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Chapter One  

 
Heôs going to kill me! I know it! She says not to worry and I should 
just relax. She says everything will be fine. Shit! She said it couldnôt 
happen. Didnôt she? I donôt know what to do. I canôt face him! How 
could I be so stupid? Pregnant! Damn!  I know heôs going to kill me. 
 
Where should I  begin? At the beginning, of course.  
 
My father and mother and I have lived for the last three years in 
officersô quarters on one of the largest military bases in the South. My 
father is an Army lieutenant colonel who works in intel ligence. Heôs 
tall and slim and muscular and always looks good in his uniform, 
especially in his dress blues. Iôm proud heôs my father and I love him a 
lot. My mother is a nurse who works at the base hospital. I love her a 
lot too. Sheôs tall and  slim with a great figure. I can look at her breasts 
or derriere for hours. Me? Iôm a tall skinny blond long-haired boy who 
will be a freshman this fall in the high school for on -base dependen t 
kids. Iôm also a fourteen-year -old kid who is always terminally horny. 
Puberty started for me when I was twelve and is still kicking the crap  
out of me. It all happened in the summer before I began high school.  
 
It started the day I did a run with two bu ddies who lived near our 
quarters. We usually ran in the early morning hours to avoid the 
oppressive heat of the typical summer day. We ran our usual route, a 
short distance on the sidewalk in the married officersô quartersô area, 
then a loop around the pa rade ground, a loop around the weapons 
museum, and finally back home through a picnic area under a grove 
of tall pines. I didn't stop to talk this time. The early morning was 
humid and oppressive with a threat of rain and I was dripping sweat. I 
ran back t o the small house where my mother and father and I lived.  
 
As usual, the three of us had run without shirts, in running shoes and 
shorts , a sweat band around our heads . I had on white compression 
shorts under black running shorts. The white shorts extended  down 
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to mid -thigh and were so tight I could hardly pull them up and over 
my butt. In them, I always carefully arranged my testicles so they 
were comfortable and positioned  my penis so that it was curved 
downward over them. I liked the way the white shorts  held my penis 
and testicles snug so they didnôt flop around when I ran. The black 
ones were much shorter and looser and were split high on each side. I 
thought the combination gave me a sexy look and I wanted the young 
girls in our neighborhood to see me.  I was proud of the big bulge in 
my shorts and my lean hard almost -naked body.  
 
I went around to the carport door into the kitchen and took off my 
shoes and socks. I had once stepped in some dog poop and my mother 
had smelled it and fussed at me for tracki ng it into the house. My 
shoes were clean this time. I left them just outside the door and 
started for the bathroom so I could shower. I want ed a long leisurely 
shower with the hot water beating down on my back  and  I intended to 
masturbate for the first ti me today, certainly not the last. I stopped in 
the kitchen long enough to take off my  sweat band and  black shorts , 
gulp down about a  pint of cold milk straight from the jug,  and then 
started  down the short hallway to our bedrooms, mom and dadôs big 
one an d my small one.  When I approached momôs bedroom, I was 
extra quiet as always. She usually slept late when her work schedule 
allowed and I didn't want to wake her.  
 
I heard a faint noise and I wondered if she was crying again. I knew 
she tried to hide it fr om me when she cried. I knew she missed my 
father and so did I but I couldn't cry for him like she could. Guys donôt 
cry like that.  
 
The door to her bedroom was slightly ajar and I peeked in to see if she 
was awake. What I saw was, to a fourteen -year old p erpetually -horny 
boy, unbelievable. She was lying on her back, wearing her usual white 
cotton panties and one of my fatherôs long t -shirt s. She wasn't 
sleeping. There was a towel over her pillow and her long blonde hair 
on it was damp and straight. I knew she had been in the shower 
minutes ago. Her hair would be slightly curly when it dried. She had 
pushed the shirt up and I could see her hand holding her milky -white 
rounded breast with her thumb and finger on the rose -colored nipple. 
The other hand was in her panties, curved down between her legs, 
and it was moving. I could almost see her moving fingers in her pussy. 
She was masturbating!  
 
I knew I shouldn't watch her doing something so private but I couldn't 
move. Since puberty, she wasnôt always my mother. Quite often, she 
was Woman, a tall beautiful  long -haired creature with soft rounded 
breasts and a sensuous butt and something secret  between her legs 
that she always kept hidden from me. I stood there in just my white 
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compression shorts, my heart almost beating out of my chest, and 
watched her hand moving between her legs.  
 
My penis tried to get hard but, curved down in my shorts, it couldn't. I 
pulled my shorts away from my stomach, reached down and tugged it 
up so that it was pointing toward my navel. I gave a sigh of relief and 
let it swell to its full size. I was proud of how big it was now that 
puberty had worked its magic.  
 
Perhaps my sigh was too loud, even with the air conditioner running 
as usual. She raised her head and looked at me. I couldn't  move. I 
looked at her face, then quickly down at her hand, then back at her 
face. She looked at my face, then down at my shorts, and then back at 
my face.  
 
I wanted to let her know I understood what she was doing. I had 
intended to do the same thing and I wasn't ashamed of it. Before he 
left for a three -month deployment, my father had talked to me again 
about masturbating and emphasized that it was normal for young 
boys to do it and there was no reason to be ashamed. I usually enjoyed 
it at least once eve ry day but I had never thought of women enjoying 
the same thing.  
  
Before he left, my father had told me to take care of my mother. He 
said that I was to do anything she asked and that I should know that 
he approved. He had his hand on my shoulder and we w ere looking at 
each other when he told me. The request seemed strange to me. I was 
always kind and loving to her especially when he was gone. I 
promised him I would take good care of her. I always kept my 
promises to my father and he always trusted me.  
 
I had done my best to help her around the house but I knew there was 
little I could do to ease the pain of his absence. He was gone this time 
somewhere overseas on something secret as usual and he would be 
away for over at least another month. More than once  I had listened 
to her crying for him at night and wished that there was something I 
could do. I decided to do something for her that I had never done 
before.  
 
I reached down to my shorts, slowly rolled them down over my hips, 
tugged them down my legs, us ed my bare feet to strip them completely 
off, and then stepped out of them. For the first time since childhood, I 
was completely naked before her. When I straightened up, my hard 
penis was pointing at the ceiling. I ran my fingers over my wrinkled 
scrotum to stretch it from the compression of my shorts and through 
my little patch of blond pubic hair. I leaned back and let my hips roll 
forward to display my penis and testicles for her.  
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She looked at me without speaking. I could see her eyes flitting from 
my  face, down over my sweaty body to my genitals, and then back to 
my face. My long blond hair was wet with sweat and I used one hand 
to smooth it back from my face. She still had her hand in her panties 
but it wasn't moving now. I reached down to my penis, pointed it at 
her, and then slowly slid my foreskin back and forth a few times. I 
wanted her to see the blood -red head as my foreskin covered and 
uncovered it. Her breasts were hidden now by her t -shirt but it was 
damp and they were clearly defined  and h er  nipples stood up in little 
points under the shirt. Her hidden hand began to move again, making 
a slowly -undulating mound under her white panties. I stroked my 
penis in rhythm to her rubbing. Finally she spoke.  
 
"Come here, Ryan," she whispered.  
 
"I was ju st going to take a shower," I said. "I'm all sweaty."  
 
"Were you going to masturbate?" she asked.  
 
I simply nodded, watching her hand slowly moving in her panties just 
as my hand was slowly moving back and forth on my penis.  
 
"Come here," she whispered aga in, and gently patted the bed beside 
her. "Come lay down in the bed with me."  
 
I walked over to the side of the bed but then hesitated to get in bed 
with her. I took my hand off my penis and let it point upwards again. 
She looked at it while I hesitated, w ondering what she wanted with 
me and what I could do for her and if she wanted me to do what I 
wanted to do for her.  
 
"When did my little boy become such a fine man?" she said, 
whispering again. "You're going to be as big a man as your father."  
 
"I hope s o," I said, wondering if she meant that my penis would be as 
big as his or that I was going to be as tall as him.  
 
" Lie  down with me, Ryan," she said. "I want to talk to you."  
 
ñIôm all sweaty.ò 
 
ñThatôs OK.ò 
 
I lay down with her, on my side facing her, pu t my hand back on my 
penis, and started slowly stroking it again. She turned on her side 
facing me with her hand moving again in her panties. I wondered if 
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she wanted me to masturbate with her. Even the thought of doing that 
with her made my penis grow har der and my heart beat faster.  
 
We lay there for a minute or so, looking in each otherôs eyes and 
glancing down at what our hands were doing. I felt the first faint signs 
of an impending orgasm and I didnôt want to come on her bed. I 
stopped, bent my penis so that it was pointed at her and the secret 
something she was stroking, and held it with my thumb and one 
finger.  
 
ñI masturbate too, Ryan,ò she whispered. ñAre you surprised?ò 
 
I nodded and then dared to say what I wanted.  
 
ñWould you let me see you do it? Youôre watching me do it. Itôs only 
fair for me to watch you.ò 
 
My heart was about to beat its way out of my chest. My mouth felt dry 
and my breathing was labored and heavy. Her face didnôt reveal 
anything for a moment and then she smiled at me. She tur ned on her 
back, lifted her derriere off the bed, and slowly peeled her panties 
down her legs. She pulled one bare leg out and then used her foot to 
push her panties completely off the other leg, the same way I had shed 
my compression shorts. Then she sat up, pulled her t -shirt over her 
head, and quickly lay back down . 
 
I lifted up on my left elbow, trying to see what had always been hidden 
from me. I had occasionally seen her beautiful perfect breasts but I 
had never seen what she had between her legs. I t ook a swift glance at 
her breasts, the milky white skin and the little pink circles around the 
little darker pink nipple s. Then I looked down. I was disappointed; I 
saw nothing except a smooth hairless mound. I bent my neck, trying 
to see where she had bee n rubbing with her fingers. I finally saw the 
beginning of a cleft but with something strange in it, something that 
looked like a little ridge. I looked back at her face and I suppose she 
saw that I was puzzled.  
 
ñWhat is it?ò she whispered. 
 
ñYou donôt have any hair, you know, down there.ò 
 
ñYour father likes it that way,ò she said, grinning. ñHe doesnôt like to 
have to floss to get pubic hair out of his teeth.ò 
 
I couldnôt believe what I had heard. I knew she meant that he put his 
mouth down there . I had heard that guys did it but I couldnôt picture 
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my parents doing it. I wondered if she would let me do it, maybe 
expect me to do it, but I didnôt know how to do it. 
 
I leaned over, intending to kiss her on the cheek as I had done 
thousands of times before, b ut she either inadvertently or deliberately 
turned her face toward mine. My lips touched hers and she opened 
her mouth and said my name, a soft whispered Ryan. I felt the breath 
come out of her and into me and I was seized with a desire to kiss her 
as I ha d never kissed her before. I opened my lips to hers and pressed 
my body against her side. She resisted for a second and then yielded 
to me. I felt her tongue briefly teasingly touch mine and I kissed her 
with a passion which was new to me. My mouth opened wider and my 
tongue went looking for hers.  
 
My erect penis was uncomfortably bent downward between our 
bodies .  I reached down and rescued it and then pressed it against her 
side. Still kissing her, I reached up and put my hand on her breast. 
She sighed de eply, put her hand first over mine on her breast and 
pressed down, then put her hand behind my head and ran her fingers 
through my long damp hair. We both had our mouths open and I 
knew she was yielding  to me and she wanted me to do something with 
her. I m oved down and looked at her beautiful breasts. I knew she had 
breast fed me as a baby and I had sucked on those nipples before. I 
took the nipple of one breast in my mouth and nursed at it for the first 
time in years.  
 
My heart was pounding even faster and  my breath rasped noisily in 
and out of my nose. I shut my eyes and yielded to the desires which 
had taken me captive . I alternated between her breasts, sucking and 
licking, and I slowly sneaked my hand between her thighs. She moved 
her legs apart and I kn ew she was giving me access to her. I explored, 
found two little closed lips, teased them apart, explored more, found a 
place where my seeking finger could gain entrance to her hot wet 
body. I moved my finger in circles, tried to plumb the depths, and 
wond ered, as snug as she was on my finger, how she could ever take a 
manôs penis into her. She moaned and pulled me over her. 
 
I moved over her and put one knee between her legs. She spread her 
legs wider and I put the other knee beside the first one. Still ki ssing 
her, I lowered myself down on her with my chest against her soft 
breasts and my hard penis pressed against her stomach. My testicles 
were still warm from our run, hanging loose in their scrotum, and I 
felt them settle down between her thighs.  
 
I was still for a moment and then I moved downward a little and 
began to stab at her with my penis. I knew that somewhere between 
her legs there was an opening which had welcomed my fatherôs penis 
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into her  body . I wanted mine in her too but I didnôt know how to get it 
in her. Each stab was met with unyielding flesh somewhere down 
there and each painful thrust caused me to grunt. I was wild with 
blind desire, not knowing what I was doing, instinctively trying to find 
the place where I could push my penis into her.   
 
ñRyan, l ift up,ò she whispered. 
 
I lifted my hips so that my penis wasnôt touching her. She reached 
down between our bodies, bent my penis  down, rubbed the head up 
and down in something wet and warm, and gently tugged on it. I held 
still, hardly believi ng that she wanted me to push it into her but 
wanting so much to do it. She bent herself almost in half, locked her 
ankles around my waist, and then put both her hands on my butt and 
pulled. I relaxed and let my penis slide inside her, into her living 
fles h. I knew nothing except the exquisite feelings of having my penis 
sunk to my testicles inside her.  
 
By instinct, I began to move in and out of her. I wasnôt thinking 
anymore. I wasnôt trying to decide what I wanted or what she wanted. 
I was doing what my body knew how to do and had to do to release my 
life inside her. After only a moment or so of thrusting, my orgasm 
boiled up inside me and I spurted again and again deep in her vagina. 
I groaned with the exquisitely -painful pleasure as something inside 
me eject ed my semen out of me and into the depths of her.  
 
With the first spurt, she went wild and started keening shrilly and 
bucking her pelvis against mine so hard it was almost painful. As my 
orgasm faded, hers began and I felt her vagina squeezing and re laxing 
around the head and shaft of my penis. I held still , my penis buried to 
the depths in her,  until her vagina stopped clenching  and she relaxed . 
I knew that what we had done was the way it was between a man and a 
woman and it was good and right and wo nderful.  
 
Slowly my body lost its tenseness and I relaxed on top of her, barely 
supporting myself on my elbows, with my cheek touching hers and my 
sweaty chest against her sweaty breasts. I lay there in complete 
surrender to what I had just done, my penis still rock hard inside her. 
She had her arms and legs wrapped tightly around me and I knew she 
didnôt want me to move off her. At length, she put her hands against 
my chest and gently pushed. I lifted up so that my face was above hers, 
my eyes locked with hers.  
 
A drop of sweat fell from the tip of my nose onto her cheek. I leaned 
down and licked it away, then, liking the taste of her sweaty cheek, I 
licked back to her ear lobe and down her throat to her chest. She was 
wet with sweat, either from her own bo dy or mine. Slowly I licked her 
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throat and as much of her chest as I could. I pushed up on my elbows, 
bent my neck and then sucked her nipples into little erections. After a 
minute or so, I relaxed on top of her again, my face only inches from 
hers.  
 
ñSarah,ò I barely whispered, using the name by which my father 
always called her. To me, she had always been Mom. I hoped she 
wasnôt offended to hear me say it. 
 
ñAre you Connor?ò she asked, her face showing confusion, barely 
whispering.  
 
I didnôt know what she meant and I didnôt know where the words of 
my reply came from. They simply flowed out of me.  
 
ñYes, Sarah, Iôm Connor. Iôm part Connor, your husband, who loves 
you eternally beyond all time and space. Iôm also part you, part Sarah, 
who loves Connor with e very fragment of her being . And Iôm Ryan 
too, created out of the love Connor and Sarah have for each other. Iôm 
Ryan who wants to love you so that you stop hurting so much. He 
loves you too.ò 
 
I was confused. My answer didnôt sound like me. I had never been as 
eloquent as my father in speaking. The words reflected what I wanted 
to say but they werenôt my words. 
 
She looked deep into my eyes, searching for something. I knew I was 
both Connor and Sarah. I loved both of them, loved them very much. I 
was also R yan, conceived inside her from her egg and Connorôs 
sperm. I wanted so much to love her as Connor had loved her once 
upon a time about fifteen years ago. But most of all I  wanted so much 
to ease her pain from his absence.  
 
ñMake love to me, ConnoréRyan, whoever you are. Make love to me 
please.ò  
 
Even after one orgasm, my penis was still hard. I began moving my 
hips again, as slowly as possible, feeling  her vagina gripping my penis 
as it slid eagerly into and reluctantly out of her. I held my head above 
her s, smiling slightly at her and looking deep into her eyes. If her face 
reflected what she was feeling, then she was experiencing as much 
pleasure as I was.  
 
What I felt was like nothing I had ever experienced before. I had 
experimented with lots of ways of  masturbating but none could 
compare with feeling her vagina gripping my penis as it moved in her. 
She wrapped her legs forcefully around my waist with her heels on my 
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butt, encircled me with her arms, and pulled my chest down against 
her soft breasts. For  a moment, I found it hard to move my penis in 
and out of her but then my body knew to use an undulating movement 
of my hips that drew my penis almost out of her and then pushed it 
back in until my testicles bumped against her soft ass cheeks.  
 
ñSarah, oh, Sarah,ò I whispered. 
 
ñYes, Connor, Ryan, whoever you are,ò she whispered in my ear. 
ñMake love to me. Fuck me. I need you. Oh, I need you.ò 
 
I surrendered to doing what my body demanded and pistoned in and 
out of her wet warm depths until I came again an d poured out my life 
in her. I didnôt feel her vagina squeezing around my penis this time 
and I wondered whether she had come or not. I didnôt know what to 
do. For at least a while, my penis was too sensitive to continue but I 
wanted her to come a second t ime also.  
 
I was about to ask her what she wanted me to do when something my 
father had told me came back to me. He had told me many times that 
a real man takes the responsibility for his own actions. He said that I 
should never have unprotected sex with a  girl and that I must use a 
condom if I wished to avoid becoming a father. Just that thought was 
enough to deflate my penis but I couldnôt bring myself to take it out of 
her. I raised my head over hers and stared in her smiling eyes.  
 
ñSarah,ò I said and then, ñMom, Iôm sorry. I shouldnôt have done this. 
I shouldnôt have come in you. What if Iôve made you pregnant?ò 
 
She pulled my head back down so my cheek was against hers and 
whispered in my ear.  
 
ñConnor,ò she said and then, ñRyan, you donôt need to worry about 
that.ò 
 
She told me that after I was born, she and Connor had wanted to have 
another child as soon as possible. She had nursed me for over six 
months, all the while having unprotected sex with my father. When I 
was three and she had not conceived again, she and my father had 
gone to a fertility doctor who ran all sorts of tests on both of them and 
then told them she likely would never have another child. Both had 
problems but the worst was my fatherôs sperm. His testosterone level 
was more than nor mal but his sperm count was low and many were 
not normal. They had not used any contraceptives for the next ten 
years and she had never gotten pregnant again.  
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When she was through whispering, I lifted my head above hers again 
and looked at her eyes, still  smiling with love. She put her hands on 
each side of my head, drew my face down to hers, and kissed me 
again. I felt her tongue touch my lips and I opened to her and slowly 
sank deeper into her and kissing her and loving her. I felt my penis 
begin to resp ond and I began to move my hips slightly. She put her 
hands on my behind and held me still.  
 
ñWho are you? Tell me, please.ò she asked pleading. ñAre you Connor 
or are you Ryan? Iôve got to know.ò 
 
I wanted to tell her that I was just her son, Ryan. I didn ôt understand 
how she could think I was Connor, her husband. I wanted someday to 
be worthy of my father but I knew that I wasnôt yet. I knew I had to tell 
her that I was just Ryan.  
 
ñI told you, Sarah,ò I whispered. ñIôm Ryan but Iôm also Connor and 
Sarah.  Your love created me. Iôm part of you and him as long as I 
live.ò 
 
That wasnôt what I had intended to say and again I didnôt know where 
the words came from. I closed my eyes and shook my head in 
confusion. I struggled to retrieve the words I wanted to say  to her.  
 
ñJust love me, Sarah. Please love me.ò 
 
ñI love you, Ryan,ò she finally said. ñI shouldnôt love you like this but I 
canôt help myself. We really shouldnôt do this; you know.ò  
 
ñI know but just one more time, Sarah, please, just one more time.ò 
 
I looked in her eyes, hoping that she would see the pleading in mine. 
Then she shook her head from side to side and smiled and I didnôt 
know what to do.  
 
ñNo, Ryan,ò she said. ñYouôve come twice in just a few minutes. It 
wonôt kill you if I donôt let you do it again. You should learn to enjoy 
the journey without rushing  to the finish. Someday youôre going to 
find a woman to love and sheôll teach you the difference between 
fucking and making love.ò 
 
She put her hands against my chest, rolled slightly to one side, and 
then pushed. I reluctantly withdrew my still -hard penis from her and 
rolled over beside her on my back.  
 
ñAre you ever going to let me do it again, like maybe tonight?ò I asked. 
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ñNo, Ryan, listen to me. You must learn to go slow and try to please 
me as well as you. You should make sure a woman enjoys having sex 
with you. Girls arenôt going to like you if you go bang, bang, whew.ò 
 
ñYou didnôt like what I did?ò I asked, confused. ñYou came the first 
time; didnôt you?ò 
 
ñYes, Ryan. I came but I was close to an orgasm when you walked in. 
Iôm not being critical of you. I wouldnôt have expected anything more 
from someone your age, with your lack of experience.ò 
 
ñI just want to love you, Sarah. Iôve listened to you cry too many times 
at night. I know dadôs deployment is longer this time but heôll soon be 
back.ò 
 
ñRyan, you may call me Sarah when we are together but donôt ever do 
it around anyone else. Then you must call me Mom.ò 
 
ñYes, Sarah.ò 
 
ñNow, I want you to go take a shower and donôt use all the hot water. I 
think I need to shower again too.ò 
 
ñWe could shower together. That will save the hot water.ò 
 
ñNo, Ryan. Weôve done enough for this time. Youôve got to give me 
time to think.ò 
 
ñYes, Sarah.ò 
 
I heard her say ñfor this timeò and that was enough to convince me 
that there would be a next time.  
 
ñSarah, when I hear you crying at night, I want so much to come in 
your room and get in bed with you and just hold you and love you so 
you donôt hurt so much. Would you let me do that? I promise Iôll be 
good.ò 
 
ñRyan, youôre not bad. If I let you, youôll get aroused and get an 
erection and want to have sex with me again. I was very vulnerable 
when you came in here while I was so horny. Please, donôt push me. 
Let me think about what weôve done.ò 
 
About a wee k later, I was again awakened by the sound of crying. I 
could tell she was trying to muffle it but I knew what the faint sounds 
were. Her bedroom door was closed and so was mine but the sounds 
were clear enough. I was sleeping in the nude as usual but I kn ew I 
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shouldnôt go to her naked. I just wanted to do something, to hold her 
and tell her I loved her, anything to keep her from crying.  
 
My desk and bed made a V in one corner of my small bedroom. I sat 
up on the bed, turned on the light on my desk, and rum maged 
through the drawers of the desk until I found what I wanted: a jock 
strap, some compression shorts, and some pajamas. Iôd worn the 
pajamas once when I was first given them and never since.  
 
I stood up and put on the jock strap first. It was certainl y tight 
enough. I tried a few arrangements of my testicles and penis to see 
which was the most likely to restrain my penis and I chose the one 
with it bent down over my testicles. Then I put on the compression 
shorts. They were certainly tight enough too. I rubbed my hand over 
the mound between my thighs. I couldnôt believe my penis could 
become erect bent down and with two restraints. Then I put on the 
pajama bottoms to hide everything underneath and turned to go to 
her room.  
 
She was standing in the open door to my room watching me. She had 
on a pink nightgown that came half way down her thighs. I wanted to 
see if she had on the same sort of white cotton panties but if she did 
they were hidden. Her blond hair was wild and her face looked like 
she had been crying. She was still beautiful.  
 
ñWhat are you doing, Ryan?ò she whispered. ñWhy did you put all 
those things on?ò 
 
ñI was about to come to your room,ò I said. ñI just wanted to hold you 
and tell you I love you and maybe youôd stop crying. I put these on so I 
couldnôt get an erection.ò 
 
She stood and just looked at me for a minute or so, unsmiling, her 
eyes narrowed, her lips clenched. I didnôt know what she wanted me 
to do. Finally she decided.  
 
ñTake them off,ò she said.  
 
I wanted to take them off so I quickly obeyed her. I pushed the pajama 
bottoms down and stepped out of them. Then I stuck my hands in the 
side s of the  compression shorts and peeled them down to my knees. I 
pulled one leg out and used my foot to push the shorts down so I could 
step out o f them. I stopped, standing there in just the jock strap. I 
didnôt know what she wanted but I knew what I wanted. 
 
ñTake off your nightgown,ò I said. 
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She showed surprise on her face but she pulled her nightgown over 
her head and dropped it on the floor. S he didnôt have on any panties. 
She was completely naked. I looked at her for a moment and then 
stripped my jock strap off.  
 
She tossed her blonde hair back out of her face, then ran her hands 
down over her breasts, her small firm breasts with nipples wher e I 
had nursed, her beautiful milky -white breasts with areolas so faintly 
pink as to be almost invisible. She dropped her hands down to the 
juncture of her legs and then moved them away to uncover a little 
hairless mound with just the beginnings of a cleft . Then she relaxed 
her hands down to her sides, palms turned toward me, and I knew 
that was a sign of welcome. She wasnôt my mother; she was Woman 
and I wanted her. My penis immediately surged up and was hard 
within seconds.  
 
I stood transfixed when she wa lked over to me. She pressed against 
me and held me, her soft breasts against my chest, her hands on my 
shoulders, and my hard penis against her stomach. I realized that I 
was a little taller than her now.  
 
ñWeôre going to make love tonight, Ryan,ò she said. ñNot fuck. Make 
love. Weôre going to make love in your bed, not in the bed where 
Connor makes love to me. I shouldnôt have done it there with you. Do 
you want to?ò 
 
Did I want to? I wanted to so much it hurt. I barely breathed, ñYes.ò 
 
ñI want you to make love to me like your father does, Ryan. He plays 
me like a violin sometimes. He drives me out of my mind before he 
ever gives me what I need: his penis . Do you want to do that?ò 
 
ñYes, Mom, Ié 
 
She cut me short. ñIôm not Mom now, Ryan. Iôm Sarah. Donôt you ever 
call me Mom again when weôre in bed together! Do you understand?  
 
ñYes, Sarah.ò 
 
She reached over to my bed, picked up my pillow, and dropped it at 
my feet. I had no idea why she had put the pillow there. Then she put 
her hands on my sides, knelt down on the pillow, and slid her hands 
down to my hips. I knew about oral sex but I couldnôt believe that she 
would do it to me.  
 
ñPut your hands on my shoulders and keep them there,ò she said. I 
obeyed her command.  



14 

 

 
At first she simply knelt there lookin g at my penis and testicles. As 
usual my testicles were hanging low. I had been kidded in the shower 
at school more than once about my low hangers. She cupped them in 
her hand, gently lifted them, and then kissed them one after the other.  
 
ñYour fatherôs balls are like this, Ryan,ò she whispered. ñHe wonôt 
wear briefs or jockey shorts. He says he likes to let them hang free. 
Maybe yours are a little bit smaller than his but not much.ò 
 
ñI know,ò I whispered back. ñIôve seen his. When we go swimming, he 
and I  change together. If he likes to let them hang loose, why does he 
like to wear a Speedo?ò 
 
ñHe started wearing one when we were stationed in France when you 
were five. I donôt know whether he likes to wear one or not. Iôm the 
one who likes to see him in o ne. I like to see you in one too  so thatôs 
what I buy for you . Youôre both so damned sexy.ò 
 
Then she put one hand on my penis, held it down, slid the foreskin 
back, and took the head in her mouth. I stopped breathing for a 
moment. Her hand began to move s lowly back and forth on the shaft. 
Her other hand was wrapped around my dangling scrotum, pulling 
down slightly on my testicles. Her mouth started  sucking on the head, 
her tongue began licking on the sensitive spot where my foreskin is 
tied to the head, an d her open  lips slid up and down on my penis.  
 
I assumed  she knew what she was doing was going to make me come. 
In probably less than a minute, I came in her mouth. She kept her 
mouth on my penis and swallowed rapidly. When I had shot my last 
into her mou th, she milked my penis down a couple of times, looked 
up at me, smiled, and swallowed again.  
 
My knees almost buckled. I couldnôt believe what had just happened. 
Finally she stood up, pressed against me again, and sought out my 
mouth with hers. I put my hands on her back and pulled her against 
me. When I felt her tongue touch my lips, I opened to her and she 
insistently tongue -fucked me for a few seconds. I tasted my own 
semen. I knew she had not swallowed all of it and wanted me to taste 
what I had spurt ed into her mouth.  
 
ñLetôs get in your bed, Ryan,ò she whispered. ñNow itôs your turn to do 
me.ò 
 
Do her? I had no idea how to do her. What did she want? Some of the 
older boys had bragged to us younger ones of performing oral sex on 
their girls. I had a vague idea of how it was done.  
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ñI donôt know how,ò I whispered. 
 
ñYouôre about to learn,ò she said. 
 
I sat down on the side of my bed. She pushed me back so I swung my 
legs up and stretched out on my bed. She crawled over me to my right 
side and lay down on her left side turned toward me. She put one leg 
over mine and her hand on my chest.  
 
ñI love to do that to your father, Ryan,ò she whispered. ñDoes that 
surprise you?ò 
 
ñYeah, it does ,ò I whispered. 
 
ñI love him, Ryan. I think I love him as much as it is humanly possible 
to love someone else. Heôs so hard and muscular and I love everything 
about his body, his hard muscles, his long legs,  his penis. His is bigger 
than average and I guess yours is going to be big too. Itôs almost as big 
as his now.ò 
 
She moved her hand down and wrapped it around my penis. It was 
still engorged but not quite hard. She stroked it a few times and I 
could feel it becoming hard again.  
 
ñI hope so. I love him too, you know. I want to be just like him, I mean 
in every way, not ju st my penis.ò 
 
ñI hope you are, Ryan. Heôs a good man.ò 
 
ñI know. I couldnôt want a better father.ò 
 
She moved her hand down and cupped it under my testicles. She 
played with them and then moved her hand back up to my penis.  
 
ñI like to suck his penis and then swallow his semen, Ryan. I like 
knowing itôs going to become part of me. Sometimes I hold it in my 
mouth and kiss him and I suppose we both swallow it. He never 
refuses to kiss me when I have his semen in my mouth. Did you like it 
when I kissed you?ò 
 
She began to stroke my penis, slowly this time, not fast like she did 
when she had her mouth on the head. It felt wonderful to have her 
hand doing it.  
 
ñI donôt know. Iôve never done it before. I guess it was OK, kind of 
strange though .ò 
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ñHe will lick my pussy for what seems like hours sometimes. I have 
orgasms again and again. I love for him to do that.ò 
 
ñDo you want me to do it?ò 
 
ñDo you want to?ò 
 
ñYes.ò I had no idea how to do it but I knew I wanted to. I wanted to 
give her the same sort of pleasure  and release I experienced when she 
sucked me or when we made love or fucked or whatever itôs called. 
 
ñGood. Thatôs a wonderful way to show your love for a woman, Ryan. I 
love to have his penis in my mouth. He loves to have his mouth on my 
pussy.ò 
 
ñAt the same time?ò 
 
ñOccasionally, but itôs better when only one person is doing it.ò 
 
ñIôd like to do it but I donôt know how.ò 
 
ñIôll show you.ò 
 
ñJust tell me what you want me to do, Sarah,ò I said. 
 
ñI will, Ryan, but I want to talk to you first. Do you know what it 
means to let the beast loose?ò 
 
ñNo.ò 
 
ñThat is how Connor describe s what he d oes sometimes. I love it when 
he is slow and gentle and sweet with me. I love it when he let s his 
beast loose. When he d oes that, he fuck s me so hard and fast, I think I 
could fire  a cannon beside him and he would not hear  it. Once we 
even broke the bed down and he kept fucking me until he came. I 
loved to be fucked like that sometimes  but you should learn when to 
let your beast loose. You should think about the person y ouôre with 
and make love to her , slowly and gently, until she lets you know she 
wants you to let your beast loose.ò 
 
ñHow will I know?ò 
 
ñIôm going to teach you, Ryan. I want you to think about what Iôve 
said. Make love to a woman, Ryan. Donôt just fuck her. Thereôs a 
difference. I want you to be as wonderful a lover as your father but I 
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canôt teach you unless you want to learn. Use your imagination. Try 
doing different things with me. Think about how I respond.ò 
 
ñIôll try to learn, Sarah.ò 
 
ñI know you will. Now I want you to move down on the bed and put a 
pillow under my hips. I want you to lick my pussy like Connor does. 
Think about how I react and see if you can give me an orgasm.ò 
 
She lifted her hips and I stuffed a pillow under her. She spread her 
le gs wide and I knew what she wanted me to do. I moved around 
between her spread legs and, on my hands and knees, looked at her 
pussy closely for the first time. Like a lot of fourteen -year -old boys, I 
had seen pictures of womenôs pussies but Iôd never seen one like 
Sarahôs. 
 
The little curved mound that extended back between her legs was 
completely hairless and smooth as the inside of her thighs. I didnôt see 
how she could get it that way. I couldnôt see any stubble where I 
expected to see hair growing, just  smooth skin that was just a little 
pink on the parts back between her legs. Between the split mounds, 
there was a sort of shaft, smaller than my finger, which split in two 
with two small lips tucked under where it split. I couldnôt see any 
opening and I w ondered where it was. The little lips or wings were 
pink, not dark like some pictures Iôd seen. I was a little surprised that 
so much of her pussy was  back between her legs, not up front and out 
like my penis and testicles.  
 
Back behind her pussy, I could see her puckered asshole. It was pink 
too. Iôd heard some guys brag about fucking a girl there but it looked 
too small to hold any guyôs dick. 
 
ñWhat do you want me to do, Sarah?ò I asked. 
 
ñUse your thumbs,ò she whispered. ñPull to each side. Then just do 
what you want to do.ò 
 
I lay down on my stomach, winced when the uncovered head of my 
penis rubbed on the sheet, reached under, pulled the foreskin back 
over the head, and then relaxed. I studied how she was made for a 
moment and then used my thumbs to pu ll to each side. The two little 
lips separated and I saw the rosy pink or coral  flesh on the inside , sort 
of wet and shiny . I knew she had a clitoris. I wasnôt a dummy. I knew 
that a manôs penis and a womanôs clitoris developed from the same 
little bulb in  a fetus. But I didnôt see it, just red wet flesh where the 
two little lips came together.  
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I had always wondered how girls peed. I looked for something that 
she peed through and saw a little protrusion with a closed -up dimple 
in the middle. Thatôs it, I thought.  
 
Then  I looked for the opening where my penis had been in her. I 
didnôt see any opening but I knew it was there. I used one finger to 
slid e down between the little lips and finally, at the back, almost to 
her asshole, my finger slid into something that completely 
surrounded it. I pushed and my finger slid in more. I smiled. I had 
found it. I pushed my finger in as deep as it would go without any 
resistance. I smiled more and shook my head. I never thought it 
would be so far back.  
 
I looked at it for  a moment. It looked so small and I didnôt see how it 
could hold a manôs penis, especially not a big one like my dadôs. Still, 
it had held mine and she didnôt seem to have any trouble. I knew I 
came out of her but that was an even bigger puzzle. It was so small 
and I couldnôt picture a baby coming out of her. I knew I had been a 
big baby, a little over nine pounds, and I couldnôt see how it could 
stretch enough to let me out.  
 
I still didnôt know what to do. If I licked her down there, I knew it 
would taste  like something. I hoped it wouldnôt be gross so I wouldnôt 
like it. I remembered something I had done once. I had been jacking 
off in bed and I put my legs back over my head with my dick right 
above my mouth. I kept milking my dick down until I came in my  open 
mouth. That was a strange taste but I managed to swallow. Maybe her 
pussy wouldnôt be any stranger. 
 
I shuffled up closer until my face was against her, stuck out my 
tongue, pushed it into her vagina, and then kept doing it, sort of 
tongue fucking he r. I heard a loud intake of breath and she put my 
hands on my head. Maybe she did like what I was doing.  
 
She let me do that for a few seconds and then gently pulled my head 
upward. I started licking her from her vagina up as far as her pussy 
went. I pulle d back and looked where I had been licking. I saw the wet 
reddish pink flesh between the little lips but I didnôt see her clitoris. I 
knew enough about doing it to know a girl liked to have her clitoris 
licked. But where was it?  
 
I started licking again, f irst with my tongue in her vagina, then a slow 
lick over the area between the little lips, all the way to the top. I 
stopped for a moment to swallow my saliva and tasted something 
strange, like nothing Iôd ever tasted, but not something gross. I stuck 
my f ace back down and took a couple of deep breaths. I smelled 
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something Iôd never smelled before on her, not sweat, not a perfume, 
just something that made my dick harder so I wanted to fuck her.  
 
She put her fingers on each side of her pussy and pulled apart  and up 
and there it was. Where the little lips came together, there was a 
blood red little protrusion about like the tip of my little finger. I 
smiled at it. I knew where the little red devil hid now and I was going 
to lick it to death.  
 
I tried to do wha t she wanted and I decided I liked doing it. It wasnôt 
so much that I got any pleasure out of it but I knew it felt good to her 
and made her want to have my dick in her. She kept her fingers on 
each side of my head and I kept slowly and gently licking her pussy. 
She started moaning, sort of an animal growl, and I interpreted that 
as showing she liked what I was doing. Then she started hunching at 
my face and I had a little trouble licking her.  
 
I decided maybe I could hold her down. I stuck two fingers in h er 
vagina and pressed down a little. She moaned louder but she was still. 
I started sliding my fingers in and out, finger -fucking her I suppose 
even though Iôd never done it before. At the same time, I kept licking 
her, maybe a little harder.  
 
I stopped f or a moment to catch my breath and looked down at what I 
had been licking. Her clitoris was bigger now, about like the end of 
one of my fingers. It looked like a little dick and I decided to try 
sucking it. I kept at her, finger fucking her, licking her in  long strokes, 
sucking her little dick, and that did it. She started cussing and I felt 
her vagina squeezing on my fingers. I slowed down, stopped licking 
and sucking, held my fingers still until her pussy stopped clenching, 
and then lifted my head and loo ked at her face. Her eyes were closed 
and she was smiling like she was pleased with what I had done. After a 
short while, she lifted her head and grinned at me.  
 
ñYouôre your fatherôs son, Ryan,ò she whispered. ñYouôre going to be a 
great lover for women.ò 
 
ñI hope so,ò I said. 
 
ñNow you can fuck me,ò she whispered. ñStart off slow and just let 
your beast loose when youôre ready. 
 
I crawled on top of her, she showed my dick where to go, and I slid it 
into her hot juicy pussy in one long stroke. Then I stopp ed moving, 
just marveling at the feeling of her pussy holding my dick. I held my 
head a little above hers, looking at her and loving the look on her face.  
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She put her arms around my chest, her legs around my waist, and 
bumped me with her heel right where t he crack of my ass begins. I 
held still. I knew I was going to do it but I was in no urgent hurry this 
time. I wanted to be slow and make it last a long time.  
 
ñPut your arms under me and wrap your hands around my 
shoulders,ò she whispered. ñThatôs what Connor does. He says itôs so I 
canôt get away.ò 
 
I did what she said and then started moving, just slow and easy, 
looking down at her face and her looking up at mine. She smiled. I 
smiled back. After a while she put one hand behind my head and 
pulled it down . I kissed her, just lips to lips, until I felt her tongue 
touch my lips. I   closed my eyes, opened my mouth to her s, and kept 
moving slowly and gently.  
 
I donôt know when I stopped thinking about holding back on what I 
was doing. I gradually started movi ng my hips faster and shoving my 
dick into her harder. I suppose thatôs when I let my beast loose. I was 
nothing but a hard dick moving back and forth in a hot juicy pussy. I 
felt the first undeniable twinges of coming and I kept fucking her as 
hard and fa st as I could until I blasted a load of semen into her 
depths.  
 
I didnôt take my dick out. I didnôt really lose my hard-on. I rested for a 
while, looking down at her and smiling at her smile. Maybe  my dick  
softened a little but, when I started moving again , it stiffened again. 
This time I fucked her for an eternity, just blind, deaf, no awareness 
of time or anything except the fucking of her. She started hunching 
back at me and whining. When I finally started squirting in her again, 
she growled like an anim al, wiggled frantically,  and started banging 
against me so hard it almost hurt. Just as I felt my spurts slow down, I 
felt her pussy start convulsing on my penis and I knew we had both 
come at almost the same time.  
 
She didnôt make me get off her so I stayed in place, heart pounding, 
and breath rasping in and out. This time, my penis lost its stiffness 
but was still swollen enough to stay in her. Finally she put her hands 
against my chest and pushed.  
 
ñRyan, that was a good fuck. Iôll even give you credit for making love 
to me. Youôve still got a lot to learn but youôll get better with time. Now 
I want you to go to the bathroom and get me wet washcloth and a little 
towel. Iôll try not to make a mess on your bed until you get back.ò 
 
<><><>  
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After that night,  with one exception, she came in my bedroom every 
Friday night and  she was Sarah to me. Every day, she was Mom to me 
and she made me do my chores and work on the summer course I was 
taking on -line. For over a month we made love on those occasions for 
hours  and then slept tangled together until late the next day.  
 
When we started, I didnôt know what to do with her and everything 
was a mystery to me. I was a virgin in every sense of the word but Iôm 
a smart kid, a quick learner, and I wanted to learn. During  the next 
month, I learned what she liked, what to do to bring her to orgasm, 
and how to drive her out of her mind. There really was no secret. I 
was slow and gentle and persistent. I watched her facial expressions 
and her body movements. I tried different  things with her. I thought 
about what we did and how she reacted. And most of all, I talked to 
her about what she liked and what gave her the most pleasure.  
 
She liked oral sex so I gave it to her. I liked to start up north and work 
my way down south, gen tle kisses and caresses, loving her breasts 
until her nipples were as hard as my penis, licking her little vertical 
belly button clean even though it was never dirty, rubbing my face on 
the soft skin of her inner thighs, teasing her by breathing on her 
pus sy, and anything else except giving her what she wanted: a licking 
tongue.  
 
I learned to be slow in bending her legs backwards until she was 
almost bent in half, never quick or forceful, always slow and gentle. 
That was the position I liked most, when her hips were levered 
upwards and her pussy was open and glistening and ready for my 
tongue. I think that was the position she liked most as well even 
though I was totally in control of her and she was helpless.  
 
Most of all, I learned to lick her and keep on licking her until her 
clitoris was all blood -red and sticking up like a little dick. Then I 
alternated between sucking on it and licking it and finally easing two 
fingers into her drooling vagina. I liked to feel the contractions of her 
pussy on my fingers  when she came.  
 
Once I continued to lick her pussy even after she had come hard and 
cussed me and tried to pull my ears off and I discovered that she could 
come again within minutes. I never could. Usually I had to wait at 
least ten minutes between orgasm s. She probably could come again 
within a minute or two.  
 
Every time we were together like that, she gave as good as she got. On 
a one occasion we turned the lights out and made love in the dark, just 
sweating, grunting, and whispering. I lay there in my b ed flat on my 
back, hands behind my head, and she sucked me off. She treated me 
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like I liked to treat her, just slow and gentle and persistent, just the 
right combination of her hand stroking my hard penis, her tongue 
licking from my testicles up to the he ad, her mouth wrapped around 
the head, sucking like I was a milkshake and my dick was the straw 
she was using to suck everything out. I donôt understand it but she 
seemed to like swallowing my semen. She caught all of my come in 
her mouth and didnôt stop even when I had squirted my last. She just 
kept gently sucking on the head for a minute or so longer and I really 
liked that. When I came back down from wherever we go when we 
have a good orgasm, I rested for a while and then licked her to a 
groaning orgasm . Only then did I give her over six inches of hard dick 
and made her moan some more.  
 
On another Friday night, we had a marathon fucking session, over an 
hour of fucking without coming. When we crawled in my bed, I tried 
to remember: control, control, cont rol, make it last, make it last for a 
while. I looked at my bedside clock and saw it was a few minutes 
before eight and I wondered if I could make it last until nine or maybe 
even ten oôclock 
 
We went through the usual steps of kissing, breast licking, nip ple 
sucking, and pussy licking before I even tried to get my dick in her.  
When she pulled my ears, I knew that was her signal that she wanted 
some hard dick. I moved over her, rubbed the head of my dick up and 
down in her drooling pussy, and then slid it home in one long 
delicious slide.  
 
 For a long time I just slid my dick into her and out as slowly as I 
could. At first I had my head beside hers so we were cheek to cheek. 
Then I moved my head over hers and gently gave her lots of little 
closed -lips kisse s all over her face .  She smiled up at me so I kissed 
her on the lips, stuck my tongue out, and pried her lips apart. She 
fought a good battle with her tongue but I won. All the while I kept 
doing the same thing, just slowly sliding my dick in and out of h er 
pussy.  
 
When I told her to turn over, she hesitated for a moment and then 
turned over on her belly. She had a damned fine ass, smooth and 
perfectly rounded, and not a wrinkle or imperfection.  
 
ñWhat are you going to do?ò she whispered. 
 
I straddled her thighs, bent my dick down, and probed between her 
cheeks, not looking for her asshole but her pussy.  
 
ñDonôt worry,ò I whispered back. ñI donôt want it in your ass. I want it 
in your pussy. Raise your hips a little and show it where to goò 
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I couldnôt get but about half in her that way but it was tight and hot 
and juicy and so damned good. I did it that way for a while, still just 
slow and gentle but persistent, not trying to get in a hurry to come. 
After a while I wanted something different so I pulled out , pulled her 
hips up so she had her ass up in the air, thighs straight up, head down 
on the pillow. I saw where I wanted my dick to go, just under her pink 
pucker, between those spread wet lips. I eased it in again and held her 
by the hips while I fucked h er, eyes closed, aware of nothing but my 
hard dick in her wet juicy pussy.  
 
That was good but I wanted to come with her under me. I told her to 
turn over again and she turned between my legs on her back. I gently 
put one knee, then the other, between her l egs, and lowered myself 
down on her. This time, she showed my dick where to go and I eased it 
in and out and deeper each time until I was balls deep in her. At the 
same time she wrapped her long legs around me with her ankles 
locked over my ass, bound me t o her with her arms, and pushed my 
head down over hers with both hands.  For a while I didnôt move after 
that. I just lay there joined with her in every way possible until I 
finally couldnôt be still any longer. 
 
I suppose thatôs when I let my beast loose. I let go of all restraint and 
fucked her as fast and hard as I could. When I blasted a load in her 
pussy and thought Iôd died with it, I felt her pussy trying to milk the 
rest of my semen out, our first simultaneous orgasm.  
 
After a while I lifted my head  and looked at the clock: nine oôeight. We 
had fucked for over an hour and I had finally come, no, we had finally 
come together.  
 
One Wednesday afternoon, we had a summer thunderstorm and 
maybe that was why we did something different. She was off from her 
crazy work schedule and we were home together. We were both 
almost naked, me in some little blue briefs and white socks, her in 
white socks and panties and a long loose t -shirt with nothing 
underneath. I had turned off the TV and the air conditioning and, as 
the house heated up and the humidity rose, we had gradually shed 
almost all our clothes. Lightening was popping close by and thunder 
was constant and I knew to turn off all electrical stuff except the 
lights.  
 
I was in Dadôs lounge chair reading a good science -fiction book. Mom 
was puttering, thatôs what she called it, around the house. She came to 
the door and stood just looking at me. I knew something was about to 
happen. She had a frown on her face but her eyes kept sweeping over 
me.  
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Suddenly she re moved her t -shirt, fixed her eyes on mine, and hooked 
her thumbs in her panties. I raised the chair, stood up, hooked my 
thumbs in my briefs, and waited. We both stripped our underwear off 
and kicked them to one side and, except for white socks, stood nake d 
in front of each other. My penis went from soft and dangling to hard 
and standing in just a few seconds. She walked over to me, wrapped 
her hand around it, and then just stood there looking down at it. I 
waited for her to let me know what she wanted.  
 
She pushed me back down in the chair, grabbed a pillow from the 
couch, pushed my legs apart, and dropped the pillow. I knew what I 
was about to get, at least I thought I did. She stood looking me up and 
down for a moment, from my face, my body, my hard dick waiting for 
her. I watched the expression on her unsmiling face, a strange 
expression I couldnôt remember seeing before. I could hear her 
breathing, louder and stronger than usual.  
 
After perhaps a minute, she knelt on the pillow and made love to my 
penis  and testicles. Thatôs the only way to describe what she did. She 
wasnôt trying to hurry me to an orgasm, not even close. Usually a 
combination of fast hand stroking while sucking on the head could 
make me come. She didnôt do that. She just gently licked and sucked 
my penis, even my testicles, in no hurry, just sort of lazy easy like. I 
liked what she was doing. I slouched down a little lower, closed my 
eyes, and surrendered.  
 
All too quickly, she stopped, stood up, and I opened my eyes. She had 
her hand e xtended and she was smiling. I took her hand and stood up, 
just inches from her. She wrapped her other hand around my penis, 
closed her eyes, and offered me her mouth. I kissed her gently, slowly, 
and, after a few seconds, touched her lips with my tongue. She opened 
to me and I closed my eyes and we kissed, just an unhurried gentle 
kiss.  
 
She put both arms around me with her hands on my buns. I did the 
same and pulled her against my hardness. We stood there with bodies 
pressed tightly together, mouths open,  lost in kissing, in no hurry to 
do anything else. I could have stood there all afternoon, lightening 
striking close by, thunder booming, both of us all sticky and sweating, 
both audibly breathing, my heart beating almost out of my chest.  
 
Finally she push ed away from me, wrapped her hand around my 
penis, and dragged me down the hallway to my room. I smiled 
because I knew what she wanted, not on Friday night as usual, but on 
Wednesday afternoon while the thunderstorm was raging outside.  
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In my room, she qui ckly crawled in my bed, spread her legs, held her 
arms out to me, and smiled an invitation to me. I assumed she wanted 
me to make love to her or fuck her and let my beast loose. That wasnôt 
what I wanted to do. I wanted to please her the same way she had 
done me, with my mouth.  
 
I kept two pillows on my bed, one for behind my head, one for 
between my knobby knees when sleeping on my side. She had her 
head on one. I grabbed the other, stuck it under her hips, went 
around to the end of the bed and flopped. I licked her from her taint 
to her clit, until the little lips were splayed out to each side and I 
tasted and smelled her arousal, just the same way she had sucked my 
dick, just slowly and sensuously and gently. She caught me by the ears 
and pulled but I sho ok her hands off and kept licking her.  
 
I felt her relax and heard her moan and that was what I wanted. For a 
while, thatôs all I did. I didnôt use my fingers to fuck her. I didnôt use 
my thumbs to pull her big lips apart. All I used was my tongue and 
that  was enough to bring her clit out of hiding but I didnôt want her to 
come with me licking her. I wanted her to come when I had my dick in 
her and was giving her another gallon of my baby makers.  
 
The second time she pulled my ears, I gave her a piteous, ñOw, Sarah,ò 
and crawled up on top of her. I slid my arms partially under her and 
wrapped my hands around her shoulders. No way was she going to get 
away from me. She used both hands to guide my dick into her pussy 
and then imprisoned me with her arms and le gs. My  beast romped for 
a minute or so until my dick squirted out the contents of my prostate 
gland and my balls and I thought Iôd died and gone to heaven again. 
 
But, damn, she didnôt come when I did. I rested for a while, still on 
top of her, still wrapp ed up in her arms and legs, until my heart 
slowed down from two hundred miles per hour and my lungs could 
finally get enough air. As usual, after one time, my dick stayed swollen 
but just not stiff. I gave it a tentative out and in again and it seemed to 
w ork OK but just not quite ready. I waited for a while longer, tried 
again, and it worked better and gradually stiffened as I pumped in 
and out. I slowly let the beast out of his cage again and let it go wild. 
This time, when my dick blasted another load in to her pussy, she 
squealed and I felt her pussy contracting and relaxing at the same 
time I was filling her up to overflowing.  
 
ñHow did you like that, Sarah?ò I whispered in her ear after I caught 
my breath. ñWas that a good fuck?ò 
 
<><><>  
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As the time f or my fatherôs return neared, I became more and more 
apprehensive and worried about what I had done with her and about 
how he would react.  On our final Friday night before his return, she 
came in my room naked but smiling and radiantly happy. I was too 
wor ried to smile.  
 
ñWhy are you so happy? Is it because heôll be home next week?ò I 
asked.  
 
ñYes, Ryan, Iôm happy heôll be back in a few days but thatôs not the 
main reason Iôm happy,ò she said. 
 
ñOh?ò 
 
ñRyan, Iôm pregnant!ò 
 
That night, I fucked her three t imes, one right after the other, and I 
still wanted to fuck her more. Fucked! Not made love, just fucked, and 
I wanted to keep fucking her forever. I didnôt try to please her. I was 
selfish and uncaring and I wanted to fuck her through the mattress. 
The th ird time, she groaned loudly with each thrust and finally came 
at the same time I did. Her pussy sucked every drop out of my balls or 
wherever it comes from and I knew I was done. Maybe he would kill 
me. Maybe Iôd just die from fucking her. I didnôt care. At least Iôd die 
happy.  
 

Chapter Two  
 
I was in the living room watching a movie on TV. It was about a bunch 
of sailors who take an old battleship and kick the living shit out of a 
bunch of aliens before they can take over the earth. Iôve probably seen 
it a  dozen times but I still enjoy it, especially when the walrus alien 
gets his teeth knocked out by the guy with the artificial legs. I was 
wearing just a pair of exercise shorts and some white socks, my usual 
in -house uniform when I didnôt expect to be around anybody except 
my parents.  
 
I heard a car door slam and it sounded like it was directly in front of 
our quarters. Mom was gone to the commissary and she wasnôt going 
to be back for another hour or so. Anyway, she would park her car on 
the carport when s he came back. I got up and peeked out the blinds to 
see who it was. It was Dad! It wasnôt Friday. It was Wednesday. He 
was home two days early!  
 
Maybe I was scared he was going to kill me but I couldnôt help myself. 
I slammed out the front door, ran down t o the sidewalk in about four 
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leaps, threw myself at him, and almost knocked him down. I put my 
arms around him, tucked my head in the side of his throat, and 
squeezed him as hard as I could. I couldnôt say anything and I felt like 
crying because I was so h appy to see him.  
 
ñWhoa, Tiger, are you glad to see me?ò he asked. I almost choked just 
from hearing his voice. I managed to squeak out a ñYeah!ò 
 
He had on his dress blues with his coat over one arm and that meant 
he had been somewhere important like some  sort of ceremony. He 
handed his coat to the corporal who had brought him home, wrapped 
both arms around me, and sort of rocked from side to side with me 
like he does sometimes. I could smell his sweat and it was something 
Iôd smelled all my life and it was just him and I loved him. After a 
while, he gently pushed me back and smiled down at me.  
 
ñCome on, Tiger, letôs help the corporal carry my luggage in the house. 
Iôm hot and sweaty and I could use a cold beer. Would you like one?ò 
 
That was strange. He h ad let me taste beer lots of times in the past but 
he had never offered me one. He saw the look on my face.  
 
ñWhat?ò he said, just like I do sometimes. ñYouôre almost a man, 
Ryan. You can have a beer with your dad now. Just donôt make a habit 
of it.ò 
 
Didn ôt he know what I had done? A few days ago I had heard Mom 
talking to him in her room. She didnôt let me talk to him so I assumed 
she was telling him. He didnôt act like he was going to kill me. 
 
I helped the corporal carry his luggage into the house and o n into 
Momôs and Dadôs bedroom. Dad thanked the corporal, said something 
to him, and he left.  
 
As soon as he was gone, Dad started undressing. He sat down on the 
side of the bed, took off his shoes and socks, lifted his butt long 
enough to pull off his pa nts, and sat there for a minute in just his 
skivvies and white dress shirt breathing deeply. He threw his pants at 
me and I knew he wanted me to take his uniform to the base cleaners 
tomorrow. I hung his pants on a hanger, put his coat over them, and 
hung them behind the door.  
 
ñDamn, itôs good to be home,ò he said. ñDid you miss me?ò 
 
ñYeah, Mom and I both missed you. Are you really going to be home 
for the next year or so?ò 
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ñYep, Iôm done with, well, you know, for a while,ò he said. ñIôve got 
desk duty h ere for at least a year.ò 
 
I didnôt know but I knew I wasnôt supposed to know. Sometimes he 
went somewhere and even Mom didnôt know where.  
 
He stood up, stripped off his shirt, stepped out of his skivvies, and 
then stood there naked, breathing deeply. He was just as lean and 
hard as ever and he looked damn good for a guy in his thirties. I 
always hoped my body was going to be like his. He reached down to 
his genitals, sort of pulled his balls down, scratched behind them, 
pulled down on his dick, and took a  deep breath and let it out. His 
dick was soft and it looked big and swollen like it always does in hot 
weather. His foreskin covered almost the whole head and there was 
just a little circle left uncovered. It looked just like mine except mine 
is a little smaller.  
 
ñWould you get me a pair of shorts?ò he asked. ñAnd some white 
socks?ò 
 
I knew what he wanted. Both of us lounged around the house in 
cotton exercise shorts and white socks, usually bare -chested, 
sometimes with a T -shirt, when nobody was around.  
 
I went to his chest of drawer, got his socks out of the top drawer and 
his shorts out of the bottom. I always helped Mom put away when she 
did the laundry and I knew where his stuff was. He stepped in the 
shorts, sat down on the bed long enough to put on his socks, and then 
stood up. He put his hand on my shoulder, we went in the kitchen, 
and he sat down at the table . 
 
ñGet me a beer,ò he said. ñGet you one too.ò 
  
I got two bottles of beer out of the fridge, the kind he likes, opened 
them and put them on the table. I knew I had to tell him.  
 
ñDad, Momôs pregnant.ò 
 
He took a big swig of his beer, looked at me with a serious look on his 
face, picked up the other bottle of beer, and handed it to me. I drank a 
little and waited. He breathed deeply a couple of  times and grinned.  
 
ñYeah, I know,ò he said. ñWeôre both tickled pink. We thought weôd 
never have another kid. I got her pregnant that weekend I made a 
quick trip home and stayed just one night. That was the weekend you 
were gone camping with your buddies . Sorry I missed you.ò 
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He was looking at me with an intensity that told me a lot. He already 
knew I had got her pregnant but he wanted to claim that the baby was 
his and I was supposed to accept his version of how it happened, even 
though I knew I hadnôt gone camping since last summer and he had 
never made a quick trip home during his three -month absence.  
 
I sat down in a chair and looked at him without saying anything, just 
slowly drinking my beer. I burped. He grinned and burped louder.  
 
ñThatôs the way it happened, Ryan,ò he said. 
 
ñYouôre not going to kill me?ò I asked. 
 
ñWhy should I kill you, Tiger?ò he asked. ñI love you and Iôm glad 
youôre my son.ò 
 
I took another sip of beer and sat there staring at him. He stared back, 
sipped the last of his beer,  and then winked at me and smiled. I 
managed to smile too, just a little one.  
 
ñOn the way here, I called Sarah on her cell phone,ò he said. ñSheôs 
going to get us a big pizza for supper, the kind you like. Are you 
hungry?ò 
 
ñYouôre not mad at me?ò I asked. Lately I was always hungry.  
 
ñIôm not mad at you, son,ò he said. ñI want to thank you. Tonight 
Sarah and Iôll talk to you and youôll understand. Just relax. Shit, get 
me another fucking beer. You want another?ò 
 
I got up and got him another beer. I didnôt get me one though. Iôd 
never been drunk and I was afraid another beer would get to me. I sat 
his beer in front of him and was about to sit down. He stood up, 
grabbed me by the shoulders, and pulled me against him. I put my 
arms around his waist and he pu t his around my back with one hand 
behind my head, holding me with my face sort of buried in him.  
 
ñI love you, Ryan,ò he whispered. ñAfter Sarah, youôre the best thing 
that ever happened to me. I love you and Iôm proud youôre my son. It 
makes me feel good  to see the sort of man youôre becoming. Donôt you 
ever forget what Iôm saying. Youôre precious to me.ò 
 
ñI wonôt, Dad,ò I whispered. ñIôm glad youôre my father.ò 
 
He turned me loose, slapped me on the butt, picked up the second 
bottle of beer, took a big swig, and handed it to me.  
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ñHere, put this back in the fridge for now,ò he said. ñI stink. I want to 
take a bath before Sarah gets home. Come bathe with me. Iôve missed 
having you to shower with me and scrub my back.ò 
 
Our quarters were just like all the others for officers with only one 
kid: two bedrooms, one bath, kitchen/dining room, and a big living 
room. The bathroom had one commode, two sinks, and a big shower. 
I was used to sharing everything with my parents.  
 
Until about a month ago, Iôd never seen Mom naked but I had seen her 
breasts more than once, like when she was at one sink and I was at the 
other. She always just smiled at me and didnôt try to cover up. She 
always had on panties though. Iôd never been in there when she was 
using the commode or  in the shower.  
 
Iôd seen Dad naked all of my life. I wasnôt bashful and I was used to 
pissing or showering when he was shaving. Weôd showered together 
on occasion as long as I could remember. We didnôt hesitate to piss 
when the other was in the shower. We  all knew not to flush when 
somebody was using the shower .  
 
This time I lifted the commode seat and assumed the position and was 
just about to start when Dad pushed me over and held his dick ready. 
I looked at him, he smiled at me, and then we both starte d pissing. It 
was nothing new to me. Weôd done it before a few times.  
 
In the shower, we alternated standing under the water and then 
soaped up two washcloths and scrubbed. When he turned around 
with his hands on the wall and his back to me, I knew what he  wanted. 
Iôd done it as long as I could remember. I scrubbed his back the way 
he wanted it, hard, and was about to turn around and let him do mine. 
Then the shower door slid back and Mom stepped in, naked.  
 
Mom and Dad grabbed each other like I wasnôt even there. They 
wrapped their arms around each other and almost melted into one 
another and shut their eyes and got a lip lock on each otherôs mouths, 
all without a word. It seemed like they couldnôt stop kissing. Theyôd 
stop for a second, take a few deep bre aths, and then go back at it. 
Momôs hands were on Dadôs butt cheeks and I could see the dents her 
fingers made because she was pulling him against her. Dadôs were on 
her butt cheeks, on her breasts, holding her face, just all over her.  
  
I moved under the shower spray and watched them. When my dick 
raised its head, I wrapped my hand around it and stroked it real slow. 
After a few minutes, they stopped and both looked at me, first at my 
face and then down at what I was doing with my dick.  
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Dad smiled, pushed  back away from Mom a little, and his dick rose up 
at about a forty -five degree angle like mine. They both held out an arm 
to me and I moved closer until my body was touching both of theirs. I 
put one arm around Dadôs back and the other around Momôs. They 
both put one arm around me and we stood there smiling at each other 
for a minute.  
  
Then Mom dropped her hand down until she was holding half of my 
butt. I looked at her and she grinned. Damn ! With Dad right there. 
Double damn ! Dad dropped his hand down an d grabbed the other 
half. Well, damned if I was going to do nothing. I dropped my hands 
down and grabbed me half  of Momôs ass and half of Dadôs. They both 
grinned and then sort of giggled. I grinned to.  
  
I didnôt know what they wanted me to do and I didnôt know what I 
ought to do. Standing there with the three of us with our hands on 
each otherôs asses wasnôt something Iôd even imagined. Maybe things 
were going to be different now. Finally Mom told us what to do. She 
reached down, took my dick in one hand,  took Dadôs in her other, and 
said:  
 
ñYou guys need to stuff these back in your shorts for a while. I want 
somebody to carry in the groceries.ò 
 
<><><>  
 
We were sitting at the kitchen table eating our dessert, an apple pie 
with ice cream. The pizza was gre at as always and so was the pie. Dad 
had his second beer with his pizza. Mom had a glass of milk and I 
thought that was strange because she usually had a beer too. I had a 
soft drink. I still felt a buzz from the first beer and I thought I had 
better stay clear headed.  
 
ñWell, itôs time we talked,ò Dad said. ñIôve got some things to say to 
you, Ryan, and theyôre important. I want you to listen carefully.ò 
 
ñYes, sir,ò I answered. 
 
ñTiger, donôt say óyes, sirô to me,ò he said, sounding exasperated. ñSay 
óyes, Dad.ô I hear yes sir all day long. Youôre the only person in the 
world who can say óyes, Dadô to me and I wish you could know how 
much Iôve missed hearing it.ò 
 
ñYes, s..I mean, yes, Dadò 
 
ñOK. Thatôs better. Now, hereôs what the three of us know. Sarah is 
pregnant. The home pregnancy test she used is just about infallible. 
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Ryan, we all know you are the one who made her pregnant. The child 
is a union of your sperm and her egg. Are we all in agreement on 
that?ò 
 
ñYes, Dad,ò I answered. 
 
ñYes, Connor,ò Mom answered, smiling at me.  
 
ñOK. Now, hereôs the way itôs going to be. Iôm the childôs father. I got 
Sarah pregnant one Saturday when I came home for two days just 
passing through. We were both surprised as hell because we thought 
weôd never have another child. Weôre both wonderfully happy to be 
having another child. Got that?ò 
 
ñYes, Dad.ò 
 
ñYes, Connor.ò 
 
ñOK. Ryan, the child is going to be your brother or your sister. 
Whichever it is, youôre going to love it like a brother or sister, not like 
a father. You  will never let the child know youôre its real father. Do 
you understand why?ò 
 
ñI think so.ò 
 
ñOK. Tell me why?ò 
 
ñBecause boys donôt usually have sex with their mothers. They donôt 
usually get them pregnant. Everybody will thinkéwell, theyôll think 
weôre some kind of sex perverts or something. Then theyôll maybe not 
like the baby because of it. Itôs not the childôs fault, Dad; itôs mine.ò 
 
ñRyan, donôt you ever say that again.ò 
 
ñYes, sir, I mean, yes, Dad, but when are you and Mom going to tell 
me why yo u let it happen. Did you intend for it to happen? Why?ò 
 
ñYes, we intended for it to happen,ò Dad said. ñWeôve been thinking 
about it and planning for it to happen for months. All you really need 
to know is that Sarah and I wanted it to happen and weôre happy it 
did.ò 
 
ñI still donôt understand,ò I said. 
 
ñIôll tell you in just a minute but first I want you to promise youôll 
never tell the child that youôre its father. OK? Man to man, now.ò 
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ñOK, Dad, I promise, man to man, that Iôll never tell the baby that Iôm 
its father. ò 
  
ñGood. Donôt ever break your word to me, son. Now, do you know the 
meaning of the words impotent and infertile?ò 
 
ñI think so.ò 
 
ñRyan, Iôm not impotent. Hell, Iôm damned potent. My balls produce 
testosterone like a fifteen -year -old ki d. I may be thirty -four but Iôm 
probably as horny as you are. I almost wore my right arm out while I 
was gone,ò he said, grinning at me. I grinned back. 
  
ñI am infertile, though,ò he said, with a serious face. I waited. 
 
ñCan I start over and back up some before I tell you why?ò he asked. 
 
ñSure, Dad,ò I said. 
 
ñI was nineteen years old and a second-year cadet at the Academy 
when I met your mother. I was home on a two week leave Iôd earned 
by having the best grade point average of any second year guy. On m y 
second night home, my sister set me up for a blind date with a 
seventeen -year -old high school senior. The date was for her 
graduation prom. She was the most beautiful girl Iôd ever seen, tall, 
slim, long legs, good boobs, good butt, smiled like an angel,  laugh 
thatéwell, thatôs enough. Thatôs her sitting beside us.ò 
 
I looked at Mom. She was smiling, maybe like an angel.  
 
ñI wish you could have seen him that night, Ryan,ò she said. ñHe had 
permission to wear his spring parade dress uniform: grey swallow -
tail coat, 21 gold buttons, white trousers. They thought heôd make a 
good poster boy for the Army. He was a young girlôs dream: tall, slim, 
handsome, sexy as hell. I knew I wanted to marry him the minute I 
saw him. Love at first sight. Well, maybe lust. Whe n we were dancing, 
girls kept trying to cut in and he wouldnôt let them. He kissed me for 
the first time when he took me home and I think that first kiss lasted 
for about five minutes. It was really some kiss. About two weeks later 
when he left to go back I was pregnant but I didnôt know it until a 
week or so after that.ò 
 
She looked at Dad and smiled. He was smiling too.  
 
ñWe had a date the next night,ò Mom said. ñWe had hamburgers and 
milk shakes and spent the rest of that date just holding hands and 
walk ing and talking. The next night he went to my graduation 
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ceremony, wearing his dress uniform again, sat between my mother 
and father, and told them he was going to marry me. He didnôt take 
me home that night. We checked into a motel. He fucked me three 
tim es. We were both virgins.ò 
 
ñI didnôt fuck you,ò Dad said. ñI made love to you. And you came more 
times than I did. Ryan, she was ringing up orgasms about two to my 
one.ò 
 
ñThe next day, he made love to me seven times. There was a 
hamburger joint next door  to the motel and we went over there just 
long enough to get take out. We would hardly get back in the motel 
before we were fucking again. We were both hot as hell. Sore too.ò 
 
ñSeven times?ò I asked. 
 
ñWell, one of those was a blow-job,ò Dad said. ñI couldnôt believe it 
when she swallowed it. She said it just got the taste of hamburgers 
with onions out of her mouth. And she was still ringing up orgasms 
like crazy.ò 
 
ñThe next day, we did it twice before check out,ò Mom said. ñHe took 
me home, told my paren ts that we were going to stay in my bedroom, 
and they could start planning for a wedding. I had a queen -size bed 
and we broke it down that night. My father and Connor tried to fix it 
and finally just put the mattress and box springs on the floor. I wish 
you could have seen Connor in his skivvies and my father in his 
pajama bottoms trying to fix my bed. My two younger brothers were 
right there, just wearing their jockey shorts and they thought it was 
the funniest thing theyôd ever seen.ò 
 
ñIt was funny,ò Dad said. ñI think your dad and both your brothers 
had hard -ons and your mother couldnôt decide which one of us four 
guys she wanted to look at next.ò 
 
ñPoor Mom,ò Mom said. ñThe next morning at breakfast, she asked 
me and Connor if we knew what we were doing . Connor didnôt answer 
her. He stood up, pulled me up, gave me about a minute -long kiss, 
open mouth and tongue, hands groping me. Then he sat down and 
said, ñNo.ò I looked at Mom and her eyes were like saucers and her 
mouth was wide open. Dad thought that was funny.ò 
 
ñThen we spent a couple of nights at my parentôs home, sleeping in my 
twin -size bed with room on both sides,ò Dad picked up. ñHer parents 
told mine what we had done to her bed and we got teased about it 
again. My mother and sister laughed so h ard they cried. I told my 
parents to start thinking about a wedding too.ò 
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ñI thought Iôd die when he had to go back,ò Mom said. 
 
Then Dad again. ñI knew West Point graduates werenôt allowed to 
marry until after graduation. I had a choice and I made it. I wanted 
her and I wanted to marry her. At the time, I didnôt even know she 
was pregnant. I didnôt learn that until a few weeks later. I told my 
commanding officer I was going to get married and he said Iôd be 
expelled if I did. I told them Iôd become career Army if they would let 
me stay. They didnôt want to expel me and tried to talk me out of 
marrying her. I was at the top of the second year cadets and already 
marked to go into intelligence. Somebody told me the solution. It was 
simple. Just quietly marry her without telling anybody. Marry her 
again when I graduated. Thatôs what we did. 
 
ñSo Iôm not a bastard,ò I said, grinning. 
 
ñI can show you two marriage certificates, Tigerò Dad said. ñOur first 
marriage was in her parentôs living room and was attended by both 
families, all sworn to secrecy. Our second was on the day after I 
graduated.ò 
 
I looked at Mom. ñWhat did your parents say when you told them you 
were pregnant with me?ò 
 
ñI didnôt tell them. Connor did. I called him, he called my parents, and 
told  them to hurry up with the wedding plans. He said his son was not 
going to be a bastard. I thought my mother was never going to stop 
crying. My father, bless his heart, was calm and said heôd do 
everything he could to help. Our families got together and al l agreed 
to help us. They did. I alternated staying at my parentsô house and 
Connorôs parentsô house for the next two years. Both sets of 
grandparents loved you like crazy. We didnôt break down any more 
beds but we gave them a good workout.ò 
 
ñBut I thought nobody could tell a babyôs sex that early.ò 
 
ñThatôs right,ò Mom said. ñThey canôt.ò 
  
I looked at Dad. ñWere you with Mom when I was born?ò I asked. 
 
ñOnly in spirit, Tiger,ò Dad said. ñBoth families were there and I mean 
everybody, even Sarahôs two little brothers. Thatôs what it means to be 
part of a family, Ryan. Thatôs why your mother wanted to have more 
children, so we could be a bigger family and all love each other like 
my family and hers loved us. We probably wouldnôt be sitting here 
today withou t the love of both our parents.ò 
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I looked at Dad. ñWell, you were certainly fertile when I was 
conceived. What happened to change that?ò 
 
ñIôm getting there. Two weeks after I graduated, I was no longer in 
this country. I was assigned to an Army intellige nce unit and I was 
sworn never to talk about what I did. So what I tell you can never be 
told to anyone else. Swear?ò 
 
I nodded.  
 
Dad shook his head. ñSay it.ò 
 
ñI swear Iôll never tell anybody else what youôre going to tell me.ò 
 
ñThree other guys and I were radiated by a dirty nuke weapon that a 
terrorist tried to smuggle onto an airplane going from Riyadh to Paris 
and then to New York. It never got on the plane. All four of us suffered 
radiation burns and I was rendered infertile. Not impotent now, just 
infertile. My testicles produce sperm like a normal man. If they swim 
at all, itôs just in circles.ò 
  
ñSo what do we do now?ò I asked. 
 
ñWell, tonight, Iôm going to take Sarah to bed and make love to her. I 
probably wonôt be any good because Iôve been under a lot of stress and 
Iôm really tired and I havenôt had much sleep in weeks. Maybe she can 
be satisfied if I can do it just once.ò 
 
I looked at Mom and she smiled and nodded.  
 
ñI mean from now on,ò I said. 
 
ñTomorrow night, Thursday night, Iôm going to show Sarah how much 
I love her. Maybe Iôll feel better by then. Sheôs my other half, Ryan. I 
could never be complete again without her. Friday night is your night. 
She tells me youôre learning to be a good lover.ò 
 
ñUh, uh, Dad, youôre home now.ò I said. ñYouôre the one whoôs 
supposed to make love to her.ò 
 
ñTiger, we set this up deliberately. Weôve been trying to decide 
whether to do it for the last year or so. We both agreed it was the best 
way to have what both of us wanted, probably the only way. You did  us 
a big favor. Sarah and I donôt think we should cut you off now. We 
want you to keep on doing it with her, well, at least on Friday nights.ò 
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I looked at Mom. ñYouôre pregnant, right?ò 
 
ñYes, but that doesnôt mean I canôt have sex, Ryan. It canôt hurt the 
baby. Maybe when Iôm closer to term, you and Connor will have to be 
gentle with me. I enjoyed sex with him until I was about eight months 
pregnant with you and then the doctor said I should cut him off.ò 
 
ñYou cut him off?ò I joked. ñLooks like he still has  one.ò 
 
They both laughed and so I did too.  
 
Dad reached over and took my hand in his. Mom held out her hand 
and I put my other hand in it. They both looked serious now.  
 
ñRyan, I want to have this baby,ò Mom said. ñI also want more 
babies.ò 
 
I couldnôt believe what I was hearing. Did she mean that she wanted 
me to get her pregnant again? Me? Babies? More than one? Did that 
mean she wanted me to get her pregnant again and again so she could 
have two or three more babies after this one?  
 
ñThatôs right, Tiger,ò Dad said. ñYour mother is still a young woman. 
Sheôs just thirty two. Sheôs got a lot of child-bearing years ahead of 
her. We want you to fill up those years with kids. We want a big 
family.ò 
 
ñWell, couldnôt you just get a sperm donor?ò I asked. ñDonôt some 
women do that when their husband is infertile?ò 
 
ñYes, Ryan,ò Mom said. ñBut I donôt want a baby with somebody elseôs 
genes in it. I want Connorôs. Youôre the only one who can give me what 
I want.ò 
 
I looked at both of them and then squeezed thei r hands.  
 
ñIôll do my best.ò 
 
<><><>  
 
The next morning, I was in the kitchen standing at the stove in my in -
house uniform frying myself a couple of eggs when Mom walked in. I 
liked egg sandwiches with cayenne pepper hot sauce on them and a 
glass of cold mi lk to wash them down. I looked at her. She had on 
white socks and a thin white robe. I could see most of her breasts and 
the outline of her panties under it. I put some bread in the toaster and 
poured myself a big glass of milk and then looked back at her.  
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She was sitting in a chair and the white robe had come open. I saw her 
beautiful breasts and, when I looked down, I saw the shape of her 
pussy in her panties, the little crease in the middle of her mound. 
Instant hard -on. I turned my back to her so she c ouldnôt see the tent 
in my shorts. What was I going to do? I assembled my egg sandwich, 
sprinkled it with pepper sauce, and picked up my glass of milk. I knew 
I couldnôt back up to the table. I finally decided I had to do it. Fuck it. I 
walked over to the table, tented shorts and all, set my plate and glass 
down, and was about to sit down.  
 
Mom grabbed the waistband of my shorts and pulled me over in front 
of her. I didnôt resist until she grabbed my shorts on each side, pulled 
them down, and tried to break  my dick off. My foreskin had come 
back when it got hard and it hurt to have my shorts dragged over the 
naked head. I said, ñOuch, Mom!ò She wrapped her hand around my 
dick and stroked it a couple of times.  
 
ñIôm sorry, Ryan,ò she said, smiling. ñWould you like me to kiss it and 
make it better?ò 
 
I couldnôt say anything. What if Dad walked in? I just stood there like 
a dummy. She pulled and I shuffled up a little closer. My shorts fell 
down around my ankles.  
 
ñYouôve got a beautiful penis, Ryan,ò Mom said. ñWould you mind if I 
got a little protein from it for the baby?ò 
 
I didnôt know what to say but I wasnôt about to say no. She stroked my 
dick a little more and then leaned over and started sucking on the 
head. I didnôt know what to do. What if Dad got up and caught me 
with my dick in her mouth? I shuffled a little closer and just stood 
there with my hands at my sides.  
 
She took her mouth off my dick for a moment. ñPut your hands on my 
shoulders and keep them there, Ryan. Iôve told you that before. Be a 
gent leman.ò 
 
I put my hands on her shoulders and I suppose that kept me in the 
close position she wanted. I shut my eyes, let my head fall back, poked 
my pelvis out, and let her do what she wanted. It was what I wanted 
too. One hand cupping my balls, sort of l ifting my low hangers, one 
moving up and down on the shaft of my dick, her tongue licking under 
the head, her mouth sucking on the head: I was conscious of nothing 
else. It didnôt take her long to get the baby a little protein. I think my 
dick was almost d own her throat when I started coming. Iôd squirt, 
sheôd swallow, squirt, swallow, squirt, swallow; damn, it was too 
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much. My knees almost buckled. When I had squirted my last, she 
didnôt take her mouth off my dick. She just pulled back so only the 
head was  inside her mouth and sucked slowly and gently.  
 
ñYouôre hurting me, Ryan,ò I heard her say, and looked down. I had a 
hard grip on her shoulders. I needed something to hang on to.  
 
ñSit down a minute,ò she said. I tried but my shorts were tangled 
around my  ankles and I almost fell. She put a foot on them and held 
them and I stepped out of them. I sat or maybe fell down in a chair in 
front of her, my legs spread, my still -hard dick looking at the ceiling. 
When I looked at her face, she was looking at me and grinning.  
 
ñDid you like that?ò 
 
I shook my head.  
 
ñI liked it too.ò 
 
ñYeah, butéò I tried to think of what I wanted to say. ñWhy do you do 
it, I mean why do you like it? What do you get out of it?ò 
 
ñRyan, sex is best when partners do things for each other,ò she said 
quietly. ñThe first time I gave you a blow-job, did you really want to 
lick my pussy?ò 
 
ñYeah, I didnôt think I would but I liked it. After I got started I really 
wanted to do it.ò 
 
ñDo you understand? I do something for you that you like; you do 
something for me that I like. That makes for great sex.ò 
 
I sat there for a minute just looking up and down at her. The nipples 
on her breasts looked like they were a half -inch long. There was a wet 
spot in the center of her panties. I knew sucking my dick had made 
her hot.  
 
ñWould you do me an egg sandwich like yours, light on the pepper 
sauce? Pour me a big glass of milk. Iôm going to make a pot of coffee 
even if it has to be weak from now on.ò 
 
I was hungry. I picked up my fried egg sandwich and my g lass of milk, 
took them back to the stove, and started eating while I fried her eggs. 
If I got too much hot sauce in my mouth, I just took a big swallow of 
milk and swished it around in my mouth. By the time I had assembled 
her fried egg sandwich, light on  the hot sauce, I had finished eating 
mine. I took her sandwich to her and then made me another one, 




