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Part 1




I’ve never kept a diary before, but the events of
the last few weeks made me start this journal, since I feel like
I’m about to wake up at any moment and realize it’s all been a
dream.

My mother and I live in a very small town about
three hours from Madison. Middleburg used to be a mining town until
the coal business died out and most of the workers moved elsewhere.
But people like my mother can work from anywhere nowadays thanks to
the internet, so there are still a few dozen people who remained
behind and maintain the post office, general store, gas station,
and diner.

Mom and I actually live a few miles outside
Middleburg, so we’re really isolated. The few kids around here are
either home schooled or are driven an hour each way to the nearest
school in Dover. Luckily I’m one of those kids who is home
schooled, although it does get lonely sometimes.

My mother is a writer who has had several best
selling novels. While I was still taking classes (I’ve since
graduated) she used to spend about six hours a day giving me school
lessons and another three hours writing. Now that I’ve “graduated”
she spends more time writing.

I’ve never met my father. From what little Mom has
told me, she got pregnant at the age of twenty with a guy she
didn’t really like and promptly broke it off with him. She then
moved out of town before she was even showing, so my father
probably doesn’t know I exist.

With no father, siblings, or neighbors, I grew up
rather lonely. Mom did her best to provide company by playing with
me often and generally showing me a lot of attention. We played
endless hands of cards and one of the closets is stacked with board
games. There is also a lot of land around us that is fun to
explore, with rivers, ponds, forests, and mountains.

The awkwardness began when I hit puberty. With no
one else around to focus my lust upon, it always fell to my mother.
Whether that is common or not is beyond me. I have access to the
internet, but she has it locked down pretty good. I can only look
up news or educational sites, so when I tried to search for things
like “sex” or “mother son relations” it would always say “Content
Blocked by Administrator.”

Mom never seemed to mind me looking at her. At least
she didn’t try to hide herself under thick clothes. In the summer
she often wore only some shorts and a thin tee shirt with no bra.
Her face isn’t beautiful, but it’s pleasant enough. She has long,
black, curly hair that flows over her shoulders, pretty blue eyes,
and a thin mouth. Her mid-section and butt are a little wide but
not unattractive. She has very nice legs and feet.

But the focus of nearly all my attention has been
her breasts. I’ve seen a lot of actresses on television, but none
of their chests hold a candle to Mom’s breasts. They are very large
but not saggy. They droop a little just from their sheer size, but
not so much that a bra is needed. Her smooth, tanned skin just
makes them even sexier. My mouth would literally water just
glancing at them.

I’ve masturbated to the thought of her breasts many
hundreds of times. If she’s cleaning the house or even walking
around and I catch them swaying under her shirt, I immediately have
to run to my bathroom before my penis starts to hurt.

She knows full well what I’m doing in there. We’ve
had several frank discussions about sex. Ever since I hit puberty,
she’s acted more like a friend than a mother, so we talk about all
kinds of things. I’ve replayed her “sex talk” over and over in my
head. She caught me looking down her shirt one day a couple years
ago and said, “Don’t be embarrassed. You’re a teen boy who has
raging hormones. If you were living in the days of the caveman
you’d be having sex with every female you could find.”

“What exactly is sex?” I asked.

“It’s when a man puts his penis inside a woman’s
vagina. Then he moves it around until he ejaculates, which
sometimes gets the woman pregnant. It’s how humans reproduce.”

“Do people just do oral sex and not actual sex
sometimes?”

She looked at me sharply. “How do you know about
oral sex?”

“From one of your books.”

She looked down sheepishly. “Oh. I guess I should
have kept them locked up somewhere. But yes, some people do, if
they don’t want to get pregnant.”

“What do men do if there is no one to have sex
with?”

“I think you know the answer to that, since you do
it often enough,” Mom said with a smile. “And I’m glad you do it in
the shower or sink instead of on your sheets.”

I must have turned beet red.

“All men do it,” Mom said. “They have to. It builds
up and has to come out somehow, so don’t feel ashamed or
anything.”

We had other sex conversations since then, stated in
just that same matter of fact way. I didn’t try to hide my leering
as much, although out of respect I didn’t just sit there and stare
at her breasts.

We never really celebrated holidays or birthdays.
They were never important to her, and I was fine not having to
worry about shopping for presents. A lot of times certain holidays
came and went without either of us acknowledging them. On our
birthdays there was usually just a “happy birthday” statement, a
quick hug, and a cake.

So I was a little surprised when on my eighteenth
birthday, Mom announced that this was a very special occasion.

“It is?” I asked as I sat down at the table for
breakfast.

“Yes, of course. Your school work is almost done and
on your eighteenth birthday you are officially a man.”

“I am? Well, I guess I knew I can vote now, and join
the military.”

She gave me a stern look. “You aren’t thinking of
going into the military?”

“Uh, no. I was just saying.”

“Oh. Okay. Well anyway,” she said, sitting next to
me,” as a man, you can do more things. Like get a car, and a job if
you want, and have sex.”

I raised my eyebrows. “I can have sex? What do you
mean? With a prostitute? Are there any in town?”

Mom shook her head in irritation. “God, no! A
prostitute? Are you crazy? They have all kinds of diseases. I meant
with a nice woman.”

“Well, there aren’t many around, in case you haven’t
noticed.”

“Obviously. So in situations like this, you and I
can have sex.”

I was stunned. “What?”

She looked at me as if surprised I knew nothing
about it.

“Sex. You know, your penis inside me?”

“I’m confused…”

Mom gazed out the window thoughtfully and
sighed.

“I’m sorry I’ve kept you sheltered all these years,
Sam. But you are all I have in this world, so if you got into some
cult, or drugs, or in with bad people, I would lose you. But yes,
when mothers and sons have the right relationship and there aren’t
other girls around, they often have sexual relations.”

I sat without speaking, still too surprised to move.
I literally thought either I was dreaming or she was playing some
kind of practical joke.

“You don’t seem too thrilled by the idea,” she said
finally.

“Uh, uh, no, not at all,” I stammered. “It’s an
awesome idea. You just took me by surprise. Are you being
serious?”

“Of course. I mean, you don’t have to. But like I’ve
said before, men have to release their semen in some way. And if I
don’t give you an outlet then I’m afraid you’ll eventually seek an
outlet in the city. It would be a bad situation.”

I nodded. “Oh, okay. I see.” It started to make
sense. She didn’t want me to leave the house now that I became a
man and leave her all alone. So she figured if she satisfied my
sexual needs I would stick around.

We sat there awkwardly for a few moments. Then I
blurted out, “So like now?”

Her eyes widened a bit, but then she nodded.

“Sure. The first time will be uncomfortable, but
let’s see how it goes.”

She stood and walked into her bedroom with me not
far behind. She had on her pajama pants and a light blue button
down shirt. Without turning around, she pulled down her pajamas and
underwear in one movement, revealing her soft buttocks to me, and
then proceeded to unbutton her shirt.

“You can take off your clothes,” she said without
turning.

Her shirt fell to the floor, and my fully naked
mother climbed onto the bed and lay on her back.

The sight was overwhelming. Her pretty legs were
bent upward with her feet planted firmly on the covers. Her thick
black hair was spread out behind her on the pillow. But most
arresting were those breasts, rising from her chest like sexy
mountains. For the first time I got to see her small red nipples,
perfectly shaped. I kept swallowing uncontrollably.

“You look like a deer caught in the headlights,” she
said, smiling. “Just take off your jeans and come over here. You’re
making me uncomfortable.”

“Oh, yeah, sorry,” I said.

I bent over and slipped off my pants and walked
towards the bed, pulling off my tee shirt. She spread her legs open
as if inviting me to kneel between them. Her shaved vagina looked
almost as sexy as her quivering breasts.

My penis was erect and throbbing. She glanced at it
and nodded, waving me towards her.

“Just kneel right there. Perfect. Now you can insert
yourself whenever you’re ready. If you have second thoughts, just
let me know and we can try again later or put it off.”

“No, I’m not having second thoughts,” I said. “I’m
just trying to figure out what to do.” It seemed weird to lay on
top of her, but I wasn’t sure how to insert myself.

“Here, put your hands on either side of my head.
Good. Now move up a little. Just like that. Good.”

She gently grasped my penis and guided it towards
her vagina. I inched upwards until I could feel the head make
contact.

“You’re at the right spot,” Mom said, pulling her
hand away. “If you’re ready, just push forward.”

I nodded and applied pressure to my penis, feeling
it glide into her body. It was the warmest, most wonderful feeling
ever. I continued pushing until my balls were pressed firmly
against the front of her vagina.

“Whoa!” she said, squirming. “It’s been a very long
time since I’ve felt a man inside me.”

“It feels awesome.”

I thrust my hips a bit, testing the waters. Mom
sucked in her breath.

“My goodness! I forgot what it felt like!”

Gaining confidence, I thrust faster.

“Go ahead, you won’t hurt me,” Mom said, closing her
eyes.

I moved my hands to the space under her armpits to
get better leverage before going at it full speed. With her eyes
closed I was free to stare at her breasts just below my head. The
sight was breathtaking. They were swaying back and forth in time
with my thrusting. It took all my willpower to keep from burying my
head between them.

I was just about to ask if I could touch or kiss
her, but the sight of those amazing breasts gyrating around along
with the expression of pleasure on my mother’s face caused an
orgasm to appear out of nowhere. Before I knew it, I was
ejaculating large amounts of semen into her body as I froze in
ecstasy.

After finishing, I slowly backed up and withdrew my
penis. It was gleaming with her vaginal fluids and my semen.

Mom immediately swung her legs around to the floor
and retrieved her clothes.

“That was nice, Sam,” she said nonchalantly. “I hope
that was okay for you.”

I was still sitting naked on the bed, too dazed to
move.

“It, it was great,” I stammered. “It was over too
fast, though. I didn’t really get to enjoy it.”

“Well, having sex with your mother is different than
having sex with your wife,” Mom explained as she buttoned up her
shirt. “This is meant to relieve the pressure. We’re not really
supposed to lay here making love all day.”

“Oh, I see. Well, that’s alright.” I stood and put
on my jeans. “So when can we do this again?”

Mom thought for a moment. “Well, we shouldn’t go
overboard. How about Wednesday?”

“Three days from now? I was thinking later on this
evening.”

She laughed. “I imagine after we’ve done it a few
times, you’ll calm down about it. But I understand. It’s your first
time.” She paused. “I guess we can do it again tomorrow.”

“Okay, I’ll take it.”

The rest of the day went by slowly. Mom made
breakfast and then disappeared into her office to work on her
latest book. I wandered to my room to study for my final exams,
since I had to take the same exams as students in the public
schools had to take. As usual, Mom said I needed to pass them for
real or I would have to take my study courses all over again.

After trying to go over some calculus problems for
about an hour, I threw the book aside. There was no way I could
concentrate on mathematics or any other subject after just having
intercourse with my mother. I lay on my bed going over the events
of that morning in my head, pinching myself every few minutes to
make sure I wasn’t dreaming. I had imagined having sex with her so
many times that it just didn’t seem real.

Those breasts were everything I thought they would
be and more. I had obsessed about them for so long and now finally
got to see them fully bare and up close. My mouth watered at the
prospect of sucking those nipples and licking those warm smooth
mounds. Would she let me? I decided I wouldn’t even ask. If she
stopped me, at least I would have the memory of sucking on them for
a few brief moments.

Then I thought of all the other things I wanted to
do with her. Would she let me give her oral sex? Would she give me
oral sex? The thought of my penis in her mouth made me shudder.
Would she swallow my semen? That would be even more amazing.

It occurred to me that my semen was inside her body
at that moment. It was a sobering fact. How many sons in the world
could say that? I didn’t know for sure. Hundreds? Thousands? Her
claim that a lot of mothers and sons had sex under certain
conditions didn’t seem quite right. I had never read anything like
that. But then again, I wasn’t going to dispute it. Her body was
amazing, and if she was willing to let me fornicate with her in
order to keep from visiting a prostitute or moving to the city,
that was quite alright with me.

At dinner there was an awkward silence when we first
sat down to eat. It almost felt like she was having second thoughts
about the whole thing. I decided to break the silence.

“This was an awesome birthday,” I said between bites
of lasagna. “My favorite dinner, favorite desert, favorite
breakfast. It was really good.” I paused. “And the sex was awesome.
So I just wanted to say thank you.”

She smiled. “It didn’t make you feel awkward?”

“Hell no! I’ve been lusting for your body for six
years.”

That got her to laugh. “Lusting, huh? Wow. Well, I
figured, the way you look at me sometimes. That’s why I suggested
having sex. I felt like I was torturing you.”

“You were!”

“Well, I’m sorry. But of course I had to wait until
you were of age.”

“I wouldn’t have told anyone.”

“I’m sure you wouldn’t have, but the law is the law.
It’s illegal for a reason. People under the age of eighteen aren’t
mature enough for sex.”

“Maybe so. But it doesn’t matter now. I’m just glad
we’re doing it.”

“Good. My biggest fear was that you would feel
forced or have regrets later.”

“Not likely.”

That evening Mom lounged on the couch with her usual
thin nightgown, facing the television. I sat in my chair behind
her, staring more at her body than the TV, only this time I could
easily visualize her nipples and breasts. Needless to say about
fifteen minutes after she lay down I had to go to my room to
masturbate.

The next morning (yesterday, as I write this
journal) I was awake earlier than usual, practically sweating from
the thought of having sex again. Mom stayed in bed until 9 am,
which drove me insane. But I waited patiently in the living room,
watching a rerun of Seinfeld.

“What do you want for breakfast?” Mom asked when she
finally emerged from her bedroom.

“I already ate.”

“Oh, did you? Wow. You aren’t usually so active this
early.”

She took out a bowl and poured herself some
cereal.

“Yeah, I didn’t sleep well.”

“No?” She looked at me. “Everything alright?”

“Yes. Just thinking about yesterday. Now that we had
sex, it’s on my mind a lot.”

“Darn. I was afraid of that.” She sat down at the
table. “Guess I should have waited until after your exams…”

“Well, if you let me have sex once or maybe twice
today, it’ll be out of my system so I can study.”

She smiled. “We’ll see. Let me eat my breakfast
first.”

“Of course.”

At first she seemed like she was going to torture me
with a long wait, but after just a few minutes she stood and put
her bowl in the sink.

“I won’t make you wait. Come on. Besides, I’m on a
roll with the new book. I need to get back to it.”

We went into her bedroom and went through the same
routine. She only had on a nightgown though, so she simply pulled
the belt loose and let the garment fall to the floor. Then she
crawled onto the bed and lay on her back like the day before.

I didn’t waste any time. My penis was throbbing so
bad it was almost painful. I pulled off my shirt and pants before
jumping onto the bed and positioning myself between her legs.
Without waiting for a signal I thrust myself into her with a sigh
of relief.

Her vagina was warm and wet, which I took to be a
good sign. Mom spread her legs wide and lifted them into the air,
so I was able to sit up and slide my knees under her thighs. This
gave me a wonderful view of her massive breasts.

I held onto her knees as I began thrusting. It soon
became apparent that I would have an orgasm as fast or even faster
than the day before, as the sight of her swaying breasts drove me
out of my mind. I had to do something to slow things down.

Without warning, I withdrew from her and dipped my
head to her open vagina. My tongue eagerly began to lick the
opening before plunging inside.

“Uh, Sam…”

I had a feeling she would object to having oral sex,
but I started sucking on her with all the energy I could muster.
Her words were cut off as she let out a low moan. To my
satisfaction, she arched her back, sending her breasts into the
air, and shuddered in pleasure.

I must have hit some sensitive spot inside her
vagina, so I pressed my advantage. I moved my head back and forth
and licked her insides until she let out another moan, this time
even louder and more drawn out. After a few minutes her body began
convulsing and her legs scissor kicked over my head. Her breasts
gyrated in all directions, leaving me dizzy with glee.

“Okay, Sam,” she said, panting. “That’s enough. You
shouldn’t see me like that.”

“Oh, okay. Sorry,” I said, sitting up. “It was
pretty damn sexy though.”

“I’m sure,” she said with a sigh.

I sat up and thrust into her again. My saliva made
her vagina even more lubricated, so I moved around with ease. Her
legs were held high in the air and her eyes were closed tight.

There was no way I would be able to last long. The
scene was too sexy and the smells of our lovemaking were all around
us. I decided to give her the business.

Grasping one of her calves in each hand, I began
pumping my hips wildly. Her body was sent into a whirl of sexy
motion. Her breasts trembled mightily every time I slammed into
her. She gritted her teeth and grunted over and over.

Without pausing I lowered my head to her chest and
stuck out my tongue. The tip grazed against one of her erect
nipples. Then I opened wide and sucked in the nipple and part of
her breast. Once it was in my mouth I licked it hungrily.

Mom didn’t even seem to notice. Her back was arched
again and it appeared that she was holding back a loud scream of
pleasure, with her mouth open but voice silent.

It was just too much for me to handle. I still had
the taste of her vagina in my mouth as I sucked on her breast, and
her faint squeals took my breath away.

At the last moment I thought there was a way to hold
off ejaculating, since the sight of Mom’s body was so intoxicating.
I pulled out of her with the intention of holding my orgasm back,
but it was not to be. Just as Mom lifted her head to see what the
problem was, I ejaculated with a loud yell. The first heavy stream
flew out of my penis and struck her right on the nose. Her eyes
widened in surprise as another stream flew into her open mouth. She
coughed and shook her head as the rest of my orgasm poured out over
her belly and breasts.

I leaned back, panting heavily. Sweat was dripping
down my forehead and chest. Mom’s body glistened with a combination
of our sweat and my manhood which was sprinkled all over the place
from her face down to her belly button.

“Sam! What’s the matter with you?” she cried,
holding her hands up to prevent any more semen from flying into her
face.

“I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to do that!”

“Didn’t mean…?”

“I wanted to withdraw and save myself so we could
keep going. But as soon as I was out of you, I caught a glimpse of
your breasts and ejaculated.”

“Obviously,” she said with irritation. She made a
face. “I don’t like the taste of it. And I especially shouldn’t be
tasting yours.”

“Sorry. It was an accident.”

Mom kept shaking her head and stood up. “I need to
take a shower.”

“Okay. I’ll take one, too.”

I left her wiping the drips of semen off her body
with a paper towel to keep it from falling onto the carpet.

After taking a quick shower I lay on my bed thinking
about our sex session. Visualizing her shaking breasts, arched
back, moans of pleasure, and the sight of my semen flying into her
mouth and all over her naked body gave me another erection.

A few minutes later, Mom walked into my room and sat
down in the chair by the window. She was wearing a tee shirt and
jeans. Her hair was still dripping from her shower.

“We need to have a little debriefing,” she said.

“I’m really sorry about what happened,” I said. “It
really was an accident.”

Mom held up her hand. “I believe you. It’s fine. But
we have to get a few things straight.”

“Okay.”

“First, I’m your mother. Like I said yesterday, we
aren’t making love. We’re just relieving the pressure that builds
up inside you. You shouldn’t be giving me oral sex or licking my
breasts.”

“Oh, no! Really?”

“Well, yes! I should not be having orgasms with my
son. It’s not proper. A mother shouldn’t be taking advantage of her
son’s needs.”

“Even if I have a need to suck on your body?”

“You don’t have that kind of need. You might like
sucking on my breasts or licking my vagina, but it’s not a need.
Those things aren’t going to make you ejaculate. A husband and wife
give each other pleasure. That’s what lovemaking is all about. But
right now all you need is intercourse. And if I’m on my period,
then possibly I would give you oral sex. But you giving me oral sex
doesn’t make sense.”

“You will suck on my penis?” I asked with perhaps
too much enthusiasm.

“Maybe. We’ll see. I don’t like the taste of semen,
so I haven’t decided for sure yet. When you ejaculated in my mouth
just now I remembered how bad it tastes. Not many women like
it.”

“Well, I can promise to withdraw from your mouth
before I ejaculate. You just need to tell me where you want me to
aim.”

“I’ll put down some old sheets and you can aim for
those,” she said, to my disappointment.

“Not on your breasts?”

“No, not on my breasts. I don’t like to swallow it,
and I don’t like it on my body, either. It got all over me,
including some in my hair. It’s very sticky. I had to scrub to get
it off.”

“Oh, okay. Sorry about that.”

“It’s not your fault. I should have laid down some
ground rules before we started. I may just leave my shirt on going
forward.”

“No! Please don’t do that!” I exclaimed. “It would
be torture.”

“I think it might be more torture by baring my
breasts to you and then telling you not to suck on them or touch
them.”

“Dang, I can’t even touch them? Mom! You’re killing
me, here. I would consider that a need, not something I just want
to do.”

Mom paused, shaking her head.

“I think I created a monster. Okay, I’ll take my
shirt off and maybe let you touch them. But no sucking. It brings
back memories of breastfeeding you years ago. It’s just too
awkward.”

“Alright, I can live with that.”

She looked at me with some concern.

“I’m not trying to punish you, really I’m not,” she
said. “It’s just that making love to my son is not the proper way
to do things. You’ll have regrets someday if our relationship
changes from mother and son to lovers.”

“It’s hard to imagine having regrets about sucking
on your breasts and vagina, and giving you orgasms. But you know
better than me.”

“Thank you, Sam.”

It was disappointing to think that I would never be
able to suck on those amazing breasts again, or even Mom’s vagina.
The taste wasn’t very pleasant, but the sight of her having an
orgasm from my oral sex was exhilarating. I tried to concentrate on
the fact that Mom was willing to give me oral sex someday when she
was on her period, but my mind kept drifting back to our
conversation and her insistence that our sex sessions were limited
to relieving the build-up of semen, and not much else. I got more
and more depressed about it, actually. I needed a plan.

 


***


Part 2




A lot has happened since I last wrote in this
journal. The day after my awkward conversation with Mom about
keeping our sex more functional than enjoyable, I told her that I
wanted to take my final exams just to get them over with. There was
little chance of me being able to concentrate on studying for the
tests with everything that happened the prior two days, so taking
them sooner rather than later was my only option.

Luckily I passed all of them and officially
“graduated” with a diploma. Mom said I came close to failing
History, but a passing grade is a passing grade. Who wants to
memorize all those crazy dates anyway? When will I ever need to
know the exact day that the United States entered World War 1?
Never.

But anyway, with that task off my shoulders, I
concentrated on a plan for having more meaningful sex with my
mother. I couldn’t let our sex sessions devolve into her laying on
her back and me thrusting into her until I ejaculated. After a few
months of that I doubt I’d even be able to have an orgasm.

Luckily an idea came to me. The first time we had
sex, I hadn’t masturbated in several days, so I had an orgasm
pretty quickly. The second time we had sex, I lasted a lot longer
because I not only had sex with her the previous day but
masturbated that evening as well. It hit me that if I masturbated
once or twice just before having sex, I would last even longer
still.

The day after my successful graduation, I asked Mom
if we could have sex after breakfast.

“Sure,” she said. “You deserve a treat after passing
all your final exams in a single day. I still don’t know how you
did it.”

“Me, neither. The thought of your naked body kept
distracting me. You must be a good teacher.”

“A good History teacher or sex teacher?” she said,
smiling.

I smiled back and practically sprinted to my room.
Lying on my bed, I pictured my mother’s breasts swaying beneath me
as I fornicated with her. Within a minute or two I had ejaculated
forcefully, my semen squirting across the room. Then I went back to
the kitchen to eat breakfast with Mom.

When we were done eating, I excused myself once
again and headed to my bedroom.

“Is everything alright?” Mom asked.

“Yes. I just have to use the bathroom,” I lied.

Back in my room I concentrated on the thought of
Mom’s naked body writhing in front of me as I sucked on her vagina.
It took a bit longer, but I was finally able to ejaculate. My penis
was a little sore, but that was fine.

I cleaned myself off and washed up before going back
to the kitchen.

“I’m ready.”

“Okay,” Mom said as she finished washing the
dishes.

We went into her room where she took off her
nightgown and lay back on her bed as before. I slipped off my
shorts and climbed on top of her. I made a point of not staring at
her breasts or any other part of her body.

“Are you okay?” Mom asked when I froze above her
with my limp penis dangling.

“Uh, yeah. I’m just having a little bit of a hard
time with getting aroused. I don’t want to offend you like I did
last time.”

“Oh, don’t be silly. You didn’t offend me, Sam. And
I told you it wasn’t your fault. I was the one that forgot to set
some ground rules. But if you want to wait a day or two, it’s not a
problem.”

“No, I’m actually sore from not having sex with you
yesterday. So to wait another day would be worse.”

“Okay. Well, if you need to rub up against me or
something, don’t be shy about it.”

I nodded and lowered my hips until my penis was
pressed against her upper thigh. I started slowly rubbing against
her while catching a glimpse of her breasts, which gave me an
erection. It was a little awkward rubbing my penis against my
mother’s bare skin, but the nonchalant way she suggested it makes
me think this is common for sons and mothers to do.

“There you go,” Mom said. “Now you can enter
me.”

I adjusted my position and pushed my penis into her.
She exhaled a bit, since it wasn’t as moist as it was the previous
time we had sex. I had to push harder just to get all the way
inside.

“Go slow for a while, will you Sam?” she asked. “I
need some time to get lubricated.”

“You do?”

“Yes. Sometimes I’m more in the mood than others, so
my vagina isn’t as wet. But it’s okay, you aren’t hurting me.”

“Oh, okay.”

I carefully settled down on top of her naked body,
resting my head beside hers but facing away towards the door. My
arms were folded on either side of her chest. I could feel her
breasts pressed firmly against me. Her legs were spread wide to
accommodate me with knees bent upward.

After a few minutes of slowly moving my hips, I
could feel her vagina get warmer and wetter. The friction gradually
decreased until my penis was gliding easily back and forth.

“Okay, you can go a bit faster now,” Mom
murmured.

I quickened the pace of my thrusting while
concentrating all my thoughts on things that were not arousing to
me, such as episodes of my favorite television shows. It was all
part of my plan.

The strategy worked. Between keeping my thoughts off
her body as well as my two masturbation sessions a few minutes
earlier, I was lasting much longer than I could have even imagined.
The minutes ticked by and there was no sign of an orgasm
approaching at all.

Mom took notice.

“Geez, Sam,” she said after ten minutes went by.
“This is taking longer than I thought it would.”

“Yeah, sorry about that,” I said.

Another ten minutes went by.

“Hey, Sam?” Mom said. “Are you close to finishing
up? I have some writing to do before meeting with my editor on
Skype later.”

“Uh, well, not really,” I said, smiling to
myself.

“Well, why don’t you sit up for a few minutes. Like
you did the other day.”

“Okay.”

I pushed myself up to a kneeling position. Mom
spread her legs wider and lifted them into the air, holding onto
her calves with both hands. Her breasts quivered as I began
thrusting again. I knew if I stared at them, an orgasm would end
things quickly despite all my plans, so I concentrated on the area
of the bed next to her right shoulder.

“What’s wrong, Sam?” she asked. “Why aren’t you
looking at my breasts?”

“Uh, well, it’s just difficult to stare at them when
I can’t touch them or suck on your nipples. It’s almost
painful.”

“Oh. Sorry about that. But you know why I’d rather
you didn’t suck on them, right?”

“Oh yes. I’m not complaining. I’ll take whatever sex
I can get.”

My hands were resting on the back of her
outstretched legs as I continued to thrust into her. Those amazing
breasts were beckoning me to look at them, but I resisted. The
minutes dragged on as Mom began to sigh with impatience.

“Here Sam,” she said, lowering her legs and sitting
up. “Let me get on top for a while. You must be tired.”

“Really? Okay,” I said, taking her place on the bed
as she made room.

Once I was lying prone on the covers, Mom threw a
leg over my hips and settled down, guiding my penis back inside her
with one hand. As she lowered her body, her breasts swayed just
inches from my face.

“Now just relax,” she said, caressing my face.
“Think about the feeling of my warm, moist vagina on your penis.”
She lowered her body towards my face even more. “Now watch my
breasts. Can you smell them? Do they smell good?”

“Uh huh,” I sighed, trying hard not to get drawn in
to their spell.

“My nipples are so erect. Gosh they’re hard! I have
goose bumps all over my breasts. Look at them!”

I knew Mom hated talking like that to me, but she
was truly desperate for me to ejaculate.

She began slowly and sexily moving up and down on my
shaft, keeping her breasts so close to my face that once in a while
a nipple grazed against my nose or lips. She started out slow but
then moved faster and faster until her breasts were gyrating around
in circles. It was mesmerizing.

Still, the fact that I masturbated twice in such a
short time kept my orgasms in check. By some miracle I was able to
hold out as Mom began perspiring and panting from her
exertions.

“Goodness, Sam!” she said after a good ten more
minutes of bouncing. “This is insane! Why aren’t you having an
orgasm?”

“I’m sorry.”

“Should we stop and try again tomorrow?”

“We could, but like I said, I’m going to be awful
sore all night if we do.”

She sat up, putting her full weight on my groin. I
could feel the head of my penis reach deep inside her body. She
made a face and squirmed around.

“Alright,” she said with a sigh. “I guess you’ll be
getting oral sex sooner than you thought.”

With that, she climbed off me, letting my erect
penis slide out and slap against my stomach. Then she turned her
body around so her vagina was over my head while her face was
positioned above my groin area. She kept her knees planted on the
covers with her butt high in the air. Looking straight above me I
could see her quivering, reddened vagina and sexy buttocks, while
looking slightly downward towards her head I could see her breasts
hanging down and touching the tops of my legs.

“Oh boy, this doesn’t smell too good,” she remarked.
“I don’t like to taste my own vaginal juices. But here goes.”

I could feel her hand grasp the bottom of my penis
and guide it into her open mouth. It felt even better than her
vagina as her tongue swept over the head and down the shaft. Then
her head started bobbing up and down.

“Wow, that feels good,” I remarked.

Mom grunted and moved her head faster. I caught
sight of her breasts as they pressed against my legs, then
desperately looked away only to see her exposed anus. As an orgasm
began to form, I quickly shut my eyes and concentrated on a sad
movie we had watched a few days earlier. Somehow the orgasm
faded.

After a few minutes, Mom lifted her head.

“Are you feeling anything Sam?” she asked. “I
thought for sure giving you oral sex would give you an orgasm in no
time.”

“Normally I bet it would. But I can’t help thinking
about our last sexual encounter and how I offended you. So it’s
hard to concentrate on how good it feels.”

Mom sat up and nodded.

“Okay. Maybe I was too hasty to set those rules like
that. I really wasn’t offended.”

“You weren’t?”

“No. In fact, let’s start over, shall we?”

“Okay.”

She let her legs spread wide so that her buttocks
pressed against my face. Then she chuckled and wriggled her hips
around.

“See? We’re starting over. I’m sitting on your face.
Does that turn you on at all?”

“Mm, hm,” I agreed.

She laughed nervously as I licked her anus for a few
moments. Then she pulled away and gestured at me.

“Sorry, I probably shouldn’t have done that.”

“Any time,” I said.

“Sit here on the bed with your legs stretched out.
Good. Now I’ll sit on your lap.”

She straddled my torso and slid up against me,
pushing my penis into her as she did so. Her legs were spread out
behind me.

“How’s that?” she asked.

“Good.”

“Okay. Now grab my breasts.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes. Go ahead.”

I reached out and took a breast in both hands,
squeezing. They were so soft and smooth. Then Mom leaned back on
her hands and began moving her hips up and down, letting her head
fall backwards.

“Just do whatever you think is necessary to finish,”
she said.

I continued squeezing and massaging her breasts as
she bounced on me. After a while she leaned forward and drew my
head towards her chest with one hand.

“Go ahead, Sam,” she said.

Tentatively, I stuck out my tongue and held it
against one of her nipples. Then I gingerly sucked in her breast as
far as it would go into my mouth.

“That’s it, Sam. Go ahead,” she breathed. I could
tell she was acting just to get this sex session over with, but I
played along.

After sucking on her breast for a while, I lifted my
head.

“This doesn’t feel awkward to me, Mom,” I said,
looking her in the eyes. “It feels right.”

“Yeah, I thought it would feel weird, but it isn’t
so bad. It’s been so long since I breastfed you that it’s not
really an issue.”

“Your breasts taste so good, I could suck on them
all day.”

Mom smiled wearily. “Well, let’s just finish up. I
need to get going on some work. Do whatever you need to do.”

I sucked on both breasts for a while, alternating
between the two every couple of minutes. They started to get
red.

“It doesn’t seem like you are making much progress,”
Mom finally remarked.

“I have an idea for finishing up, but I don’t know
if you’ll like it.”

“It’s fine. Whatever it is. I’m getting desperate at
this point.”

“Alright.”

I abruptly pushed her backward until she was lying
on the bed. Without any further discussion, I lifted her legs up
and pushed on them until her knees were on either side of her
head.

“Can you hold your legs right there?” I asked.

Her eyes widened but she did as I requested,
grabbing her shins and pulling them back as far as she could. I
withdrew from her vagina and took aim for her exposed anus. Mom
gasped as I quickly pushed myself inside.

“Sam!” she cried. “What are you doing?”

“You said to do whatever was needed.”

“But anal sex? I’ve never done that before!”

“Are you in pain?”

“Well, no, but it’s rather uncomfortable.”

“Just hang on for a minute,” I said without much
sympathy in my voice, even though I was on the cusp of offending
her again. However, now that I had won the battle to suck on and
play with her breasts going forward, I was taking an unplanned
victory lap by giving my mother anal sex.

It was everything I thought it would be and more.
Her anus was so tight it made my eyes bug out. I collapsed on top
of her body and began humping her with all the energy I had left.
There was a lot of resistance as Mom clenched her sphincter
involuntarily, but I gritted my teeth and forced my way deep inside
her anal cavity over and over. Mom squealed with discomfort.

“Oh, my God!” she exclaimed. “Oh, Sam! This is
crazy!”

Her anus wasn’t nearly as lubricated as her vagina,
and since it was tighter, I really had to work my penis into her
with every thrust. Before long I was grunting out loud with the
effort, unable to stay silent. Mom kept gasping with dismay at the
onslaught.

I was nearly out of steam, but continued to pump her
for several more intense minutes. Suddenly my penis exploded with
an intense orgasm that made my whole body clench. Mom exhaled as
the semen shot into her like a cannon.

We lay panting in that position for close to a
minute, with her legs still pulled back over her head.

“Sam! Sam! I need to get up!”

“Oh, okay. Sorry,” I said, letting her legs fall to
either side of me as I crawled away. My penis was still dripping
with semen as I pulled out of her gaping anus. “Are you alright,
Mom?”

She rolled away from me, panting. “Uh, yeah. At
least I will be. My vagina and anus are both sore.”

“Oh, sorry about that. I don’t know why it took so
long.”

“I’ll need a day or two to recover before we have
sex again,” she said. “But I have to be honest, if our sessions are
like that all the time, we might have to rethink this whole
situation.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t worry about that,” I said. “This was
just a fluke. I kept focusing on the fact that I ejaculated on your
face by accident last time and possibly messed things up. Now that
I’ve seen your breasts and had intercourse with you, it would be
horrifying if you wanted to stop.”

Mom shook her head. “No, I won’t do that to you. I
don’t want you to leave me, so whatever I have to do to meet your
needs, that’s what we’ll do.”

She stood up and gingerly made her way towards the
shower. A stream of semen flowed down the inside of her leg from
her anus.

“I’m not sure I would want to try anal sex again,
though,” she said before entering the bathroom. “My butt is on
fire.”

“If it makes you feel any better, my penis feels
like it was run over by a truck.”

She looked back and smirked. “No, that doesn’t make
me feel better.”

I knew my plan had worked two days later when I was
sitting naked on the couch with Mom straddling me, bouncing up and
down on my penis while her breasts brushed against my face. She
slowed down her bouncing when I grabbed her breasts in both hands
and stuffed one of them in my mouth. I sucked on it for several
minutes, chewing on her nipple, before pulling it out and letting
her resume bouncing. We were both grunting in pleasure.

“I don’t care if you call this fornicating or
lovemaking. But it’s awesome,” I exclaimed with a smile.

Mom smiled back and kissed my forehead.

 


End

 


***

Excerpt from: “Side Effects”




“You know, I’ve always wondered if men find women’s
privates to be offensive. Odor-wise, that is. Do you think it
is?”

“Well, I’m kind of far away.”

“Go ahead and get down on the floor. I’m
curious.”

I slid down onto my knees and pulled myself closer
to Mom’s body. She lifted her leg and let me position myself right
in front of her. With some hesitation, I leaned down to smell my
mother’s vagina from a few inches away.

“It doesn’t smell bad at all,” I proclaimed. “Maybe
some women do and some don’t.”

“Hum. That’s interesting. I feel better now. But it
must taste different than it smells.”

By then she was leaned back on the couch with her
eyes closed. Her shirt had ridden up so far that from my vantage
point I could see the underside of her bare breasts peeking
through.

“Taste?” I asked.

“Yeah. You don’t have to, but you can if you want.
Just to see, you know.”

“Um, okay,” I said.

I’m sure that if I had any experience with the
opposite sex and therefore had satisfied my curiosity about women’s
bodies, my actions would have been different. No doubt I would have
realized that Mom was drunk and suffering from the side effects of
some strange new drug and quickly went to bed when things took such
a bizarre turn.

Instead, I leaned forward and stuck out my tongue.
As if sensing my advance through her closed eyes, Mom spread her
legs even wider and exposed the pink flesh within.

When my tongue touched her skin, Mom jumped as if
shocked by an electric jolt. She didn’t open her eyes though, so I
held my head steady and tasted her juices slowly seep into my
mouth.

“Oh, my,” she moaned. “I haven’t felt anything like
that in many, many years. Goodness!”

Her back arched as I forced my tongue further inside
and moved it around. Part of me knew how wildly inappropriate it
was to be licking my mother’s vagina, but I couldn’t stop. It was
such a new and exhilarating experience that it would have been
easier to stop eating a hot fudge sundae after a hunger strike than
to stop eating out Mom’s insides.

I remained in that awkward, hunched over position on
the floor for a long time, watching Mom writhe around as I explored
every inch of the inside and outside of her privates. After a few
minutes she lifted her legs into the air and waved her feet while
her hands curled around my head to encourage my continued
attentions.

What was most remarkable about her actions were the
half dozen times or so that her body went completely rigid and her
face scrunched up in a strange expression I had never seen before.
The rigidity lasted for a minute or more each time before she once
again relaxed and loosened her grip on my head.

The taste wasn’t as bad as I feared it might be,
even when fluids started gushing out in a river that collected in
my mouth and overflowed down my chin. Crazily enough, the most
unpleasant part of going down on her was that the pubic hair kept
tickling my nose and making me want to sneeze.

I could tell she was getting tired when I felt her
feet come to a rest on my shoulders and her head nod to the side.
My mouth was getting sore from sucking on her so feverishly for all
that time, so I lifted my head and surveyed her body.

It seemed as though she fell asleep, but instead she
opened her eyes and smiled.

“That was very nice, Jonathan,” she purred. “Nicer
than anything I’ve ever experienced.”

“Yeah, it was nice,” I agreed, even if what we did
was disturbing on many levels.

“You must be at least as sweaty as me, since you’re
a guy,” she said illogically.

“Uh, well, it is a little warm in here.”

“So take off your clothes off, then,” she said. “I
can’t believe you are still in your jeans. In fact, I’m going to
take this shirt off.”

She sat partially up and pulled her shirt clear off,
exposing her entire naked body to my transfixed stare. Without
really thinking what I was doing, I pulled off my own shirt and
took off my pants and sat there staring at her in my underwear.

Instead of falling back to the couch, Mom sat
further forward and gave me a hug.

“You’re such a good boy,” she said, pressing her
bare breasts against my hairless chest. “I can’t think of anytime
you’ve gotten in trouble.”

It was hard to focus on what she was saying with her
bare body lodged against mine. Suddenly I was further distracted by
the sensation of my penis being fondled through my underwear.

 


***

Excerpt from: “Mother Smothers!”

 


“Okay, then,” Mom said, standing up. “Would you
prefer I leave my nightie on or take it off?”

“Uh, take it off, I guess,” I said as nonchalantly
as I could. The thought of seeing her naked breasts for the first
time gave me a throbbing erection.

She nodded and slipped it off as if she were pulling
off a shirt in a private changing room. Her large, soft breasts
jiggled sexily as the tight garment was removed. She stood there
for a moment in her black bikini underwear, turning around to show
me her backside.

“So, am I attractive enough for you?” she asked.

“Uh, yes,” I said as my throat ran painfully dry.
“Absolutely.”

“Good. I was afraid you wouldn’t be attracted to me,
especially because I’m your mother.”

“No, we’re fine there,” I said.

“Alright then. Why don’t you lay down on the bed? Or
do you want to wait for a few minutes?”

“No, I’m ready,” I said hastily as I pushed myself
backward on the covers and lay down in a prone position. I made
sure there was plenty of room at the top of the bed for Mom to move
around.

“Okay, good. Here I come then.”

Mom slipped her panties off to reveal a very pretty
vagina, shaved as smooth as silk. My disbelieving eyes couldn’t
decide whether to focus on her pendulous breasts as they swayed
sexily in front of me or the approaching snatch that was moving
quickly towards my face.

Without any further discussion, she straddled my
head and quickly sat down on my face, as if she figured it would be
better to just get the act of face-sitting over with before one of
us changed our minds.

Her legs were spread wide on either side of my face.
One leg was folded underneath her while the other was outstretched
like a cheerleader. Her smooth vagina pressed against my lips while
I stared helplessly at the underside of her breasts and erect
nipples.

“How are you doing down there so far?” Mom asked
without looking at me.

“I’m doing good,” I mumbled.

“Okay, great,” she sighed. “This is kind of nice,
actually.”

She wiggled her hips and settled down on me, causing
her vaginal lips to open and reveal the pink wetness within. She
was already dripping with arousal, so my mouth was immediately
treated to the taste of her warm vaginal juices.

“Oh, wow,” she sighed. “That feels really nice.”

I could sense her entire body shudder with pleasure.
She sat motionless for several minutes while I kept my lips still.
Every once in a while I had to swallow as my mouth filled with her
fluids, but otherwise there was no sound in the room.

It was plain that Mom was highly aroused by the act
of sitting on my face. Her head was thrown back so that all I could
see was her chin. Her breasts were thrust outwards and jiggled
every time she moved, however slightly. Out of the corner of my
eye, I could see her hands firmly grasping her upper thighs.

Before I could even stick my tongue out to lick her,
she began moaning softly. Over time her moans became louder and
more pronounced, while her body began to squirm one way and then
the other. Her breasts swayed seductively and it was all I could do
to keep from reaching up and squeezing them with both hands.

Suddenly she shuddered violently and let out a low
squeal. A rush of vaginal juices filled my mouth and soaked my face
and neck. Her body went rigid as her squeals turned into yells of
delight.

After what seemed like five minutes or more, her
body relaxed and stopped shuddering. She brought her head down and
saw my face staring back at her in amazement.

“Oh, goodness, Chris, I’m sorry,” she said, lifting
her body slightly. “I completely lost track of where I was for a
minute. Are you okay? Can you breathe and everything? Gosh, look at
your face! And the bed! It’s soaked!”

“No, that’s fine. I can still breathe alright.”

“Oh, good,” she said, settling back down. “That was
the first orgasm I’ve had since college. Thank you so much,
Chris.”

“Thank you,” I responded with all sincerity. “That
was awesome.”

“Do you want to stop for now and let this all sink
in?” she asked.

“Not really, unless you do.”

“I’m up for some more,” she said, briefly looking me
in the eye before turning away. “If you want to lick me, you
can.”

 


***

Excerpt from “Mother’s Split Personality”

 


“Alright, Jacob,” she said, leaning back and
unhooking her bra. “I’d suck your dick more, but I need to get
fucked.”

“Um, what exactly…?”

She ignored me and stood up, taking one of my hands
in both of hers and dragging me to the bed. Before I could react,
she pushed me down and climbed on top, pinning me to the bed with
both hands. Then she reached down and grabbed my cock, holding it
upright as she sat down on it with a loud moan of pleasure.

“Oh, yeah, Jacob. I’ve been waiting for that all
week. We really shouldn’t go this long without fucking, you
know.”

She began bouncing up and down on me with great
eagerness. It was as if we’d been having sex for years the way she
expertly rose up just enough to keep the tip of my cock inside her
before dropping back down with a grunt, sending my manhood deep
within.

I couldn’t get over how wet she was. The vaginal
juices were flowing like a river, spilling down my inner thigh and
pooling on the bedspread. Every time our bodies came together,
there was a loud squishing sound like someone was walking through a
puddle with moss at the bottom.

The spirited activity going on at my groin literally
took my breath away. I couldn’t talk for nearly ten minutes as she
bounced on me faster and faster. It was all so overwhelming that I
barely remember her spectacular breasts heaving and gyrating around
as she performed her sexy gymnastics routine. Even the familiar
contours of her face were arousing, since her mouth and eyes were
set in an expression of ecstasy.

Just as I was about to broach the subject of calling
her Mom and the fact that we were having sex for the first time,
her entire body stiffened as she went into the throes of an orgasm.
The sight of her erotic pose gave me an orgasm as well, sending
thick streams of semen into her body. We strained against each
other for several minutes until we went limp with physical
contentment.

“Whew, that was just what I needed,” Mom said with a
contented shudder. “Boy, you really filled me up with your seed.
Thank goodness you got that vasectomy last year.”

“Um, what vasec…?”

“I don’t remember your dick being this big, though.
I must be really losing it to forget a cock like that, with such
girth.”

“Um…”

“Oh, well, I’m still hungry. Let’s go finish dinner
before it gets too cold.”

Without another word, she quickly put on her clothes
and disappeared down the stairs, whistling as she went. I stood
there for a few minutes, dumbfounded by what just happened. How
could Mom nonchalantly give me a blowjob and have intercourse with
me so suddenly, after ten years of no sexual tension between us?
And why was she upset that I called her Mom and referred to our
sexual dalliance as something we did before? Even her mention of
the alleged vasectomy I supposedly had was baffling.

When I washed up and went downstairs, Mom was
sitting at the kitchen table finishing her dinner as if nothing
happened. It was kind of creepy.

“Hey, Mom? What just happened up there?” I
asked.

“Up where?”

“Upstairs. Just now.”

She gave me a strange look.

“Nothing as far as I know. What are you talking
about?”

Now I was really puzzled.

“Wait a minute. You don’t remember going upstairs
with me a few minutes ago?”

“Oh, sure I do.” She got up and began clearing the
table. “Are you going to finish those mashed potatoes?”

“Uh, no thanks. It’s just that…”

“Well can you give me a hand, then? I’m getting
tired. Maybe we can watch a movie or something.”
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