I woke up to my mother shouting, "Happy 18th Birthday!" while opening my curtains, blinding me.
“It burns!” I hissed, making my mother laugh. My eyes adjusted to the light, and the outline of her body standing next to me made me jump back. She was standing next to my bed wearing a nightgown that barely made it past her butt cheeks, leaving very little to the imagination. Her white fur and black stripes were neatly groomed; she is a 36-year-old white tigress. She smiled at me and bent over, picking up a basket of clothes; as she bent over, her nightgown pulled up slightly, revealing the edge of her vagina and her tight pink anus. Her pink slit almost glowing against the shorter white fur, I had to roll over to hide my growing erection.

“What’s wrong?” she said innocently, straightening her nightgown after placing the clothes basket on my bed.

“Nothing,” I said, a little flustered as she smirked at me. She turned and exited my room, leaving me in peace. I sighed and sat up, glaring down at my protruding member.
“What are you thinking? She is your mother.” I said, scolding my barbed nuisance throbbing in the air. I growled and looked into the mirror; looking back was a muscular male lion. I look like my father; he reminds me of it daily. I got dressed in gym shorts and a T-shirt; I walked into the living room to see my father sitting on the couch watching TV.
“Good morning, Dad,” I said, slapping the back of the couch, startling the lion, and making him glare at me.

“Good morning, son.” He said with a grumble, making me laugh. I walked into the kitchen to see Mom cooking breakfast, standing before the stove, still wearing only the nightgown. She bent over to go through a cabinet for something. Her puffy wet lower lips were on display again, making my shorts tighten a little; she bent a little lower, lifting her tail, revealing her surprisingly clean anus again. I felt myself drool slightly at the sight in front of me. I left the kitchen quickly, failing to notice her watching me with a smirk. I sat next to Dad and watched some TV to get my mind away from her. I shouldn’t have these feelings towards her, but I can’t help it.
“What is wrong, son? You seem flustered today.” Dad said, breaking the silence.

“Nothing, Dad. I'm just trying to think of what I will do for work now that I am out of school.” I lied.

“I wanted to ask if you wanted to work with me in my truck; we could tag team on long trips and keep each other company.” He said with his ears back as if already expecting a ‘no’ from me. I looked at him, surprised; when I was younger, I would go on short trips with him, and it was always fun; as I got older, school got in the way.
“I would like that very much,” I replied, making him smile wide.

“That is great to hear; in that case, I have your first present.” He said, handing me a wrapped box. I opened it and revealed a nice leather jacket with his company logo on the back and my name embroidered on the chest. I tried it on, and it was a perfect fit. I looked back at him, and he looked proud.

“Thank you, Dad. You said that was my first present?” I asked, making him chuckle a little.

“I will give you the other one after my delivery today.” He said as he stood up and headed to the kitchen.
I sat down to breakfast with Mom and Dad, excited to work with Dad. I got cleaned up afterward as Dad got ready for work. As he was leaving, I saw him pull Mom into a deep kiss; looking closely, I could see his tongue bulge her throat a little. He let her go, and I saw his pants were tented. As the door closed and locked, Mom turned to look at me with a smile. She sat on the couch, and I sat next to her.
As I was watching TV, I heard her groan. I glanced over to see her hand between her legs and two fingers buried deep inside her wet swollen vagina; I felt my heart thumping hard in my chest as time seemed to slow a little. Her eyes closed in ecstasy as she massaged her inner flesh; she drew in a sharp breath as her body twitched into an orgasm. She withdrew her dripping-wet fingers and walked to the bathroom; I released the breath I didn’t know I was holding. I walked into my room and collapsed onto my bed, thinking about what she did next to me. After calming down, I saw Mom making lunch; she was still only wearing her nightgown; she looked back at me and smiled.

“I have a present for you.” She said with a smirk.

“Oh?” I asked as she held out a small box to me.

“I figured you could open this present now, and the other one can wait until your father gets home,” Mom said, returning to the meal. I looked at the box. It was the size of a ring box and very light. I carefully unwrapped it to reveal a small package that resembled a soup flavoring in a pack of instant noodles. I looked at it, confused, until I spotted the shape of a ring inside.

“A condom?” I asked in shock. She looked back at me and smirked.

“Yes, I figured you could use one now that you are old enough, " she said, plating the food.
“Why would I need a condom?” I asked, feeling very confused.

“They are used for sex, son.” She replied sarcastically.

“I know that. I mean, I am single; why would I need this?” I asked as she turned towards me and held out the plate.

“I thought I would show you how to use it after lunch.” She said as she walked away. I stood there confused as she sat at the table. She looked at me and cleared her throat.

“Are you going to eat?” she said as I looked at her and sat down, shaking a little. Lunch was quiet as I was unsure what she meant, but I was nervous to find out. After lunch, she disappeared to her room. I cleaned the dishes and left the kitchen to see her enter my room. As I walked, I could feel my heart thumping hard in my chest; looking in my room, I noticed she was standing beside my bed. I swallowed hard as I stepped into my room; in my hand, the condom package felt like it weighed a tonne.
“Get undressed, please.” She said with a hunger in her eyes. I got undressed and was hesitating when I got to my boxers. I looked at her, and she urged me to keep going; I was shaking as I pulled my boxers down and kicked them away. I heard her purring lightly, and I looked at her as I covered my crotch.
“My turn.” She said as she turned around and slowly lifted her nightgown over her head. She turned back towards me, showing off her perky breasts and toned body; she sat on my bed and spread her legs. My eyes instantly fixated on her puffy, wet lips as she beckoned me closer as she laid back.

“We shouldn’t do this; Dad will be pissed if he found out,” I said nervously.

“Don’t worry, he won’t be here for hours at least.” She replied. I looked down at her and felt my cock sliding free from my sheath, I kneeled at the end of my bed between her thighs, and with my head level with the quivering opening that birthed me, I cautiously extended my tongue and contacted hot slippery skin that quickly parted giving way to hot wet wrinkly folds of sweet and salty flesh. She let out a groan as her body jerked at the sensation, her insides quivering and squeezing around my tongue as I pushed deeper. I slowly licked around her depths, getting a raw taste of her most intimate area. I continued my oral ministrations, letting the barbs drag on the way out; suddenly, her thighs gripped my head as her body convulsed, making her scream out her orgasm.
She lay there panting hard as she came back down from her release; she looked at me and spread her legs again; I placed her legs on my shoulders, lining my cock up with her vagina; my tip kissed her hot, slick flesh as it pulsed in the invitation; without further hesitation, I slowly pushed inside. The feeling was intense as the tip of my penis spread her slick flesh, her tunnel stretching open as I pushed deeper. The feeling of wrinkled flesh and rhythmic twitching brought me close to the edge, making me pause midway. Finally, I bottomed out as my tip nestled into her cervix. She groaned as I held still; when I calmed down again, I started pulling out, feeling my barbs scrape her insides, making her purr contently. I pushed back in, slapping my hips against hers, making her moan and dig her claws into my back a little. I groaned as her fleshy tunnel gripped my member hard, I started thrusting harder into her as her vagina got increasingly wet, and her vagina clamped down in another orgasm; the twitching sent me over the edge as I started shooting my load deep inside her. Panting, I laid down next to her as she wrapped an arm around my chest and hugged me; we cuddled for a while before she sat up and stretched; she looked at me and smiled.
“That was fun,” I said, making her smile.

“That is good to hear; next time, I want you to put it in my ass.” She offered.

“W-what?” I asked in shock.

“You heard me.” Said Mom as she entered the bathroom. I got cleaned up and saw the condom on the floor.
“I forgot to use a condom,” I said, starting to feel nervous.

“I know, don’t worry. I am unable to get pregnant again.” She replied.

“Then why did you give me a condom?” I asked.

“It was for an easy cleanup, but I don’t mind.” She replied. I sat on the couch in the living room and watched TV until the sound of the front door opening caught my attention. Dad walked in, and with a sigh, he put his jacket on a hook; he turned and walked into the living room and sat next to me.

“How was your birthday?” Asked Dad as he kicked his feet up onto the coffee table and stretched out.
“It was good,” I replied, looking away, feeling ashamed that I had sex with my mother.

“That is great to hear.” He replied as he wrapped an arm around me and pulled me into a hug, his potent, musky scent filling my nose and making me almost gag. After a few hours of watching TV, I headed to bed for the night; I had pleasant dreams of my mother and what I had done. I woke up to a knock on my door; I yawned and rolled to my side to conceal my hard-on.
“Come in,” I answered, half thinking I was hearing things. Carefully, the door opened to reveal Dad in his boxers.

“Time to get up for work, bud.” He said with a warm smile while scratching his balls through the cloth.

“Okay, I will be a few minutes,” I said as he walked away. I looked at the clock to see that it was only 5 am; I groaned as I walked to the bathroom, feeling like a zombie. I got ready to go and slipped my new jacket on. Walking outside, I noticed Dad was already in the truck going over paperwork as I climbed inside. Dad looked over at me and pointed at a travel mug in my cup holder.

“I made coffee for us.” He said as he finally put away the paperwork.

“Thanks,” I said with a yawn, picking up the mug with both hands as if it were fragile. We set off towards the pickup zone; we were primarily quiet save for a few obscenities towards careless drivers. We arrived at the parking lot near 6 am I walked around with Dad to learn how to attach a trailer. Once everything was ready, we climbed back in to start the long drive ahead. I watched the world go by as we entered the highway when Dad broke the silence.
“So, you had sex with your mother yesterday?” He asked calmly, making my ears flattened against my head.

“H-how did you know?” I asked in a shocked tone.

“Because we planned it.” He replied.

“You did?” I asked.

“Well, we wanted to know if you would be up to it, and from what she said to me after, I think you had much fun.” He said with a chuckle. I sat there stunned a little.

“What happens now?” I asked, feeling numb.

“If you want, you can continue your fun with her, and maybe at some point, we could have ‘fun’ and see where that leads.” He said with a slight smile and a glance as if trying to read my response.

“You want me to have sex with you too?” I asked, looking at him.

“I was hoping we could take turns being on top.” He replied. I was quiet for a while, trying to process what he was asking; as the road stretched ahead, I started to consider his offer. I thought about how bad it would hurt to be on the bottom and what it would feel like to be on top. Once we pulled into a truck stop for lunch, I still was unsure of my answer; after grabbing food, we sat in the truck to eat lunch.

“So, what do you think?” He asked quietly as if he was already knowing my answer.

“About having sex with you? I don’t know, maybe. I have never thought of men like that.” I answered finally.
“Okay, I will not pressure you into doing anything you don’t want.” He said as he got cleaned up.
“I might be willing to try. I might even have fun.” I found myself saying.

“What?” Dad replied, seeming surprised.

“Y-yeah, it is better to try something before saying you don’t like it,” I replied, shaky.

“Okay, if you want to, I can close the curtains and grab some lube.” He said, sounding excited.

“O-okay,” I said as he quickly got up, closed the curtains, and turned on a light over his bed; he looked at me and started unlatching his belt. His pants fell to the floor, revealing his boxers, he removed his shirt, and I got undressed. I sat on the bed as he pulled his boxers down; his sheath was slightly oversized, and his earthy musk tickled my nose. The pointy tip of his pink penis was poking out of his sheath; I caught myself staring at it as he rested a hand on my shoulder.
“Bend over, son.” He said in a slightly commanding tone. I gulped and rolled onto my stomach, my knees on the floor. I was resting my upper half on his bed; My heart was thumping hard in my chest.
“You look good.” He said with a purr. He lifted my tail out of the way, and I heard a bottle snap open; I felt a cold, slimy liquid pour onto my anus, making me clench. Dad rubbed the lube in with a finger and stopped as he pressed into the center.

“Ready?” He asked.

“Y-yes,” I replied, and instantly, I felt his finger press harder; I relaxed, and my anus spread over his meaty finger. He went in slowly and stopped once his knuckles rested against my taint; he pulled out slowly and added another finger; this time, my anus stretched to accommodate, and it was a little uncomfortable.
“How does it feel?” he asked as he started rubbing my tender rectum.

“A little uncomfortable,” I replied, gritting my teeth as his fingers twisted inside of me.

“We can stop if you want.” He said as he withdrew his intruding fingers.
“I want to continue,” I said, making him smile.

“Good, now relax, or this will hurt.” He said as I felt hot flesh press against my anus, I relaxed the best I could, and he pushed a little, and I felt his pointy tip enter inside me. He pushed a little further and rested so that I could get used to it; my claws gripped hard into his bed as he pushed deeper. His throbbing member spread me wide open as he groaned; I felt tears coming to my eyes until his cock rubbed against something inside of me. I moaned as he rubbed into it, pain replaced by pleasure. I felt my cock slip free of my sheath. He pushed deeper, and I felt his sheath press against my anus and his sweaty balls rest on mine; we stayed like that for a few minutes.
“You feel amazing, son.” He groaned out as he retreated a little; I could feel his barbs tickle my colon as he pulled out. He pushed back in, making me moan out as he bottomed out again; he increased his thrusting as I got used to him being inside me. Dad was growling as he grabbed my sides and thrust harder; I felt myself nearing my climax as his thrusts got erratic, and he slammed into me and roared out his orgasm. I felt hot spurts splashing my insides as his cock twitched inside me; I groaned as I climaxed, spraying the floor. He pulled out and lay next to me on the bed; I looked at his cock as it twitched out more cum leaving a trail of creamy white down his shaft.
“Okay, once I recover, I want you to suck my cock clean.” He said, still panting.

“Alright,” I said, rolling over onto my stomach and feeling the fresh load of cum slosh inside me, I could feel my heart beat harder as he spread his legs, and I moved my head over his dripping cock. I leaned my head forward, stopping just above his twitching cock. His pink member coated in cum that still trickled from his tip; his musk smelled sweet like caramel, and the mix of his cum and my ass made me hard again. The heat that radiated off of him was welcoming; I closed my eyes and stuck out my tongue, closing the distance. As my tongue contacted the hot pulsating flesh, all I could taste was the salty cum spilling from him, and it was a little sour from being inside of me; after I licked again, it tasted sweeter, and his barbs tugged at my tongue. He purred at the touch of my tongue and rubbed the back of my head. I looked at him, and his eyes were closed. I closed my eyes again and sank my mouth over his twitching length.
“You feel so good. Now wrap that tongue of yours around my shaft and…” He shuddered as I followed his instructions; he was panting harder and digging his claws into the bed. I could taste more of his pre as I felt his heartbeat rise with the twitching in his flesh. I uncurled my tongue and sank deeper over his spire of flesh, and his tip sank into my throat; I felt his hand on my head as he humped into my throat. I slipped my tongue into his musky sheath as he gasped; his cock erupted in spasms as salty ropes of slimy cum coated the back of my tongue and throat. I swallowed as he calmed down, feeling the mess disappear into my stomach. We both lay panting as we recovered; I looked at him as he rolled onto his side away from me. His ass was now level with my face. I got a nose full of a deeper musk; I moved his tail and pressed my tongue to his tail hole. His hot, sweaty flesh clenched as I made contact, the sweet earthy taste coated my tongue as I slowly dragged my tongue against his anus; I could feel the wrinkles under my tongue as I licked over them. I had to let him go as his work timer went off, meaning our break was over.

“That was fun,” I said as we sat down, I could feel his cum still inside of me.

“I am glad to hear that; maybe you can be on top when we stop for the night.” He said with a chuckle as he started the truck.

“I can’t wait,” I replied.
