panties through her jeans. I imagine those same panties wrapped around my cock last night, daydreaming about my sexy mother before blowing my load all over my room.

But I know what’s going on. Because I caught her. 

Mom might not have been in the hallway when I poked my head out a few seconds after hearing a loud crash on the ground . . . but the clothes hamper she dropped still was. 

It shocked me to know that my mom had been watching. How long did she watch? Did she see me explode all over my room? Did she hear me moan her name as I rubbed her panties against my cock? 

It’s hard to say. Maybe she only saw the tail end of my masturbation—the best part. 

It brought a smile to my face, wicked and surreal, as I went back into my room to hop on my guitar. 

Later on, less than half an hour later, I thought I heard moans coming from the room down the hall. But when I stopped playing my guitar to listen, I heard nothing else. I thought it was maybe wishful thinking, or just my mind playing tricks on me. 

Either way, it was a whole new day now. I was officially eighteen. A man. 

I ate my pancakes, bacon, and eggs quietly. Watched as Mom laid it all out on the table for me and Dad, bending over slightly while her huge cow tits dropped low in front of us. 

If she’s not careful, I’m about to grab those things and stuff my face between them, dammit. 

I’m not sure when I started to get so horny. I mean, I’m a boy, so years and years ago. But horny for my mom? That was a startling new development . . . 

Or is it?

I start to recall memories of my past. Watching my mom on the sidelines during my soccer games. Always wishing she would be there—and she always was. Her big, beautiful body hopping and jiggling and jumping as she cheered me on. 

She was the best mom a guy could ask for. Incredibly nurturing and sweet, but also stern, making sure I didn’t do too many stupid things in my youth.

When I really thought about it, I guess I’d always been attracted to my mother. I didn’t know what was going on psychologically behind all that, but I figured it was pretty common for boys my age. 

She’s incredibly sexy and hot, in my opinion. My gaze always lingers a bit too long when she’s dressed in her workout gear and heading out to the gym. Or when she’s in a gown for a nice dinner, and her oversized tits are smashed together and bouncing so wonderfully.

She’s absolutely perfect. 

And I want her. 

* * *
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Later that afternoon, I’m at school. It’s a bummer to be here on my birthday, but at least my friends have been cool. They’ve all given me shit for turning eighteen, but I don’t see the big deal—we’re all going to, eventually, right?

I’m definitely in the older crowd for a junior, if not the bigger crowd. I mean, I’ve seen guys in the PE locker rooms, so I know I’m bigger where it counts than basically anyone else in my class, and I’ve seen enough porn to know I can compete. But in the height category? Or muscled category? Or looks? I don’t have as much confidence as I know I should.

My mom has always tried to boost my confidence by saying I’m the handsomest, smartest, funniest, blah, blah. It’s a mom’s job to say shit like that. 

I’m in my third period, head lazily draped over my palm as I stare down at the pop quiz Mr. Leafler threw at us for English. 

I’ve always been good at English class, so I’m just cruising through it . . . 

And then someone comes into the class and whispers into Mr. Leafler’s ear. The messenger leaves, and I pop my head up when I see Leafler’s eyes veer over to me.

“How close are you to being finished, Ryan?” he asks aloud. A few other students pop their heads over, curious about what’s going on.

They’re no more curious than me. 

“Uh, two more questions?” I say. This is highly abnormal.

“Okay. Finish up and come see me.”

Wrinkling my brow, I nod and put my head down. The laziness is gone, and for some reason my heart starts to beat faster. Why can’t he just tell me what’s going on? Is it important?

I blindly finish the last two questions, not caring if I got them wrong for this stupid test. 

Then I pop up from my seat—the first one in class to finish—and hurry over with my exam. I put it on his table and say, “What’s going on?”

“You’ve been called into the principal’s office,” Leafler says. “Family emergency, I think. You’re being called out of class for the day.”

The grooves in my brow deepen. “What the hell?”

He gives me a helpless look, shrugging. “I don’t know, Ryan. Hope it’s nothing serious. Good luck, you’re free to go.”

I nod and hurry out of the class. Make my way down the hall, shoes clacking on the linoleum. The halls are empty because class is in session for everyone—just a smattering of a few students going to and from the bathrooms.

I round the corner to the principal’s office—

And nearly stumble into my mom. 

We both gasp, her tits almost smacking me in the face. I wish they had.

Eyes widening, I say, “Mom? What’s going on?”

“Surprise!” she says in a whisper-yell, throwing her arms up. 

I blink a few times, confused. “Uh, what? Mr. Leafler said there’s an emergency.”

“Oh.” She chuckles, cheeks flushing pink. She looks so cute when she does that, looking all abashed. “That was a little white lie. It’s your birthday, honey. I’m not going to make you wallow in school all day.”

I tilt my head. “So you’re . . .”

“Taking you out! Come on, let’s go.” 

Without anymore clarification, she reaches out and takes my hand. Her palm is warm, inviting, just like the rest of her body. 

I try to stuff down the thoughts of lust in my head, which are so taboo and wrong. 

But I can’t stop my cock from growing stiffer against my thigh when she throws me into a hug and then leads me out of school, to do God-only-knows-what.

* * *
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We get into my mom’s car. I’m still a bit confused, yet I can’t deny the sense of excitement I get. For one, we’re all alone, and two, I’m getting the rest of the day off of school.

My birthday is already looking up.

She has a cheery smile on her face, both hands on the wheel. Still looking at the road as she drives, she reaches over with her right hand and puts it on my knee, slapping lightly.

“So, big boy, what do you want to do today?”

I blink. Look down at her hand. It’s rubbing my knee now. A little too comfortable for her, for sure.

She’s not looking over at me. Does she notice my cock getting harder as her hand lingers there? Probably not, because I’m trying my best to hide it, shoving it to the right, while her hand is on my left knee.

I say, “Mom. What’s going on? Big boy? Uhhh.”

“What? A mom can’t get her son our of school on his birthday? It’s not like you’ve never skipped class before.”

“That’s not what I’m talking about.” I glance over at her, noticing her cheeks flush a shade of pink that makes her more beautiful than ever.

She’s embarrassed. Trying to put on a good face. 

I say, “Are we going to pretend what happened last night didn’t happen?”

“What happened last night?”

Okay. Yes. We are going to pretend.

“I . . . know you saw me,” I say. “I saw the clothes hamper on the floor in the hallway.”

She seems to choke on her spit, coughing, clearing her throat. Behind her sunglasses, her eyes blink wildly. “Um, yes, well. It’s completely normal for a boy your age—”

“I’m not a boy anymore,” I say. “You keep making that clear.” 

She shakes her head. “You’re still my boy.” 

I smirk. “Okay.”

A pause settles between us, uncomfortable and heavy. 

Then, she says, “So? What—”

I abruptly take her hand from my knee and move it to my crotch. I act before my mind can tell me it’s a bad idea, because I can’t shake the horniness from my brain or body. 

Her neck goes tight and she sucks in a breath. Still, she doesn’t look over at me. But her hands starts to slowly move across my bulge, as if she’s just now realizing what I’ve done.

“Ryan . . .” she ekes out in a raspy voice. 

She swerves a bit on the road, and I say, “Eyes on the road, Mom. You asked what I want? This is it.”

“Honey, this is wrong. You know it’s—”

“Was it wrong for you to watch me jerk off last night, and then leave a puddle in your wake in front of my door? I know you loved it.”

I’m not sure where this confidence it coming from, but I can’t stop it. The floodgates are open.

My mom’s nipples are hardening beneath her white t-shirt. She can’t hide it, because her tits are just too huge. 

Her hand starts to move faster as she falls silent. Gently jerking me off through my shorts. 

The outline of my cock grows and protrudes along my thigh. Her hand traces the outline, matching it, and her eyes widen beneath her sunglasses. 

“Well, if that’s what you want . . .” she manages to say, then trails off. “It’s your big day.”

“I know. You keep saying that. So why don’t you let me see what your perfect full lips are like wrapped around my cock, Mom?”

She gasps again. Before I know it, she’s pulling the car over to the shoulder. We’re on a residential street, not far from our house. 

She twists in her seat, moving her hand away from my bulge. “Ryan! Don’t talk to your mother like—”

“Or let me stuff this fat thing between those massive tits of yours? I’ve always wanted to do that. Now I can. Legally.”

Her eyebrows jump up her forehead. “W-Where is this coming from, honey?”

I reach into my shorts. Zip them down, while staring her in the eyes. Our sunglasses meet, shielding us from the desire that’s brewing behind both of our faces. 

Then with a grunt, I hoist my cock out from the fly of my shorts. It’s huge and rock-hard, and I grab it at the base, wagging it in the air while I settle back in my seat. Precum drips from my fat cockhead, dripping down my shaft. 

“This is your fault,” I say. “So you should take some responsibility for it. Look at how hard and stiff you’ve made me, Mom.”

She bites her lip. Finally takes a peek south, before moving her eyes back to my face. “Oh, sweetie . . . what happened to you?”

A wicked smile slices across my face. “I became a man,” I say. “Here. Let me show you.”
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Chapter Three


Millie
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BEFORE I KNOW WHAT’S happening, Ryan reaches over to me in the car. I can smell his huge cock from here, so powerful and intoxicating. It fills the space in the front seats like a hot box, and my mind short-circuits for a minute as I look down at his monster cock and bite my lip.

I move my hand toward his thick shaft, wanting nothing more than to stroke his young length, see it grow even harder in my grip. 

I’m soiling my seat, wetter than ever beneath my jeans, and I worry it’ll start to show as a splotch if I’m not careful.

But I can’t stop my filthy mind from running circles, wanting nothing more than for Ryan to show me how much of a man he really is.

When my hand is inches from his cock, hesitant, he pushes it away and says, “Not your hand. That’s not enough. Give me your mouth, Mom.”

I gasp—

And he reaches over and grabs me by the back of the neck, rough and strong. His muscles flex. 

“Ryan!” I yelp.

But my head is already moving as he pulls me to him. I take my seatbelt off and adjust the way I’m sitting so it doesn’t hurt when he yanks me closer to his cock so I can get a better look at it. 

My eyes widen. His piss slit is huge and wide, dripping precum, and I can’t stop myself from licking the beads of fluids from his cockhead. 

Oh my God. No! This is my son! 

His other hand goes behind my neck when I resist a bit. 

But it’s only for show, because I’ve already resigned myself to my fate.

I want my son to make me his fuck-toy, and do whatever he wants to me. It’s his birthday—his big day—after all, and what better birthday present is there than this?

Ryan plants my mouth on his cock. I keep my lips firm for a moment, but he’s too strong, and then his cock pushes past them and into my mouth. 

He’s thick—too thick for me, much bigger than his father—and it’s a struggle to fit him inside.

“Goddamn, Mom, your mouth is so fucking warm and wet.”

His words make me mewl like a damn bleating sheep. I’m leaning over the center console of the car, blowing my son on his birthday, and cars are passing by right next to us.

The lewdness and forbidden qualities of the whole thing hits me all at once. 

But I don’t stop. I gag and choke down my son’s cock, my special boy, and try my hardest to fit him inside my mouth. 

He keeps his hands on my blond hair, wrapping the strands around his fists, and forces me on his cock. 

My head starts to bob, and then he bucks his hips once and punches the back of my throat. My eyes go wild, I cough and choke on him, and he chuckles.

“That’s a good girl,” he says. “I love you, Mom. You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to feel my cock inside you.”

My heart is hammering. My body has betrayed me, and I’m fingering myself through my pants now, throwing caution to the wind.

What if a neighbor walks by, dog-walking? What if someone who recognizes sees us? We’ll be ruined. I could go to jail!

Ryan face-fucks the thoughts out of my head. He tastes so damn good, so potent. His balls are bloated in his lap, and I can’t help but put my free hand on them, fondling and lightly squeezing his fat sack. 

He starts moving his hips some more once his cock is nice and lubed from my spit. He starts fucking my face in earnest, and the whole car shakes from his movements. 

I choke on my boy, gagging and frothing at the mouth. My pussy is on fire, clit engorged, and I rub myself furiously through my clothes. 

Out the corner of my eye, I can see my son’s eyes are zeroed in on my tits. They’re low and heavy from the way I’m leaning over the center console, and with every violent thrust of his narrow hips, they jiggle and sway. 

“Fuck, I’m taking those huge tits next,” Ryan says. “Don’t try to stop me.”

I won’t. I can’t. My body is his to do as he pleases to it, and I realize how long I’ve kept myself in the dark about this—this feeling that all I really want is for Ryan to be happy, and the best way to do that is to let him take me.

It seems fucking his mother is the only thing that he really wants in life, and I’ve been blind to it all along. 

First it was my panties. Then it was me fingering myself while I watched him. Now it’s my mouth over his velvety cock, bobbing up and down on him in the passenger seat. 

Gary can never find out. No one else can ever find out. This is our little secret. 

Ryan grunts, stealing me back to the present, and fucks the thoughts out of my head. His hands dig into my scalp and neck, and I groan and moan, tapping his thigh to try and get him to let up.

“Sorry, Mom, I have to pump your belly full of cum. You might choke.”

He says it so matter-of-factly, as if he’s planned this his entire life. As if this is normal and he’s only taking what he’s owed.

All I’ve ever done is nurture and care for my son. From baby to adulthood, I’ve seen him grow . . . and grow he has. Now, I surrender myself to him, and there’s no way I can turn him down.

Deep down, I know this is what I’ve wanted all these years, too. But I’ve never been able to make it happen.

Except now Ryan is an adult. He can take what he wants, and on day one that’s exactly what he’s doing.

He has a bright future ahead of him.

His cock throbs in my throat. I moan and mewl, eyes widening, red-rimmed and dripping tears from the way his huge cock pummels my poor throat. 

His thick cum fills my mouth, pumping down my throat, and I gag on the salty sweetness of my son. He grunts and flexes as he pushes my head down like I’m a toy for him to explode into. 

There’s nothing I can do to stop the deluge of cum he rifles down my throat, spurting rope after rope into my mouth. Cum dribbles out the corners of my mouth, and I feel like I’m going to lose consciousness—like I’m going to drown in my son’s cum.

Then he pulls back, my head comes up, and I gasp for breath. Cum and makeup muck my face, and I rest my cheek on his lap. His cock flops down onto my face, with still more spunk drooling out of his cockhead onto my forehead, trickling down my cheek.

He pats my cheek. “Good job, Mom. You took it all. Next time, though, I’ll make sure you don’t let any cum out of your hole.”

I’m silent. My fingers have stopped masturbating, and I feel lost. 

Then he says, “Now drive us home. We’re not done.”

Slowly, I lift my head. I nod, gulping down the rest of his cum. “O-Okay, honey.”

“What was that?” he asks, his voice darker than usual.

My special boy is bullying me. 

And I’m here for it.

“I meant . . . Yes, sir,” I answer.

* * *
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When we get to the house, I pull the car into the garage. I’m still breathless, and we haven’t said a word to each other since he forced his cock into my mouth. 

I just gave my son a blowjob on his birthday. Road head. There’s no going back from that. What happens next for us? Next for me and his father?

I love Gary, but he can never compare to our son. Not after what I’ve just experienced. He doesn’t have the same dominant mean streak that Ryan has. 

And I know this is only the beginning. Ryan has basically said that—“Next time” and “We’re not done.”

My heart pitter-patters at the thought of what Ryan is going to do to me. We still have the rest of the day—hours before Gary comes home from work and we go to the steakhouse for Ryan’s birthday dinner.

As I get out of the car, Ryan says, “Can you get my bag for me?”

I nod dumbly, “O-Okay,” and move to the backseats where he put it when he jumped into the car. 

I open the door behind the front door, lean down to reach in and grab the backpack—

And feel hands groping my ass.

“Mmm,” Ryan says from behind me. “I love this huge fucking ass, Mom.”

“R-Ryan!” I squeal. “Not here!”

He pushes me forward, bending me over in the car. My body is half-in, half-out, with only my ass and legs on the outside of the car. 

The garage door isn’t even shut. Anyone walking by could see us.

Ryan doesn’t listen to me. He hooks his fingers into the waistband of my pants and pulls down, peeling my jeans off my ass. He yanks down until I’m wiggling out of them and he has the jeans underneath the swell of my ass.

Then he spanks me. My own son, spanking me like I’m acting up. 

I let out a yelp. I grip the straps of his backpack in front of me, baring my teeth and closing my eyes. 

He peels my panties to the side, smacking the strand of fabric across my right ass cheek. 

I try to gaze over my shoulder at him. “Ryan, what are you—”

His cockhead kisses my pussy and he lets out a hum of approval. “God, your pussy is beautiful, Mom. It’s fucking perfect. Such a fat cunt, those lips just drooling for me.”

Oh God, oh fuck.

I don’t know what else to think. The tip of his wet cockhead is pressed against my sopping-wet pussy lips and it’s fucking huge. My eighteen-year-old son is about to take his mother right here in the garage, without any qualms. 

There’s no point in trying to get him to stop. He’s too strong, and I want it too badly.

I can’t even stop myself from wiggling my ass on his cock, flossing his dick along my crack. 

He laughs, spanks me again, until I know a red handprint is going to land on my fair cheeks. 

Then he grabs me by the wide waist, arms moving far out in opposite directions. He pulls me back to him, and his cock spears into my pussy, past my lips.

My mouth falls open on a moan. He’s massive, penetrating deep, deep into my canal, struggling to fit himself inside me, until his dick is nearly kissing my womb.

My eyes roll aimlessly in my head, and he starts to thrust his hips. The slap of his balls rings out in the garage, echoing off the walls and carrying outside. 

“Oh God, Ryan! You’re so huge!” I wail.

I can’t stop myself. I’m drooling. My son is taking me, no less than ten minutes after he just pumped a load down my throat. 

How the hell is he so virile? How can he get hard so quickly right after?! 

It must be his hormones. His love for his mother. Everything nasty and disgusting about this is flipped on its head, making it beautiful, feral, and necessary. 

I throw my ass back into him. He can’t even see my face, and he doesn’t care. He’s fucking me doggystyle in the backseat of my car. 

I just picked my son up from school, busting him out, just so he could bust copious loads into my pussy and belly. 

He growls like an animal and fucks me harder. My big ass jiggles and shakes, and I arch my back to give him even more entry.

I can feel my pussy stretching to accommodate him. He’s so big it’s almost painful, but I quickly lose myself to the pain and it becomes a tidal wave of pure pleasure that rolls through me.

It’s sex like I’ve never had—carnal, satisfying, primal. 

Ryan puts his feet on the sides of the car, stepping into the open door. He puts his hands on the roof, mounting me as his feet leave the ground.

It’s insane what he does, the contortions he’s put himself in, just so he can pleasure his mother and fuck her senseless.

He starts to pile-drive into me, his hard hips slapping into my fleshy, round ass, shooting ripples up my body. 

I gasp and groan while he fucks me from behind and above, nearly tilting the car with how he’s pulling on the lip of the roof and keeping his feet just barely perched on the step of the car. 

We rock and roll, and then he steps down, lunging into the car while pushing me forward.

My feet leave the ground, one heel kicks off my feet, and then I’m planked across the backseat bench of my car. 

He gets on top of me, putting his weight on my back, and skewers me from above. His weighty balls slap and smack into my ass, until I’m red-raw and panting. 

I come, losing my mind, and scream in the car, hoping it’s at least a little bit muffled from the outside. 

“I’ve always wanted to fuck you, Mom. Oh God, it feels so good pumping my huge cock into your tight little pussy over and over again. You were made for me!”

“I was!” I scream back at him. He puts his hands in my hair and pulls, making me his pet—his slutty little bitch that he can dominate.

My son isn’t even as tall as me, and he doesn’t give a shit. Like I said, size isn’t everything . . . and he has all the size he needs when it counts.

He fucks my body like he owns it. I’m over two-hundred pounds, yet he molds me to his cock and takes what he’s owed from my older body. 

Not even half my age, yet twice the fucker I ever imagined he would be.

I feel his dick throbbing again, pulsating inside my pussy, stretching my walls out. 

“Inside!” I demand, even though I know I’m going to regret it. I lift my legs, bending them backwards, and my ankles clash into his taut ass to keep him in place. “Blow your fucking load inside mommy and make me scream!” 

He groans, pushing me down, forcing my face into the seat cushions, and I scream into them. I’m sweating and jiggling and coming my brains out.

Ryan hilts his cock to his balls, bottoming out inside me, stuffing all of his length in my pussy until he’s threatening to punch my cervix.

Then with a huge roar, he blows ropes of cum directly into my womb. Breeding me in the garage on his birthday.

And I’ve finally made my son a man.
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Chapter Four


Ryan
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MY LIFE HAS COMPLETELY changed. I knew it right when I put my mom’s hand on my growing cock in the passenger seat of the car on the way home from school.

I’ve had both sets of her perfect lips on my cock now, and it’s all I can think about. 

After fucking her in the garage and making my mom my cocksleeve at long last, the rest of the night goes in a blur. 

We go to dinner once Dad comes home. I can hardly look at him, and same with Mom. We go out to a steakhouse and I have to hide my erection the entire time, because Mom is dressed in a tight white dress that flaunts all of her bountiful curves so damn perfectly. 

While eating, I have half a mind to steal her away to a restroom to fuck her in public, but I know I have to bide my time. It’s only the start of this raunchy, taboo affair, and I don’t want to get caught on the first day.

We already pushed the envelope far enough when I fucked her in the backseat of her car. Now, I hope whenever she gets into that car to drive anywhere, she thinks about what we did—how we debased her ride and I defiled her forever. 

After dinner, Mom and I share a glance before we get back home. Dad is talkative, chipper, speaking about work and how proud of me he is.

I know I should feel a tinge of remorse, or regret, or something like that, but I simply can’t bring myself to care. 

He’s had plenty of years with Mom, and now his time has passed. It’s time I take the torch and show her what a younger man with a bigger cock can do. 

No hard feelings, pops.

That night, sitting on my rolling chair, I debate jerking off again. I’ve already come twice today in my mother, not to mention the third time when I took care of my morning wood.

From now on, I won’t be the one taking care of my morning boners. Mom will be.

It’s a promise I make to myself, and I know she’ll oblige. She’ll do anything for me—now more than ever, when I had her coming her brains out and losing her damn mind to the feeling of my dick inside her. 

She’s so perfect, and everything I hoped for in a woman. Screw the girls my age—they don’t know what the hell they’re doing. But Mom? She’s an expert. 

I can’t wait to continue exploring the taboo fantasy we’ve made a reality. 

Sighing, staring at my dark reflection in the blank computer screen in front of me, I stand. I’m pitching a tent, and I have to calm myself down before I can go to bed.

A dirty thought comes over me, risky and sketchy, and I smile at the idea. 

Without a second thought, I take my boxers off. My cock springs free, bobbing in the air a few times, weighted down by its sheer girth and length. 

I stroke myself a couple times to make my young dick harder, and then I leave my room. 

It’s after midnight now. The room is quiet, everyone is asleep.

I go to my parents’ bedroom and open the door quietly. It lets out a tiny squeak when I open it, and then I step inside and leave it ajar. 

I notice two lumps in the bed, covers pulled over my mom and dad as they sleep.

My dad Gary is a heavy sleeper. One time we had a minor earthquake here in the middle of the night, and it didn’t even wake him up. Mom had popped out of bed, meanwhile, and tore down the hall to make sure I was all right.

So sweet of her.

My sweet, loving, caring mother . . .

I stand at the edge of the bed in the darkness on her side, watching her sleep. My dad is turned the other way, and Mom is facing me, her gentle eyes closed. I notice the protrusion of her tits in her nightgown, peeking over the top of the covers while she sleeps.

The nipple of her left tit is free, her tits wrangled from how massive they are. I want to cup them, hold them, and fuck them. 

Most of all, I want to turn my mother onto her other side, so she bares her giant ass to me, so I can sandwich her cheeks around my hard cock. 

I’m already dripping precum onto the floor, in one long strand of clearness.

But I don’t. My dad might be a heavy sleeper, but I know how hard I would fuck Millie right now and how badly it would shake the bed. Even he wouldn’t be able to sleep from the things I want to do to my mom.

So I start stroking my cock over her face. Less than a foot away. Keeping my grunts and voice down, so I don’t make a sound.

The only noise in the room is the whirring of the overhead fan and the flesh-on-flesh sound of my masturbation. 

I’m lost in the throes of lust, fisting my cock and pounding away in front of my mom’s peaceful, sleeping face. 

It doesn’t take long for me to get going, harder than ever, and with my mast full I lean my head back and let out a heavy sigh. 

When I look back down, my mom’s eyes are open. 

I nearly gasp in shock, like something out of a horror movie, but I manage to stay silent. 

She’s watching me with a curious expression, just lying there on her side. One of her hands moves to her bare nipple and starts to squeeze and tease it. Her other hand reaches out . . . and circles around my slick cockhead. 

She rubs me, massaging my tip, not stroking me because the arm movements would shake the bed. 

I grit my teeth together to keep from making a sound. Her hand is so damn soft. Dad is right there on the other side, completely oblivious that his wife is massaging their son’s big dick. 

My hand moves faster at the base, while she rubs my cockhead, and before long I’m ready. 

I inch closer to her, holding back my groans, and then squeeze the tip of my cock as my balls grow heavy and full.

I spray a jet of cum on her cheek, and keep pumping ropes onto her forehead, nose, until I’ve plastered my mom with my seed and she has to blink to make sure none of it gets in her eyes.

Finally, I lean forward and rest my cock on her lips. She opens them and I thrust once, slowly gliding my cock into her mouth. More ropes of cum shoot out—I’m a huge cummer, and she knows it after today. 

She jerks once, probably from an orgasm while fingering herself under the covers. Her face is beautiful with my mark on it, my cum slathered all over her face like facial cleanser. 

She sucks down the rest of my cum, making sure not to spill a drop past her lips.

Then I lean forward, find a clear spot on her forehead that isn’t marred with my cum, and I kiss her lightly. 

“Night, Mom.”

She smiles coyly at me. “Night, sweetie.”

With a sigh, I leave the room, my cock satiated, half-limp, dangling heavily between my thighs. Naked from the waist-down.

When I get back to my room, I wonder how long my mom is going to soak in my cum with it on her face. 

Maybe she’ll sleep there all night with that face mask of spunk, just so she can remember how much of a mark her son has left on her on his big day.
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Chapter Five


Millie
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THE NEXT MORNING, GARY leaves early. I’m in the kitchen making breakfast, with an apron on so I don’t get bacon grease on my white dress. I felt sexy in the gown last night at dinner, so I decided to wear it for fun for a few hours in the morning.

Plus, I saw the way Ryan looked at me during dinner, with that smoldering look on his handsome face. His sandy hair wavy and perfectly trimmed, that dashing smile disarming me completely.

I think the dress is probably what convinced him to steal into my room last night and shower my face with cum. That had been a surprise, but not an unwelcome one.

I hear Ryan bounding down the steps, and I stay facing the sink and stove, smiling because I know how he’s going to react when he sees me today.

He didn’t get a chance to take out his aggression over dinner, because his father was there. But now? Well, we’ll just have to see what happens.

“Shit, Mom,” he says when he steps into the kitchen. 

I smile wider, still not facing him, not giving him the time of day. Acting like a brat to see how he’ll react. 

“Did you have fun yesterday for your birthday, honey?” I ask innocently.

Before I know it, he’s right behind me. His hands are groping me and he lifts my dress to bare my ass and thick thighs.

I’m wearing nothing underneath.

He groans in his chest. 

I say, “Oh my, Ryan. I’ll take that as a yes. You dirty, horny boy.”

He chuckles in my ear. I still haven’t turned around to see if he’s hard or—

His fat cockhead presses against my hole, and I gasp. 

Well, that answers that.

Before I can say anything more, he shoves himself inside me, feeding my greedy pussy his cock from behind. He says, “I know, Mom, I really am. But I’m not sorry about it.”

“Y-You have nothing to be sorry about,” I say, my cheeks flaming with embarrassment. 

The bacon is going to burn to a crisp. The pancakes are getting crispy, too, but I couldn’t care less. I have my son’s cock inside me again, less than ten minutes after he woke up.

He already came inside me three times yesterday. What the hell awaits today? It’s a school day, after all, and I know I have to bring him to class—begrudgingly.

Ryan feels so perfect tightly stuffed inside my warm cunt. It’s as it should be: my huge ass swallowing his oversized cock. Mother and son united. 

He starts to fuck me hard, hands on my shoulders. He’s on his tiptoes, hard hips slamming into my plush ass, sending ripples up my spine.

He bends me forward over the sink, just as I hoped he would. 

“Oh God, honey! It’s not even your birthday anymore!” he wail.

My whole body goes tight, giving him some resistance, and my pussy clamps around his cock.

He grunts, pushing through, slamming into me again. My tits fall out of the dress, and he palms them from behind, moving his hands around my middle. 

His hands aren’t big enough for my massive tits, yet he fondles and gropes me anyway, blindly teasing and twisting my nipples until I’m already on the verge of a huge orgasm.

“If you thought this would stop just because it’s not my ‘big day’ anymore, Mom, you were sorely mistaken.”

I nod stupidly. I can’t say words anymore. 

“This is the beginning of forever,” he says. “I’ll be eighteen for a whole year, and I’m going to fuck you every single goddamn day. Understand?”

I nod diligently, like a good girl. I can’t believe I’m letting my son, less than half my age, command and dominate me like this.

But it feels so damn good. So perfect. And I want nothing else in the world. I’ve stopped thinking about friends, about eating, about anything—I just want his cock impaling me over and over again. I want to defile every piece of furniture in this house. 

When he comes inside me, not caring if I get pregnant—and probably secretly hoping to breed his mother and give himself a sibling—he steps back with a grunt and his cum floods out of me. 

My knees shake, my thighs rub together as I squeeze my body and gasp. I’m still writhing from the orgasms, from the shock of how suddenly and dominantly he stepped into this kitchen and decided to own me. 

A thought comes to me, and I look over my shoulder. It’s the first eye-contact we’ve made today, even though we just got finished with a morning quickie. 

“What about when your sister comes home from college in a couple days?” I ask. 

I haven’t even though about Emily in days, because I’ve been so wrapped up in Ryan’s birthday and doing right by him. 

My other child. 

Ryan squeezes my ass through my dress after flattening it down over the sizeable curve of my rear. He spanks me and I yelp.

Then he says, “Honestly, Mom, if Emily comes home looking any hotter than when she left for college, I’m going to gape her pussy open just like I do to you.”

My eyes widen. “Ryan!” 

He shrugs easily, stuffing his huge limp cock away in his boxers. “It’s the truth. She’s closer to my age. Think you can keep up?”

My mind whirls. I can’t believe he’s talking about his own sister that way, his flesh-and-blood sibling he grew up with. 

But the deeper, darker part of me goes cynical, and I think, Well, I can’t just let my daughter take my special boy away from me. Not on my watch. Game on, Ryan. 

My eyes flash and I smirk at him. 

“We’ll see about that, honey. Challenge accepted.”

~
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The End!
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For more taboo and forbidden stories, check out my Smashwords profile, where I only publish books that would never be allowed on Amazon!
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For books that are free in KU and raunchy as hell, take a look at my Amazon profile page!
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For a little bit of both worlds – taboo and traditional erotica (but mostly taboo), take a look at my Ream subscription service! Multiple tiers, hundreds of thousands of words of smut.
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