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The Favor




As I sat naked in my father’s recliner and
watched as Mom desperately tried to get me aroused again by
gyrating her exposed buttocks in front of my face, there was plenty
of time to contemplate how we ended up in this bizarre situation.
None of my friends would believe it even if I had the guts to tell
them.

Mom and Dad have been married for twenty
years. Mom has always been beautiful and young looking, with long,
blonde hair, soft features, sexy legs, and a large, firm bosom. It
was a wonder she stayed single long enough for my father to marry
her when she was nineteen.

As far back as I can remember, she’s always
wanted to have a lot of children. It’s been a major topic of
conversation and arguments that came to a head last year. Dad has
resisted the idea for a long time, claiming to be exhausted from
dealing with my medical issues (I have asthma and a host of
allergies) and all the drama that came with them. However, Mom
became insistent, finally giving him an ultimatum right at the
dinner table.

“I’m turning thirty-eight next month,” she
said, her fork poised in the air like a trident. “The longer we
wait, the more likely that the baby will have the very health
problems that you’re so afraid of.”

Dad shook his head and stared at his peas. “I
just don’t know if I have the energy to deal with another baby at
my age.”

“Well, you’ve had eighteen years to recover
from the last one. And besides, I’ll be doing all the work. You can
sleep in the guest room with the door shut for a few weeks after
the baby’s born so you won’t even have to listen to the
crying.”

“It’s not that simple.”

Mom put her fork down and gave him a level
stare. “Ron, we’ve been through this time and again. Either we’re
having a baby, or I’m going to leave and find someone who will be
more understanding to my needs.”

We all knew that Dad lost the battle at that
point. He wasn’t about to let her leave no matter how strongly he
felt about the subject. Mom has been nothing but a model wife for
him: keeping the house clean, cooking dinner every night, showing
him affection, and bringing home a nice income as a marketing
consultant.

For a couple of months there were absolutely
no arguments, so I assumed Dad was giving her a regular servicing
of sex for her pregnancy project. However, one night as I was
coming down the stairs from taking a shower, I heard them talking
in the living room. The conversation was of a personal nature, so I
discreetly stopped in my tracks.

“It just doesn’t make sense that I’m not
pregnant yet,” Mom was saying softly.

“I don’t know what to tell you,” Dad said.
“I’m doing my part. God knows, I’m putting out even when I’m not in
the mood, once a day. What more can I do?”

“I don’t know, but something isn’t
right.”

“Sometimes it takes a while. I’ve known
couples who had to wait for months.”

There was silence, then Mom said, “I think
you should go to the doctor. Just to be sure that nothing’s
wrong.”

“What could be wrong?”

“You never know. Maybe the doctor can give
you some advice.”

“I really doubt that.”

They went back and forth about it, so I
finally gave up trying to go downstairs and went back to my room to
play video games.

A few days later I got home from school to
find Mom crying on the couch. She didn’t hear me come in and nearly
jumped out of her skin when I asked her what was wrong.

“What? Oh, nothing. It’s fine.”

“Well, there must be something wrong. You
don’t just cry for no reason.”

Mom shook her head and groaned. “It’s
nothing. I just got some bad news from the doctor.” She winced as
if upset that she just told me what was supposed to be a secret.
“But it’s no big deal,” she added hastily.

“Is it about Dad?” I asked, taking off my
backpack and sitting down.

“No! Well, yes.” She sighed and stood up.
“Look, just don’t say anything to your father right now. Okay?
Please? I need to think about things.”

She walked into the kitchen to make dinner,
muttering to herself. I knew she wasn’t in the mood to talk about
what the doctor told her any further, so I went upstairs to change
and do my homework.

By the time Dad came home from the factory,
Mom had composed herself and acted as though everything was normal.
I was dying to stay something, but held my tongue out of respect
for her wishes.

A week later, she was waiting for me at the
door as I got off the bus.

“I need to talk to you about something,” she
said, leading me to the living room. Once we were seated, she
turned and gazed at me with a strange look in her eyes. “You have
to promise that you won’t tell your father anything about this,”
she said.

“Okay, I won’t tell.” My curiosity was
overwhelming at that point. I had never been privy to a big secret
before.

Mom sighed and studied her fingernails
nervously. “Do you remember that day you saw me crying?”

“Yes.”

“I had gotten a call from the doctor saying
that your father, is, is…he’s sterile,” she stuttered while
fighting to hold back tears.

“Oh, no! How did he take it?”

“The thing is, I haven’t told him. In fact, I
said that the doctor called and everything is normal.”

It was my turn to stare at her. “But why?
He’ll probably be happy about it. Besides, won’t he find out sooner
or later?”

“Maybe, maybe not. I’m hoping he won’t.”

“I’m confused. Won’t he notice that you
aren’t getting pregnant?”

Mom studiously kept her eyes averted from
me.

“I’ve been thinking about that day and night.
You know that I want a child more than anything, right Bobby?”

“Yes.”

“But now that your father finally relented
and tried his best to give me what I want, I can’t just leave him
because he’s sterile.”

“I would hope not!”

“So my options are limited. We don’t have
enough money for me to get artificially inseminated and I don’t
want to sleep with some stranger. And even if I did, I would want
the baby to at least resemble your father.”

“Um, okay.” I had no idea where she was going
with the conversation.

“So, that, uh, that basically leaves
you.”

“Me?”

“Yes, you.”

“I don’t understand.”

She paused, as if wavering whether to tell me
her thoughts. Then she assumed a determined look.

“Have you ever had sex?” she asked
suddenly.

“Yes. Why?”

“I’m going to ask you to do something. You
don’t have to if you don’t want, but please don’t ever tell anyone
that I asked this question.”

It finally dawned on me about where the
conversation was going, so all I could do was nod my head
dumbly.

Mom took a deep breath. “Would you be willing
to impregnate me?”

There was silence for a long time as I tried
to get my voice back and respond without sounding like an
idiot.

“You mean, by…by having…sex?” I finally
asked.

“Yes. I know it’s a lot to ask, but that’s
how desperate I am. If we had the money, all I’d ask for is your
sperm, but that fire we had last year took away all of our savings.
So it’s either we do this or I never have a child.”

I couldn’t form a response, but Mom let me
off the hook.

“You don’t have to answer right now. Think
about it for a couple days.”

After she went into the kitchen, it was
fifteen minutes before I could get my legs moving to go to my room.
The thought of having sex with a beautiful woman was certainly
tempting, but because she’s my mother, such as act would be
awkward, to say the least. It was even awkward at the dinner table
that night and the next and we hadn’t done anything yet.

Two days later, she stopped me as I walked in
the door.

“So, have you thought about my request?”

“Yes. It’s going to be weird to have sex with
you, but I’d be willing to try. I know it couldn’t have been easy
to ask me.”

“It was the hardest thing I ever had to do,”
Mom said, nodding. “That was probably harder than actually having
sex will be.” Boy, did she turn out to be wrong!

“So, when do you want to try?”

“Right now, if you’re up for it. But that’s
up to you.”

“No, that’s fine.”

For all of my nonchalance, my armpits
suddenly broke out into a sweat as we walked up the stairs. Both of
my sexual experiences turned out badly, and ever since then I had
almost an aversion to sex. The first time was with a good friend
who was also a virgin. As soon as I entered her, she began yelling
that it hurt and to get out of her. My penis was stained with
blood, making her scream even louder. Then she swore to never have
sex again.

The second time was with a friend at one of
the rare parties I attended. We went into the guest room and locked
the door. She pulled down her pants and bent over the bed so I
could enter her from behind. After taking a few strokes, she
started telling me to make sure to withdraw before I came because
she wasn’t on birth control. Then she repeated herself every ten
seconds, making me self conscious and nervous. After a few minutes
I lost my erection while inside her and it never came back.

With those two terrible experiences in mind,
I followed Mom to my bedroom, where she thought it would be the
safest place to be in case Dad came home early. Without much
fanfare, she climbed onto my bed and lay down.

“You can stop anytime you’re uncomfortable,”
she said.

“Okay.”

I just stood there stupidly waiting for her
to give me directions.

“Is something wrong?” she asked.

“No, I’m just not sure what you want me to
do.”

“Oh, God! I’m sorry. Go ahead and pull down
your pants. I’ll close my eyes if you want.” As she spoke, she
lifted her hips off the bed and pulled down her shorts and
underwear.

The sudden sight of my mother’s vagina was
startling, especially because it had very little hair and therefore
was the first time I ever saw the folds of skin that lie underneath
the normal carpet that most girls have. However, I maintained the
presence of mind to pull down my own pants and sit on the bed next
to her.

“You can get on top of me,” she said with one
hand over her eyes.

“Okay, but I’m not ready yet,” I said,
looking at my limp penis.

“Oh, I’m sorry.” She opened her eyes and
peeked at me. “I’m a little surprised. I thought all guys your age
were always horny.”

“Not me. I had a couple of bad experiences
with girls, so it’s hard for me to get aroused, I guess.”

Mom sat up on her elbows with a look of
concern. “Oh, honey! I had no idea.” She looked down at her shirt
and shrugged. “Maybe I’ll take off my shirt and we can lay together
for a few minutes.”

Sitting up straight, she pulled off her
shirt, and then, seeing my penis still as limp as a noodle,
unhooked her black bra, exposing her bare breasts.

“There. You can either lay on me or just hang
out for a minute, up to you,” she said, lying back down and closing
her eyes. “Just take your time.”

I stared at her round, perfectly shaped
breasts for a couple of minutes, taking note of her soft, clear
skin and pink, erect nipples. I had a sudden urge to bend my head
to suck on them, but that would not have gone over so well.

Just as I was about to ask for more
direction, there was movement down below. As I positioned myself
over her, my penis rubbed against her leg.

Mom smiled. “That’s a good boy. Go ahead and
enter me whenever you’re ready.”

Despite my limited experience, her vagina was
spread wide open, so it wasn’t hard to figure out what needed to be
done. I guided my penis to the opening and placed both hands on the
bed before pushing my hips forward. It was hard to keep from
moaning as the shaft slid in with ease until my balls were pressed
against her body.

“That’s great, Bobby. You’re doing just
fine.”

“Thanks,” I said, wincing at my choice of
comeback. But then I began thrusting my hips, and all awkwardness
went away as a warm, tingly feeling spread from my groin to my
entire body.

Mom kept her eyes closed as I pumped her, so
I felt comfortable focusing my gaze on her bare breasts a few
inches in front of my face as they swayed from my movements. To my
delight, her hands came up and rested on my back, caressing me
gently.

It was very unfortunate that my orgasm sprang
out of nowhere. It happened so fast that I didn’t have time to
think about what to do or how to handle it. Having never ejaculated
inside a woman before and remembering the orders of my friend at
the party, I instinctively withdrew from Mom’s body just as the
semen began to flow.

Mom opened her eyes in surprise just in time
to see a powerful stream of cum fly from my groin all the way into
her face with a splash. The next stream hit her chin before she had
time to react.

“Bobby, what the hell are you doing?” she
yelled, holding up her hands as the third stream struck the
underside of her breasts.

I quickly came to my senses, but it was too
late. Before I could push back inside her to deposit my seed, the
last of it fell onto her stomach as she shook her head in
disbelief.

“Bobby! The whole point of this was to get me
pregnant! Why in God’s name did you ejaculate all over me?”

“I’m sorry! One of the girls I had sex with
kept yelling to pull out. It just came so quickly there was no time
to think. I’m really, really sorry.”

Mom sighed and shook her head. “I just can’t
believe you did that. I have your sperm all over me now. Can you
get off me so I can wash up, please?”

“Oh, sure. Sorry.”

I rolled off her and got a final glimpse of
my semen dripping down her face, chest, and stomach as she ran to
the hallway bathroom to wipe herself down. By the time she came
back, the clock read 4:30. Dad was set to be home in thirty
minutes.

“Damn it, Bobby. Now we don’t have time to
try again. What a waste.” She shook her head at me while gathering
her clothes. “Can we try again tomorrow?”

“Yes, definitely. I promise I’ll never do
that again.”

“You better not.”

Rather than being a little more relaxed after
my first sexual encounter with my mother, if anything I was even
more nervous when we went upstairs the next day to try again.
Observing the look on my face, she immediately perceived that
getting aroused would be difficult, so without a word she stripped
naked before climbing onto the bed and sitting down.

“Maybe I’ll be on top today, if that’s okay
with you,” she said as I pulled down my pants.

“Yes, that’s fine.”

My penis remained limp in spite of the fact
that Mom sat on my groin and rubbed my chest seductively with both
hands. Perceiving no movement beneath her, she bent down until her
breasts were hanging inches from my face.

“I guess you can touch them if you want,” she
offered. “We don’t have much time to waste just sitting here. No
sucking, though. I need to draw the line somewhere.”

It sounded a little strange that she was okay
with us having intercourse but sucking on her breasts was “over the
line,” but they were her rules. With my mouth watering, I took one
in each hand and gently squeezed them, watching the nipples become
erect to my touch.

After a few minutes, my penis finally came
alive and pressed against her inner thigh.

“Thank God,” Mom sighed as she grabbed the
head and placed it near the opening. “I was about to give up.”

Taking a deep breath and briefly glancing at
me with some regret, she sat down on my groin until the shaft was
all the way inside. It felt drier and tighter than the day before.
Mom seemed to notice too by the way she was wiggling her hips all
around in an effort to loosen things up.

Her juices started flowing a short time
later, so she placed both hands on my chest and began moving up and
down. Her eyes were shut tight as if she was imagining someone
other than her son lying beneath her, so I took the opportunity to
stare at her chest like a pervert. It was so sexy and perfect that
I found it impossible to tear my gaze away. Even in the nudie
magazines I’d seen, her large, firm breasts had most of those women
beat by a mile.

Within five minutes I was completely relaxed
and enjoying the experience immensely. Everything about it was sexy
to me, from her hands placed firmly on my chest, to her stomach and
breasts moving slowly up and down on me, to her smooth legs on
either side on my waist, to her bare feet wedged under my thighs.
Her face was a picture of resignation to the situation, but it was
at peace rather than in distress. If she displayed any discomfort,
I probably would have lost my erection.

She slowly moved up and down for a while,
then opened her eyes and looked at me.

“Are you close to coming yet?” she asked.

“No, I don’t think so.”

“Well, we need to get moving. I have to start
the hamburgers soon. Do you mind if I move faster?”

“No, that’s fine.”

She nodded and closed her eyes again as she
picked up the pace. Within half a minute she was bouncing on me at
triple the speed she started out, causing her breasts to heave and
the bed to vibrate with every contact of our bodies.

There was little feeling on the tip of my
penis despite Mom’s frantic movements. I guess that’s why it takes
me so long to have an orgasm unless there is some psychological
stimulation as well. On that day the thing that put me over the
edge was the way Mom began panting from her efforts. It was an
amazing sight to see her head thrown back and her tongue peeking
out of the corner of her mouth as she tried to coax the semen out
of my body and into hers.

As it did the day before, an orgasm came out
of nowhere and erupted from my penis almost without warning. Mom
was firmly lodged against me this time, though, so all of my
precious seed shot deep inside her. She opened her eyes and smiled
as it flowed in gushes, since I did nothing to hold it back as I
did previously.

“Excellent, Bobby. That’s great. Let’s just
sit here for a second to make sure it all settles into me. If I get
off you too quickly, some of it might drip out.”

“No problem.” It gave me a little more time
to gaze at her chest, although she attempted to cover it with her
arms.

“Okay, I think that should do it,” she said,
slowly lifting off me until my penis fell out of its sanctuary and
plopped onto my stomach unceremoniously. “Thank you, Bobby, I
appreciate it.”

“You’re welcome,” I said as she reached for
her underwear. “So is that it? Are we done?”

“No, it usually takes several times to get
pregnant. I’d rather keep going, if that’s okay with you. I’ll keep
taking pregnancy tests and let you know when it’s positive.”

For some reason it was only at that moment
that the full ramifications of what we were doing hit me. Until
then all I had focused on was the thought of having sex with my
mother. When she someday announced that she was positive, it meant
that I was going to be a father. Perhaps not in the traditional
sense, since my own father would be raising the child as his own,
but still, I would be the biological father to my mother’s child.
The thought filled me with new anxiety and apprehension.

Dad had to go on a mandatory employee safety
training seminar out of town that weekend, so Mom asked me if we
could get together that morning for sex and perhaps the afternoon
or evening as well. I nodded my assent but worried if it was
possible for me to get aroused even once that day, let alone
twice.

The morning session wasn’t so bad. Mom served
me a nice breakfast of pancakes and bacon before taking me by the
hand and leading me upstairs. She still had on a short bathrobe,
which she pulled off upon entering my room to reveal her nakedness
underneath.

“How are you feeling today?” she asked while
perching herself on the edge of my bed and crossing her legs.

“A little nervous,” I said, pulling down my
pants. “The fact that I’m going to father my mother’s child is
starting to weigh on me.”

“Are you having second thoughts?” Mom
asked.

“No, not really. It’s just making me more
nervous. I don’t feel aroused right now.” For evidence, my penis
lay limply under her concerned gaze.

“Well, at least today we have more time to
relax,” she said, reaching out her arms. “Why don’t you come here
and give me a hug.”

We embraced for a few minutes before she
kissed my cheek and beckoned me to lie down. When I was prone on
the bed, she crawled on top of me and placed her breasts over my
face. Then she reached down and grasped my penis with one hand.

“Does this bother you?” she asked.

“No,” I croaked.

“Okay, good.”

She began rubbing it up and down while moving
her chest back and forth above me as if putting on a show.
Surprisingly, even a combination hand job and tit dance didn’t give
me an erection.

“I didn’t want to do this,” Mom sighed after
a few minutes of fruitless rubbing, “but it’s pretty clear that we
need to try other things. Otherwise we won’t be able to get in two
encounters today.”

“That’s fine. Whatever you want.”

“I’m going to turn around and lay on you. I
don’t want you to touch me down there, though. Okay? You can touch
my legs, but not my butt.”

“Okay.”

She sat up and rotated 180 degrees until she
was facing my feet before lying back down again. Happily for me,
she spread her legs wide in front of my face, giving me a wonderful
view of her vagina and anus from a perspective I never dreamed of
having with anyone, let alone my own mother.

But the joy didn’t stop there. After trying
to rub my penis again for a few minutes with both hands, she gave
up and resignedly put it into her mouth. Her warm tongue sent
shivers up my spine as my gaze was transfixed by the sexy butt hole
a few inches in front of me.

I couldn’t see her head, but felt it bob up
and down as her fingers caressed my balls and inner thighs. It was
plainly not her first blowjob by the way she used a combination of
bobbing, roving tongue, and exploring fingers to give me the total
experience.

My stubborn penis continued to hold out for
more than ten minutes, but as soon as I focused on Mom’s round,
smooth butt cheeks, I could feel something happening. Suddenly her
head movements became slower as my manhood came to life inside her
mouth. She continued to suck on me for a short time to make sure I
was completely hard.

“Boy, you’re really making me work for this,
aren’t you?” she said, only half joking. “I hope you can relax so
we don’t have to go through this craziness every time.”

“Me, too,” I said, but didn’t mean it. The
time Mom spent getting me aroused was becoming more fun that the
actual intercourse.

“Why don’t you get on top of me this time,”
she said. “I’m self conscious about my breasts bouncing up and down
like yesterday. It was not pleasant to have my son stare at them
like that for so long.”

“Sorry, but I needed something to keep me
aroused.”

“No, I know. You didn’t do anything wrong.
Maybe I’ll put my legs in the air so you can focus on them instead.
Alright?”

“Sure.”

Mom slid to the edge of the bed and lifted
her legs into a wide V with her toes pointed to the ceiling. Then
she indicated for me to stand on the floor and enter her from
behind.

“You can hold onto my ankles for leverage if
you want,” she offered.

“Thanks.”

I grabbed one of her shins in each hand and
pushed myself into her. The passage was warm and wet, so it slid in
without an issue. There was even a low squishy sound as I pushed
forward that made Mom blush.

Almost as soon as I began thrusting into her
body, I noticed that her breasts were quivering and shaking. For a
while I stood there fascinated, but Mom spoiled the fun.

“Bobby, you were supposed to be looking at my
legs, not my chest. Don’t make me put my shirt on.”

“Sorry. Couldn’t help it.”

I refocused on her legs, which were now
resting on my chest with her arched feet on either side on my head.
My hands rubbed against the tops of her thighs while I turned my
head and stared at her sexy toes. Mom noticed but didn’t say
anything, no doubt thinking it was better than staring at her
shaking breasts.

We fornicated for fifteen or twenty minutes
in that position without much promise that I was going to come
anytime soon. However, to my surprise, Mom moaned softly and arched
her back as if experiencing some great pleasure. Her eyes were
squeezed tightly shut so I was able to steal a few glances at her
breasts as they shook sexily. The sight put me over the edge,
causing me to ejaculate with a shudder. Mom was seemingly in the
throes of passion, so I quickly stuck out my tongue and licked the
arch of her foot a couple times.

She lay there for a while after I finished
coming. Soon she got an embarrassed look on her face and covered
her breasts with both hands.

“Thanks again, Bobby,” she said sheepishly.
“And sorry I got carried away there. I hope it wasn’t too weird to
see me like that.”

“Oh, I didn’t really notice anything,” I
lied.

“Good.” She lifted her legs off my shoulders
and rolled over. “Let’s rest for a few hours and try again later.
Okay? It’s that time of the month when I’m most fertile, so I want
to do it as many times as possible.”

“Okay, I’ll try.”

That evening was perhaps the most awkward and
sexy experience I’ll ever have. Mom suggested that we have sex
downstairs to change things up so that I might get aroused easier.
When I came downstairs from taking a soothing shower, she was
waiting for me on one of the kitchen barstools wearing only a black
bra and underwear.

“Come on over here and sit on the chair,” she
said, pointing to Dad’s recliner. I was a bit shocked that she was
going to start a sexual session with her son in the place that Dad
spent most of his time, but maybe she thought it would be a turn-on
for me.

It wasn’t. If anything, I felt dirty sitting
naked on that chair and quickly had the urge to take another
shower. Mom took off her bra and underwear before climbing onto my
lap and sitting down.

“How are you feeling?” she asked.

“Alright.”

She waved her breasts in my face. “You don’t
know how grateful I am that you’re doing this, sweetie. Let me know
what I can do to get you in the mood.”

“Well, your behind did it for me a couple
times,” I said.

“Really? You think my butt is sexy? Hum. I
thought you were a breast guy.”

She turned around in the chair so that her
back was to me and bent over until her hands were on my shins. Her
butt was sticking up in the air near my chest, giving me a nice
view of her legs, buttocks, and back. If I peeked around I could
even see her breasts hanging over my legs.

“This is nice,” I commented.

“Thank you. Is it working?”

“Not yet.”

She remained poised there for a few minutes,
every so often glancing at my penis, but there was no movement.

“What if I moved around a little. Would that
help?”

“Probably.”

Immediately she began to do a little dance,
shaking her hips back and forth and around in a circle. It was a
highly erotic scene, but with my own butt cheeks firmly planted
where Dad’s had been for so many years, even a dozen belly dancers
and strippers probably wouldn’t have gotten me aroused at that
point.

“Okay, let’s try the couch,” Mom finally said
with a sigh. “Lay down on your back.”

I did as she told me and watched as she threw
one leg over my head and lay down on me. Her own head was
positioned at my groin while her vagina was practically in physical
contact with my mouth. You would think being so close to her
genitals that I could smell them would have done the trick, but the
odor was both a turn off and a turn on at the same time, canceling
itself out.

After another few minutes without so much as
a tingle, Mom again sighed and took my penis in her hand.

“I guess we’ll have to resort to this again,”
she said, guiding it into her mouth.

As crazy as it sounds, Mom sucked and licked
me for a good fifteen minutes without eliciting any physical
reaction from me. That must be some kind of world record based on
the porn videos I’ve seen.

“I need a break,’ she said, sitting up. “I’m
not used to doing that for so long.”

Whether she meant to do it or not, when she
sat up her vagina touched against my lips and her anus pressed
against my nose. Without thinking about it, I stuck my tongue out
and penetrated her pussy lips, tasting the sour fluids that filled
the inside.

I half expected Mom to turn around and slap
me, but she didn’t move. Perhaps she was getting so desperate to
get me aroused that the thought of her son licking her genitals
wasn’t so bad after all.

Despite the unappealing taste of her insides,
the thought of licking my mother in that most private area was
highly arousing, causing my penis to suddenly come to life. She saw
it and sighed with relief.

“Thank goodness. I didn’t know what else to
do at this point,” she said. “Why don’t you sit up and I’ll
straddle your lap.”

“Really?”

“Yes. I know my breasts will be waving in
your face, but I’m afraid that you’ll lose your erection if they
aren’t. It’s almost mortifying that I have to keep my son
stimulated with my chest like this, but desperate times call for
desperate measures.”

It was hard not to smile as she positioned
herself above me and settled on my lap. Soon she was bouncing up
and down like a pogo stick, grunting softly every time her body
crashed against mine.

The show in front of my face was one for the
history books. Her breasts danced and gyrated in circles as she
moved her hips around in order to stimulate my penis as much as
possible. Her hands gripped my shoulders like a vice and her head
was thrown back in a look of pleasure. Perhaps she was faking it in
order to keep me aroused, in which case she is a darn good
actor.

The minutes ticked by as she continued
slamming against me. Her breath was soon coming in gasps and her
skin glistened with sweat. Even though I was just sitting there
enjoying the view, I began to feel breathless as my asthma kicked
in. For a few minutes I had to close my eyes and take a few deep
breaths until the episode passed.

Mom paid no attention. If anything, her
bouncing movements quickened as I struggled with my affliction. Her
grunts became louder and the sweat began to drip down the middle of
her chest. Every so often one of her nipples grazed against my nose
or lips as she moved, sending a tingling sensation to my groin.

Her best efforts just weren’t enough, though.
After what must have been a half hour of nonstop intercourse, she
paused to catch her breath and glanced at my face.

“Goodness, Bobby!” she panted. “Aren’t you
ready to come yet?”

“No, not really,” I said.

“Man, I feel sorry for your future wife. This
is like real work! But I know it isn’t your fault. What else can I
do?”

I glanced at her breasts heaving in front of
me. “You don’t want to hear this, but getting to suck on you would
probably do it.”

Mom shook her head and sighed. “Oh, what the
hell. You’ve already licked my privates, smelled my anus, and
screwed me senseless. I guess drawing a line at my chest is a moot
point by now.”

She leaned down and let me lick one of her
nipples for a few moments. Then, opening wide, I sucked in as much
of her breast as I could and held it there like it was food from
the gods.

Mom slowly began to move her hips up and down
as I munched on her chest with exploring hands and roving tongue.
My mouth was watering so much that before long her breasts were
thoroughly covered in saliva from top to bottom.

Just as I was starting to feel an orgasm
forming, Mom stopped moving and leaned back.

“I’m sorry, honey. I’m exhausted.” Her face
was flushed red, sweat was dripping from her forehead, and her hair
was in disarray.

“Sorry.”

“No, it isn’t your fault.” She sat perched on
my lap for a moment deep in thought. “So we can either stop and try
again tomorrow, or you can have a turn. Up to you.”

My arousal was at its peak just then, and the
thought of pumping my mother at that moment was almost
intoxicating.

“I’ll give it a try,” I said.

Mom nodded wearily.

“That’s fine. Any position in particular you
think might do it for you?”

“Not that I can think of.”

“Alright.” She crawled off me and put her
knees on the couch and her arms on the back rest. “Why don’t you
stand there and enter me doggy style.”

“Okay.”

I stood near her upturned buttocks and pushed
myself inside her. Once I was settled in and had a firm hold on her
waist, I began thrusting my hips as Mom bowed her head and moaned
softly.

I’d like to think her moaning was from the
pleasure my penis was giving her, but more likely it was from sheer
exhaustion. Feeling bad that it was taking so long to have an
orgasm, I pumped her as fast as I dared while trying to avoid an
asthma attack. Her body shuddered under my jackhammer assault,
sending her hair flying and her breasts heaving.

Unfortunately, the orgasm that began to form
moments earlier had disappeared completely. No doubt part of the
reason was I couldn’t see her chest or face anymore, so my arousal
declined accordingly.

“Oh, my God, Bobby!” she exclaimed. “Are you
going soft?”

“Yeah, I think I’m losing it.”

“Good Lord! I don’t know what else to do! Why
aren’t you coming?”

“To be honest, I almost did a few minutes ago
when you were on my lap, but then you stopped.”

“Damn it!” She pounded the couch with her
fist as I continued thrusting. “Here, kneel down on the floor in
front of the couch.”

She sat down in front of me and spread her
legs wide.

“Go ahead and put yourself inside me,” she
said, pulling me towards her.

I did as she suggested while she took my
hands into hers and guided them to her breasts.

“You can play with them,” she said softly. I
took one in each hand and began fondling. Then to my surprise she
leaned close and gave me a long kiss on the mouth. “Have you ever
made out with a woman before, Bobby?”

“No, not really.”

“Let me show you how.”

Taking my head in both hands, she drew me
close and opened her mouth wide. Our tongues met and swirled all
around while our lips locked together.

As she no doubt expected, the thought of
making out with my mother while fondling her breasts and thrusting
into her body was quite arousing. It didn’t make me ejaculate right
away, but there was a definite tingling sensation on the head of my
penis that wasn’t there moments earlier.

When we finally drew apart to rest our jaws,
I bent to suckle her breasts for a few minutes while continuing to
push into her. Once she was rested we resumed making out. Over the
course of the next hour or so I alternated between sticking my
tongue down Mom’s throat and using it to explore her nipples.

After all that lovemaking, Mom looked about
ready to throw in the towel. I decided to give it one more try and
gritted my teeth as I pumped her as fast as my hips would go. She
winced and gripped my shoulders as I worked her over, unable to
comment or protest. Thankfully as my breath was coming in gasps and
my stamina was all but gone, an orgasm burst forth and sent several
streams of semen into my grateful mother.

“Oh, thank God,” she sighed, collapsing
against the back of the couch as I finished ejaculating. “I
couldn’t go another minute.”

“Me, neither,” I said, wiping the sweat off
my forehead. “That was crazy.”

“I would ask to try again late tonight, but
my insides are worn out. Now I know what it’s like to be screwed
senseless. I’m about ready to pass out.”

“Sorry about that. I don’t know what’s wrong
with me.”

She smiled weakly. “Sometimes when people are
traumatized by a sexual encounter, it takes a while to get over it.
You’ll be fine.”

After a few minutes of rest, we dragged
ourselves upstairs to take showers. To our shock and amazement, Dad
was sitting in his recliner with his eyes closed when we came back
down.

“Oh, my God!” Mom exclaimed. “What are you
doing home so early?”

“We got through the seminar faster than we
thought and decided to leave a day early,” he answered without
opening his eyes. “I’m exhausted.”

Mom glanced at me with a fearful expression,
knowing how close we came to getting caught having sex. During that
last hour or so, neither one of us would have noticed if someone
walked into the house unannounced.

“Did you clean my chair or something?” Dad
asked. “It feels a little damp.”

“Uh, yeah, sorry,” Mom said. “I didn’t know
you’d be home this early.”

“No problem.” He opened his eyes and sat up.
“I should probably unpack anyway.” He looked at us. “Jeez, you guys
look as worn out as I feel. What’d you do, run a marathon?”

Mom nearly choked, but recovered quickly. “I
didn’t sleep well last night with you gone,” she said. “I’m glad
you’re home so I can get a good night’s rest.”

“Me, too,” Dad said, grabbing his
suitcase.

Once he was upstairs, Mom collapsed on the
couch and breathed a sigh of relief. “That was close. Too
close.”

“You can say that again.”

“We need to stick to your room. That way at
least I can hide if he comes up the stairs.”

Fortunately for her (and unfortunately for
me), that wasn’t necessary. We had a quick sexual encounter the
following Monday that lasted all of five minutes, and on Tuesday
Mom discovered that she was pregnant.

“I must have been fertilized by you during
our first sex session,” she exclaimed happily. “This is fantastic!”
She hugged me and kissed my cheek.

“Yeah, it’s great.” I sat down on the couch
and contemplated the fact that I’d probably never have sex with my
mother again.

“Why the long face?” she asked. “This is
great news!”

“Oh, I’m just going to miss our time
together, that’s all. It was kind of nice.”

Mom smiled and sat down next to me. “Well,
I’m not advocating free love between mother and son unless there’s
a good reason, but in nine months I’m going to want to get pregnant
again.”

“Seriously? Is Dad going to go along with
that?”

“Maybe, maybe not. I don’t even plan on
asking him. Now that I have a breeder to plant his seed in me, I
can have as many children as I want. I would say at least one or
two more. Will you continue to help me?”

“Yes,” I said, leaning in for a long hug.

If you think having sex with your mother for
the purpose of impregnating her is awkward, think about how awkward
it is to have sex with her just after she gave birth to your child!
That is just what happened a week after my healthy, strapping son
came into the world.

“You ready to get together again?” she asked
while breastfeeding the baby on the couch.

I looked at her in shock. “Well for one
thing, isn’t it kind of early? You just gave birth for God’s sake.
Besides, you shouldn’t be talking about sex while
breastfeeding.”

“Sorry. I’m just anxious to start working on
the next one, since this little guy turned out so perfectly.”

“Okay, I guess that’ll be alright. When did
you want to do it?”

“How about tomorrow? That way you’ll have
time to mentally prepare.”

Since I had graduated from high school a
couple months earlier and was only working three days a week until
I could find a full time job, we had the whole following day to
plant my seed.

She peeked her head inside the doorway to my
room about 10 o’clock in the morning.

“Hey, the baby’s asleep. Are you ready?”

I put down my comic book and sighed. “Yes, I
think so.”

“Are you feeling aroused in any way?”

“No. How could I?”

“Okay, okay, stupid question.” She slipped
out of the gown she was wearing to reveal her post-partum body to
me in all its glory. It didn’t look half bad. Her breasts were
larger than before and weighed down by milk. Her hips and stomach
were only slightly bigger, but that just made her look curvier than
before.

“I’ll have to ask you not to suck on my
breasts,” she said, helping me out of my pants. “That would be too
weird to have both my baby and adult sons suckle me in the same
day.”

“Don’t worry, I hadn’t planned on it,” I
said.

The fact was, the sight of her engorged,
glistening nipples was more of a turn off than a turn on because it
reminded me that her breasts were there for a reason other than
something for me to stare at and fondle. I hoped it wouldn’t make
getting an orgasm impossible for me.

Mom noticed the doubt in my face. “I think I
have an idea. Lay down on the bed.”

She climbed on top of me and lay down in a
familiar position with her head above my groin. “I think if you
focus on my vagina or breasts it won’t work out because you are
being reminded that I’m a mother who just gave birth,” she called
back to me. “So just focus on my butt. Here, let me spread my
legs.” Her anus suddenly appeared in front of me.

“Okay, this might work.”

“If it’ll get you in the mood, feel free to
lick me there. I washed thoroughly a few minutes ago.”

Without another word she grabbed my limp
penis and sucked it in her mouth. Then she put all her oral skills
to work, alternately sucking and licking the shaft while bobbing
her head up and down. In the meantime, her hands massaged my ball
sack and thighs.

I focused on her butt cheeks and anus like
she recommended and even stuck my tongue inside it a few times, but
the act didn’t do anything for me. After a few minutes I merely lay
back and concentrated on the blowjob she was giving me while
rubbing her buttocks absentmindedly.

For a long time nothing happened, but her
persistence paid off. As soon as it was fully erect, she stopped
sucking me and quickly turned around. Reaching down, she guided my
penis inside her and settled down. It pushed in with no resistance
at all, no doubt due to the recent passage of a baby.

“You doing okay?” Mom asked.

“Yeah, so far so good,” I replied.

“Good. I’ll start moving, then.”

Rather than sit up and bounce on me like she
did nine months earlier, she remained laying on me and merely
pushed herself back and forth. I guess she was self conscious about
her heavy, leaking breasts, but if anything that made the situation
even more awkward. Since her nipples were crushed against my chest
and scraped against me as she moved, a steady stream of milk oozed
out and onto my chest. Within a few minutes my entire upper body
was soaked with breast milk.

“Sorry about that,” Mom said sheepishly. “Do
you want me to put on my bra?”

“No, it’s fine. If you get up now I’ll
definitely lose my erection.”

“Okay. I’ll just keep going then.”

We strained against each other for fifteen or
twenty minutes, but she couldn’t move very fast in that position.
Finally she shrugged and sat up.

“I guess I’ll have to start bouncing.
Otherwise we’ll be here all day.”

“That’s fine.”

“Can you try not to stare at my chest?”

I looked at her with some irritation. “When
you say things like that, I just get turned off. I don’t see what
the big deal is.”

“Sorry. You’re right. If it’ll help you, go
ahead and look at them.”

She began bouncing on me with her eyes
closed, leaving me to focus on her newly enlarged bosom as it
heaved to and fro. Despite my initial misgivings, the sight turned
out to be pretty exciting. Before the birth, her breasts were so
firm that at best they jiggled when one of us was very active. Now
they were alive and in motion, swaying around her chest in a most
hypnotizing manner.

“Is that arousing you at all?” Mom asked as
she glanced at me with one eye.

“Actually, yes.”

“Do you feel an orgasm coming?”

“No, not yet. But maybe soon.”

She assumed a weary look and shrugged. “If
you think it will help, I’ll let you squeeze them. I can’t go on
much longer. My vagina is still a little sore from the birth.”

I tried my best not to pay attention to her
tale of a sore vagina and instead desperately grabbed hold of her
ponderous breasts and squeezed with perhaps too much energy. Mom
yelped out loud as a stream of milk shot out of both and squirted
me in the face.

“Bobby! Take it easy!” she cried.

“Sorry about that,” I said, wiping the sweet
tasting fluid off my lips and out of my eyes with one hand.

If someone told me earlier in the day that I
would get squirted in the face with breast milk, I probably would
have blanched with disdain. However, for some reason in that moment
it was sexy. As Mom redoubled her bouncing efforts, all I thought
about was how her bodily fluids were all over my face and how my
own fluids would soon be coating her insides.

It was just enough to put me over the edge.
With an orgasm approaching swiftly, I grabbed a breast in each hand
and put my face between them as the semen flowed. Mom stopped
bouncing with a sigh and waited for me to finish. She was so
grateful that she let me keep my head in place between her massive
tits while we caught our breaths.

We continued having sex every day for three
whole weeks. Her breasts played a large part in my ability to get
an erection and ejaculate into her without the fuss and drama that
we had to deal with the previous year. Perhaps the feel and touch
of her lactation was somehow soothing in my mind and put me at ease
for the first time.

Nevertheless, our taboo, almost perverse
relationship was wearing down on me, so I was almost glad when she
announced the fact that she was pregnant again with my second
child. To have an ongoing sexual relationship with my mother would
have probably caused permanent psychological damage. As it is,
memories of her bouncing on my lap and sitting on my face haunt my
dreams on an almost nightly basis.

The good news is I am now much more
comfortable and confident around women. I have a date lined up with
a really nice girl from work who seems to have a sexual attraction
towards me. After all that I went through with breeding my mother,
I’m ready for anything.

 


End
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Excerpt from “Family Breeding: A Tale of
Taboo Sex”

 


Diane sat in the living room for a few
minutes after Jack left, swinging her legs over the arm of the
couch while pulling her shirt down as much as possible to give
David a look at her chest. Then she stood and stretched pointedly
in front of him.

“I’m going to take a long, hot shower and
then go to bed. I’m tired,” she said.

“Good night, Mom,” David said with an
irritated look.

Diane knew that he was bothered by the
obvious fact that she just had sex with his father, but it was more
important to keep going with her “breeding program” rather than
worry about his feelings. He was getting sex, so what difference
did it make that his father ejaculated in the same place a few
minutes earlier? At least she had the decency to take a shower and
get his saliva and sweat off her skin.

When David heard the shower switch off
upstairs, he stood up.

“I’m gonna go read in my room,” he said to
Jenna. “There’s nothing on TV tonight.”

That was strange, thought Jenna.
Since when does he read in his room?

Something was going down tonight, that much
was obvious. But what?

Diane thoroughly scrubbed her body dry with a
towel before donning a short bathrobe. Peaking out of her bedroom
door and determining that the coast was clear, she crept to David’s
room and opened the door. He was already inside lying on the
bed.

“How’s it going?” she whispered, closing the
door behind her and locking it.

“Okay,” he whispered back.

Diane smiled and pointed to her bathrobe.
David nodded, so she pulled the belting apart and let the garment
fall to the floor. Her first task was to get him to forget about
the fact that she just had sex a few minutes earlier. The only way
to do that was to put on a show.

“Come sit here for a minute,” she said.

He shrugged his shoulders and moved to the
desk chair as she requested. His long tee shirt hid the enormous
erection in his pants pretty effectively, so Diane assumed that she
had to get him aroused again.

Breaking into a somewhat embarrassed smile,
she sat down on his lap and thrust her chest into his face.

“I never breastfed you, so this shouldn’t be
too weird,” she predicted. “Maybe it will get you aroused a little
faster.”

David stared at the nipple that was poised a
couple inches away from his lips. It was dark red, perfectly round,
and fully erect. His mouth began to water uncontrollably. Diane
sensed it and leaned forward until the nipple touched his lips.

Just as a drop of saliva was about to leak
out and drool down his chin, David opened wide and sucked half her
breast into his mouth. The sweet taste of his mother’s body wash
from the shower was intoxicating.

Her first goal was quickly accomplished as
any thoughts of his mother being “defiled” by Dad went right out of
his head. All David could concentrate on was his mother’s soft,
smooth breast flesh filling his mouth from cheek to cheek while his
tongue flicked back and forth against the hard nipple.

He was so preoccupied with his mother’s
breasts that it barely registered when she reached down and
unzipped his pants. She drew his erect penis out with one hand
while steadying her body with the other, slowly rising up on her
legs until the head touched the entrance to her “baby-making
tunnel,” as she called it. Closing her eyes, she sat down on the
shaft, feeling it plunge deep inside.

Having just experienced Jack’s penis inside
her minutes earlier, she couldn’t help but notice that David’s was
slightly longer and thicker. Perhaps that was why she felt more
aroused having sex with her son than with her husband.

Once David’s manhood was snugly confined
within her body, Diane put both hands on his shoulders and began
bouncing up and down on his lap, using her legs as the springs. It
was hard for David to continue sucking on her breasts, but he was
happy to watch them shudder and shake as her body collided with
his.

Meanwhile, Jenna had crept up the stairs to
see what was going on. She noticed that Mom wasn’t in her room and
David’s door was not only shut but locked. The two were in his
room, but what the hell were they doing?

She took a chance at getting caught by lying
down on the floor and putting her ear right against the crack
between the door and the carpet.

They weren’t saying much to each other, but
she could definitely hear some kind of activity going on. There was
a rhythmic banging noise followed by a series of soft grunts. At
first she was puzzled.

Then to her shock, a voice whispered just
loud enough to be heard. “Are you close to coming yet? My legs are
getting tired.”

“Yeah, in about a minute,” whispered another
voice that she deduced was David’s.

It dawned on her that, as unbelievable as it
sounded, they were having sex. But why? Either one of them could
have their pick of companionship, so it made no sense to fall into
each other’s arms.

Then the conversation about the fertility
clinic’s “mistake” came to mind. Was she trying to get pregnant?
Did David know he was being used like that? It seemed incredible,
but that explanation answered all of the strange things that were
happening. Shaking her head in amazement, Jenna rose and went back
downstairs.

Had she waited another ten seconds, she would
have heard a loud gasp from David as an orgasm hit him without
warning. One second he was sitting in a fog of passion, feeling his
penis probe his mother’s depths while her breasts crashed into his
face every few seconds, and the next second he was ejaculating so
hard that his feet rose straight off the floor and arched
backwards.

“That was nice,” Diane said as she slid off
his lap. “I felt your seed way up inside me. Maybe that will do the
trick, although I’d like to just keep going instead of having sex
and then waiting a week to see if it worked. Is that okay with
you?”

“So you want to do this again soon?” David
asked.

“Tomorrow would be good,” Diane answered as
she put her robe on. “If you’re in the mood. Good night.”

After she went to her bedroom, David got
dressed and stumbled down the stairs in a daze. He was too wound up
to sleep after Diane’s request to have daily sex until the plan was
successful.

Jenna gave him a funny look as he sat down on
the couch.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

“Nothing. I’m just wondering why you and Mom
are having sex, that’s all.”
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