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Surrogate Husband?




My mother thought she had the perfect
marriage. Dad made a good salary as a post office supervisor and
was easy to live with. I never heard them argue about anything. In
fact, living in such a small house, I heard more than I cared to
coming from the bedroom almost every night. This mainly involved
Mom moaning and Dad grunting loudly, as if they had no idea anyone
could hear them or just didn’t care. But they were sounds that I
had to deal with from the earliest age I could remember until three
months ago.

That was when Dad came home one evening and
announced that he was moving out. Mom and I were both sitting in
the living room when he said it. Mom just stared at him with her
mouth open, unable to speak. Without another word Dad went to the
bedroom to start packing. Finally Mom came out of her shock and
rushed after him.

“What do you mean you’re leaving?” she
screamed. “Where the hell are you going?”

“None of your business,” he stated coldly.
“All you need to know is that I want a divorce.”

“But, but, I don’t understand…”

“It doesn’t matter. There’s nothing to talk
about.”

After packing one suitcase of clothes he
walked deliberately from the bedroom to the front door.

“I’ll get the rest of my stuff another time,”
he said as he left.

We heard his car pull away and then there was
silence. Mom came back to the living room and sank slowly to the
couch.

“What just happened?” she asked quietly.

“I have no idea,” I said. “Did he ever say
anything about being unhappy?”

“No, nothing. Nothing at all. This is
completely out of the blue. He was fine this morning.”

“Well, he must have met someone, then,” I
said. “He wouldn’t just walk out and live in his car. He must have
someplace he’s going to.”

“You know Charlie, you’re right,” Mom said.
“Which way did his car go?”

I pointed to the left as she grabbed her car
keys and sprinted for the door. I ran after her and got into the
passenger side. After a few blocks of ignoring stop signs we caught
up to him.

“Don’t get too close,” I cautioned.

After a few more blocks he turned right into
a large townhouse neighborhood and pulled into one of the
driveways. Mom stopped the car across the street as the door to one
of the townhouses opened.

“Oh, my God!” Mom breathed. “That’s Lucy, one
of your father’s coworkers. I met her at the Christmas party. No
wonder she was so cold towards me.”

Dad didn’t look around, probably never
suspecting Mom would have followed him. I had my cell phone in my
hand and started taking pictures.

“What are you doing?” Mom asked.

“You’ll thank me later,” I said.

The woman had long red hair and a trim body,
although I wouldn’t rate her above Mom’s body. Dad quickly
approached with his suitcase. They briefly hugged and kissed at the
door before they disappeared inside. I managed to get all of it on
my phone camera, including the kissing.

Mom just sat there with her mouth open and
gasping for air as if she was hyperventilating.

“This can’t be happening,” she finally said.
“It’s a bad dream.”

“Mom, this happens all the time. Men have a
mid-life crisis and find another woman. They don’t have to be
prettier or nicer, just different. Men want variety. I’m sure it
has nothing to do with you.”

“I can’t believe it. I just can’t believe it.
He left me. After twenty years he literally walked out on me for
another woman. Like in the movies.”

It was a good ten minutes before Mom finally
put the car in drive and headed back home. We were both so upset
that we didn’t even eat dinner. I could hear Mom crying in her room
all that evening until I fell asleep.

The next few days were just as bad. Mom
worked in a daycare and managed to pull herself together enough to
continue going to her job, but as soon as she got home she would
collapse on the couch and sob for hours. I felt terrible for her,
but there was nothing I could do.

Even though I had graduated high school two
years earlier, I still lived with my parents. Since I was home
schooled from the age of twelve to graduation, everyone in the
house was used to the current arrangement. The only difference
between being in school and working from home was that Mom no
longer had to make sure I was keeping up with my school work. After
I got my GED, I took several Java Script courses and got a
work-from-home job as a programmer. This was the best possible
outcome for me because I would much rather stay home by myself than
work with others. I had been bullied because of my looks beginning
at the age of around six, so having any contact with other people
made me agitated and uncomfortable.

Mom finally started to get a little better
after a couple of weeks. She had some hope that Dad would come to
his senses and return home, since he never came back for the rest
of his clothes. However, exactly one month after he stormed out of
the house Mom was served with divorce papers by a special courier.
She shakily took the papers and stared blankly as the courier held
a pen for her to sign that she received them.

After that happened Mom seemed to go numb.
She didn’t talk or even cry. In the evening she just sat on the
couch and stared blankly at the wall as if in a trance. I was the
one that had to call a divorce lawyer to represent her. I sent him
the pictures I took with the date stamp on them to prove that Dad
was being unfaithful. Therefore the judge awarded her sixteen
hundred dollars a month in alimony for five years, or one year for
every four that they were married.

The money didn’t seem to matter to her,
although I knew she would eventually appreciate what I did. For a
few days after the divorce was finalized she continued her routine
of getting out of bed, going to work, and coming home to sit on the
couch to stare at the wall. I hoped this phase of mourning the end
of her marriage wouldn’t last. It was depressing to watch day in
and day out. I started to think she was going to have a nervous
breakdown and have to be committed to a mental hospital. However,
her period of mourning was about to end in a very unexpected
way.

I was just getting changed from my day
clothes into my t-shirt and jockeys like I always do around 7
o’clock to play a few hours of video games before I went to bed.
Suddenly Mom marched into my room in a matter-of-fact way and
pushed me down to a sitting position on the bed.

I was as much in shock as she had been when
being served divorce papers. For one thing, Mom never came into my
room. I cleaned up after myself and even washed my own sheets once
a week because I didn’t want to give anyone an excuse to kick me
out of the house. For another thing, she was wearing a black bikini
negligee that was not only see-through but left nothing to the
imagination. I had never seen her wear it before.

“Here, let me take care of you, my handsome
stud,” she said as she knelt next to the bed in front of me.
Without explanation or warning, she pulled my jockeys down to
reveal my dick. It was limp as a noodle, but she took it in both
hands and began to gently rub it. Even though I was paralyzed in
disbelief, it started to become erect almost immediately.

“There we go,” she purred, staring at it.
Without another word she opened wide and bent her neck, sucking it
in. Her head began bobbing up and down in a slow, rhythmic
manner.

I still hadn’t said a word or even reacted.
It was so out of character that I was convinced it must be a dream.
Mom had never so much as hugged me, let alone touched me in a
sexual way. The only affection she ever showed towards anyone was
my father. She wore very conservative clothes that never revealed
anything except maybe her arms and ankles. Even the few times we
went to the beach for vacation years earlier I remembered her
wearing a one piece bathing suit and a cover up, even when she went
in the water. She wasn’t necessarily a prude, but acted as though
the only person who should see any part of her body exposed was her
husband.

Not only that, but it was the first time any
woman had ever touched my genitals in my entire life. I have a face
and body that aren’t attractive to anyone, complete with big ears
and nose, thin lips, lifeless dull brown hair, acne, crooked teeth,
pale skin, and a very thin, frail-looking body. It’s the whole
reason I was home schooled since puberty. I briefly tried using a
dating site, but after six months not one girl ever contacted me.
Therefore the only sexual experience I had was masturbating to porn
on my computer or day dreaming about Mom’s body.

To say I was paralyzed is the literal truth.
For the next five minutes I sat there silently watching my mother’s
head bob up and down. She held the bottom of the shaft with one
hand while the other hand softly caressed my thigh. The feeling was
unlike anything I had ever known before, much better than me
stroking it. Her warm, wet mouth made me shudder over and over.
Finally I could feel an intense orgasm forming that made my whole
body tense up.

With no way to stop it, I ejaculated
forcefully into Mom’s mouth. She slowed down her head bobbing and
swallowed several times. Then she stopped moving altogether as the
remaining bits of semen dribbled out. When my dick started going
limp she raised her head and let it fall from her mouth.

“Very nice, baby,” she said. “I’m sure you
needed that.”

She had never called me “baby” before, so I
started to wonder if she was sleepwalking or having a psychotic
episode. I was just about to ask her what the hell was going on but
she stood up and crawled onto my lap. As she straddled me on the
bed, she pulled my face to her chest with one hand while unhooking
her bra with the other. Her bikini top fell away to reveal her firm
breasts and large, red nipples.

“Go ahead and suckle my tits, baby,” she
moaned, drawing my face towards her.

My lips were pressed firmly against one of
her nipples. I opened my mouth to speak but then found myself with
a mouthful of breast. In the meantime she reached down with her
other hand and began caressing my dick.

I was still paralyzed with shock. Nothing
like this had ever happened before, and there wasn’t any warning to
mentally prepare myself. She had been acting exactly the same since
Dad walked out and hadn’t so much as glanced at me during dinner or
while we watched the news that evening. It’s like she suddenly
either became possessed by a spirit or her brain had a major
malfunction.

“Oh, yes,” she breathed as my dick got hard
again. “You needed me more than I thought,” she said.

She slid off me and stood on the floor
momentarily to quickly pull down her panties before climbing back
onto the bed and pushing me down.

“That’s okay, because I need you, too,” she
moaned in my ear.

Then she climbed further onto the bed and
turned around so that her groin was right above my head. Before I
could react, she settled down on my face as she began to hungrily
suck on my dick again. Her pussy was jammed against my mouth while
my large, pointed nose went practically inside her anus. She
started to rub her pussy against my face, letting out soft moans of
pleasure.

She gave me oral sex for a few minutes before
sitting up and putting her full weight on my face. I could barely
breathe as my face disappeared inside her butt cheeks. All I could
do was put my hands under her butt and lift her up enough to get a
small sliver of fresh air. Mom wiggled on my face and chuckled.

“I figured you would like to eat my ass,” she
said.

She wiggled some more before sliding downward
towards my feet, leaving a trail of wetness down my chin, neck,
chest, and stomach. When she reached my dick she held it up with
one hand and abruptly sat on it with a loud sigh.

“Oh, thank God,” she moaned. “I needed to
feel your long, thick cock inside me.”

It was then I knew she was out of it. My dick
wasn’t long or thick. In fact, it was probably the smallest I had
ever seen, although the only ones I could compare it to were the
guys on the porn sites. Also she knew better than anyone that I was
a virgin. If she was in her right mind at all it would have been
more of a big deal to take my virginity without even talking about
it or mentioning it.

She bounced on me a few times in the reverse
cowgirl position before pausing.

“I like it when my lover supports all my
weight,” she said while moving her feet from the bed to my shins
and placing her hands on my shoulders. At that point no part of her
body was touching the bed, so my frail body was holding up all 140
pounds of her body. When she began bouncing again I couldn’t help
but wince in pain.

“Oh, that feels so good,” she said. “Your
cock is setting my insides on fire.”

After a few minutes my legs started to get
numb and my shoulders were burning with pain. But just as I was
about to say something she stopped moving and climbed off me.

“Sorry, baby,” she said. “I guess I’m out of
shape or I would have done that longer.”

Without pausing she turned around to face me
and guided my dick back inside of her. Then she leaned forward on
her hands as she used her legs to move back and forth. Her breasts
were hanging right above my face and swayed back and forth as she
moved. I was in a trance and still couldn’t speak.

After a dozen strokes she stopped to lean
down and press one of her breasts against my face. When I didn’t
open my mouth to suck on it, she grabbed it with one hand and
pushed it against my mouth even harder. She started rubbing it
against my face until I gave up and opened wide. She sighed in
satisfaction as I sucked on the nipple for a few minutes. Once she
was satisfied she began moving her body again.

“Alright, my handsome stud, hang on tight,”
she said suddenly. She sat up and bent her knees underneath her
body in a squatting position. Then she began to vigorously bounce
up and down as if she was on a trampoline. My eyes must have bugged
out because she looked at my face and laughed.

“See? You’re enjoying this more than I am,”
she said.

After a few minutes she began panting from
her exertions. Even I was panting, and all I had done for the past
half hour was lay motionless. Her breasts flailed around in a blur
of motion and her hair flew in all directions. As she launched
herself off me dozens of times she let out a series of grunts.

“Uuun! Oh! Oof! Oh God!” she yelled over and
over. It was amazing I hadn’t ejaculated again, although I had
never had two orgasms on the same day before.

I lost track of time as we fornicated more
intensely than even the porn stars did. Finally she stopped
bouncing and collapsed on top of me in exhaustion, panting heavily.
We were both sweating and our bodies stuck together like glue. It
was pretty uncomfortable, causing my impending second orgasm to
fade away.

It took several minutes for our breathing to
return to normal.

“That was quite a workout,” she said in my
ear. “My manly stud is more like a stallion tonight.”

I still hadn’t spoken or moved since she came
to my bedroom. You would think at some point I would’ve been able
to at least ask a question, but my sheer innocence in having sex
and the fact that my mother was acting so weird took my voice
away.

I thought we were done, but after we had
cooled off a bit she crawled backward and stood on the floor while
holding one of my hands. She pulled me up until I was standing
right in front of her on the floor.

“We can’t finish until you hold me up for a
minute,” she said with a smile.

With no other warning she jumped into my arms
and wrapped her legs around my waist. I staggered backward several
steps and only kept myself from falling with a major effort. Just
as I regained my balance she reached down and guided my still erect
dick into her pussy.

“Ah, there we go,” she said with a sigh.
“That’s my handsome stud. Now grab my ass and hang on.”

She put her feet on the back of my shins and
began to launch off me using her legs before letting gravity drop
her back down on my dick. She laughed as I grabbed her butt cheeks
with both hands and loudly grunted in my efforts to keep her in the
air while not falling to the floor. I bent my knees slightly to
keep my balance as Mom began to launch off me again and again.

My weak arms and legs were not designed to
have standing sex with anyone, let alone someone who weighed forty
pounds more than me. Within moments I was panting and sweating
profusely.

“I, I can’t, uh, hold you…” I gasped.

Mom paid no attention and in fact started
bouncing on my dick with even more force. I bent my legs further
and strained my arms mightily, but there was no way I could hold
her up for long. After just a few minutes I stumbled backward and
fell to the floor with Mom on top of me. She giggled and didn’t
even pause in her bouncing. As I struggled to sit upright she got
on her knees and moved up and down as fast as she could, as if in
some kind of race. By then both of our bodies were covered in
sweat.

“Mom, wait,” I said breathlessly. Even my
dick was getting sore after over an hour of fornicating.

She didn’t respond. Her face was set in a
look of determination and I knew she wasn’t going to stop until I
ejaculated. Therefore I lay back on the floor and tried to relax.
Mom put her hands on my sunken chest and continued bouncing with
loud grunts and moans. I fixated on her jiggling breasts and even
reached up to grasp them in each hand in an effort to get an
orgasm. After what seemed like an eternity I finally began
ejaculating with several grunts of my own.

Mom could feel the semen shoot into her and
slowly came to a rest.

“Oh, my goodness!” she panted. “Look at us!
We’re all glistening with sweat.”

I couldn’t say or do anything in response
except gasp for air.

She stood up and stretched her arms to the
ceiling. A stream of semen flowed down the inside of her leg as she
stepped over me and bent over to pick up her bra and panties.

“I’d stay and cuddle, but after that workout
I need a shower,” she said with a smile. “I haven’t had a reaming
like that in a long time. My tits and pussy are tingling.”

After Mom left I lay on the floor in a daze,
not able to move or speak. The last memory I had was of disbelief
of what happened. When I woke the next morning in the same position
on the floor it took about five minutes to realize it wasn’t just a
dream.

After taking a shower I found Mom in the
kitchen humming to herself.

“Good morning, sweetie,” she said with a
smile. She was a completely different woman than she was just 24
hours earlier. Just the fact that she was smiling by itself was a
huge change. She also was moving around much quicker and with
purpose, rather than like a zombie as she had been since Dad left.
It was also the first time in weeks that she made breakfast.

“I’m taking the day off,” she announced as
she put a plate of pancakes in front of me.

I was actually starving, so before I started
asking her questions I took several large bites followed by two
large glasses of orange juice.

Mom laughed. “I see that I’m not the only one
with a big appetite this morning.” She sat down next to me and
started eating.

After I had quenched my extreme thirst from
losing so many fluids the prior night, I was finally able to
speak.

“Thank you for the pancakes,” I said, still
chewing. “But are you going to talk about what happened last
night?”

Mom raised her eyebrows. “Talk about it?
Sure, if you want.”

“Well, I mean, what was that all about?”

She looked at me with a puzzled
expression.

“What? You mean having sex? It was great,
wasn’t it? What a workout! After I took a shower I collapsed in bed
and slept right through the night for the first time in months.
Maybe years. My insides are still tingling.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“But, I mean, we’ve never done anything like
that before. Nothing even close.”

“Well of course not, silly,” Mom said. “I was
married before. Now I’m single.”

“Yeah, but, I mean, isn’t it weird? I’ve
never even seen you naked before.”

“Why would you have? I was married.” She made
a face like she didn’t know why I was making a big deal of it.

“I realize that. What I’m saying is…”

“Actually,” she said, looking at me up and
down, “I’m actually getting horny again. Are you done eating?”

“Well, yes, but…”

Mom leaped up from her chair. “I’ll clean up
later. Right now I want you to fuck me. Hard.”

She took my hand and practically dragged me
to the living room. As soon as she reached the couch she pulled off
her night shirt, revealing her naked body underneath. Then she bent
over and pulled down my pants.

“That’s better,” she said with her face near
my crotch. My dick was limp so she stayed bent over and began
sucking on it. Despite the fact that I was almost in as much shock
as I was the previous night, my dick became erect almost
immediately. She continued sucking on it for a few more seconds
while moaning softly.

“Perfect. Now take me,” she said as she sat
on the couch. She slid her butt close to the edge and leaned all
the way back. Adding to my shock, she lifted her legs into the air
and spread them wide apart. “Take me hard, my handsome stud. Fuck
me like a whore. Give it to me good.”

Still confused but getting hornier by the
second, I knelt down and pushed my dick into her. She moaned loudly
and closed her eyes.

“Come on, baby. Fuck the shit out of me.
Don’t hold back.”

I had never in my life even heard Mom use a
curse word, so the fact that she was talking dirty to me was so
bizarre I couldn’t respond. Instead I just began thrusting my hips,
staring at her face and breasts in a daze.

“That’s it, baby. I want to feel your long,
thick cock deep inside me. I want to feel your balls slap against
my ass. Give it to me!”

I half stood up and placed my hands on the
top of the couch to get into a better position before pumping my
hips as fast as I could. I was still exhausted from the previous
night’s sex session, but was able to ram her pretty good. Mom’s
whole body shook from the onslaught.

“Oh, yes!” she screamed. “Fuck me hard! Give
me the business! Make my pussy throb from your thick cock!”

I moved my hips as fast as I could. Mom
continued holding her legs in a V shape and moaned with pleasure.
Her body tensed up and I could see her toes curl in front of my
face.

“Oh, my God!” she yelled. “Oh, baby! I’m
having an, an, uuuuuh! An orgasm! Oh, my God! Uuuuh! Oooooh!”

I slowed down a little to catch my breath as
she had several orgasms in a row, tensing up each time and letting
out a series of screams. I hoped the neighbors didn’t think
something violent was going on in our house!

Finally Mom shuddered and lowered her legs. I
figured she needed a break, so I withdrew and stood up. I looked
down and saw that we were both covered in sweat again.

“You did amazing,” Mom said. She stood up and
leaned in to kiss me with her mouth open. Her tongue probed all
around while both her hands were on my face. It was the first time
I ever made out with anyone. We were both breathing hard through
our noses. She turned her head from side to side, with her tongue
never leaving my mouth.

After a few minutes she pulled back and
looked at me with lust. “Now I owe you a favor.”

She stood and ran from the room. After a few
moments she ran back with a tube in her hand. She squeezed out some
semi-transparent, thick liquid and rubbed it generously on my dick.
Then she turned away from me and bent all the way down until her
hands were on her ankles.

“Take me up the ass, you stud!” she said
breathlessly. “You earned it. Fuck my ass until you cum!”

I didn’t know what to say. Her anus was
exposed right in front of my dick, so I merely moved forward until
it pushed itself inside. The lube allowed it to slide right in even
though it was a tight fit.

“Oh, baby, that’s perfect!” Mom said. “Now
give it to me! Yes, like that! Harder! Harder! Fuck my brains
out!”

I moved my hips as fast as I could, but it
was a tight fit. Mom grunted every time I lunged forward, and
several times I almost knocked her over.

“I’m about the ejaculate!” I yelled. “Do you
want it in your ass?”

In answer, Mom pulled forward and spun around
to face me. Then she fell to the floor and opened her mouth right
in front of my throbbing dick. I complied and ejaculated into her
mouth several times, although some of it splashed onto her nose and
chin.

She held her mouth open until I was done. I
could see a large amount of it pooled on her tongue. Then she
swallowed audibly while looking at me with a smile.

“Damn, that jizz tastes good,” she said. “I
need to taste some of that on a daily basis.”

“Well, the thing is…” I started to say, but
she stood and pushed me onto the couch and climbed on top of me.
Without pause she shoved her breasts into my face and pressed them
against me with both hands.

“These tits are yours,” she stated. “You can
suck them and fuck them whenever you want. Go ahead, baby. Suck the
nipple.”

Since I had just ejaculated, I was finally
able to resist her advances for a moment and pushed her off me.

“Okay, wait a minute,” I said firmly. “Can we
just talk for a second?”

“Of course, baby. Whatever you want to do.”
She had backed up a little bit but still sat straddling my lap with
her breasts in both hands. She rubbed and squeezed them
seductively.

“I’m just very confused by what happened last
night and now this morning. I figured once you got over Dad leaving
you would find a boyfriend. But here you are talking dirty to me
and seducing me into having crazy sex. You know I’m your son,
right?”

Mom nodded. “Yes, of course. I’m not a
lunatic,” she said.

“I know, I know. It’s just so unlike
you.”

“Well, like I said, I was married before and
now I’m divorced. All of a sudden last night I felt liberated and
free. It just hit me out of the blue. And then I got so horny that
I couldn’t stop myself. And I still can’t. I’ve never been so horny
in my life.”

“So, I mean, this is going to continue?”

“If you mean having wild, sweaty,
mind-blowing sex, then yes,” she said matter-of-factly.

“But I’m gross and ugly,” I said.

Mom looked at me with a horrified expression.
“Are you crazy? You’re a handsome stud with a cock that makes me
almost have an orgasm just thinking about it. I need you, and only
you. No one else. I want to stay in the house and have you fuck me
all day. In fact, I want you to sleep in my bed and fuck me all
night, too.”

All I could do was shake my head in wonder.
She couldn’t possibly believe that I’m good looking and want
nothing more than to have sex with me all day, could she?

“What’s wrong? Why are you shaking your
head?”

“It’s just awkward, that’s all. Because of
our relationship. I mean, isn’t it immoral? I know it’s not
illegal, but mothers and sons don’t, uh…”

“Being immoral is subjective. Sex between two
consenting adults is never immoral, in my opinion. All these
religious hypocrites do way worse.”

I shrugged and slowly nodded in agreement.
“That’s true. It’s no one else’s business.”

“So let me ask you: did you like sucking on
my tits?” She held one in front of my face as if presenting Exhibit
A in a court case.

“Well, uh, yeah, I suppose so.”

“And did you like it when I sucked on your
cock and swallowed your cum?”

“Uh, yes, that was pretty awesome.”

She smiled. “And did you like fucking my
brains out?”

I winced at her strong language, but
nodded.

“See? There’s no problem, then,” she said
with a shrug. “We’re both horny, so having wild sex solves a
problem for both of us.”

It was obvious I wasn’t going to get a
satisfactory answer as to why all of a sudden it was perfectly
normal to have sex with me and talk dirty. The only explanation I
could think of was when Dad abruptly walked out and never came back
it was so traumatizing that something in her brain triggered these
thoughts to deal with the situation. I guess it was better than
having a mental breakdown, which is where she was heading. Maybe
she talked like that to my father and I just never heard it before.
It didn’t seem likely with our thin walls, but it was possible. And
at least I was having sex, something I firmly believed would never
happen. Even if she snapped out of it tomorrow, those memories
would stay with me forever.

“I could use some more loving,” Mom said as
she thrust her chest into my face. “These tits need attention, for
starters.”

I shrugged my shoulders and opened my mouth.
She giggled and fed one breast to me, which I sucked on with
renewed lust. She reached down and began stroking my dick.

“Your cock is already getting hard,” she
observed. “See? You’re just as horny as me, if not more.”

She gently rubbed me until I was fully erect
before guiding my dick inside her. She settled down on it with a
sigh and let me continue sucking both breasts.

“This is what I’m talking about,” she moaned.
“Your thick cock inside my pussy and my tits inside your mouth. It
doesn’t get any better than this.”

When I was done sucking on her, she began
moving up and down with her head tilted back and her mouth open. I
leaned back against the couch and played with her breasts. She was
right; this was the most pleasant experience I ever had. Just a few
hours before I was confused and kind of horrified at her behavior.
Now I was hoping that this would never end.

It was even nicer that evening after dinner
when Mom emerged from her bedroom wearing only her lace bra and
panties.

“I think we should turn in early,” she said.
“I know you’ve ejaculated twice already today, but I think you have
one more in you.”

I nodded and followed her to her bedroom. It
was a little weird to see the same bed where my father once slept
and had sex with Mom every night. She could sense my
discomfort.

“Don’t worry,” she said as she took off her
bra and panties. “This is your bed now. And this body is yours.
You’ll get used to it very quickly.”

I slipped off my jockeys and got under the
sheets. I already had an erection, so she climbed on top of me and
guided it inside of her.

“I’m going to show you the difference between
having sex and making love,” she whispered in my ear. Then she took
my head in both hands and started kissing me. I lost track of how
long we made out, but it had to be over an hour. Her tongue probed
my mouth and licked my face over and over while she slowly moved
the lower part of her body just enough to keep my erection hard.
Later she sat up and placed her hands on my chest before riding my
dick slowly and seductively. Every couple of minutes she bent down
to kiss my lips or feed one of her breasts in my mouth, pausing
when she did so. In that way we were able to fornicate for several
hours before I finally ejaculated inside her.

“That’s it, baby, give me your manhood,” she
sighed in the darkness. Her body suddenly tensed up in a long
orgasm. “Oh, my God,” she breathed. “Your cock has given me more
pleasure in two days than your father would give me in a
month.”

When we were both done straining, she climbed
off me and went to the bathroom to wash up. Then she got back into
bed nude and snuggled up next to me with her breasts in my
face.

“I’m so relaxed,” she said. “I’m probably
going to fall asleep, but you can suck on my tits if you want.”

After such a long day of sex I couldn’t even
lift my head. I fell asleep with one of her breasts against my
lips. The next morning I half expected her to have come to her
senses during the night and kick me out of the bedroom. On the
contrary, she woke up at the same time as I did and smiled at
me.

“I think we should both call out sick again
today,” she said as she grabbed my dick with one hand. She looked
at it with lust. “In fact, you better text them now, because I need
to swallow some of your jizz before we even get out of bed.”

How long will her extreme horniness and
pathological desire for my dick last? Only time will tell, but in
the meantime I’m enjoying every minute of it.

 


End

 


***

Excerpt from “Accidental Incest”




After a while I lifted myself off her so she
could reach down and pull off her panties. Then I helped with her
bra before settling back down to make out some more. My arms were
bent under me, letting me grab a breast in each hand to massage
them. After a few more minutes of making out I lowered my head to
kiss her breasts. They tasted even better than I remembered, so I
couldn’t help but suck them in hungrily. Her nipples were hard and
erect, and I chewed on them between sucking and licking all around
her chest.

“Oh my goodness!” she said. “What’s gotten
into you?”

That should have given me pause, since it was
an odd question. Both times Katherine and I had sex, it had been
somewhat frantic and energetic, just like it always is when you
have sex with someone new. But I was so aroused that nothing she
said was really registering with my brain. So instead of pausing a
moment to say, “What do you mean, what’s gotten into me?” and her
responding something like, “Well, you’ve never been like this
before,” and me saying something like, “Uh, I’m always like this.”
Everything would have stopped right there. No oral sex. No
intercourse. No incest! Okay, a make out session had already
happened, but I could’ve lived with that.

No, INSTEAD what I did in answer to her
question was to sit up, turn around, scoot my body to the head of
the bed so my cock was right in her face, deliberately spread her
legs apart, and without ceremony bury my face between them.

She squealed even louder that time, but I
didn’t think much of it. Katherine and I never did the “69” thing.
I gave her oral sex, but not quite as energetically as now. The
first time I did it with Katherine, I positioned myself behind her
and gently licked her pussy while she watched and smiled. But now I
basically opened wide and went to town, licking and sucking her
insides thoroughly as my nose was lodged firmly against her
asshole. After she moaned a few times with pleasure, to my delight
I could feel her warm mouth envelope my cock. One of her hands
gently cupped my balls while the other stroked my ass cheeks. I was
so aroused that I couldn’t help jamming my cock into her mouth time
and again.

“Mmmm! Mph! Mmm!” was all she could manage to
say.

I backed off a bit, not wanting to seem like
a jerk and accidentally choking her. That did the trick, because
she was able to start moving her head back and forth, which felt
even better than me trying to jam it down her throat.

She sucked on me with gusto, moving her head
rapidly and pausing only to lick the shaft and my balls before
sucking the entire thing into her mouth again. The whole time she
kept repeating, “mmm, mmm,” over and over, as if savoring some
delectable dessert.

After what seemed like only a few minutes,
but was probably more like 10 or 15, I abruptly started ejaculating
into her mouth. She squealed again, but thankfully kept her head
steady and took it all in. And believe me, there was a lot. Two
weeks of no sex and no masturbating will do that. Stream after
stream gushed forth. She seemed to hold it in her mouth until it
was full before swallowing. I believe she swallowed a good three
times. The fingers of one of her hands was practically inside the
crack of my butt, which made me ejaculate even more forcefully.

She continued sucking on me for a while
before pulling my limp cock out of her mouth and gasping.

“My God, babe!” she whispered loudly. “Talk
about a load! I’ve never swallowed that much cum in my life!”

I didn’t answer, mainly because I couldn’t.
My mouth was still probing her pussy like I was starving for it.
She seemed to appreciate it quite a lot. After she caught her
breath from all the semen she ingested, she lay back and enjoyed my
tongue lashing.

“Oh, God! Oh, babe! That feels soooo
goooood!” she breathed softly.

I had her buttocks firmly in both hands as I
licked her, and was overcome by how taut and sexy her ass was.
After a few minutes I could feel my cock getting hard again. I
thought to myself, how lucky! Now I can screw her, too, and not
just exchange oral sex!

Oh, the humanity!

I continued sucking her pussy until she
arched her back in an orgasm. I was sweating profusely, so it was
good timing. Lifting myself up, I wiped my forehead on my brother’s
comforter and repositioned myself on the bed so that my groin was
between her legs. Although it was nearly pitch dark, I could see
her raise her legs high in the air and pull them backward with her
hands, as if offering her pussy to me.

“Take me, babe!” she whispered urgently in
the darkness. “Give me your hard cock!”

I didn’t need a second invitation. Lunging
forward, I thrust my penis into her pussy and shuddered with lust.
It was so wet and warm, like nothing I ever experienced. It slid in
with practically no friction. For a moment I paused, remembering
how tight Katherine was when we had sex before. But I reasoned that
my energetic sucking and licking that gave her a huge orgasm must
have opened her up and lubricated things.

Grabbing a leg in each hand, I started
thrusting into her with short, hard jabs. She responded with a
series of low moans and grunts, which encouraged me to thrust even
harder.

 


***

Excerpt from “Side Effects: Taboo Mother
Love”

 


Despite the new dynamic in the house, never
in a million years would I have guessed that our relationship would
take such a strange turn. It was the July Fourth holiday and we
decided to go see a fireworks display in Jefferson City that lasted
until ten o’clock. On an impulse, Mom stopped at a liquor store on
the way home, where she bought several bottles of assorted
alcohol.

“Why not,” she said as she got back in the
car. “I haven’t been drunk in years and feel like I’m crawling out
of my skin.”

It wasn’t like me to stay up past midnight,
but there was a fireworks display on television based out of Los
Angeles that was impressive. Besides, having never seen anyone get
drunk before, I was curious as to what it would be like to see my
mother in such a state.

It didn’t take long for the show to start,
right there in the living room. Mom doesn’t drink alcohol, so by
the third drink she was swaying as she walked and slurring her
speech.

At one point she stumbled upstairs to change
out of her jeans and long-sleeve shirt, and appeared a few minutes
later wearing a long tee shirt and apparently nothing else. When
she sat down on the couch to resume sipping a tall glass of whiskey
and soda, the shirt rode up her thigh to highlight her smooth,
white skin all the way past her waist.

I sat there fascinated by the whole thing.
Mom was normally staid and uptight, but the alcohol had a
remarkable effect on her. She began talking about all sorts of
things with waving arms and animated features, from her feelings
about the scandal at the State Capitol to the outrage of
ill-fitting bras.

“Have you ever seen a woman’s bra?” she
asked. “They are the worst. You have to try on dozens of them
before you find the right fit.”

“Is that a fact?” I said.

“Yup. But I forget that you’ve probably never
seen one, you poor thing. It’s terrible that you grew up in a
crappy little town with no nice girls around.”

“Yes, that’s true.”

She passed an arm over her forehead, as if
wiping away some perspiration. “My goodness it’s hot in here. It’s
always hot. I can’t stand it anymore. We need to get another air
conditioner, or a bigger one.”

It was actually a cool night for that time of
year, but there’s no use arguing with a drunk woman who’s acting
strangely.

She shifted around on the couch and took
another sip from her drink.

“This alcohol isn’t helping. I’m still
crawling out of my skin.”

“Anything I can do?”

“No. I think it’s this damn medication I’m
on. It makes me feel all hot and uncomfortable.”

She took a large gulp from her glass and laid
back, putting her feet on the coffee table.

“Oh, my God. This is bad,” she observed.

When she lifted her legs to the table, her
shirt rode clear up to her stomach and revealed her panty-less form
in full view. I was so startled by the sudden appearance of her
bare buttocks that it was impossible not to stare in awe.

To my horror, Mom noticed me watching her.
However, instead of adjusting her shirt or turning away, she looked
down and spread her legs wide open.

“You’ve never seen one of these, either, have
you?” she asked nonchalantly, as if asking about an exotic fruit or
antique tool. “I couldn’t imagine being eighteen and not seeing the
opposite sex naked before.”

I was struck speechless and couldn’t form a
response.

“Come on over here and have a look if you
want,” she offered with a wave. “Don’t be shy. I don’t bite.”

In a daze, I moved from my chair to the couch
next to her and was rewarded with a clear view of her well-trimmed
pubic area.

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

“Well, I’m kind of far away.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Taste?” I asked.

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

“Um, okay,” I said.

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

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

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

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

 


***

Excerpt from “Extreme Mother Love”

 


She mixed the drinks in the kitchen and came
back into the living room holding the brimming glasses in front of
her. Just as she reached me, her foot snagged on the carpet and she
pitched forward, spilling some of the red liquid on both my shirt
and hers.

“Oh, Gene, I’m so sorry,” she said, setting
the drinks down on the table. “Here, give me your shirt and I’ll
get you another one. It’s okay, I’ll get one from your drawer.”

I pulled off my shirt and handed it to her,
feeling a little strange sitting there on the couch in my jockey
shorts. Mom walked off to the laundry room with it, muttering about
what a klutz she was.

When she came back, she had taken her own
shirt off and was just wearing a black lace bra. My eyes bugged out
at the sight of her breasts spilling out of the top, bouncing
seductively as she moved.

“I’m so sorry, Gene. That was all my fault,”
she said, sitting down next to me.

“No problem. A clean shirt will fix things,”
I said.

“Well, I just feel bad, that’s all,” she
said. Without warning she put her arms around me and squeezed.

“Um, what’s going on?” I asked.

“Nothing. Just apologizing for ruining your
shirt.”

“It’s really no big deal,” I said. “Here,
I’ll go get another shirt.”

I went to get up, but she pushed me down and
laid on top of me with her breasts in my direct line of sight.

“I just wish there was something I could do
to make things right,” she said.

“Well, like I said, a clean shirt would
really do the trick.”

Instead of answering, she nuzzled her face
into my neck and hugged me.

“Um, Mom? Are you alright?”

“No, not really. I guess I’m lonely,” she
said.

“Oh. Okay. I don’t mind hugging if it helps.
You just don’t seem to be yourself.”

She sat up and looked me in the face. “Do you
get lonely sometimes, Gene?”

“Sure. Everyone probably does at some
point.”

She continued looking at me. Then without
warning she bent down and kissed me on the lips. At first I thought
it was just going to be a quick one, but we remained in a lip lock
for a good minute. Compounding my confusion, she suddenly opened
her mouth and stuck out her tongue.

Things were just getting too weird. Over the
past two decades she rarely even put her hand on my shoulder let
alone lay on me half naked and French kiss. I put my hands on her
shoulders and pushed on her.

“Mom, what are you doing?”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said with wide eyes, as
if she was genuinely surprised at my bewilderment. “It’s probably
awkward to make out with your mother, huh?”

“Um, yeah it is!”

“Okay. Let’s just skip ahead, then.” As I
watched in silent amazement, she sat up and took off her bra. “Is
that better?”

The term “tongue tied” had new meaning. I
literally couldn’t speak as her bare breasts quivered in front of
my face.

She must have taken my silence as an
approval, because she nodded her head and slid upwards so that her
chest was positioned above my face. My paralysis continued as she
aimed one of her breasts at my mouth and dropped down on top of me.
The nipple pushed against my lips, forcing them apart until it
grazed against my teeth.

At that point my voice came back, but if I
opened my mouth to speak, her breast would have spilled inside. So
I chose to simply wait her out as my mouth salivated
uncontrollably.

It turned out to be a flawed policy. Every
time I swallowed, her breast pushed a little further inside. Within
ten minutes my mouth was almost full of her flesh.

By that time my hormones were in overdrive,
causing my cock to throb and my good judgment to fail. With a shrug
of defeat I opened my mouth wide and allowed her breast to squeeze
in. My tongue brushed back and forth against her nipple.

“Okay, good,” Mom said. “I was getting
worried for a minute there.”

She let me suck on her for a few more minutes
before reaching back and slipping off her skirt. When it got down
to her knees, she said, “Here, hold on a second.” She sat up and
pulled it off completely, revealing her nudity underneath. Then she
pulled my jockeys down until my cock was exposed to the world.

“Perfect,” she said while looking at it. “Now
in you go.”

She reached underneath her and pushed my cock
until it was standing upwards before nonchalantly sitting down on
it. I was struck speechless again as I felt it penetrate deep into
her pussy.

“There. That should do it.”

I still had no idea what half her comments
meant, but by then there was no going back. My cock was on fire
from being so horny, so I had to just lay back and let things
happen. There was time for explanations and clarifications
later.

Once my cock was settled inside her and she
took a few practice strokes by moving her hips up and down, she
lowered her breasts back onto my face and wiggled them until my
mouth opened and admitted one inside.

If Mom hadn’t been acting so strange for the
past few weeks, I would have thought it was all a dream. To feel my
cock inside my mother while sucking on one of her breasts
definitely qualified as the most surreal experience of my life.

“There you go, that’s it,” Mom said as I
resumed sucking on her. She kept her eyes closed while moving her
hips as if trying to concentrate fully on her erotic task.

 


***

Excerpt from "My Mother is a Prostitute?"

 


“Jesus, enough already!” I shouted. “You want
me to barf right here, for God’s sake?”

“Oh, sorry. Yeah, that was hardcore. You
aren’t pissed at me, are you?”

“Yeah, a little. What a great friend you
turned out to be. Finding out my mother is a hooker and freakin’
screwing her senseless. What the hell, man? Don’t you have any
decency?”

“I know, I know. If I thought about it I
would have done things differently, but I wasn’t thinking at the
time. You know how guys are. I couldn’t resist. Especially when I
came in and saw her buck naked. That was insane. She has the
hottest body I’ve ever seen.”

“Oh boy. You better stop talking now before I
get more upset than I am already.”

“Sorry.”

I couldn’t concentrate on anything that day
to save my life. The visions of my mother as a high-class hooker
who sold her body on a daily basis was such a shock that for hours
I refused to believe it, no matter how compelling Brad’s story was.
I always thought that prostitutes came from broken homes and had no
respect for themselves or their bodies. How else could you let guy
after guy have their way with you every day to satisfy their
perverted, disturbing sexual needs? I could just imagine how many
hundreds of guys she had sex with over the years. The thought made
me sick. The fact that she didn’t make Brad use a condom was even
more sickening. She must have several kinds of diseases after all
that time.

And yet Mom grew up in an affluent
neighborhood with both parents and every opportunity to do whatever
she wanted for a living. In fact, she has a four year business
degree from the local college and could have gotten a job in almost
any business setting. So why she would choose to debase herself
when there are so many other opportunities was baffling to say the
least.

I knew that if I confronted her about it,
there would be a major fight about how I need to mind my own
business. She’s that kind of woman. Very independent, very
intelligent, and very stubborn. If she enjoyed her “work” and was
making good money, the fact that I knew about it wasn’t going to
get her to stop.

That evening I did my best to pretend nothing
was wrong, but it was very difficult. Every time I looked at her,
all I could do was picture Brad sucking on her breasts and
thrusting into her like an insane monkey. The thought of his semen
on her face nearly made me vomit during dinner.

The more I thought about the whole situation,
the angrier I got. How could she let strange men into the same
house as her own son? What if she got AIDS or some other horrible
disease? Who was going to take care of me? Sure, I’m eighteen, but
have no way of supporting myself at this point.

Even worse, she was carrying on an illegal
activity. The police could come by at any time and haul her off to
jail, leaving me high and dry. They may even tell me I have to
move, so then I’d have to move in with Dad, whose house is a pig
sty.

I knew I’d have to confront her about it at
some point. There was no way for me to go on living that way and
pretend that I knew nothing. Some part of me wanted to get her to
stop prostituting herself as well. If she didn’t have a disease at
that point, it was only a matter of time before she would get
one.

Knowing how stubborn she is, I had to get her
to do something really degrading in order to make her stop. The
blindfold trick that Brad and Darren used certainly gave me some
ideas. With Darren’s help, perhaps I could get her to unknowingly
have sex with some guy that would make her feel humiliated. But the
thought of someone making her do degrading things while I watched
through a window was more than I could take. Besides, there is
little doubt that many guys have done degrading things to her in
the past and it didn’t do anything to make her quit.

Thoughts of tricking her into having sex with
a dirty old man or something along those lines would backfire as
well. It couldn’t be anyone who smelled bad or was morbidly
overweight, since she would immediately put a stop to things.

It finally dawned on me that the only thing
which would possibly make her quit this horrible profession was to
trick her into having sex with someone that would horrify her to no
end. And the only person that fit the bill was me.

A week earlier, such a thought would never
have entered my head. Even though I knew she was beautiful and had
a nice body, she was my mother and not a sex object. Once I learned
the truth, those familial feelings I always had faded from mind. If
she was a sex object to every other guy in the area, why not to me
as well? Besides, I was possibly saving her life by going through
with such a plan, no matter how perverted it was.

 


***

Please check out my other titles. Thank you
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