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The National Breeding Months were established to destigmatize incestuous relations and to promote the value of consanguineous procreation. Six months out of the year are so designated: February is Breed With Your Sister Month; April is Breed With Your Brother Month; June is Breed With Your Daughter Month; August is Breed With Your Son Month; October is Breed With Your Mother Month; and December is Breed With Your Father Month.

All families are encouraged to observe and celebrate the National Breeding Months, but families wishing to officially register with the National Registry for Consanguineous Procreation (NRCP) will receive a one-time $5000 support payment for the expectant mother upon genetic verification of consanguineous conception. Failure to follow through will result in a $10,000 fine to the family. Additional literature and educational guides can be provided for a nominal fee.

All participants must be 18 years of age or older.

- National Breeding Month Promotional Brochure
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“HOW WAS WORK TODAY, dear?” I asked my husband.

It was a typical Wednesday evening, the first day of October, and we sat around the dinner table quietly eating. Dave, my husband of fifteen years, sat at the opposite end of the table from me, and my 22-year-old son, Logan, was in the middle between us. I always tried to strike up a conversation at dinner, but I was rarely successful.

Dave took another bite of chicken, not looking up from his phone. “It was fine.”

I sighed and looked at Logan. “What about your job applications? Have you heard back from anyone?”

Logan glanced up from his phone, his dark brown eyes meeting mine. “Not yet,” he replied. His eyes flitted over me for a moment, then he took another bite and went back to his phone.

I sighed even louder this time, trying to make a point. But what was the point?

Logan had graduated from college in May, with a bachelor’s degree in analytic data science. That sounded fancy to me, but he still hadn’t secured a job despite submitting some twenty resumes. He had interviewed with three companies—all virtual interviews—but none had called back. It was a tough job market according to my husband, and he would know since he was the HR director at a marketing company.

I had practically begged Dave to simply hire Logan. Surely a marketing company needed a good data analyst. But his company had a hiring freeze, and he didn’t think it would be appropriate to hire Logan, as it might look like nepotism. But that wasn’t the real reason.

The real reason was much simpler. Dave wasn’t Logan’s father, and the two had never really gotten along.

I was 19 and in college when I got knocked up, thanks to a wild frat party and a broken condom. When I gave birth to Logan, I found myself a single mother struggling to make ends meet. It was a hard few years, dropping out of college and working for minimum wage at two jobs, all while trying to raise my son. But I eventually met and fell in love with Dave. Logan was seven when Dave and I married, and that had been fifteen years ago.

Now Dave was 46, I was 42, and Logan was 22.

I smiled. My son was all grown up! He was a man now... And a very handsome man at that!

Logan wore his spiky brown hair in a messy style, and even cultivated a bit of stubble to shadow his strong jawline, making him look older than he was. I knew he had at least three significant girlfriends during college, and likely more as one-night hook ups. He wasn’t a jock, but he kept in shape playing racquetball and working out, and I was sure he worked up a sweat keeping the ladies happy!

I sighed inwardly. If only I was 20 years younger... And obviously not his mom! 

Pushing aside the errant thought, I returned to dinner, eating silently with my husband and son.

Although my husband, Dave, was a typical out-of-shape middle-aged husband, I went to the gym every morning as part of a group fitness class. At age 42, regular exercise was important, but perhaps I was also hoping for something more. Men occasionally hit on me in the gym—some even in their early 30s, which was always flattering. But I had never worked up the courage to indulge in a torrid affair, no matter how tempting.

I was married, of course, but it wasn’t like my marriage to Dave had gone anywhere. I still loved him, I think... Or perhaps we were just comfortably used to one another, locked in the familiar routine of our daily lives. He had never given me another child, and his libido dropped off sharply once he turned 40.

I couldn’t even recall the last time we had sex. Was it four years ago? Five? Either way, I had kept myself satisfied with dildos and vibrators, and an ever-growing digital library of erotic romance novels.

Plates and utensils clattered into the sink, but neither Dave nor Logan helped me clean up the kitchen, even though I had cooked dinner. I rinsed off the plates and put them in the dishwasher, then cleaned the dishes and put away leftovers. Then I sat on the sofa in the living room, finally able to relax.

Dave sat in the recliner watching some movie, and Logan went to his room. Logan returned a short time later, his eyes narrowed almost mischievously. He stood next to the sofa where I sat and held out an envelope.

“Hey, Mom, this letter’s for you,” he said, his grin stretching wider.

“What’s this?” I asked, taking the envelope. “I brought the mail in earlier today and it was only junk mail.”

“I know,” he replied. “It arrived a month ago, but I kept it until today... To surprise you.”

The envelope was addressed to me, and the return label was for some company called NRCP. For a moment, I wondered if the letter was a job offer for Logan, and that was why he wanted to surprise me. But that didn’t make sense. Why would it be addressed to me?

Curious, I opened the envelope and pulled the letter out.


Congratulations! As you are aware, October is National Breed With Your Mother Month. You and your son have been registered with the National Registry for Consanguineous Procreation (NRCP), which is a legally binding contract. As such, you and your son are required to spend the month of October copulating without contraceptive protection in defiance of the cultural taboo against incestuous procreation. Although we encourage all participants to fornicate as much as possible, you are only required to do so during the week closest to ovulation. Upon genetic verification of consanguineous conception, the expectant mother will receive a one-time $5,000 support payment. However, failure to follow through will result in a $10,000 legally enforceable fine. We thank you for supporting our cause and wish you the best of luck!



I gasped as I read, putting my hand to my chest. I tried to say something, but my voice had left me. All I could do was stare at the letter.

Like most everyone, I had heard of the National Breeding Months. It had been going on for several years now, and despite how obscene the concept was, it had only grown in popularity. I was sure Logan had friends in college who had taken part—guys who had fucked their sisters or mothers, and girls who had gotten knocked up by their brother or father.

But I never imagined Logan thought of me that way. I was his mother!

“What is it?” my husband finally asked, perhaps seeing my shocked expression. He paused the movie he was watching and frowned. “What’s wrong, Alicia?”

“I... I...” was all I managed to say.

“Tell him, Mom,” Logan said, folding his arms over his T-shirt. “Go on. Tell him what the letter says.”

I couldn’t! What would Dave say? What would he do? What could he do?

“I... This...” I stammered, trying to figure out how I could explain. “This letter is from the National Registry for Consanguineous Procreation. Our son sighed me up for National Breed With Your Mother Month!”

“What?” Dave asked, his eyes widening in surprise.

“Tell him what the letter says,” Logan insisted. “I want you to say it out loud, Mom.”

I drew a deep breath, looking over the letter again. The very idea was utterly appalling, and yet, a strange thrill came over me as I read the letter again, my heart beating faster.

“It says that we have been registered with the National Registry for Consanguineous Procreation,” I said, paraphrasing the letter, “and that my son and I are required to spend this entire month having sex without contraceptives, in defiance of the cultural taboo against incestuous procreation.”

Although I wasn’t sure why, I skipped the part about only being required to do so during the week closest to ovulation. And as for the part about no contraceptives... Well, I hadn’t been on birth control for years—at first because Dave and I had been trying to conceive, then simply because there was no point in going back on birth control. 

“This is ridiculous!” Dave said. “Logan! Why would you register your mother for such a thing? This is outrageous! You can’t possibly expect her to go through with it!”

“Read the rest, Mom,” Logan said.

I swallowed and licked my lips. “We will receive a one-time $5,000 payment if genetic verification proves consanguineous conception. Otherwise, we will have to pay a $10,000 legally enforceable fine.”

“Then we’ll just pay the fine,” Dave said, throwing up his arms. “But you’ll pay us back every penny, Logan. Even if it takes you ten years!”

“I don’t think so, Dave,” Logan said. He usually called him ‘dad’ out of simplicity, except when he was upset or wanted to make a point that Dave wasn’t his ‘real dad.’ “You haven’t been able to satisfy my mom in years, if ever. Hell, you couldn’t even give her another kid! And she’s too good to cheat on you. In fact, she’s always been too good for you. Just look at her! My mom’s, what, 42? And she’s drop-dead gorgeous. But you barely bother to kiss her anymore!”

I held my breath as my son ranted at my husband. He was right, of course. Everything he had just said was true.

And... And he had called me drop-dead gorgeous!

“How about it, Mom?” Logan said, stepping up in front of me. “You deserve to experience a real man for a change. Not that you have much of a choice, as I see it. It’s National Breed With Your Mother Month, and that’s exactly what we’re going to do.”

I considered my son, my eyes moving from his lean-muscled arms and shoulders to his strong jaw shadowed in stubble, then to the T-shirt stretched across his chest, and down to the substantial bulge in his jeans. A real man... Yes, Logan was definitely that. Far more so than my limp-dick husband.

I licked my lips and swallowed, my insides quivering. It was wrong... It was forbidden... It was obscene....

But, oh! The thrill I felt as I wondered what it would be like!

I just couldn’t bring myself to say ‘Yes.’
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[image: ]


“ABSOLUTELY NOT!” I forced myself to say. “We can’t do this... It’s wrong!” I glanced at my husband, seeing the shocked expression on his face, then looked at Logan again. “Like you said, my husband has never been able to impregnate me, despite how much we used to try. But I’m 42 now, and there’s not much of a chance—”

“That’s bullshit, Mom!” Logan exclaimed. “Tell me the real reason he couldn’t knock you up. Or better yet, tell him.”

I caught my breath and looked at my husband. His eyes were wide and his jaw hung open. He had no idea what to do, and so he looked at me instead, hoping I would stop this nonsense.

But it wasn’t nonsense. My son was right.

“Logan’s right, dear,” I found myself saying. “We tried for years to have a child, and nothing ever came of it. For a time, I wondered if it was me, but Logan is proof that I’m fertile. You were the one who had difficulty, whether being premature or simply losing interest halfway through. And you’re not exactly...” I hesitated, but I had already come this far. “Well, you’re not exactly big by any measure. In fact, you could barely get it inside me most of the time, and you’ve never been able to satisfy me.”

Dave opened his mouth as though to reply, but nothing came out.

“Figures,” Logan chuckled. He looked me up and down and smiled. “Now show me your tits.”

“What?” I asked, not sure if I had heard correctly.

“Show me your tits, Mom,” he repeated. “Would you rather have someone appreciate what you have, or someone who quietly ignores you like your milksop husband?”

My chest tightened and my heart seemed to beat faster. My own son was demanding to see my breasts! He truly seemed to want to—I could see the raw desire burning in his dark brown eyes. And he was right about my husband. Dave never touched or fondled my breasts anymore, and he barely even looked at me when he saw me naked in the bathroom.

I must have taken too long sitting there. Logan’s face tightened and his eyes narrowed. Then he lunged forward and seized hold of my blouse, ripping the front open and popping several buttons. I gasped in surprise, and an unbidden thrill rushed through me.

“I said, show me your tits!” he yelled, pulling my torn blouse open until it hung from my shoulders. I was wearing a bra, and his frown deepened when he saw it. “Why are you wearing a bra? Take it off! There’s no reason for you to hide any part of your body from me.”

“This has gone far enough, Logan,” my husband said, sitting up in the recliner.

“Shut up, Dave,” Logan said, not taking his eyes from me. “Well, Mom?”

I licked my lips and breathed out, my body trembling. My son wanted to see me naked... As strange as it was, I realized I wanted him to see me naked, too!

Pushing my blouse the rest of the way off, I sat up straighter and reached back, unclasping my bra. I looked up at him, meeting his eyes, then pealed my bra away and let the garment fall to the floor. My bare breasts were fully exposed for my son to see!

Without even asking, Logan brought his hands to my breasts, touching me and feeling me, then gently squeezing. An involuntary moan escaped my lips as he slid his hands over my curves, then fondled my nipples before squeezing again.

“Fuck, Mom... Your tits are gorgeous.” He cupped my breasts and lifted, then licked his lips as he resumed feeling and caressing me. “You’re what... A D-cup? Maybe even an E?”

“I’m a 38 double-D,” I found myself saying, almost breathless.

Logan smiled and nodded, still caressing my breasts. “As your son, I have more of a right to your breasts than my stepfather over there. I used to nurse from these when I was a baby, and that means they’re mine. You should let me see them and touch them whenever I want.”

I nodded slowly. My own son, who had no doubt enjoyed a dozen or more hot college girls, was impressed with my breasts! I would not have thought I could compete with a nubile 20-year-old, yet Logan looked both fascinated and excited as he squeezed and massaged my breasts. And judging from the bulge in his jeans, he was certainly turned on!

After another minute or so, he released my breasts and licked his lips. “I bet you haven’t had a real cock since you were in college. That’s when some well-endowed stud knocked you up with me. Am I right?”

I didn’t know what to say. I just looked up at my son, my stomach fluttering with butterflies. He was so much like his father—his real father—a truly well-endowed jock who knew what he wanted and knew how to take it. He took me again and again that night, thrusting into me with such force that the condom burst the third time he came. And it had been wonderful!

“Open my jeans, Mom,” my son demanded. “Take my cock out.”

I hesitated again, looking up to meet his eyes, then back down to the bulge in his jeans. There was no denying it... I was curious. Was my son truly as well-endowed as the jock who had fathered him?

Leaning forward, I brought my hands to his jeans—first unbuckling his belt, then unbuttoning and unzipping his jeans. Breathless, I opened the front of his jeans, revealing the huge bulge straining against his underwear. My heart pounded in my chest as I pushed his jeans down, and Logan pulled off his T-shirt, revealing the well-defined muscles of his chest and his tight abs.

“Alicia, what are you doing?” Dave demanded. “This is crazy!”

Ignoring my husband, I took hold of Logan’s underwear and gently pulled them down. My eyes widened immediately, seeing the thick tube of meat hanging in front of my face. Already half-erect, the sight of my son’s impressive manhood truly took my breath away.

A long moment passed as I examined every inch of him. Without even realizing what I was doing, I traced my fingers along his firm shaft, lined with bulging veins, and delicately circled the ridge of his fat, purple glans. My other hand cradled his hefty balls, each nearly the size of a chicken egg, and I brought my face closer, breathing in the deep, earthy musk of his sexual scent.

“Your cock is gorgeous, Logan,” I said, sliding my fingers up and down his length. “Your father... Your biological father... He had a cock just like this.” I wrapped my fingers around him and began stroking, watching as he grew into a full erection right before my eyes. “You might even be bigger!”

“It’s been so long, hasn’t it, Mom?” he asked. “It’s been ages since you’ve had a real cock to touch and feel... To taste and enjoy. A cock like the one that knocked you up in college.”

Another thrill ran through me as I stroked my son’s rigid phallus, and I brought my lips to his plump glans, taking him into my mouth. Another moan escaped my throat as I took several inches of his shaft down, and I moved my head back and forth—my lips tight and my tongue caressing the underside of his shaft.

Dave was yelling something, but I only heard Logan.

“That feels so good, Mom,” he said, brushing his fingers through my hair. “As good as any of the girls from college. Better, even.”

I felt another thrill at that, realizing just how many girls my son had been with, and hearing how I was as good as any of them... Or perhaps even better.

I continued sucking his cock, working my lips and tongue back and forth in a constant motion, pleasuring him with my mouth. I was giving my own son a blowjob!

A minute or so passed as I sucked his cock, though I never managed to get more than half of him down without sputtering. Then he gently pushed my head back, and his cock slipped out of my mouth, trailing saliva.

“I bet you did just as good sucking my stepdad’s cock,” Logan said. “But was he any good at eating you out?”

I glanced at Dave, who now looked petrified, then turned back to my son. “He couldn’t eat me out if his life depended on it. But you’ve been with lots of girls, haven’t you? I think you know how to satisfy a woman.”

Logan’s eyes were fixed on my breasts, then his gaze flicked down to my slacks. I knew what he wanted... But more than that, I knew what I wanted now.

Unbuckling and unzipping, I quickly pushed down my slacks and kicked them aside, leaving me sitting on the sofa in just my panties. I hesitated again, feeling a knot in my stomach. I was about to remove my panties right in front of my son—and with my husband right there watching! But before I could do more, Logan grabbed my panties with both hands and yanked them roughly off.

I gasped in surprise, sliding forward on the sofa from the force of his pull, bringing my ass to the edge of the cushion. Logan dropped down on his knees in front of me, then pushed my legs wide open. My hands went immediately between my legs, covering myself before he could see my most intimate part.

“Move your hands, Mom,” he demanded, his head position between my legs. “Let me see your pussy... Let me see your cunt.”

A tremble ran through me, hearing that filthy word spoken by my own son. The knot in my stomach grew even tighter, but I moved my hands away, exposing myself to him. His eyes widened as he looked, and he slid his hands along my inner thighs, his face moving closer as he drank in every detail.

“It’s hard to believe you pushed me out of there,” Logan said. His fingers brushed my damp slit and labia lips, causing me to gasp. “My own mother’s cunt—hot and wet and ready. It’s even more beautiful than I’d imagined.”

He brought his face even closer, and I felt the wetness of his tongue against my labia lips. Warm tingles ran through me, and I combed my fingers through his messy hair as his head worked up and down, his tongue pushing deeper. I breathed out and quivered, a shiver of pleasure running through me, and Logan ate me out faster.

“This has to stop!” Dave cried. “Logan has taken this way too far. You both have!”

“Oh, shut up, Dave!” I yelled back. My hips rocked, in sync with the movements of my son’s mouth and tongue. “You haven’t used my pussy in years! If my son wants to make use of my pussy... My cunt... Then he’s free to do so. He has more of a right to it than you do!”

Logan worked his tongue faster, flicking my clit, then sucking gently with his lips clamped tight. The warming heat drew tight within me, the hot pleasure pulsing from my very core. He wiggled his tongue deeper, then sucked hard, and a burst of ecstasy shot through me.

My hips bucked and I cried out in pleasure, gripping Logan’s head in my hands and rubbing my pussy against his face. My orgasm peaked, rolling through me wave after wave, only to dropped off suddenly when he pulled his mouth away, leaving me quivering.

“I hope you’re ready for another baby, Mom,” he said, standing. “It’s Breed With Your Mother Month, and I plan to do just that.”

I exhaled and looked up, watching him stroke his big cock in long, deliberate motions. The heat within me grew, and wrong though it was, I felt the familiar ache between my legs, lusting to feel him inside me.

“I don’t think there’s a high chance of that, given my age,” I admitted. I ran my hands over my breasts, still looking at his cock as he stroked back and forth. “But... But you can certainly try.”

Logan smirked. “You may be 42, Mom, but I’d swear you have the body of a 30-year-old. And I’m sure you’re just as fertile.”

With that, he took hold of my legs and lifted, and I looked down to watch as he brought his cock between my legs. His fat glans pressed against my labia lips, wet with his saliva and my carnal juices, then pushed into me. I gasped, feeling the sudden fullness as he sank deeper, his shaft disappearing inch by wonderful inch. I moaned, my body squirming, and his hands slid up to take hold of my breasts as he pulled back and pushed in again.

My son was inside me! My own son was fucking me right in front of my husband! 

“Oh, God, Alicia!” Dave cried. “You can’t let your son fuck you! I won’t allow it!”

I ignored my husband, and so did my son. Looking down, I watched his thick cock pump in and out between my legs, glistening with the wetness of my lubricating juices. Hot pleasure pulsed through me with every deep thrust, his dark pubic hair rasping against mine. Soon I was panting and gasping, my tight tunnel clenching his shaft and my hips rolling in sync with his movements.

“Oh, fuck, Logan,” I panted. “Mmm... I’ve never had a cock that big... Not since your father... You’re real father, I mean. Oh... Mmm... Oh, yes!”

“Uh... Uh... Huhh...” Logan huffed, plunging in and out of me. “You’re so fucking tight... Mmm... God, your pussy feels so good, Mom! Better than all the girls I fucked in college.”

I moaned again and trembled, my hands gripping my son’s muscled arms and my legs hooked around the small of his back. I glanced at the recliner again, where my husband was sitting, and I saw him watching us, wide-eyed. He was no longer protesting, but had his hand on his crotch, rubbing himself through his jeans.

“What are you waiting for, dear?” I asked between heated breaths. “Whip your pathetic cock out and jerk off.... Mmm... That’s what you want, isn’t it? Uh... To jerk off while you watch my son fucking me?”

Dave looked horrified, perhaps at what he was seeing, or perhaps at himself. Either way, he staggered to his feet and undid his jeans, letting them drop to his ankles. Then he pushed down his underwear, letting his small cock spring out fully erect—for whatever little that was worth. Then he began stroking his four-inch pecker as he watched Logan fucking me on the sofa.

“That’s it, sweety... Mmm...” I panted, returning my attention to my son. “Use mommy’s pussy... Uh... Use mommy’s tight wet cunt for your pleasure!”

Logan grunted and picked up his pace, fucking me faster. His coarse pubic hair rasped against mine, and my clit buzzed with pleasure as the grinding friction rubbed back and forth. My tunnel squeezed tight around his thrusting cock, and a sudden rush of pleasure jolted through me.

“Ah! Ah! Ah!” I cried, bucking and jerking beneath him. My orgasm peeked and I dug my fingernails into Logan’s back, holding him close. “Oh, God! Ahhhh!”

Logan huffed and panted, still fucking me even as I climaxed. But it was Dave I heard next.

“Oh... Oh, shit... Uh!” my husband moaned.

One little squirt of semen shot from Dave’s pathetic little pecker. And that was all.

“Uh! Uh! Mmm!” Logan huffed, driving his big cock so deep it nearly hurt. “I’m cumming, Mom!”

“Yes! Cum inside me!” I cried. “Cum inside mommy’s pussy!”

Logan grunted, throwing his head back as he released. “Unnnaaah!”

I gasped again, feeling him throb inside me. A rush of hot wetness filled my clenching tunnel and I cried out again, my pulsing orgasm peaking once more. My entire body trembled, and his cock throbbed again and again, pumping his hot baby-batter deep into my womb.

A long moment passed, and my son kept his cock inside me, the liquid warmth of his potent spunk filling my insides. When he finally pulled out, my eyes focused on his semi-hard cock, now like a plumb bratwurst dripping with some creamy white sauce.

“Tsk,” Logan scoffed, looking at my husband, who still held his little cock in his hand. “That’s your cock? My mom deserves better than that pathetic flap of skin. I’m taking her to bed now... To her bed. You can sleep out here on the sofa where I just fucked her.”

With that, Logan scooped me up in his arms, causing me to yelp in surprise. Then I smiled, wrapping my arms around his shoulders. I glanced back at my husband as my son carried me to the master bedroom, watching his shoulders sag as he sat down.

We turned past the kitchen, and Logan carried me through the door into the bedroom, then deposited me onto the bed. He didn’t bother to close the bedroom door, and perhaps that was intentional. Dave would be able to hear everything from the living room!

“Get me hard so I can fuck you again,” my son demanded, speaking loud enough for Dave to hear.

I sat up and looked at his gorgeous cock and balls, dangling right there in front of me—so lewd, and tempting, and delicious. Smiling, I cupped his heavy balls in my hand, then brought my mouth closer. I gave his cock a lick, tasting his pungent spunk, then closed my lips around his shaft. Logan moaned, running his fingers through my hair, and I looked up to meet his eyes as I bobbed my head back and forth, sucking his cock.

Gradually, his cock grew thicker and stiffer in my mouth, and my lips and tongue slid back and forth along his fully erect shaft. He was so big there was no way I could take him all the way down without choking.

After another few minutes, I pulled my mouth away and smiled at the thick, nine-inch monster in front of me.

“You know this is wrong, don’t you?” I asked, stroking his cock.

He brushed my cheek with his fingers, then lifted my chin to look into my eyes. “That’s what the National Breeding Months are for, Mom. To break that stupid taboo. Now, get on your hands and knees in the middle of the bed. I bet my stepdad hasn’t ever fucked you doggy style.”

I caught my breath and swallowed. “Not with any success.”

Logan chuckled as I got into position, crawling to the middle of the bed and turning around—my ass raised, my legs spread, and my arms folded beneath my head. My son slid his hand over my butt cheeks, then he took hold of my hips and pressed his hard cock against my pussy.

He pushed into me and I gasped, feeling his semen squish inside me as his thick cock stretched my tunnel. I moaned as he sank deeper, then he pulled back and pushed in again, his hands sliding forward to cup my breasts as he began thrusting hard and deep.

“Ah! Ah! Ah!” I cried as he rammed into me again and again, fucking me like no one ever had before—not even his real father.

Logan kept up his steady pace for a few minutes, then increased his rhythm—the bedsprings creaking and the headboard thumping the wall. I cried out again, clutching the nearest pillow as I quivered on the bed, the heat and pleasure pulsing through me with every thrust. Facing away from him, I could have imagined anyone fucking me. But I didn’t want to imagine anyone else. My own son was fucking me, and I couldn’t get enough of him!

“We shouldn’t be ashamed to enjoy each other,” Logan said, huffing and panting as his hard cock slurped in and out. “I love you, Mom... Uh... And I know you love me. You deserve better than that man... Mmm... My stepfather... Who couldn’t even give you another child. Uh... But nine months from now... Mmm... You’ll be pushing out that second baby you’ve always wanted... Uh... I’ll make sure of it!”

I gasped and trembled again as another wave of pleasure surged through me. My tunnel squeezed tight around his thrusting cock, and my body rocked back and forth, instinctively fucking him back.

He squeezed my breast and rammed deep, his cock throbbing inside me as he released. “Uh! Uh! Uh! Ghhhaah!”

“Oh, fuck! Ahhhh!” I cried out loud, lifting my face from the pillow.

A rush of heat and euphoric bliss washed over me, then I collapsed flat on the bed, huffing in and out. Logan flopped onto the bed next to me, breathing hard and covered in a sheen of sweat. I slid my hand over his chest, then moved closer to him, pressing my naked body against his.

“Thank you, Logan,” I said, basking in the warm afterglow of our forbidden coupling. “That was the best sex I’ve had in over twenty-two years. But we probably shouldn’t do this anymore.”

Logan looked at me and smiled, his hands finding my breasts again. “Too bad, Mom. It’s National Breed With Your Mother Month, so you’re required to spread your legs for me and let me fuck a baby into you. In fact, you’re going to suck my cock again right now. As soon as I’m hard, I intend to give you another load.”

I licked my lips and drew a deep breath, then slid down the bed to my son’s gorgeous cock. It was going to be a long, rough night... But a night we were both going to enjoy!

––––––––
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I AWOKE SOMETIME IN the early morning hearing someone moving around in the room. It was still dim outside, with only a grayish-blue light filtering through the curtains. I panicked for half a second, realizing the person in bed with me wasn’t my husband... He was my son!

The figure in the room clumsily bumped into a dresser, then opened a drawer, trying and failing to be quiet.

“Dave?” I asked, keeping my voice low. Logan was still sound asleep next to me. “What are you doing in here?”

“I, uh...” he said, turning around. “I have to get ready for work.”

“Oh, right,” I said, sinking back into bed.

I snuggled up against Logan, placing my head on his bare chest and sliding my hand farther down. His cock was there, like a thick, plump sausage, and I couldn’t help myself as I fondled him under the sheets. The shower turned on in the bathroom as my husband got ready for the day.

“Mmm,” Logan moaned. “Is that my stepdad?”

I smiled, giving his stiffening cock a quick squeeze. “No, silly. That’s your mother’s loving hand!”

“Heh,” he chuckled. “I mean in the bathroom.”

“Mm-hm,” I replied, stroking his cock with clear intent.

I continued stroking my son’s cock under the sheets, and soon he was as stiff as ever. He rolled over on top of me, assuming the missionary position, and I hooked my legs around the small of his back, my arms around his shoulders.

Soon, he was huffing and grunting, the headboard thumping the wall with every thrust of his cock. I gasped and quivered beneath him, hot pleasure pulsing through me. I barely even noticed when Dave came out of the bathroom. He paused for a moment, perhaps watching, then quickly left the room.

“Uh! Uh! Uh! Hhhhuugh!” Logan bellowed as he erupted into me.

I cried out as loud as I could, knowing Dave would hear just before he left for work. Logan collapsed onto me, and his cock slipped out as he rolled onto his back.

When I next opened my eyes, the bright morning light was shining into the room.

“Let’s take a shower,” Logan said, brushing loose strands of hair from my face. “We both smell pretty bad, I think.” 

“And whose fault is that?” I asked, innocently.

Logan scratched his stubble, then he got up and headed into the bathroom. The shower in the master bath was a nice walk-in shower with a sliding glass door. Dave and I had only showered together a few times, and we never got more intimate than me jerking him off.

But with my son, I knew it would be different. He lathered up his hands with bodywash, then stepped closer, running his soapy hands all over my body—first squeezing and fondling my breasts, then washing my shoulders, arms, back, and buttocks.

After washing down my legs and back up again, his fingers slipped between my legs, working back and forth over my puffy labia lips. I moaned in pleasure, but his touch was just a tease, and he withdrew his fingers all too soon.

I quickly soaped up my hands and went for his chest, feeling the firm muscles of his pecs and his abs, then moved on to his shoulders and down his arms. Stepping closer, I pressed my breasts against his back, and reached my soaping hand around to stroke his cock.

“Fuck, Mom,” he moaned as I worked my slippery hand back and forth. “Are you trying to jerk me off?”

“The few times your stepfather showered with me, all I did was jerk him off,” I said, enjoying the feel of my son’s considerable girth. “Not like this, though. His cock wasn’t nearly big enough.”

Logan turned around, shoving me against the wall of the shower. I gasped in surprise, and his hard cock pressed between my legs. He slid into me easily, thanks to the soap and water, then began thrusting with one hand supporting my leg against his thigh.

“Is this big enough, Mom?” he growled, driving hard and deep.

“Oh, God, yes!” I cried in reply.

Logan plunged in and out for a good five or six minutes—my breasts shaking and my body grinding against his. Hot pleasure pulsed through me with every thrust, and the muscles of my body suddenly drew taut. I cried out, trembling as I climaxed, and Logan rammed into me three more times, his cock throbbing as he released.

A moment passed and my son stepped back, leaving an aching void inside me.

“Don’t get dressed,” was all he said before leaving me, panting out of breath, in the shower.

I smiled as I worked my fingers over my slit and labia lips, washing away the mess my son had left behind. My own son had just fucked and filled me again!

After stepping out of the shower, I dried off and brushed out my hair, then finished all the usual things except for getting dressed. Logan had explicitly asked that I not get dressed, and I had no intention of disappointing him.

Before last night, I would never have considered getting naked for my son, to say nothing of letting him fuck me. I was his mother, after all! But now that we were past that inhibition... Well, it still felt dirty—incredibly dirty. But that just made it all the more fun!

I inspected my naked body in the mirror, sliding my hands over my breasts and down to my abs and hips. Logan wanted to impregnate me—that was the whole point of the National Breeding Months, after all. But could I even get pregnant at 42?

While I didn’t have the body of a 30-year-old like my flattering son claimed, I tried to eat right and keep in shape, so perhaps the likelihood was a little higher in my case.

Leaving the master bedroom, I made my way to the main part of the house. Logan wasn’t around, so I just got some coffee and a bagel, then skimmed through the news on my phone. A text from Dave came through, asking if we were going to keep this up all month. I simply replied ‘Yes.’

“Hey, Mom,” Logan said, strolling into the living room.

I looked up and saw he was wearing jeans and a T-shirt. “What’s this? You ask me to stay naked, and then you get dressed?”

Logan chuckled. “I told you to not bother getting dressed. I didn’t say anything about me.” He looked me up and down, and nodded. “You have a beautiful body, Mom. I mean that. I don’t want you to ever hide your body from me.”

The complement had me blushing, which, all things considered, was a little odd. “Oh, but that hardly seems fair. Maybe I like seeing my handsome son’s naked body strutting around the house with that gorgeous slab of meat between his legs.”

“Hmm,” he said, scratching his stubble as he looked me over. “What about my stepdad?”

I waved my hand dismissively. “Pfff! He can keep his clothes on. But right now, I need to get dressed to go to the gym. You can’t expect me to go outside or run my errands naked.”

Logan raised his eyebrows. “Wouldn’t that be something?” he asked, scratching his three-day stubble. “But that’s okay. I just want you naked here at home. Oh, and you can’t close any doors, not even the bathroom when using the toilet.”

“So, no more privacy?” I asked, standing. Then I let out a long sigh, putting my hands to my bare hips. “Fine. But the same rules go for you. No more privacy for either of us.”

I put on my workout clothes and drove to the gym, doing my usual cardio routine and attending my half-hour fitness class. When I returned home, I found Logan sitting on the recliner in the living room watching some movie, though he was still wearing his clothes.

“I want your clothes off as soon as you’re through that door, Mom,” Logan said, glancing my way and nodding at the door to the garage.

I smiled back at him, heading to the master bedroom. “If I’m going to be naked at home, then you’d better be naked, too!”

I undressed and tossed my workout clothes in the laundry, then returned to the kitchen completely naked. Logan wasn’t in the living room, and I realized he had probably gone to his room to undress. At least, I hoped he had.

As it was getting on toward lunchtime, I fetched the bread from the pantry and got a few things out of the fridge to make myself a chicken salad sandwich. Logan returned as I started mixing the celery and mayonnaise with the can of diced chicken. He was completely naked, just as I had hoped, his hand on his hard cock, stroking himself as he walked.

“I can’t help thinking about you, Mom,” he said, stepping up behind me. He slid his hands over my ass, then his fingers slipped between my legs. He kissed my neck, his fingers teasing my wet labia lips. “And just how sexy you look.”

I inhaled sharply when I felt the fat head of his cock press against my sex. He took hold of my hips and pushed into me, stretching my insides as he sank deeper. Then he pulled back and pushed in again, his hands sliding up to grip my breasts as he fucked me from behind against the kitchen counter.

“Damn it, Logan... I’m trying to make lunch!” I protested, though I didn’t want him to stop.

“Oh, yeah?” he asked, pumping in and out faster. “Well, I’m trying to make a baby.”

I moaned, mixing the chicken salad, but the hot, pulsing pleasure of his pumping cock was one amazing distraction. Even so, I managed to scrape a little more mayonnaise from the mayonnaise jar, but there wasn’t enough to finish the mix.

“Mmm... Fuck...” I huffed as my son continue fucking me. “Could you get me... Uh... another jar of mayonnaise... Mmm... So I can... Uh... Finish this chicken salad...”

Logan pumped in and out of me a few more times, then pulled out with a wet slurp. “I’ve got some mayonnaise for you, Mom,” he said, stroking his cock, now wet with my juices. “Hold that bowl right down here.”

I looked down at his big cock, watching him stroke himself at a fairly quick speed. Semen didn’t have the same texture or consistency as mayonnaise, and certainly not the same flavor, but that wasn’t exactly the point.

Licking my lips, I held the bowl near the tip of his plump, purple glans. He sped up, stroking himself faster, and I watched the muscles of his abs clench. He grunted, then bucked his hips, and a thick rope of sticky white jizz shot into the bowl of chicken salad. He continued pumping his fist and grunted again, shooting another rope of cum, followed by another, and another, and another. Finally, he shook his cock and squeeze, pushing out one last glob of spunk.

“There you go, Mom,” he said, stepping back. “I hope that’s enough.”

“Wow, Logan, that’s a lot of cum!” The chicken salad was absolutely drenched in the gooey, creamy mess. I took my spoon and stirred, mixing my son’s semen with the rest of the diced chicken, celery, and mayonnaise. How would it actually taste? “But I didn’t think you’d want to waste it, since you’re so keen on breeding me.”

“Don’t worry, Mom,” he chuckled. “We’ve got all month for me to knock you up!”

Once his spunk was thoroughly mixed in with everything else, I spread it over the two slices of bread to make my sandwich and sat down at the table. Logan made himself a corn beef and pastrami sandwich on rye, and joined me. He even brought me a bottle of beer, along with one for himself.

“How’s the sandwich?” he asked, sitting down.

I glanced at his cock as he sat, then lifted my chicken salad sandwich and took a bite. Surprisingly, I didn’t really notice too much of a difference. I could definitely feel some of the stringy spunk in my mouth, but other than that, it just tasted a bit more salty. But his cum was definitely there... My own son’s cum, in my chicken salad sandwich!

“It’s pretty good, actually,” I said. “Saltier than usual, and a bit sticky. But I’ll blame that on your special sauce.”

Logan downed a swig of beer and grinned. “Anytime you want my special sauce, just ask.”

I took another bite and chewed, then smiled back at him. “I will.”

After lunch, the early part of the afternoon passed rather mundanely—apart from us both being naked! I did a few chores around the house, and Logan sent out more resumes for prospective jobs. He even had me read over them before sending them off.

Thanks to the beer I had at lunch and a few glasses of water after, I urgently hurried to the half-bath next to the living room. I nearly closed the door out of habit, but my son had said ‘no closing of any doors,’ so I left the door open when I sat down to pee.

My son stepped into the doorframe a moment later, smiling as he looked down at me. I smiled back, then spread my legs so he could watch as I released my bladder in a fairly embarrassing gush. He squatted down, looking closer, his eyes fixed between my legs as I pissed straight into the toilet. As my torrent became a trickle and petered out, he stood and smiled again, then walked away, his cock swaying semi-hard. 

A short time later, he visited the same half-bath, also not closing the door. I followed him, leaning against the doorframe to watch him pissed into the toilet—his hand holding his cock and a thick yellow stream arcing out. It took nearly half a minute for him to empty his bladder, and he jiggled and flushed before we returned to the living room. 

Watching each other piss would probably become mundane after a week or so, but for now, the sheer naughtiness of it gave me a dirty thrill.

One of my chores had been to get the laundry going, and once it was done, I spent some time putting it away. Of course, being naked at home all the time would mean less laundry to do—both mine and Logans—and so that was a definite plus.

But when I returned to the living room, Logan was slouched back on the sofa, slowly stroking his big fat cock and watching some porn video on the big screen TV. It was a threesome of some kind, with a well-endowed stud fucking one girl on her back while she licked and slurped another girl’s pussy.

“Logan!” I exclaimed. “Are you watching porn? In the living room?”

He glanced back at me and grinned, still shamelessly stroking his cock. “Sure, Mom. I jerk off to porn all the time in my room. But I don’t need to hide in my room to watch porn anymore, and I think you should suck me off whenever I do.”

I glanced at the TV again, then looked back to Logan, my eyes going to his cock. It was certainly tempting... “Wouldn’t you rather fuck me? You do want to impregnate me, right?”

“There’s only one way to knock you up, but lots of other ways to have fun,” he replied. Then he released his cock and leaned back. “Come on, Mom. Show your son a little love.”

I smiled at that, then got down on the knees in front of him, sliding my hands along his thighs and bringing my mouth to his rigid phallus.

“Oh, the things a mother will do for her handsome son,” I sighed, feigning frustration.

Then I closed my lips around his cock and began sucking, my head bobbing up and down. 

Logan moaned, his hips moving slightly. “Just go nice and slow, Mom. I want to enjoy it while I watch this porn.”

Sucking and slurping, I worked my lips and tongue over his meaty shaft, savoring every inch. His bulbous cockhead brushed the roof of my mouth each time, and I wasn’t even taking half of him down. The sound of the porn video continued behind me—the fake “Ahs!” and phony “Uhs!” of the three porn stars fucking. After a few more minutes, the stud grunted as he creampied one of the girls and I listened to the sound of the other one cleaning her out.

Another porn started and I continued sucking my son’s enormous cock, taking more of him down. He moaned, squirming on the sofa. I heard another grunt of pleasure from the porn video, and the girl cried out as she climaxed. Logan grabbed hold of my head, giving a deep grunt as he bucked his hips.

A flood of hot, fresh spunk erupted into my mouth, his cock throbbing as he shot another load and another. He held my head in place, and I forced myself to swallow the sticky mess down.

“Damn, that was good,” Logan said after a moment. I began to lift my head away, but he pushed me back down. “Keep sucking, Mom. My stepdad will be home soon.”

He was right, I realized. Dave would be home in about twenty minutes!

I kept my son’s mostly flaccid cock in my mouth as he continued watching porn, working my lips and tongue to gently massaging him. The sound of the garage door told me when my husband was home, and a moment later, I heard the door open and close.

“What the fuck!” I heard Dave cry. “Have you two... Have you two been doing this all day!”

I continued sucking my son’s cock, not even looking up. But Logan answered for us.

“Of course not,” he laughed. “After we fucked in bed this morning, we fucked in the shower together. Then I added a heap of cum to mom’s chicken salad sandwich for lunch, since she was low on mayonnaise. And just a little while ago, I got her to suck my cock while I watched some porn. She’s still doing a pretty good job.”

A few moments passed, and all I heard was the porn playing on TV.

“What...” my husband started to say. “What are we having for dinner?”

“I don’t know, Dave,” Logan said, emphasizing my husband’s name. He brushed his fingers through my hair and I continued sucking. “Mom’s busy sucking my cock. Why don’t you make something. Or order something.”

I wasn’t sure what my husband decided to do. I just kept my face in my son’s lap, my mouth around his shaft and my nose in his musky pubic hair, gently nursing his semi-hard cock as he watched porn. An hour or so later, there was a knock at the door. Dave answered, as he had apparently ordered in for dinner. I pulled my mouth away from my son’s cock and smiled, seeing he was once again fully erect. He had such a handsome cock!

We joined my husband at the dinner table, naked of course, and he looked utterly appalled.

“Can’t you get dressed?” he asked as we settled in at the dinner table.

“I told Mom she had to always be naked at home,” Logan said. “She agreed, but only if I did the same. So here we are.”

“But not you, dear,” I quickly added. “Except if you want to jerk off while Logan fucks me.” Then I smiled at Logan. “Speaking of which...”

“Don’t worry, Mom,” Logan said, leaning back and stroking his cock. “I’ll fuck you all night long. I need to impregnate you before the end of the month, after all.”

After dinner, we relaxed in the living room for an hour or so, then I made my husband watch as my son fucked me on the sofa again. He took me doggy style this time, fucking me from behind, but we changed positions twice. Having cum several times already, he was able to go for a good long while, giving me three intense orgasms.

Dave jerked off as he watched, but he lasted only a minute—his pathetic little pecker giving just a half-hearted squirt. The rest of the time he just spent staring in disbelief.

“I hope you had a good night’s sleep on the sofa last night, because that’s where you’ll be sleeping again,” I said to my husband as my son led me off to bed. “I know I’ll be having a good night!”

Logan pounded my pussy for another half hour in the bed. We left the door open, of course, and both of us were as loud as we could be, grunting, gasping, and crying out in pleasure as the headboard banged the wall again and again. Another body-quaking orgasm rushed through me, and Logan rammed deep, grunting as he erupted into me.

“Oh, God, that was great,” I sighed, lying on the sweaty bedsheets with my son’s potent semen leaking out from my well-fucked hole.

Logan flopped down next to me and smiled. “The whole day was great. I especially like the surprise on my stepdad’s face when he saw you sucking my cock. And the way he frantically jerked off while I fucked you... That was priceless!”

I released a long sigh. “Don’t you think it’s rather sad seeing him jerk off that little pecker of his?”

Logan shrugged. “Then don’t let him jerk off anymore. I gotta take a piss.”

Logan went to the master bathroom, leaving the door open. Instead of watching him, and instead pulled out my phone to look for something. I had an idea. A wicked idea.

“Are you taking nude selfies to send to me?” Logan asked, returning to bed.

“You hardly need nudes of your mother,” I replied, scrolling through some order pages. “You can see me naked anytime.”

“Well, what are you doing?” he asked, sliding his hand over my breasts as he settled into bed with me.

“Oh, just looking for a chastity cage for my husband,” I replied. “Here’s a two-inch chastity cage with a supposedly unpickable lock. It’s made of tungsten-carbide, so it can’t even be removed with a bolt cutter.”

“Nice,” Logan said, giving my breast a squeeze. “But is there a smaller one? You shouldn’t get one that’s too big.”

I scrolled through a few more options, then nodded. “Oh, this one has a one-inch cage. That should work!”

The chastity cage was a bit expensive, as it really was made from tungsten-carbide, but only the best for my husband. I quickly entered the address and payment information, then clicked submit.

“It should be here on Saturday,” I said, putting my phone aside. “Now, where were we?”

“I think you were going to suck my cock until I was hard again, so I can fuck another load into your soon-to-be-pregnant belly.”

“You can certainly try!” I said, grinning at my son.

With that, I threw back the sheets and slid down the bed, bringing my mouth to my son’s hefty tube of fuck-meat. I began sucking and slurping, working to get him hard again. But I was already looking forward to Saturday. Dave would be so surprised! 
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I HUMMED IN PLEASURE as my son, Logan, slid his hands up and down my body, gently rubbing the warm massage oil into my skin. He had spent twenty minutes massaging my back, and now I was lying face up, giving him full access to his favorite parts of me. Although I didn’t have a massage table, the sofa worked just as well with the back pillows removed and towels draped over the cushions.

“Mmm... That feels nice,” I moaned softly.

He smiled down at me, his strong hands sliding over my breasts and giving them a squeeze. After working my breasts for a time, he moved farther down, adding more oil and working his hands over my arms, my sides, my abs, and my hips. 

It was Saturday, and the past few days had been a whirlwind of incestuous indulgence. My son had bedded me every night so far, with my husband forced to sleep on the sofa, and we would tumble in the sheets together for a good two hours, being as noisy as we could. After fucking a thick load into my pussy, I would suck his cock until he was hard enough to fuck me again. We would usually make out for a while after that, kissing and touching, with our naked bodies pressed close. Then he would pound my pussy until he filled me again.

My husband, Dave, always came into the bedroom to get ready for work, but apart from that first morning, my son and I just slept through it. Later, we would fuck in the shower, then get ready for the day. But neither of us would get dressed, except for when I went to the gym or ran an errand.

I gasped when my son’s fingers slipped between my legs. Slick with oil, he moved his fingers around my slit and labia lips, and I spread my legs for him, moaning in pleasure. Those magic fingers pushed into me, causing me to gasp again, and he worked his fingers in and out, pleasuring me with one hand while the other returned to my breasts.

Most days, Logan and I would just lounge naked around the house, enjoying each other’s bodies. He might eat me out or give me a massage, just as he was doing now, or I would suck his big cock while he watched porn or played video games. Sometimes he would fuck me just before lunch or add his special sauce to my sandwich. We had no more need for privacy between us, and the bathroom doors were always open so the other could watch.

Dave was now in charge of dinner when he came home from work, either picking something up on his way home, or making dinner himself. After dinner, he would jerk off as he watched Logan fuck me again, filling me with his potent seed. Then we would leave Dave to sleep on the sofa where my son and I had just fucked, and he would fuck me in the bed where Dave used to sleep with me.

“Mmm... Mmm... Oh, God...” I moaned as my son rubbed my clit faster. A jolt of pleasure struck through me, and every muscle in my body suddenly tensed. I arched my back, trembling in pleasure, his fingers still working as my orgasm pulsed through me. “Ah! Ah! Ahhhh!”

He held his hand against my pussy, his fingers inside me, and I jerked and quivered against him. Then I exhaled out and relaxed, sinking down. A few minutes passed as I lay there, his hands still sliding over my oily body.

We changed spots, and this time he laid down on the towel-covered sofa, face down, and I applied a generous amount of oil to his back.

My husband was out getting groceries, an errand I usually did, but which he had now taken over, giving me more quality time with my son. It was National Breed With Your Mother Month, and Logan had given me several deep loads every day so far. But what were the chances that I would conceive? I was 42 years old, and women in their forties only had a ten percent chance of conceiving in any given month. 

But did I even want him to get me pregnant?

I worked my hands up and down his back, rubbing the oil into his shoulders, then his firm back muscles, and further down to his wonderfully shaped buttocks.

I had wanted another child for years, but Dave had never carried through. His small cock never went very deep inside me, and when he did cum, it was just a little squirt. His little swimmers must have been just as deficient, because not a single one had ever managed to find and fertilize my egg.

But my son was a real man. If anyone could impregnate me, he could. Perhaps Logan had signed up for National Breed With Your Mother Month to satisfy his own perverse desires, but he also knew how much I had wanted another child. For most of human history, incest was seen as obscene and taboo, but those attitudes were changing thanks to the National Breeding Months and similar movements.

Perhaps, one day, such archaic prohibitions and cultural taboos would be a thing of the past. Perhaps, one day, all mothers would enjoy the pure, carnal delight of fucking their own sons.

“Turn over,” I said, having finished massaging my son’s back.

Logan rolled over on the sofa, and I smiled as I studied his naked body. Adding more oil, I massaged his chest and arms, taking my time. He smiled up at me, his eyes fixed on the sight of my oiled up tits, and I could see the hot desire in his lustful gaze. I continued on down his body, pointedly skipping his wonderful cock and balls, to massage his legs and thighs.

We both heard the garage door, but I wasn’t about to stop the massage. Dave came into the house a moment later carrying bags of groceries. He saw us and caught his breath, watching as I continued massaging my naked son.

“Can you help me put up the groceries?” he asked timidly.

“Can’t you see we’re busy?” I replied, sliding my oily hands up Logan’s body.

Dave watched for a moment more, then sighed and took the bags to the kitchen. He fetched a few more bags from the garage, then began putting the groceries away.

I squirted more oil over Logan’s pelvic area, working the oil in as I slid my hands around, my fingers brushing through his pubic hair. Then I gently took hold of his egg-sized balls, feeling and fondling them as I worked more oil in, and ran my fingers over his semi-hard cock. Logan moaned, and I began working my hand up and down his cock, stroking him with the quiet slurp of the lubricating oil.

“Guess when I’m ovulating,” I said, pumping my hand up and down his cock.

“Today? Tomorrow?” Logan asked hopefully.

“Not quite.” I smiled at my son’s glistening cock as I gently masturbated him, feeling every vein and bump as his foreskin slid up and down. A raw and hungry lust clenched deep inside me, and the tightness between my legs was an ache needing to be filled. “Going by my usual cycle, it should be next Saturday or Sunday. But that means I’ll be in my fertile window all this week. Well, as fertile as a 42-year-old can be.”

“Mmm...” Logan moaned. He breathed out and smiled, clearly enjoying the massage. “Don’t worry, Mom. I’ll get you pregnant. You’re more fertile than you think. It’s Dave who’s the impotent cuck.”

I looked up and saw my husband—Logan’s stepfather—watching us, having just finished putting away the groceries.

“Look at his big cock, dear,” I said to him, my hand slurping wetly as I stroked my son faster. “This gorgeous thing is three times the size of your sad little pecker. No wonder you couldn’t impregnate me. You could barely get it past my labia!”

Dave swallowed and drew a deep breath. Then he unzipped his trousers, clearly wanting to jerk off as he watched.

“Keep it in your pants this time,” I said.

I stroked my son’s rigid phallus a few more times, then I got up onto the sofa, straddling his hips. Holding his thick cock in place, I sank down, both of us moaning as my wet pussy engulfed his shaft. My insides stretched to accommodate his length and girth, and I sank down even more, delighting in the feel of him inside me. I leaned forward, bracing my arms on the arm of the sofa, lifting my hips and easing down again.

“In fact,” I added, glancing at my husband as I began fucking my son, “no jerking off today.”

Dave sighed and zipped up his fly. Little did he know, he wouldn’t be jerking off ever again. His chastity cage would arrive sometime today!

Hot pleasure pulsed through me as I fucked my son’s cock, my hips rising and falling and my oiled up tits swaying above him. He reached up to caress my breasts, and I picked up my pace, the warming tingles rolling through me as the tension inside me grew. That rising tension hit its peak, then burst free in a sudden rush, my body quivering and my tunnel clenching tight as I climaxed.

“Ah! Ah! Mmm! Oh, fuck!” I cried, my orgasm rolling on and on.

“Uh! Uh! I’m getting close, Mom!” Logan grunted beneath me. His hips began rocking, and he released my breasts to wrap his arms around me. “Fuck! Uh! I’m gonna cum!”

“Yes! Yes!” I gasped, the oil slurping and splattering as I fucked his cock even faster. “Fill mommy’s cunt with your hot baby-batter! Mmm! Ah! Pump me full of your seed and make me a mommy again!”

“Uh! Uh! Ghnnnnah!” Logan bellowed, ramming upward as I sank down.

I cried out again, feeling his cock throb inside me, and the hot wetness of his spunk filled my clenching tunnel. I worked my body up and down, still fucking him as the pleasure rolled through me, and he bucked his hips again, releasing another load, then another. Semen dribbled out, lubricating his shaft—already well-lubed with oil—and I rode him for another minute more before slowing down and collapsing onto him, panting in exhaustion.

Logan held me against him for a time, and I remained there on the sofa with him, my head on his chest and his cock inside me, our procreative juices leaking out to pool on the towels beneath us.

Dave had gone to his office, but I didn’t want him in there for long, just in case he decided to jerk off to porn. Logan was the only guy in the house who could jerk off to porn, and even then, I would be the one jerking him off or sucking his cock.

Besides, I had something else for Dave to do.

“Husband, dear,” I called out, sitting up with Logan on the sofa. “Come out here, please.”

Dave came out from the office and looked at me, then his stepson, and drew a deep breath. “Um, yes?”

“Do you like sleeping on this sofa?” I patted the sofa cushion, still draped in towels to absorb the massage oil... And logan’s spunk. “Or would you rather sleep in a bed?”

Dave blinked and stood a little straighter. “You’re letting me come back to bed with you?”

I laughed. “Oh, hell, no! But we do have a spare bedroom you can use.”

Dave looked confused. He glanced at the rooms down the hall—to his office and Logan’s room, which were on the opposite side of the house from the master bedroom. “But...”

“Get some boxes and pack up your things from the master bedroom and closet,” I said. “Logan and I will pack up his stuff and clear out his room. Then you can move into his old room, and Logan will move into the master bedroom with me!”

Dave stared at me, dumbfounded. “But... But I’m your husband. And he’s your son!”

I sighed and shook my head. “Don’t be like that. You’ll have your own room all to yourself, and you can set it up however you like. Plus, you won’t need to keep coming into the master bedroom to get ready for work every morning.”

“But this is just for October, right?” he asked. “I mean, everything will go back to normal next month, won’t it?”

I tilted my head in thought, looking at my son. Would things go back to normal, or would this be a whole new norm?

Instead of answering my husband, I stood and took Logan’s hand. “Come on. Let’s pack up your stuff.”

It took the better part of the afternoon to move Logan’s belongings to the master bedroom and for my husband to move into Logan’s old room. We moved all his bathroom stuff to the master bath as well, once Dave took the rest of his things out.

I watched my son unpack his clothes—clothes he only needed when he left the house—then walked over to him, pressing my bare breasts against his back and sliding my hands over his chest. I reached down, finding his cock, and gave him a few strokes.

“You’re the man of the house now,” I said, my lips near his ear. “The only real man.”

Logan moaned, clearly enjoying my reach-around handjob. “Thanks, Mom. I always wished you had found someone better than Dave. He’s never been able to satisfy you or give you another child.”

“I have found someone better,” I said, still stroking his sizable cock. “But your stepfather’s not so bad. He’s a timid, milquetoast cuck, but that just means I can get my way with him. And he’s still the breadwinner.”

Logan nodded. “Don’t worry, Mom. I’ll send out a few more resumes. And I have two more video interviews scheduled for next week.”

My phone buzzed on the dresser and I released my son’s cock to check the notification. The package had arrived!

“Dave!” I called out across the house. “A package just arrived. Can you get it from the front door?”

Logan and I exchanged smiles and headed into the living room.

Dave closed the front door, then brought the small box into the living room as Logan and I took a seat on the sofa. “It’s address to you,” he said, handing me the package.

“Yes, but it’s actually a present for you,” I said.

Logan handed me a pair of scissors and I quickly opened the box, taking out the contents. Dave furrowed his brow, unsure what the device was, and he simply watched as I set the three components on the side table—a base ring, the cage itself, and the locking bolt. The cage was small, merely one-inch in size, and would hook into the base ring, with the locking bolt to secure them together.

“Is... Is that what I think it is?” Dave asked.

“If you’re thinking it’s a male chastity cage, then you’re right,” I ordered. “Now, drop your trousers and underwear.”

He shook his head. “There’s no way I’m letting you put that on me!”

I sighed. “Logan.”

My son stepped behind my husband and took hold of his arms, pinning them behind his back and restraining him. I unbuttoned and unzipped his trousers, then pushed them down, along with his underwear. He squirmed, trying to pull away from Logan, but Logan was the stronger of the two.

“Come on, honey!” he protested. “Please don’t do this! That looks way too small for me!”

I took hold of his balls and pushed them through the ring, causing him to wince. Then I pushed his small penis through. “Too small? For this pathetic thing? Pfff! I had to buy the smallest one they had. Now, hold still.”

With his cock and balls now through the ring, I fitted the one-inch cage over his penis, compressing it as I pushed the pins into the matching hole in the ring. The locking bolt went in next, sliding into place, and I gave the key a twist, locking the chastity cage with a satisfying click.

“Perfect,” I said, removing the key.

Logan released his stepfather, and Dave immediately began fiddling with the cage and inspecting the lock.

“How am I supposed to masturbate?” he asked. “Or pee, for that matter?”

“Don’t worry, you can still piss through the cage,” I assured him. “But seeing you diddle your pecker until a little squirt dribbled out? That was just sad! And this should also prevent you from getting an erection, since it will hurt as you expand against the cage. So no more wanking the willy for you.”

“But when will you take it off?” he demanded.

I smiled. “Oh, I’m afraid this cage is going to stay on permanently. It’s not like I ever get any use out of your little pecker, anyway. Oh, and don’t even think about finding someone to cut the cage off. It’s made of tungsten-carbide.”

Dave’s shoulders slumped in defeat, and he hung his head.

I leaned back on the sofa and spread my legs, looking up at my handsome son. He was stroking his big cock, as though to show my husband how a real man masturbated. Then he turned to me and lifted my legs to either side, pushing his thick fuck-meat inside me.

“Mmm... That’s it, sweety, fuck mommy good and hard,” I said, wrapping my arms and legs around him. Dave turned to go, but I stopped him. “I still want you to watch, dear. Watch and diddle with your cage. I doubt you can get yourself off, but you can certainly try.”

Hot pleasure pulsed with every deep thrust of Logan’s cock, and before long he was huffing and grunting with his efforts, sweat glistening on every inch of his strapping body. I gasped and quivered as my orgasm rolled through me, and I looked over to watch my husband desperately fondling his chastity cage, unable to pleasure himself.

Logan grunted, his cock throbbing as he rammed deep, filling me with load after load of his life-giving seed.

A short time later, Logan helped me make dinner, since Dave wasn’t very good at cooking. We both played with ourselves as we ate, and my son fucked me against the dinner table while my husband cleaned the dishes. An hour or so after dinner, Logan streamed some porn to the TV, and I stroked and sucked his cock getting him good and hard. Dave watched, too, still hopelessly fiddling with his chastity cage through his trousers. But he could never enjoy another orgasm as long as the cage stayed on.

I was still sucking my son’s delicious slab of fuck-meat when he turned off the TV and pushed me back from him. “Come on, Mom,” he said, taking my hand. “Let’s finish this in our bedroom.”

I stood and followed my son, but glanced back at my husband before slipping into our bedroom. “Goodnight, dear,” I said, flashing the key to his chastity cage. “I’ll keep this in a safe place, but don’t ever ask me to take your chastity cage off. The cage stays on for as long as I want, even if that means forever.”

Logan fucked me doggy style on our bed, both of us being loud enough for Dave to hear, even from Logan’s old bedroom, and even if he shut the door. Then we made out until he was hard again, and he fucked me nice and slow at the edge of the bed. I used my lips and tongue to suck him back to a full erection, then rode him cowgirl until we were both drenched in sweat and cum, and collapsed from exhaustion.

Logan turned out the lights and we curled up together in bed a little after midnight. Slowly, I drifted off to sleep, dreaming of what new incestuous depravities the weeks ahead would bring.
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IT WAS SUNDAY AND THE beginning of the third week of our incestuous affair, the midpoint of Breed With Your Mother Month. My son, Logan, was as determined as ever to knock me up. I was ovulating today, and every drop of sperm he put inside me increased my chances of conception. And at 42, I needed every chance I could get!

Stretched out across the sofa, I reclined against my husband, Dave, who held me with arms wrapped around me. I was completely naked, as was Logan, but Dave was fully dressed. Even so, I felt his chastity cage against the small of my back, and had to shift my position slightly. Logan got on the sofa with us, lifting my legs to either side as he pressed the plump head of his cock against my pussy.

“Oh, God...” I moaned, feeling him stretch my insides. “Look at that big cock, dear. Your little pecker could never compete with my son’s gorgeous fuck-meat. It’s a good thing I locked yours away. It was for your own good, you know.”

Logan began pumping his thick shaft in and out of me, slurping wetly in the mix of my juices and his spunk from when he had fucked me earlier in the day.

My husband squirmed uncomfortably as his little cock tried to grow inside its one-inch cage. “Y-yes, thank you for locking my useless little pecker away,” he stammered. Logan and I had forbidden him from complaining about his chastity cage or asking me to remove it, and he was even required to express his gratitude. “My cock was always too small to satisfy you, or any woman for that matter, and unfit for the job of making babies. But your son is certainly up to the task.”

A shiver of pleasure ran through me as Logan picked up his pace, our bodies mating in the heat of our incestuous union.

“Damn straight!” I gasped, feeling every inch of him thrusting into my receptive tunnel. “My son’s cock is perfect for making babies... As good, or better, than the one that fathered him. Now he’s going to knock me up again and give me that second child I’ve always wanted!”

Logan gripped my hips as he continued thrusting in and out, and I smiled up at him, curling my legs around the small of his back. He huffed and panted, sweat beading on his chest, and several more minutes passed as we fucked on the sofa, with Dave holding me from behind.

“That’s it, Logan,” I said, looking up at my son. “Mmm.... Keep thrusting, just like that. Uh... I should be ovulating today... Mmm... And my egg is ready to receive your seed.”

“Uh... Uh... Huh...” Logan huffed, his sweaty face clenched with the strain of his exertions. “Oh, fuck... Here it comes, Mom! Uh... I’m going to knock you up for sure! I hope you’re ready to be a mommy again!”

He threw back his head and rammed deep, his muscles clenching and his body shaking. I gasped, feeling his cock throb inside me, again and again, each time jetting out another load of his fertile spunk.

“Yes! Yes! Ah! Oh, fuck!” I cried, quivering in pleasure. “Fill mommy’s cunt with every drop of your hot baby-batter!”

Logan grunted again, his shaft slurping in the lubricating mess of my clenching tunnel. A burst of pleasure pulsed from my core and I jerked reflexively, my husband holding me tighter as my orgasm struck through me.

The rapturous moment passed and I exhaled, sinking back against my husband. Logan towered above me, huffing to catch his breath, his cock still hard inside me. A bit of semen leaked from the union of our mated genitals, but I wasn’t worried. Millions, if not billions of sperm were swimming their way through my cervix and into my womb, hunting for my just-released egg.

“Mmm... I never knew making babies with my own flesh and blood would be this fun,” I said, releasing a long sigh. “I’m glad you signed up for Breed With Your Mother Month. I probably would have blown you off if you hadn’t made it official. Now I can’t wait to be pregnant again!”

Logan grinned, extracting his cock with a wet slurp. “Speaking of blowing me off...”

I pushed away from Dave and stood, and Logan sat down on the sofa next to his stepfather, leaning back and spreading his legs. I got onto my knees in front of him, first stroking his cum-slick cock, then giving his shaft a lick, trailing strands of sticky spunk from my tongue.

“Pick out some porn for my son to watch while I suck his cock,” I said to my husband. “Just ask him what he likes.”

“What... What kind of porn would you like to watch?” Dave asked Logan.

Logan turned on the TV and switched it over to the porn streaming app, then handed the remote to his stepfather. “Find me a good 30-minute creampie compilation. The amateur ones with real couples, not the fake shit with fake cum.”

Dave sighed and took the remote, then began searching for creampie compilations. I licked my son’s cock a few more times, then teased his fat purple glans with my tongue. As soon as Dave found something and started the video, I closed my lips around Logan’s shaft and began sucking, my lips and tongue working their magic and my head bobbing up and down.

I sucked Logan’s cock for nearly the entire length of the compilation video, sliding my lips up and down this thick shaft, and caressing him with my tongue. It didn’t take long for his erection to return, but it was only near the end that he started moaning and rolling his hips, his orgasm drawing near. I had to slow down, since I didn’t actually want him to cum—at least, not in my mouth. Then I pulled my lips away from him as the video ended.

“My fertile fuck-hole could use more of your hot, creamy filling,” I said as I moved to the middle of the living room, getting on my hands and knees. I looked back at my son and smiled, wiggling my butt at him. “So, get over here and give your mom another big load!”

Logan got up from the sofa, then squatted behind me, bringing his big cock to my already dripping wet cunt. He pushed into me and I moaned, then he slid his hands under my body to take hold of my swaying tits as he began thrusting.

I looked at the TV as my son fucked me doggy style, seeing the search screen full of compilation videos.

“Find another compilation to play,” I said to my husband, who was still sitting on the sofa. “This time one with cuckolding clips. That’s what you are now, after all. A cuckold husband, cuckolded by his wife’s own son!”

Dave searched, then selected an amateur compilation video of wives getting fucked by other men while their husband’s watched.

“Mmm... Get down here, Dave, and watch your stepson fucking me up close,” I panted as Logan fucked me. “Complement your stepson on what a wonderful job he’s doing. Mmm... Tell him how proud you are, and what a good son he is for treating his mother right.” 

Dave didn’t answer immediately, but after a few moments, he got off the sofa and knelt beside me, looking back to watch my son’s cock plunge in and out of me from behind, stretching me with every deep thrust.

“You’re... You’re doing a great job, son,” Dave said, his voice trembling. “I’m so proud of you right now, watching you thrust into your mom with your big stud cock. You’re a man who knows how to please a woman, and a good son always knows how to please and satisfy his mother.”

Logan huffed and grunted, keeping up his steady pace. Waves of hot pleasure washed through me, and I laid my head down on my arms, still looking up to watch the cuckold porn playing on TV. My husband continued to watch right there beside me, and I breathed out a long, contented sigh, imagining what it would be like to carry and birth my own son’s progeny.

Would I let Logan be present for the birth? Would I put his name on the birth certificate or my husband’s? Would I announce who the real father was to my friends and family? Would the child know the truth?

As my handsome son continued fucking me—his hands gripping my breasts and his cock pounding like a jackhammer—I realized the answer was yes. Yes, I would put Logan’s name on the birth certificate. Yes, he would be there for the birth. Yes, I would announce who the real father was to all my friends and family, and to Dave’s friends and family as well.

And, of course, the child would know who his real father was! Logan had grown up without a father, at least until I married Dave, and he barely counted as a father-figure. I wasn’t going to make that mistake again.

The entire purpose behind the National Breeding Months was to destigmatize the cultural taboo against incestuous relations and consanguineous procreation, and to encourage families to experience the joy my son and I were now experiencing. And the more families that participated and encouraged such intimate familial love, the more normalized and commonplace incest would become. What a wonderful world that would be!

I gasped and quivered on the floor of the living room as my son fucked me. We had been at it for nearly half an hour, and Dave had even selected another cuckold porn video since the first one had finished before we had finished.

“Uh! Huhh! Uh! Uh!” Logan grunted, pounding my pussy. “Fuck... I’m cumming! Uhhh!”

I cried out as I climaxed with my son, my tunnel clenching and my orgasm roiling like a torrid storm. His thrusting cock throbbed and throbbed again, and the hot wetness of his spunk flooded into me. He pumped in and out a few more times, squelching in the mess of my cum-filled tunnel, then slowed to a stop.

“Stay inside me,” I panted, trying to catch my breath. “Mmm... Keep that big cock inside mommy’s cunt for as long as you can. Let it all soak in!”

Logan breathed out and ran his hands along my sweaty back, his cock deep inside me. A few more minutes passed, both of us breathing in and out, our bodies still joined in our incestuous union. Then I pushed myself up and moved forward, letting his semi-hard cock slip out. Some of his semen still trickled out of me, but with so much more inside, it hardly mattered.

Logan lent me his hand, helping me stand. “If that didn’t just put a bun in the oven, I don’t know what will.”

“I’m sure your seed will take, sweety.” I squeezed my breasts, then slid my hands down to my abdomen. “In a few months, my breasts and belly will swell up big.” I slid my hands down, working my fingers over my cum-plastered pubic hair, then to my pussy dripping with his spunk. “And in nine months, I’ll push our beautiful baby out the same hole its father came from.”

“I can’t wait, Mom,” Logan said, grinning wide.

He slid one arm around me, pulling me closer, and our lips met in a deep kiss with our tongues playing together. His other hand slipped between my legs, his fingers rubbing back and forth through the mess dripping from my cunt, and I began stroking his cum-slick cock.

“Get takeout from somewhere,” I said to my husband, pulling my mouth away from the kiss. “I need to spend more quality time with my son.”

Neither of us bothered to shower or even clean up before dinner. What was the point? We would just get messy again!

Logan and I fuck shortly after dinner, then enjoy the evening making out, with me sucking and stroking his cock to restore his erection. Then it was off to bed where we fucked and sucked and fucked some more until well past midnight. It was my day of ovulation, after all—the peak of my fertility!

The next few days passed as they had the week before. I was past ovulation, and we both knew that if my egg was going to be fertilized, then fertilized it was. But it was still October, and still National Breed With Your Mother Month, so I continued to spread my legs for my son, letting him fuck me whenever he wanted... And whenever I wanted, too!

Of course, we stayed naked in the house all day long, and never closed any doors, not even the bathroom door. It had become quite routine using the toilet in sight of each other, and neither of us felt any shame when the other watched. My husband, Dave, had to contend with his permanent chastity cage, and he hopelessly fiddled with the cage as he watched us fuck and suck and make out together whenever he was home from work.

With my fertile window now behind me, and my fate set either way, there was no longer a need for him to cream inside my pussy. I certainly enjoyed that, but I was also free to suck him off and swallow his load, or just jerk him off in the living room while he watched his favorite porn streaming to the big screen TV. He even got to jerk off on my tits or face, but he usually wanted to cum inside my pussy. I could hardly blame him. I did have a nice hot mommy-cunt!

But on Friday, my son received some good news.

“I got a job offer!” Logan said after checking an email on his phone.

“Congratulations!” I exclaimed. “Who with?”

The company was some kind of ‘data-centric cloud services blah-blah-blah provider’. But the starting salary was excellent!

“Maybe you can finally move out to your own apartment,” Dave said. He had just gotten in from work and was trying his hand at cooking again. “And let me have my wife back!”

I smirked, then pushed Logan down on the sofa. “Ignore him, sweety. My bed is your bed and always will be. Now, let mommy congratulate you the way a good mother should.”

With that, I took his big cock in my mouth and began sucking. As I did, I brought my hands to my belly, imagining my fertilized egg going through its very first stages of development. Assuming his seed had taken root, the egg would have become a zygote by now, its cells dividing and growing as it traveled down my fallopian tube. Perhaps it was already implanted in the lining of my uterus!

Logan grunted, grabbing my head and bucking his hips. A flood of hot spunk erupted into my mouth, nearly causing me to choke. I quickly swallowed it down and continued sucking, causing my son to grunt again and tremble, releasing another thick load.

“Dinner’s ready!” Dave called from the kitchen.

I pulled my mouth away from Logan’s cock and called back. “I’ve got all the dinner I need right here!”

Then I returned my lips to his cock, sucking diligently to coax another load out.

Dave’s cooking wasn’t all that great, anyway.
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I SANK INTO THE SOFA pillows, my legs spread and my feet on my son’s broad shoulders. Tingling pleasure pulsed from my core as he worked his tongue over my slit and labia lips, then playfully flicked my clit. He began sucking, pulling on the front of my vulva, and a wave of sultry heat washed through me.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped, my body quivering. “Mmm... That’s it, Logan... Suck on mommy’s cunt... Use that tongue to make mommy cum!”

The last day of October had passed, bringing National Breed With Your Mother Month to a close. My husband, Dave, fully expected me to stop fucking my son and remove his chastity cage. But that wasn’t going to happen. I had chosen the one and only man I needed in my life. I just needed Dave to see the writing on the wall.

“Ah! Ah! Ah!” I cried, grabbing Logan’s head and grinding my pussy against his face. My entire body shook as I climaxed. “Oh, yeah! Right there, Logan! Ahhhh!”

I collapsed back, huffing out of breath, my quivering body covered in a sheen of sweat. Logan looked up and smiled, his face glistening wet with my juices.

“My turn,” he said.

We swapped positions on the sofa and I knelt in front of him, taking his gorgeous cock in my mouth.

The last two weeks in October had been just as wonderful as the first two weeks. We had never stopped fucking, but we had enjoyed a lot more oral sex since my fertile window had passed. We had even gotten pretty good at sixty-nining with each other. And I always enjoyed jerking him off.

I heard the garage door, and a moment later, Dave came into the house. I was still sucking and slurping my son’s cock in the living room.

“What are you doing!” Dave demanded. “Breed With Your Mother Month is over!”

“Does it look like we’re breeding?” Logan demanded. He put his hand on my head and rocked his hips, thrusting his cock into my mouth. I sputtered, then I worked my lips and tongue faster, slurping loudly. “She’s just sucking my cock, thanking me for eating her out.”

“I thought things were going to go back to normal!” Dave cried. “You have a job now, Logan, so go find an apartment.” Then I heard the metallic clink of his chastity cage as he grabbed the front of his trousers. “And it’s time for this cage to come off. Where’s the key?”

I pulled my mouth away from my son’s cock and glared at my husband. “This is the new normal, dear. And Logan can stay with us for as long as he wants. He’s my son, after all. As for the cage, it stays on. I don’t have any use for that sad little excuse for a penis.”

Dave stormed away in a huff. He would get a clue... Eventually.

I was already overdue for my period to start, so it was time to get a pregnancy test! I did so the very next day, getting dressed and going out to run a few errands, then picking up a test at a pharmacy on the way home. Logan was as anxious to know the result as I was—he had instigated this whole affair, after all.

I stripped naked as soon as I was home, then grabbed Logan to join me in the master bath, but my husband stayed out in the living room.

“I want you to hold the stick under me when I pee,” I said, opening the package and getting the test stick out. “We’ll do the test together and see the result at the same time!”

Logan got down on his knees in front of me, and I took a seat on the toilet, spreading my legs wide. He held the test stick under me and I relaxed my bladder, letting out a loud stream that splashed over the test stick. He pulled the test stick away after a moment, and I finished pissing. 

I stood and flushed the toilet, and my son slid his arm around me, pulling my naked body against his as we watched for the result. We waited with bated breath for a couple of minutes, watching the test line appear, then slowly the result line appeared as well.

My heart skipped a beat and I gasped.

I was pregnant!

I threw my arms around my son’s shoulders, pulling him close as he wrapped his arms around me. We kissed, our tongues dancing together in our mouths, then I pulled back from him and smiled. Taking his hand, we hurried back to the living room to tell my husband the good news.

“We’re pregnant!” I announced.

He looked up sharply, his eyes wide and his face pale. “I...”

“By ‘we’ I mean, Logan and I are pregnant, not you and me.” I looked at my son and smiled. “To celebrate, we’re going to spend the rest of the day in bed fucking and sucking. You can come in and watch any time you want. We’ll leave the door open, as always.”

“Alicia, I...” he started to say, but whatever it was, he couldn’t finish. He never could finish anything.

True to what I said, we spent the rest of the day in bed, soaking the sheets with sweat and cum, and adding even deeper dents to the wall behind the headboard. I called my husband into the bedroom a few times between fucking sessions as we rested—once to bring us something to drink, then later, to serve us dinner in bed.

Then it was back to fucking.

“Honey, I...” Dave said, coming into the bedroom shortly after dinner.

Logan sat up right as he fucked me missionary, holding one leg against his chest with my other leg curled around the small of his back. His hard cock plunged in and out of me, slurping wetly, but he had taken an ED pill earlier to recover quicker and stay erect. There was no shame in that—we had been fucking for hours, after all. The sheets around us were now hopelessly stained, and the room reeked of our sex and sweat.

“I don’t know if I can handle this anymore,” Dave said, watching my son fuck me on what used to be the bed we shared. “You’re my wife and this is my bed. And I want you to unlock this stupid chastity cage!”

“Sorry, dear, but my son’s the man of the house now,” I said, my body moving in sync with Logan’s thrusting cock. “I’m pregnant with his child, and we’re going to start a new family together. His job already pays more than yours, even at a starting salary, and he certainly knows how to keep me satisfied. Isn’t that right, Logan?”

Logan grinned, sliding his hands up my body to squeeze my sweaty breasts as he continued thrusting. “That’s right, Mom. I’ll provide for us, and for the baby, too. And I’ll satisfy you whenever you want... As long as you do the same for me!”

“Of course, I will!” I laughed. “I’ll give you more blowjobs and handjobs than you can handle!”

Dave drew a deep breath, standing a bit taller. “Then you leave me no choice. I’m filing for a divorce!”

He said it like some kind of threat. But I just looked at him again and smiled. “Took you long enough. I already have a lawyer for me lined up—but you should probably find one for yourself. Then you can get the paperwork started. You can still stay in Logan’s old room, until the divorce is finalized, or just go ahead and find yourself an apartment.”

He blinked, looking stunned, then shook himself and cleared his throat. “Well... What about this chastity cage?”

I hummed in pleasure, enjoying the warming tingles as Logan increased his rhythm. “I’ll give you the key once the divorce is finalized.”

“But that could take months!” he protested.

I laughed. “Then you’d better get started on the paperwork. Hop hop!”

Clearly humiliated, Dave turned and hurried out of the bedroom.

Logan leaned down and kissed my lips, his hips pumping faster as he fucked me in the missionary position. I wrapped my arms around him, holding him close, the hot pleasure pulsing through me with every deep thrust.

I knew I couldn’t marry my son, not in the legal sense, but that was all right. We were family, and thanks to him, our family would grow. Already our child was growing inside me, and in a few months, I would begin to show. By month six I would really be showing, and by month eight my belly would be as big as a beachball, with my milk-heavy breasts like two ripe fruits ready to be sucked.

I would stay naked all through my pregnancy, letting him fuck me as much as he wanted, and as much as I wanted, too. And I would never ever go back on birth control. Who knew—maybe in another year or two I would be pregnant again!

Logan grunted, ramming deep. His cock throbbed inside me as he poured another thick load into my already pregnant pussy—now overflowing with his spunk. I gasped, quivering beneath him, and we brought our lips together in a kissed as we writhed in the pleasure of our incestuous union.

“I love you, Mom,” he said, pulling back to look down at me, sweat dripping from his handsome face.

I looked up at him and smiled, warm and happy in the sultry afterglow. “I love you, too, sweety. Now, roll over and let mommy suck you hard again. We’ve still got all night, and my pregnant pussy is thirsty for more!”

“Anything for you, Mom,” he laughed. “Anything for you!”
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