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A hot preview…

"Mom... please..." I gasped pleadingly. "I can't take much more of this!"

"What do you mean?" She nibbled gently at my earlobe, sending shivers of bliss through my entire body. "What can't you take?"

"You teasing me!"

"Why not?"

"Because I'll get cum everywhere!"

She giggled and continued stroking me mercilessly. "That's okay... you know I'll clean up after you..."

She slid her other hand between our legs and reached into my pants. "I want your seed, sweetheart... let go and fill your naughty little mommy with your sticky essence..."

My breath caught in my chest as my heart skipped a beat, and then Rebecca's fingers were sliding down the waist of my pants, freeing my thick, hard dick. She started stroking it, pumping it firmly, gripping it tightly in her fist as her lips brushed against mine.

"Give me what I need," she purred seductively, stroking my shaft slowly with both hands. "Gift me with your load, baby..."

The Bimbo Machine 1

My stepmom Rebecca's house was a long drive away, and my old beat-up truck wasn't happy on the highway. But every few months, I made the trip, just to check in on her. She was a little older than me, but she'd already been married a few times, and was living in the big, drafty place by herself, with just a small fortune and a few acres of woods.

She was the kind of woman who could live there forever and never need anyone. She had a few dozen horses, a few dozen other pets, and a few dozen things to fix around the property. It was a hobby for her. She loved to be busy, and I loved the fact that I had a mom who could take care of herself.

But when she'd been home alone for too long, she started to get... restless. Sometimes I could hear it in her voice when we talked. Sometimes it was the way her emails sounded. Sometimes she just told me:

"I feel like I'm going stir-crazy in this place, Mark."

"You should get out more, then," I'd said.

"What? And leave my babies?" she laughed. "Not a chance."

"Your what?"

"My babies. The horses."

I'd smiled. "Right."

So, when she called and told me that something strange was going on, I decided to make the drive. I'd been busy, myself—just getting my business off the ground—and it was a bit of a pain, but she'd never asked for help before. I'd grown up with this woman. If she said there was something weird going on, there was.

I pulled up and parked the truck next to her car. The sun was shining, the birds were singing, and the whole world was at peace. It was a perfect fall day.

Then I stepped inside and immediately felt the chill. It was always cold inside the house, like a cave. I could see my breath, and my feet crunched the frost on the hardwood floor.

"Mom?" I called. "It's me."

"Mark? Mark!" Her voice came from the back of the house, where the bedrooms were. "You're here! I thought you'd never come!"

She rushed into the living room, and I could see she was holding a blanket over her chest. It wasn't unusual, really: she hated the cold. Her hair was messy, like she'd just gotten out of bed.

"I got here as fast as I could," I told her.

"That's good." Her teeth chattered. "Because there's something really, really strange going on here, and I don't know what to do about it."

I frowned. "What do you mean?"

She glanced over her shoulder. "I should get dressed. I don't want you to see me like this."

"Dressed?"

It was then I realized that underneath her blanket...her nipples were poking through the fabric. I could see the outline of her breasts, and they looked very, very big. Had they grown? She'd never been big-breasted before.

"Mom..."

"Oh, Mark." She gave me a worried look. "I should have told you sooner, but... I was afraid. You're so smart. So capable. And I didn't know what else to do, I had no one to talk to, and..."

"What?" I took her shoulders, gently. "You're not making any sense."

"I'm not myself, Mark. I'm not the same. Something changed."

I raised an eyebrow.

"Let's get you dressed," I said. "And then we'll talk."

"No." She shook her head vigorously. "Not the bedroom."

"What's going on? Are you in some kind of danger?"

"Yes. But it's different than that." She took a deep breath and then lowered the blanket.

My jaw nearly dropped. Her body... it was insane. So fucking hot. Big, voluptuous breasts with hard nipples, made even harder from the cold. Smooth, trim waist, and a beautiful pink pussy, shaved and smooth...her cunt glistening with wetness.

"God damn," I breathed.

"I know. It's too much. I can't believe it."

"You didn't show this to your ex-husband?"

She laughed. "No, not at all."

"And who was the last guy you dated?"

"A year ago? Just a random guy. It lasted, like, two weeks. We never did anything like... this."

I swallowed hard, feeling my cock swelling.

"Well," I said. "Why are you showing me this?"

"Because..." She shook her head. "It's not supposed to be like this! I was always thin and waifish, until I found that stupid -" She sighed. "Fuck, let me just show you."

She took my hand and led me back through the house.

It was a little more normal inside, now. Less drafty. My eyes followed the curves of her body, her long legs, the firm ass she'd never had before. It was taking everything I had not to throw her to the floor and fuck her right there, make her squeal with pleasure.

But... no. We were just family. I'd never seen her that way. I couldn't imagine seeing her that way, no matter what her body looked like.

And yet, she looked fucking incredible. Her big tits swayed, hypnotically.

"Through here," she said, when we reached the end of the hallway.

We stopped in front of her walk-in closet. I'd never been in there before—she preferred dressing in her bedroom, I guess—but I knew from her expression that something was wrong.

The door was locked. The lock looked strange. It was... almost futuristic. Like something from a space movie.

"I got rid of my key, months ago. It's in here. In the closet."

"Months?" I said.

She nodded.

"How many months?"

She looked ashamed. "...three," she whispered.

I groaned inwardly. Three fucking months, trapped in the house without underwear or a bra? I couldn't imagine how sore her nipples must have been.

"Can you pick it?" she asked, hopefully.

I stepped up and put my shoulder to the door. It felt solid. The kind of sturdy that made me think I'd only end up breaking my arm if I tried to knock it down. I tried the handle again, shaking it for good measure—nothing.

"Do you have a toolbox?"

She shook her head. "Nothing that small. We can order one, online. If you want."

I sighed.

"Mom," I said. "That's really suspicious, don't you think? A futuristic lock on your closet?"

She nodded. "It's from a company called Xtreme Closet Solutions. They make safes. Supposed to be unbreakable. So far, they haven't let me down."

I frowned. She noticed, and bit her lip.

"You don't believe me."

"Not that part. I know you've got all kinds of valuable things here. You're careful with your belongings, and I'm sure this wasn't the first security system you installed. But that's not what it sounds like, Mom. It sounds like you're making excuses for why you can't leave. Why you won't leave."

Her lips grew taut. "I could leave. Don't you think I've thought about leaving?"

"Then why are you still here?"

She glanced at the ground, shamed again.

"Fuck it," I said, "I'm gonna bust this thing open."

"How?" she said.

I turned and examined the door frame. It was old wood, warped but solid, and there was nothing around us I could use as a weapon. I tested the door knob one last time, just to confirm what I already knew: it was jammed tight. I might as well have tried to twist a steel pin.

I went back into her bedroom. She trailed behind me.

"What is it?" she said. "Something's got you worried."

"When was the last time you talked to someone other than me?" I asked.

She thought about it. "Last week."

"Someone you know? I mean, an actual person?"

"Oh, come on."

"Who was it?" I asked.

She sighed, annoyed. "The neighbor. When he came to get his mail."

"What else happened then?"

She gave me a suspicious look.

"You've done it too," she said. "You call me. Email me. You send packages."

"Yeah, but do we ever have real conversations? When was the last time, Mom? When was the last time you saw my face until today?"

"Stop doing that," she hissed.

"Doing what?" I snapped, and took a step closer. She backed away—not quickly, but she definitely moved. That scared her, I realized. She didn't like it when I did that.

"I don't know what's going on here," I told her. "This weird lock, your new body... just... Come clean, Mom! Tell me what the fuck happened!"

She sighed. "You're not going to believe me."

"Try me."

"Fine," she said. "But first... I have to show you something."

She turned and walked slowly through the living room, her big breasts bouncing as she moved. I followed closely, ready for anything. This had gone on long enough, and if she wouldn't talk, I needed to take action. If I had to search every room of this place to find out what she was hiding, so be it.

Then she pushed the sliding glass door aside. The afternoon sunshine flooded inside, warming everything up, but there was another thing that caught my attention: the machine, in the backyard.

It was some kind of metal rack, covered with wires and blinking lights and a control panel. The top part of it was covered with a long black tube, like something from a movie.

My mom glanced over at me, nervously. Her teeth were chattering again, I realized. Not from cold this time. She was afraid.

"Mark, before you say anything..." She bit her lip. "Don't be mad. Please, don't be mad. It happened by accident. I never meant to..."

She gestured weakly.

"You've been using this?" I said.

She nodded, silently.

I took a step forward, examining the contraption. It had dials and switches, along with a keypad. A little LED screen flashed some text, too quickly for me to read, and then reset. It seemed like a pretty high-end computer. And those tubes on the side... they were connected to a pair of metal helmets, one on either side. Like something from an old sci-fi movie, where you would hook them directly into people's brains.

"What is it?" I asked. "Some kind of experiment?"

She smiled, bitterly. "I guess you could call it that."

"But... it's not yours, is it? Someone gave it to you?"

"Yes. I didn't think it would work."

"Is it for weight loss? Are you dieting?"

She laughed, a strange sound. "Something like that."

I touched the machine and felt a thrum of power coursing through the wires. It really was hooked up to electricity. My heart began to beat faster. What the fuck was this thing, and why did I recognize it?

"Have you ever seen that logo before, Mark?" she said, pointing.

It was small, printed on the very top of the machine. Two words:

Bimbo Machine.

I frowned.

"Yeah, actually. But I can't remember where."

She nodded.

"They're a company," she explained. "A really big, famous company. You might have seen it on TV once, or in the newspaper, but probably not. They're not quite a household name."

I narrowed my eyes, examining the logo. "What kind of company?" I asked. "I've got a bad feeling about this."

"I know," she whispered.

The realization dawned on me a split second later. When I saw where the helmets were sitting, when I realized how this whole setup looked... like some kind of torture chamber. Or some kind of cult ritual.

"It's for brainwashing," I muttered.

"Kind of, yeah."

"Mom, did you USE this thing?" I stared in shock. "Is that what made your body like.... this?"

My stepmom shivered. Her eyes grew wide—she was staring at my bulge, I realized. Even talking about it, alluding to what had happened, was getting her wet and making her nipples hard. She licked her lips, slowly.

"Can I touch you?" she whispered.

My cock leapt in my pants at that question.

"Touch me? Why?"

"Please?" Her eyes grew wider, begging. "It's been so long..."

It had been long for me, too. But no! This was wrong.

"Mom! Stay focused. Did you use this machine? Is that why you transformed?"

She nodded. "Yes, Mark. It worked, just like they said it would. But I didn't want to tell you about it because you'd think I was insane."

"Insane!"

She shrugged helplessly. "Why else would I look like this? You think it's just some diet program? That's ludicrous."

"Fuck, Mom," I breathed, exasperated. "Are you telling me that this machine gave you huge breasts? And an ass? Because that's ridiculous, even for me."

"You saw it for yourself!" she cried. "Your stepmom used to be a little plain. Skinny and short-haired, the most normal woman in the world. Now..."

She gestured to herself, frustrated. I knew it must have been maddening, the change in her body. I was trying not to stare, but the sight of her, so curvy and sexy and big-breasted—it was driving me crazy. I'd never thought about her as anything but my stepmom, before now. We were too close to have any other kind of relationship. And now... now there was this new layer to our family history, the idea that this could have been part of her for years. That it wasn't even her body; it was a transformation, something fake. A mask, like makeup.

"Just come here," she begged. "Don't worry about why."

I sighed. Fuck, she was sexy, I thought. And it had been so long since someone touched me...

"We shouldn't do this," I told her. "There's got to be another way. We've gotta get you out of this place."

She took my hand and started leading me inside, gently. "Let's take a shower together," she said. "Clean each other off... I can smell your cologne, and it turns me on so much."

My cock swelled again, hearing her voice. Those words sounded so natural coming from her.

"Mom it's fucking freezing. I've got to get your heat working again."

"You know what you really need?" she breathed into my ear. "To unwind and relax."

I frowned. This wasn't like my mom at all—not the person she'd been ten years ago.

"What's wrong with you?" I said.

"Nothing's wrong." She giggled, almost girlishly. "Come on, Mark..."

I stopped in the living room, my feet planted firmly on the floor, and she looked down, dejected.

"I shouldn't be asking you this," she whispered.

Her fingers ran across my shirt, trailing up towards my neck, then my face. She cupped my cheeks gently in her palms and leaned in close so that we were nose to nose. Her lips were red and plump, full and juicy and perfect for kissing, and god damn, her scent was intoxicating.

"Let's forget everything else," she purred softly, her warm breath tickling my nose and mouth and ears. "And fuck like crazy animals."

That caught me off guard. I wanted to. FUCK did I want to.

"Jesus - Mom - at least let me get the heat working first."

"No heat! Only sex!" she exclaimed. She took my hand again and dragged me down the hallway, bouncing merrily along as she moved through the house and finally turned a corner into her bedroom where she promptly shoved me onto the bed, climbed over me, and straddled my hips.

"MOM - seriously?!"

I could feel my cock pulsing against her thigh as she wiggled around above me trying to pull off my jacket. "Mommy wants to ride you!" she cooed, lifting one leg up high enough to wrap it around mine as she continued grinding and gyrating against me until I couldn't take it anymore. My hands shot straight down to my belt buckle where I quickly unfastened the leather strap from its metal clasp allowing her to tug on my boxer briefs and yank them free revealing my thick erect rod which was standing proudly up against my abdomen glistening with precum dripping from its swollen tip while her eyes widened.

"Oh Mark..." she murmured as she stroked and massaged me, coaxing even more sticky fluid forth causing me to gasp sharply when she brushed her thumb gently over my slit, sending jolts of electricity coursing through every inch of my body making me groan loudly while she played with my stiff cock; exploring every inch with her fingers tracing tiny circles up and down until finally slipping underneath stroking along its underside feeling it throbbing beneath her touch, making my toes curl.

"Please," I begged, barely able to breathe. "Please, Mom! We can't...can't do this..."

She leaned forward, her soft lips hovering right above mine, teasing me, taunting me, before planting a kiss so soft and sweet I felt dizzy. "Yes...yes baby, we can." She kissed me again, harder this time, forcing her tongue between my lips, tasting my mouth hungrily while she ground her hips down against me, rubbing herself up and down, coating my shaft with her own juices making us both moan softly in pleasure as she moved faster and faster.

My cock was throbbing wildly, aching for release, but still I resisted.

"Fuck me, Mark," she whispered. "Take me now. I'm yours."

I closed my eyes, trying not to think about how good it felt, how right it seemed, the way she slid up and down atop me. How could something be so wrong and yet feel so natural?

"I can't," I grunted. "I can't, Mom, it's not right."

Her fingers curled into my hair and she tugged, sharply. I gasped in pain, but she didn't seem to notice.

"You want me," she breathed, her lips brushing my cheek. "You've wanted me for years, Mark."

"Mom," I managed.

"Say it."

I didn't. I couldn't.

"Admit it."

My cock pulsed with desire. My balls ached for relief. But no, no, it wasn't possible, we couldn't...

"Mom, please," I begged.

She pressed herself against me, her nipples hard and erect through the fabric of her blouse, poking into my chest. I couldn't hold back anymore.

"Say it!"

"Fuck, Mom," I moaned, unable to stop myself. "I want you."

"Good boy," she whispered, her hand sliding between our bodies, cupping my balls gently and massaging them tenderly. "Tell me what you want."

"I want you..."

"You want this?" she asked, leaning back, showing off her huge breasts, her perfect hips, her gushing pussy.

"God, yes, Mom," I grunted.

"Then take it."

With that, I could resist no longer. I threw her down on the bed, on her back, and spread her legs, lining my shaft up with her naked pussy. With that, I impaled her in one smooth stroke, her cunt stretching to accommodate my huge dick.

"Fuck, Mark!" she screamed. "Oh my god, your big cock fills me up so good, baby!"

"Take it," I growled. "Take every inch."

"Oh god, Mark, please..."

I slammed my hips forward, burying myself balls deep inside her.

"YES! OH GOD, YES! PLEASE FUCK ME, MARK! FUCK YOUR MOMMY'S PUSSY! FUCK ME HARD, BABY!"

I did as I was told, pulling back until just the tip remained and then slamming myself into her again, my balls slapping loudly against her ass as I fucked her hard and fast and rough, grunting like an animal with each thrust, lost in a frenzy of lust. And she loved it; she met every movement with enthusiasm, begging for more, pleading with me not to stop. I gripped her hips tightly as I pistoned my cock into her over and over again. It wasn't long before the pressure began building deep within me; I knew that I couldn't hold back much longer.

"Mark!" she cried, clawing at my back and shoulders as I pounded away inside her. "Mark, please...please, baby, I'm close...I need you to come inside me! Fill me up, Mark! Give it to me!"

I groaned loudly as my orgasm hit, shooting ropes of hot cum deep into my stepmother's womb, flooding her with seed, filling her completely with every drop until I'd emptied everything I had left inside her and collapsed, spent and exhausted, on top of her body. As soon as she felt me coming inside her, she screamed out my name and came too, her pussy clamping down around my softening cock, squeezing it tight as she rode out her own climax. We lay together like that for several minutes afterward, panting heavily, clinging tightly to each other, sweaty and sticky from sex and yet contented in our shared satisfaction. Finally, when we were both able to breathe properly again, she kissed me softly on the lips.

"I love you, Mark," she murmured, gazing into my eyes. "I love you so much."

"Mom..."

She stroked my face tenderly, gazing up at me with adoration shining brightly in her eyes. "Please stay with me," she whispered. "Stay here tonight. Sleep by my side."

I couldn't resist such an offer. Even if it meant waking up with a sore back from her shitty mattress, I couldn't help wanting to fall asleep beside my mom after we just had amazing sex.

*****

When I woke up, the heat was back on. I blinked, looking around, and saw that the lights were also on. I glanced at my mom and noticed that she was sleeping peacefully next to me. I smiled to myself, wondering if the events of the previous night had been some kind of dream.

Then I remembered the Bimbo Machine.

What was going on? Who would send something like that to a housewife? What was the end goal here?

I got up and pulled on some pants, heading downstairs. Maybe it was all a prank, or maybe someone had hacked the company that made the device and was using their logo to scam people. I didn't know, but it was definitely suspicious.

I looked out the door to the yard where the big thing sat. It was covered with snow, but otherwise undisturbed. I went back in and turned on the television. The news was on.

"...and the weather looks clear, with highs of forty degrees and lows of twenty."

Huh. Nothing there, either.

I flipped around for a bit, finding nothing of interest. Then, something caught my eye. A commercial.

Bimbo Machine, the voice-over said. A revolutionary product that's transforming lives all over America.

The camera showed a smiling woman, walking down the street. The scene changed, and now she was at home, dancing around her living room with a man who must have been her husband. They laughed and embraced, and the announcer's voice spoke over the action.

It's like magic, he said. You'll never look at yourself the same way.

Then the scene shifted again, and the woman was sitting at a table, in a restaurant.

Bimbo Machine gives you a second chance, the announcer continued. If you're not satisfied with your life, or the way you look, then you can make the changes you want. You can have the body and the lifestyle you've always dreamed of.

The camera zoomed in on the woman's face, and her eyes sparkled.

I was stunned. They were actually advertising this thing on television! How could that be? And why was no one talking about it?

"Mark?"

I turned and saw my mom standing behind me.

"Hey," I said.

She gave me a smile. "You found the machine."

"Yeah," I said, nodding. "How come you didn't tell me about it?"

She shrugged. "I guess I didn't want to freak you out."

"I'm not freaked out," I said. "But I'm confused. Who sent this to you?"

"It's a company called Bimbo Industries."

"Where's the manual?"

"In the box."

I went to the living room and dug through the Bimbo Machine's packing material until I found the instructions.

"This thing is insane," I said, skimming over the page. "You can pick and choose what parts of you you want to change."

"Yeah, it's pretty wild."

"How long have you been using it?"

"Just a couple weeks. But, um..." She hesitated. "I think it might have done something else."

"Like what?"

"Well, you saw what I looked like. And that wasn't the only change."

I frowned. "What do you mean?"

"I've... changed. Personality-wise."

"How so?"

She sighed. "I don't know. I feel different. Younger. More confident."

I studied her face. Was it my imagination, or did she look younger?

"What did the manual say about that?"

"Nothing. I didn't read the whole thing."

"Did the company say anything?"

"No. They just sent me the machine and told me how to use it."

"So...how did you get this?"

She frowned. "I bought it."

"Bought it?"

"Yeah. With money."

"Money?"

She nodded. "They took PayPal."

I blinked. This was getting weirder by the second.

"Mom... this sounds like something illegal."

She laughed. "Oh, come on, Mark! What are they going to do, sue me?"

"I'm serious." I closed the instruction booklet and set it on the coffee table. "You should return this. Or, better yet, call the police and report it."

"I'm not going to do that!"

"Why not?"

"Because...because it works!"

"It changes you into a bimbo?"

She bit her lip. "Sort of."

I leaned forward. "Tell me."

She sighed. "Mark, come on..."

"Look, Mom, this is really freaking me out. Can you please just tell me what's going on?"

She hesitated, then sat down beside me. "Okay," she said. "Let's start from the beginning."

I nodded, giving her time to gather her thoughts.

She looked at me. "A month ago, I was miserable. My life was boring, and I hated everything about myself. I couldn't understand why anyone would ever be interested in me. I'd lost weight, but I still felt overweight. I hated my hair, my skin, my eyes..."

I stayed quiet as she spoke, letting her get all of it out.

"I just wanted to change, but nothing I tried ever made me feel better. So, I found this ad online for a product that would help me make those changes."

"Bimbo Machine," I murmured.

She nodded. "I read the reviews, and they were really good. People said it had transformed them, given them confidence. So, I ordered one."

I shook my head in disbelief. "They ship this to people's houses?"

"Yeah. You saw it outside."

I had to admit, it was kind of impressive. The machine came with everything: instructions, an induction pad, a remote control, even batteries.

"Anyway," my mom continued, "I got the thing in the mail and started using it right away."

"That quickly?"

She nodded. "I was desperate. Plus, I didn't know what I was getting into. So, I plugged it in, put the induction pad on my head, and turned it on."

"What happened?"

"It took me over."

My blood ran cold. "It what?"

"It took control of me," she explained. "When I pressed the button, it activated a sort of hypnotic trance state. It started talking to me, telling me what I wanted."

"And...what did you want?"

"To become beautiful. Sexy. Confident. Desirable. The voice told me what those words meant, and what they felt like. Then, it started changing me. My hair changed first, growing longer, shinier, prettier. I watched it happening in the mirror, but I didn't feel any pain or discomfort. Just pleasure. After that, my breasts grew bigger. Fuller. Rounder. They felt wonderful. Next, my face shifted. My lips got plumper, my nose became smaller, more delicate, my chin and jawline got slimmer. Everything looked perfect in the mirror. And, finally, my body changed. My ass got bigger, my hips wider, my waist narrower, my stomach flatter, my legs longer, smoother, stronger. The transformation took about two hours, and when it was done, I looked like a different woman."

I stared at her in amazement. "Holy shit," I muttered.

She laughed nervously. "Yeah. When I came out of the trance state, I thought I'd gone crazy. But then I realized, no, I'd just been given what I wanted most of all: confidence. Self-esteem. So, I decided to try again."

I frowned. "Try again? Why?"

"Well, because I wasn't finished yet! The first time, I only wanted to change my looks. But now that I felt more attractive, I wanted to change my personality as well."

"Oh, god," I groaned. "You're telling me you did this to yourself on purpose?"

She nodded. "Sure did."

I rubbed my temples. This was unbelievable.

"Why?"

She shrugged. "Because it was fun!"

"Fun? You call making yourself into a bimbo with some weird alien sex machine 'fun'?"

She giggled. "Of course! Why wouldn't I?"

"Uh, maybe because it's crazy?"

"Well, it wasn't at first."

"Right. Sure."

She rolled her eyes. "Whatever, Mark. You wanted to know what happened, and I told you."

"Yeah, but...why do you still have the thing?"

"Because I'm not finished yet."

My mouth dropped open. "What? Mom! Jesus Christ."

She frowned. "Hey, I told you what it did already. Don't freak out on me."

"Sorry," I said, sighing heavily. "This is just a lot to take in."

She patted my shoulder gently. "I understand."

"So, wait, you're telling me that the reason your hair looks younger is because of that machine?"

She nodded.

"And why your clothes fit you tighter than they did last week?"

She smiled slyly. "Yes."

"Even though you told me that you've lost weight?"

She giggled. "Mark! Come on."

I threw up my hands. "Fine. Sorry. I just...wow."

She stood up and stretched languidly, showing off her ample curves, drawing my attention to her breasts and hips and ass.

"God damn," I muttered softly, unable to stop myself from staring at her incredible figure.

She grinned and sat back down next to me, close enough that our thighs touched. "You like it," she purred. "I know you do."

"Um..."

"Don't deny it, baby," she purred softly, leaning closer until her lips brushed my earlobe. "I can see the way you look at me."

My breath caught in my throat as my cock started getting hard again. I couldn't help it; how could I resist my stepmom when she was dressed like that? She looked gorgeous, sexy, voluptuous, every inch a woman who knew exactly how good she looked and what effect her body had on men. I cleared my throat nervously and tried to calm myself down before speaking again.

"Sorry," I mumbled. "I'm just...shocked. About everything."

She leaned closer still, until her full breasts pressed against my chest, her face inches away from mine, her hot breath washing over my skin, smelling faintly of mint.

"You don't need to apologize," she whispered. "We're all allowed our desires, Mark."

I swallowed hard as her hand snaked around my neck and pulled me closer, until we were almost kissing.

"Desires?" I croaked weakly, my pulse hammering wildly in my throat.

She nodded slowly. "Mmmhm. There's nothing wrong with wanting something...or someone...very badly." Her tongue flicked out to lick my upper lip, sending a shiver down my spine. "Is there?"

Her free hand drifted across my thigh and came to rest atop my erect penis. I gasped sharply as she began stroking me through my jeans, her fingers dancing lightly along the shaft of my stiff member.

"Oh, god, mom...!" I groaned, struggling desperately to keep my composure. "This isn't right... we shouldn't be doing this...!"

Her lips brushed against my cheek as she nuzzled my ear. "Why not? It feels nice, doesn't it? Feels good to touch each other...to share our bodies with one another..."

Her fingernails dug into my groin, eliciting another gasp from me as she tightened her grip on my cock and began massaging it firmly.

"Mom...please..." I whimpered softly. "Please we can’t..."

"Do you really want me to stop?" she asked, gazing deeply into my eyes. "Or are you just afraid of how much pleasure you're feeling right now?"

"I'm... I'm afraid of what you might do next," I admitted sheepishly. "If you keep going, I might lose control and hurt you."

She chuckled lowly and squeezed harder. "Hurt me? Oh no, sweetheart... you're not hurting anyone at all."

Her soft palm stroked me faster, stimulating my cock until it strained painfully against its fabric prison, yearning desperately for freedom. My heart raced, pumping hot blood through my veins as the excitement built within me. It felt like something was about to burst deep inside me, and my mind began swimming dizzily with overwhelming sensation. I let out a ragged moan as my hands clenched helplessly against her shoulders, unable to resist her lustful assault.

"Mom... please..." I gasped pleadingly. "I can't take much more of this!"

"What do you mean?" She nibbled gently at my earlobe, sending shivers of bliss through my entire body. "What can't you take?"

"You teasing me!"

"Why not?"

"Because I'll get cum everywhere!"

She giggled and continued stroking me mercilessly. "That's okay... you know I'll clean up after you..."

She slid her other hand between our legs and reached into my pants. "I want your seed, sweetheart... let go and fill your naughty little mommy with your sticky essence..."

My breath caught in my chest as my heart skipped a beat, and then Rebecca's fingers were sliding down the waist of my pants, freeing my thick, hard dick. She started stroking it, pumping it firmly, gripping it tightly in her fist as her lips brushed against mine.

"Give me what I need," she purred seductively, stroking my shaft slowly with both hands. "Gift me with your load, son..."

With a strangled cry, I threw back my head and came explosively, erupting all over her fingers and palms, coating them thoroughly in warm cum. I moaned loudly, trembling uncontrollably, shuddering in ecstasy as my mother brought me to a mind-blowing orgasm. It was one of the most intense climaxes I'd ever had, and I couldn't help but wonder if maybe Rebecca had used some kind of spell to heighten my pleasure. Whatever she'd done, it worked perfectly, leaving me completely spent afterward and utterly incapable of moving for several long moments.

At last, the post-orgasmic fog cleared from my brain enough for me to return to my senses, and I looked down to find Rebecca licking her hands clean. She was sitting beside me again, and her eyes were bright with excitement as she devoured every drop of my semen. Seeing her behave so shamelessly sent fresh waves of desire coursing through my veins, rekindling my lust and making me crave more of her.

She kissed me, hard and fierce. Her tongue danced across my lips, forcing its way between them. She tasted strongly of cum, and the flavor of her salty seed made me groan with arousal. I wrapped my arms around her waist, pulling her tight against me, grinding my hips against hers as our tongues wrestled. We kissed passionately for several minutes, exploring each other's mouths eagerly, savoring the moment.

Finally, she broke the kiss and looked into my eyes. "Fuck me, honey."

"Fuck you?"

"Yes, Mark, fuck me. Right here. Right now."

My eyebrows shot up. "Are you serious?"

She nodded. "Very. I want you to fuck me, son. Please. Fuck your mother."

I stared at her, stunned speechless by her request. Could this really be happening? Was she actually asking me to do something so wrong? So forbidden?

Rebecca smiled and reached out to touch my cheek gently. "Don't worry, baby boy... I'll make sure everything is okay for you."

"How...?"

She leaned closer and whispered into my ear. "You'll see soon enough..."

And then she kissed me again, hard and deep, devouring my mouth hungrily, sucking my tongue into her own. I could feel her excitement mounting rapidly as she pressed her body against mine, grinding her soft curves against me. I returned the favor, letting her know how turned on I was by the whole situation, letting her feel my throbbing erection poking into her thigh.

Her hands moved over my shoulders, sliding down my arms, and she guided my hands onto her tits. I gasped sharply as she squeezed them, and then began kneading them softly.

"God, Mom," I groaned. "I've always wanted to touch your tits."

She grinned and squeezed them tighter. "Me too, sweetie. I love having you play with them."

I groaned and squeezed them again, feeling their firmness, their softness, their weight.

"Mmmmm," she moaned. "So big...and soft...and beautiful..."

I couldn't believe this was happening. My stepmother was letting me fondle her breasts, and she was clearly enjoying it. What was even more incredible was that she wanted me to do it. She wanted me to feel her up. And she seemed happy to let me.

It was almost too much for me. I was already incredibly horny from the orgasm she'd given me earlier, and now she was practically begging me to fuck her. But how could I? How could I possibly resist her advances? She was such an amazing woman, so beautiful and sexy and perfect. And now she wanted me to make love to her. To take her, to make her mine. How could I possibly refuse?

"Please," she whispered. "Fuck me, Mark."

I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself. This was crazy. It was insane. And yet...and yet...

"Are you sure?" I asked tentatively.

She nodded eagerly. "Yes, honey. Please. Take me."

My resolve wavered. I wanted to do it. God, I wanted to do it so bad. But what if things went wrong? What if I ended up hurting her? Or worse, getting pregnant?

Oh Jesus. Getting her pregnant...

The thought was so insanely hot that I couldn't resist anymore. Knocking up my own stepmom - and a woman ten years older than me, at that! - would be beyond taboo. It would be positively forbidden. But at the same time, the idea of impregnating Rebecca, filling her womb with my seed and creating a child together, was so tempting that I knew I couldn't turn down the opportunity.

"Okay," I murmured. "Let's do this."

She smiled broadly. "Good boy. Now get naked, sweetheart. I want to see that gorgeous body of yours."

I quickly stripped off my clothes while Rebecca watched appreciatively. When I was finally naked, she leaned forward and licked my stomach, sending shivers down my spine.

"Mmm," she purred. "You look so handsome. And big..."

I blushed furiously, but couldn't help feeling pleased by her compliment.

"Thanks," I mumbled, looking away shyly.

She laughed softly and ran her fingertips over my chest. "There's no need to be embarrassed, honey. I like it."

"Um, thanks," I repeated.

She smiled warmly. "Come here."

She stood up and wrapped her arms around me, pulling me into a tight hug. My body trembled as I embraced her back, enjoying the feeling of her breasts pressing against my bare skin. Then, slowly, she lowered herself to her knees. Her hands slid down my chest and stomach, coming to rest on my thighs.

"Relax," she cooed, looking up at me.

I swallowed hard. This was crazy. Insane. What the hell was I thinking?

But the urge to take her was stronger than my fear, and so I nodded hesitantly.

"Good boy," she purred, rubbing her cheek against my leg. "Now, let me show you how much I love you..."

She cupped my balls and lifted them, pressing her face into my groin. I gasped sharply as she began licking them, teasing my sensitive sac, lapping at my heavy testicles. She licked and sucked and slurped, making loud noises that filled the room and sending jolts of electricity through my body.

"Oh god," I moaned, grabbing hold of her head. "Rebecca...Mom... that feels amazing..."

She responded by sliding her tongue along my length, coating it in saliva. Then, holding my shaft firmly in one hand, she engulfed the tip in her mouth, swirling her tongue around the head.

"Mmm," she hummed, looking up at me with a mischievous smile. "You taste wonderful, son."

I groaned as she began bobbing her head back and forth, taking my cock deeper and deeper into her mouth, swallowing my shaft whole.

"God, Mom," I gasped, clutching at her hair. "Oh god, that's so good..."

She sucked harder, sucking and slurping and licking, drawing me deeper into her mouth. I could feel my balls tightening as the pressure built within me, threatening to explode.

"I'm gonna come," I moaned, closing my eyes tightly.

She pulled her head back and looked up at me, smiling wickedly. "Then do it, Mark. Fill my mouth. Fill your mother's mouth with your cum."

I shuddered violently, fighting desperately to hold back the orgasm threatening to overwhelm me. But she wouldn't let up, sucking and licking and sucking and licking and sucking and licking and sucking and licking and sucking and licking and sucking and licking and sucking. And finally, the floodgates burst.

"FUCK!" I roared, bucking my hips uncontrollably, driving my cock deeper into her throat.

My cum exploded from the tip of my dick, spraying directly down her gullet, filling her mouth and throat with thick, white cream. She swallowed repeatedly, gulping it down eagerly, milking every last drop from me.

"Oh god," I gasped, panting heavily.

She continued swallowing until there was no more left, and then sat back on her heels, wiping her mouth.

"Thank you, sweetie," she said, smiling happily. "That was delicious."

"Mom... holy shit," I breathed, staring down at her in awe.

She giggled and stood up, pulling me into another tight hug. I held her close, feeling her body pressed against mine, inhaling her scent. She smelled wonderful. Like fresh flowers and sunshine and happiness.

"Do you want to lie down?" she asked softly, running her fingers through my hair.

I nodded weakly. "Please."

She led me to the bed and lay me down on top of the sheets. Then she climbed onto the mattress and straddled my lap, hovering over me.

"What do you think, son?" she purred, stroking my cheek tenderly.

I swallowed hard. "About what?"

"About us," she said.

I blinked in surprise. "Us?"

"Yes," she whispered, lowering her head towards mine. "We're going to make a baby, Mark. We're going to have a child together. A beautiful, wonderful baby who'll grow up knowing he has a wonderful father. Someone who loves him unconditionally."

"Really?"

She nodded. "Mmhmm."

"But...but I'm not ready to be a father, Mom," I protested weakly.

She chuckled softly and leaned down, pressing her lips against mine. I melted into the kiss, opening my mouth slightly and letting her tongue slip inside.

"It'll be fine, Mark," she assured me. "We'll take care of everything. You don't need to worry about anything. Just relax, and let your mother take care of you."

I groaned softly, surrendering myself completely to the pleasure she was giving me. I didn't even care anymore. If this was what she wanted, I wasn't going to argue.

"Now, let's make a baby," she purred.

Rebecca sat up straight, guiding the tip of my penis to her slit. She rubbed the head up and down her entrance, teasing me, torturing me, getting me even more worked up. And then, suddenly, she plunged downwards, enveloping me entirely in one swift movement.

"Fuuuuck," I moaned, arching my back involuntarily.

"Mmmmm, yes," she moaned, grinding her hips against mine. "It feels so good, baby."

She began riding me hard and fast, bouncing up and down on my dick, slamming herself down onto my pelvis. I grabbed hold of her waist, steadying her, helping her maintain her balance. She was so tight, so wet, so warm...it was incredible.

"Oh, god, Mom," I grunted, thrusting upwards. "This is amazing."

"You're amazing, son," she cooed. "You're so big, so thick...you fill me up so completely...mmm, yes, right there...ohhhhh, yesssss..."

Her words made me crazy, and I began bucking my hips furiously, fucking her as hard and fast as I could. She cried out loudly as my cock pounded into her, her cries growing louder and more desperate.

"Don't stop, baby," she gasped, throwing her head back. "Fuck your mother! Fuck her good! Give her everything you've got!"

"Yes, Mom!" I shouted, pounding into her harder and faster. "I'm gonna fuck you so good!"

"Mmmm, yes, fuck me, son! Fuck me like a slut! Make me scream!"

I gripped her waist tightly, digging my fingers into her soft flesh. She squealed in delight, grinding herself against me, bucking wildly as she came. Her pussy clenched around me, squeezing my cock, milking it.

"Cum in me, son!" she cried, leaning forward and wrapping her arms around my neck. "Fill me up! Fill me with your cum!"

"Gonna fill you, Mom," I grunted. "Gonna make you mine."

"Yes! Yesssss!"

With one final thrust, I buried myself balls-deep inside her and exploded. My entire body tensed up, and my vision blurred as my climax crashed over me.

"Oh god," I groaned, pumping spurt after spurt of cum into her.

Rebecca screamed, writhing on top of me, her nails raking down my back as her pussy convulsed around my shaft. She shuddered violently, her thighs quivering uncontrollably as she reached her peak.

"Oh, baby!" she shrieked, burying her face in the crook of my neck. "Oh, baby, I love you!"

She clung to me, moaning and whimpering, riding the wave of ecstasy that engulfed her. I held her tight, kissing her neck and cheeks, murmuring softly.

"I love you, Mom," I whispered, stroking her hair gently.

"I love you too, son," she murmured, nuzzling her nose against mine. "So much."

We stayed like that for a long time, just holding each other, basking in the afterglow. Eventually, though, I had to admit that the strain was starting to get to me. My legs were shaking, and I was having trouble catching my breath.

"Wow," I gasped, collapsing onto my back.

Rebecca laughed quietly. "Yes, wow."

"Jesus Christ," I wheezed, wiping the sweat from my brow.

She giggled, resting her head on my chest. "I'm sorry, honey. I didn't mean to tire you out so much."

"It's okay," I panted, stroking her hair absentmindedly. "Just...give me a minute."

"Okay," she said, kissing my cheek.

After a few minutes, my heart rate returned to normal, and I felt strong enough to sit up.

"So what happens now?" I asked.

"Now," she said, getting up and showing me the sperm - my sperm - dripping out of her used pussy, "I go cook us some food, you rest up and regain your stamina. You're gonna have to fuck your mommy a lot, so I'm gonna make you a nice big meal," she giggled. "And when we're finished eating, you're going to fuck me again, and again, and again. Until I'm nice and pregnant."

I couldn't help grinning widely at the idea. "I like the sound of that," I admitted.

She grinned back, and then went to the bathroom, cleaned herself up and went downstairs to make food.

I still couldn't wrap my mind around what was happening. And yet... I wasn't going to fight against it.

I couldn't.

Other books you might enjoy:

Kingsley House

Orion’s Genesis

Master of Mothers

See them all here!

Sign up for my mailing list!

cover.jpeg





